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The Hope of Resurrection.

Weeping may endure for a night
But joy cometh in the morning.

Yesterday was the saddest day in the history of Halifax,
when the unidentii.ed dead from the terrible explosion were
publicly laid away There is a tragic side to the whole matter
that seems unequalled, and yet there is an added pathos in
this particular phase. For it is not merely that all the bodies
were marred beyond recognition. That was true in many
cases and was sad enough, but many more were not claimed
because there was nobody left to claim them. They were
people for the most part born and bred in Halifax; they had
their joys and their sorrows here; they were integral parts of
the City’s life.

Some were men who had given the best of their years here;
some were mothers whose children the world over would rise
up and call them blessed; some were the girls and boys who
were the hope of the City, and some were tender little infants,
the joy of their households, and yet they were there silent and
unclaimed, no loving though sorrowing heart that had cherigh-
ed them to ache with pain for them; no eye that had watched
to shed a tear over, no hand that had ministered to them in
life to do any of the last sad offices for them. They are mourn-
ed by the whole community—nay more---by this country and
all others whose hearts have been stirred with pity during the
past ten or twelve days, but the grief is not personal. All
who loved them best are either sleeping with them, or far
away overseas fighting that other children may live, or are
too 11l to stand the strain of trying to identify.

It would be black, indeed, were this life the end of all,
if the first solemn strains of the “Dead March in Saul,” told
the whole story. But the triumphant note is not missing. It
is still possible to ery with hope and faith, ‘O Death, where is
thy sting; O Grave where is thy victory'’ In the hope of the
resurrection in which all mankind believes, a resurrection that
ma <es the soul of man to triumph over all and to live again
here, beautifying and ennobling all life that shall come after,
as well as that resurrection to a life hereafter to which the
Christian clings, Halifax reverently lays away its unidentified
dead. Unidentified by man but not unknown to Him who
notes even the sparrow's fall.

There must we leave them, returning to our homes and
our work feeling that upon us rests the responsibility
of so building and conducting the new City to arise on
the ashes of the old, as to ma%e of it the most endur-
ing monument to the memory of those whose hopes, plans,
aims and ideals they themselves might not ful 1. Sad as was
the day, it may be the greatest day in the City’s history if
we as a people consecrate ourselves to the new and better
spirit whose highest expression is true civie consciousness.
Halifax Chronicle, Dec. 18, 1917.
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CHAPTER L

Out of a Clear Sky.

NSUSPECTINGLY
U the people of Halifax
went about their usual
occupations on that fate-
ful Thursday, December 6th,
1917. Stores had just opened,
business men were on their
way to offices, the older grades
were at morning prayer in the
schools, many of the little ones
were at thebreakfast table for a
hasty meal, the mother withlov-
ing hands preparing thefood. In
half a hundred factories the
wheels of industry were turn-
ing and along the historie
raterfront-—so valuable an as-
set for the Allies in the War of
Nations— men worked like ants
in all forms of labor.

Out of a clear sky the
blow fell. The French muni-
tions steamer Mont Blane,
loaded” at New York with a
deadly cargo of T. N. T., picrie
acid and benzine, came up the
harbor seeking a convoy and

S. K. SMITH was ordered to anchorage in
City Editor of ** The Daily Telegraph ** Jedford Basin. There was a
ST. JOHN, N. B. mist on the water and this, no

doubt, contributed to the tra-
gedy which followed. The Norwegian steamer Imo, in the
Belgian Relief service, Captain Fron in charge, was coming
out of the basin, outward bound. Both Captain Fron and
Pilot William Hayes, who was on the bridge, are dead, but
the finding of the Drysdale Commission, just issued as I write,
relieves them of all responsibility for the collision with the
Mont Blane, fixing the blame upon Captain Aime Lemedec
o" that steamer and Pilot Francis MacKey recommending the
dismissal of the latter, also proceedings against Captain Lem-
edec by the French government. Arrests of these men on the
charge of manslaughter have just been made and thestartling
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stories, current in the early hours of the disaster, are likely to
be sifted to the bottom in the sensational trial expected to
follow.

Survivors of the Imo say that the Mont Blane first signall-

ed by two blasts of the whistle that she would pass on the Hali-
fax side of the harbor, which was, for her, the wrong side.
Accepting this signal as final, those on board the Imo say the
Jelgian relief ship was steered to the Dartmouth side but,
while taking this course, heard one blast which indicated that
the Mont Blanc had then taken the right, or Dartmouth side.
The Imo attempted to stop but could not and the Mont Blane
was struck under the bridge, starboard. The Imo survivors
say, also, that the Mont Blanc carried no red flag to indicate
she was carrying high explosives and that even when the Mont
Blanc's crew were seen escaping in boats when fre had broken
out, those on the Belgian relief ship did not realize that an ex-
plesion was imminent.

Captain Lemedec, now under arrest, gives the following
statement regarding the movement of the steamers:

“We had on board the Mont Blane nearly 5,000 tons of
freight, mostly explosives. The ballast tanks were filled with
water. In the forward hold were stored picrie acid; then came
a steel bulkhead and in the next 'hold was T. N. T., a high ex-
plosive. We also had T. N. T. in the third hold.

“On top of the forward deck were stored about twenty
barrels of benzol, over the picric acid with a deck in between.

“It was a clear morning. The water was smooth and we

were at half speed on the starboard side toward the Bedford
Basin. There were no vessels in our course until we sighted
the Belgian relief ship Imo coming out of Bedford Basin and
headed for the Dartmouth shore. She was more than two miles
away at the time. We signalled we would keep the Mont
Blance on the starboard tack going up to the basin where we
were to anchor. We headed a little more inshore so as to make
clear to the Imo our purpose. She signalled that she was
coming down on the port, which would bring her on the same
side with us. We were keeping to the right or starboard ac-
cording to pilotage rules and could not understand what the
Imo meant. But we kept on our course, hoping that she would
come down, as she should, on the starboard side, which would
keep her on the Halifax side of the harbor and the Mont Blane
on the Dartmouth side.

“But to our surprise the Imo continued on the north
side so we signalled again. We saw there was danger of colli-
sion and signalled to stop the engines, at the same time veering
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Belgian Relief Ship “Imo” which collided with the French munition ship ““Mont Blane.”
slightly to port, which brought the two vessels with starboards
parallel when about 300 feet apart.

“Then we put the rudder hard aport to try to pass the Imo
before she should come on us and at the same time the Imo
reversed engines. As she was light and without cargo the
reverse brought her around slightly to port. This brought
her bow pointing to our starboard and as a collision was then
inevitable we held the Mont Blanc so she would be struck at
the forward hold, where the picric acid was, a substance which
would not explode, rather than have her strike us where the
T. N. T. was stored.

“We were now in the Narrows, where the harbor is about
three-quarters of a mile wide. The Imo cut into us about a
third through the deck and hold and the benzol poured into
the picric acid, igniting it, and causing a cloud of smoke to
arise from the vessel forward. I saw there was no hope of
doing anything more and knew that an explosion was inevit-
able, so the boats were lowered and all hands got aboard them
and rowed for Dartmouth shore. Filot MacKey went with us.

“In all there were forty-one men aboard the Mont Blane.
She was headed at the time for the Halifax shore and toward
Pier 8. She was making very little headway as we had to
push the boat away from the side. This was about twenty
minutes before the explosion, but the picric acid was in flames.
It did not explode. In the meantime the Imo had backed
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toward the Dartmouth shore. We landed and ran into the
woods. About twenty minutes after we left the ship we heard
the explosion. It knocked nearly everyone of us down and we
were struck by bits of the trees and other things, but only the
gunner was seriously injured. He has since died.”

What Explosion Meant to the City.

Few were they who saw that abandoned steamer drifting
towards the Halifax piers wrapped in a cloud of smoke and
flame, who realized the load of death she carried. In twenty
minutes it was all over. The clocks which I saw in the ruined
buildings of the North end were stopped at 9.07 o’clock and
this evidently was the exact time of the explosion, More than
1500 died within the hour in the cataclysm which followed,
the whole of Richmond was left a smoking waste, buildings in
all parts of the city shattered, two hundred were totally
blinded, thousands injured, whole families wiped out. To
adequately sum up the destruction, the damage and the suffer-
ing seems impossible. My whole book scarcely suffices to
convey what that awful concussion brought to the Citadel
City. 1 find however the following paragraphs in the prelim-
inary report of Thomas Adams, Town planning adviser to the
Canadian Commission of Conservation:

“From investigations made, it appears that about 794 recidences and
other private buildings have been completely destroyed; 337 partially de-
stroyed and 394 injured to an extent from 15 per cent to 30 per cent of their
former value. In addition about 5,000 buildings in the city have been in-
jured in part. About 1,500 buildings will have to be rebuilt in the whole
city to accommodate the homelers population, numbering about 9,000 per-
sons.

“To provide temporary houcing for 9,000 people, even with the as-
sistance of the Militia Department, and to rebuild their homes or erect oth-
ers in lieu of those dectroyed, and to repair the injuries to other buildings,
may mean an expenditure of $6,000,000. This will be apart from the heavy
expence to be incurred by the Federal Government and the city of Halifax
in re-instating public buildinge, railway rolling stock, ete., and also apart
from the large expence which will be involved in providing for the mainten-
ance of the permanently injured and the re-adjustment of business which
has been temporarily diclocated.”

So much for the property loss, which is described in detail
in a later chapter. The story of what followed that terrible
explosion concerns us here. All the horrors of war were crowd-
ed into a brief space of time and forced upon the siricken peo-
ple. Hundreds died from the shock alone. With the fall of
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many of the wooden buildings in Richmond women and child-
ren were crushed beneath the ruins. Many bodies were later
found balf-buried by the bricks from the erumbling chimneys,
caught as they were bending over the stove preparing breakfast.

The Story of That First Day
as Told Me by a Friend.

It was in the hotel in Halifax two days after the explosion
that I greeted my friend Weir, who has since become instru-
mental in.placing this story in the reader’s hands.

I was looking for a story of the first days and asked him
how he had fared and what he had seen.

“I am one of the lucky ones,” he said,—*‘I was in my room,
on Barrington Street, when the first shock of the explosion
came. The building rocked and toilet bottles on my dresser
were overturned. I had just time to glance out of the window
as the thought of “earthquake’ passed through my mind, when
the big crash came. One window of heavy plate glass was
broken into hundreds of pieces and blown across the room
onto the bed from which I had risen only a few minutes before.
The window sash was torn from the frame and fell across the
phonograph on which I had placed a record to play while I
dressed. The music ceased and was succeeded by a thousand
kinds of noise too terrible and too great to desecribe.

“Glass from many windows tinkled in my ears and flew
about my head. It seemed that the building was falling in
upon me. The cries in the street I shall never forget.

“I ran into the hall and down the stairs. Windows and
doors rolled down the stairs as I ran. In the street I saw men
and women covered with blood.

One man rushing into a building for safety, was met by a
terrified girl who cried: ‘Don’t go in, the building is falling.’
She was cut and bleeding and the man grasped her by the
arm to prevent her falling. As they hurried in search of a
place of safety, a brick fell on the girl’s head and she died in
his arms.

““As I ran down Barrington street I met another man
carrying a child in his arms. Only a part of the little one’s
head was visible and from the forehead a large splinter of wood
protruded. It was at least a half inch thick and about six
or seven inches long. The end must have been imbedded in
the eye.

“Sickened by the sight I hurried on, only to meet many
worse cases. Automobiles bearing wounded and dying were
being driven at greatest possible speed toward hospitals.

-
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Devastated Homes in Rtchmond.— St. Joseph's School on left,

In the Fire Area of Richmond.

“When 1 reached the fire area of Richmond, the scene
beyond was shut out by a dense curtain of smoke from which
issued soldiers, sailors and civilians, bearing horrible formson
chairs, mattresses, doors or in their arms. The street was
lined on both sides with dead and dying. Those in which the
spark of life still lingered were rushed to hospitals where op-
erations were being performed on tables covered with fallen
plaster and broken glass.

“Everywhere I saw refugees covered with blood and with
clothing blown from their bodies. Women and children in
bare feet seemed unmindful of the snow that covered the
ground. All were seeking safety from another’explosion which
everyone then expected.

“Wellington Barracks and the streets above were deserted
except for a few who vainly attempted to save from their
burning dwellings, what articles they could carry in their arms.

“In a field I saw a pile of clothing which had been taken
from a burning home. A spark had fallen and a flame was
eating its way into the pile. I tore the burning garments
away to save what remained untouched but efforts were in
vain for burning brands were falling all about.

“On the common were thousands of people seeking refuge
‘= the open. Soldiers of the Medical Corps went about among
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the wounded, rendering what aid they could with dressing
and bandages at hand.

“At Camp Hill Hospital where we were taking the wound-
ed, soldiers were placed to see that not a car went away with-
out passengers. Those who were able to be removed after
wounds were dressed were taken to homes thrown open for
the purpcse.

“In the kitchen of the hospital ladies were preparing food
at one end of the room while at the other doctors performed
operations and removed eyes by the score. Even the floors
were covered with the injured.”

Like Unto a Mighty
Rushing Wind.

Survivors speak of a mighty rushing wind which accom-
panied the explosion and actually blew the clothes from the
living and dying. The scenes were heart-rending. Many
bodies were crushed and broken into parts and were unrecog-
nizable. Husbands would arrive at their homes to find, in
cases, wife and nine or ten children buried in the debris of a
razed home. Children came toddling in search of parents
One lad of sixteen was the pathetic sole survivor of a family
of father, mother and nine children.

One man went into a drug store with one of his eyes held
in his hand and the empty socket covered by the other, to
inquire stolidly if anything could be done with it. Among
the injured was a woman who, while holding her baby, had
both eyes destroyed by flying glass.

The alarm of fire on board the steamer brought many peo-
ple to the windows as curious spectators and this is one ex-
planation for the horrible eye injuries. Another is that no
matter whether windows were in back or front, facing the
harbor or not, the glass was blown inwards, inflicting terrible
injuries.

An eye witness of the collision told a newspaper reporter
that he and his wife were looking at the two steamers as they
approached each other. He noticed the French munition
steamer Mont Blanc as she came in through the Narrows with
her cargo of nitro-glycerine, T. N. T. and benzine turn slightly
to port and the Belgian Relief steamer bear down upon her.
“My God!” he exclaimed, “‘they are going to collide!” In a
moment they were together, but as both vessels were proceed-
ing slowly the impact was not great. In less than two minutes
flames were seen to shoot from the Mont Blane’s deck as she
turned in towards Pier 8.
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Constant Upham, grocer at 1299 Barrington street, and
whose store was almost directly up from the pier, saw the
flames shooting up from the steamer as she drew near the pier.
He went to the telephone and phoned to the fire station and
an immediate response was made by Chief Condon, Deputy
Chief Edward Brunt, Engineer Peter Broderick and Firemen
Hennessey and Spruin, who arrived in the motor Patricia and
the chief’s automobile. They arrived at the entrance to the
pier just as the explosion occurred and are believed to have
been killed instantly.

Martin Upham was at his brother’s side when the latter
telephoned for the firemen. He and his brother and the young
lady employees in the store, not knowing the nature of the
steamer’s cargo, had no fear of danger. Martin left the store
to continue his deliveries of groceries and had only proceeded
up Kaye street a short distance when the explosion occurred.
Those who remained at the store were killed.

Martin Upham was directly in front of his own home when
the house collapsed, killing his own wife and burying in the
debris two children whom he managed to get out without
much injury.

Alonzo Bezanson, reported killed but whom his brother
assured me is quite alive, tells a graphic story of the explosion.
In common with many men working in this section, Mr. Be-
zanson saw the Mont Blanc on fire before the explosion occur-
red. He told his brother he noticed puffs of smoke coming
from the Mont Blanc. It was not = raging fire but intermit-
tent gusts of flame, blue and black, as if oil were burning. The
men began to think of running for safety, but they had no
warning of the fearful contents of the French steamer. The
next he remembers he was flying through the air and blown
clear over the sugar refinery fence and back towards Pier No.
6. A tidal wave of which little has been written, followed the
explosion and Mr. Bezanson can just remember the salty water
splashing his face. He came down near a huge log. He put
one arm around this and remembers floating with the timber
held in close embrace. One finger on the hand which grasped
the log had been blown away, but his grip was sufficiently
strong to hold him from being swept back with the receding
tide, and when found two hours later it was some time before
the crippled hand could be pried loose.

A naval officer just stepping into a boat on the water
front, was blown half a mile by the explosion and recovered
to find himself stark naked in a field.

The tidal wave was one of the most curious phenomena of
the explosion and has been almost overlooked in the record of
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the disaster. Survivors of the explosion say that the crestof the
advancing wave swept across Campbell road, more than twenty
feet above the level of the harbor, caught some firemen as high up
as the armpits and carried them back across the hill to a wat-
ery grave. Tugs, it is reported, touched the bottom of the
harbor in the recoil. One small steamer was blown clear over
No. 6 pier. The steamer Picton was left a desolate sight,
swept clean of funnels and deckhouse and with loosened plates.
Of her crew but one man remained. The Halifax Herald
published a story to the effect that this boat was also loaded
with munitions, that fire broke out following the explosion on
the Mont Blanc, and that a Halifax citizen, understood to be
("aptain Harrison, realized the danger which would come from
another explosion still closer inshore, that he himself hacked
the steel cables and turned the craft adrift in the stream, pick-
ed his way forward over the bodies of the dying and the dead,
and with the aid of the sole survivor extinguished the fire.
That Mysterious Camera

Terrible though it was, the great disaster was not without
its humorous incidents. A navy man on board his ship in
the harbour, saw the Mont Blanc on fire and went to his cabin,
secured his camera and prepared to take a picture of the burn-
ing ship. He grasped the camera firmly in his hands and
pressed the lever that operates the shutter—Crash! At that
instant came the explosion and the man was thrown back-
wards, striking his head on the deck. He was placed in his
bunk and when he recovered consciousness three hours later,
he swore vengence on the coward who placed the “infernal
machine’” in his camera. Not until he had left his cabin and
seen the wreckage about him, could he be convinced that it
was not from his picture box that the shock came.

Duty First and Always.

Examples of heroism were not lacking. Jack Ronayne,

a reporter for the Halifax Echo, went out to secure news of
the fire as soon as it was reported and was caught in the whirl-
ing eddy of death as he approached the pier, thinking only of
his duty. Of Mr. Ronayne’s death the Halifax Chronicle said:
Among the dead the City may well mourn is ‘‘Jack’’ Ronayne, a young
man of splendid promise, of sterling worth and high character. For sev-
eral years he had been a member of The Chronicle and Echo staff, and had
endeared himself to all his associates by his unfailing courtesy and kind-
ness, his enthusiasm for his work, his fine ideals and his clean living. Mr.
Ronayne was assigned to the waterfront for his special work, and on
Thursday morning telephoned to the Echo that he was going up to get a
story of a munitions ship then coming up the harbor, before he reported at
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the office. After the explosion the Echo made enquiry and search for Mr.

Ronayne, but to no avail.

Late in the day his body was found at the In-

firmary by one of his former deskmates, and in every newspaper office in
the City there was genuine sorrow over the loss of this bright young mem-

ber of the profession.

to his duties that characterized his brief career.
along with innumerable friends, tender their sincere sympathy to his fami-

ly in their sad loss.

Mr. Ronayne met his death in the willing attention

The Chronicle and Echo,

Mr. Ronayne was only in the frst flush of young

manhood, nevertheless his death is a distinct loss to the City as well as to
the newspaper profession.

An act of supreme duty was that of the 72nd battalion

of Ottawa in charge of the magazine here.

When the explos-

ion occurred the first thought of everybody was: “It will be

the turn of the magazine next.”

Had it been detonated or

fired it would have meant the end of Halifax and everybody
in it. The area set on fire was on three sides of the magazine
and the heat from the blazing buildings soon became intense.
The thing to do was to flood the magazine, though this would

take time.

Lieutenant Olmstead, the officer in charge,
volunteers to pump in the water and stand by until the work

was completed. Every man in the battery volunteered.

alled

for

Not until all danger of the explosion of the magazine was
over did they leave their posts to take part in the general

rescue work.

At Richmond station Vincent J. Coleman, operator, was
on duty and, although he seems to have realized from the first

the awful danger, he remained at his post.
message of the disaster to the outside world.
o’clock the C.

““Munitions ship on fire in the harbor
rest was a blank.
with part of the face blown away.
injured and at last reports was still in h

He gave the first
Just after 9

G. R. operator at Truro caught the message
from Coleman’s key:

Good Bye.”
Coleman’s body was found the next day
His wife was seriously
ospital.

The

Heroic work was done by Arthur Beamis, a chauffeur,

who, with a broken rib, drove his car with wounded all day
until, collapsing, he had to be taken to the hospital and oper-

Another man, who declined to give his name to the
hospital authorities, because he claimed that he had only
done his “feeble best,” was stunned, recovered and with half
his face blown off, toiled amidst the ruins, rescuing survivors.
The soldiers detailed off to handle the bodies in their terribly
injured condition, in many cases fainted, but upon being re-
vived kept at their tasks until they became more accustomed
to their work.

David Hinch, Sr., boiler maker, when he reached home

after the explosion, found his home entirely destroyed, it hay-
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ing first collapsed and then burned to the ground. In the
ruins were his wife, and three of his children: John, aged 11, his
eleven-months-old daughter Catherine, and Harold, aged
seventeen. Leo Hinch, sixteen years old, who was saved is a
messenger boy for the Canadian Press

David Hinch, Jr., was working at the exhibition grounds
and on hastening home found his wife and child to be among
the missing. Later his wife’s body, cut in two, was discovered
in the ruins. His infant child, Gerald, was recorded as miss-
ing. His home, 24 Richmond street, was blown down. The
case of the Hinchs is only characteristic of hundreds of families.

(‘ora, wife of John Matheson, who is at the front with
the R. C. R., is in hospital with both legs broken and a danger-
ous wound in the head. When the explosion occurred she
left her father’'s home and was knocked down. When she
recovered, her fur coat had been taken from her.

A beautiful story is that of little Lola Burns, eight year
old daughter of John Burns, Granville street. She was saying
her morning prayer with a rosary clasped in her hands when
the explosion came and was found in the middle of a devastat-
ed room, glass in fragments all about her, still offering prayer,
but quite uninjured.

Captain James Murray, formerly master of the C'. P. R.
Steamer Empress of Britain and recently added to the naval
staff as officer in charge of convoys, died at his post of duty
on one of the piers.

("aptain Horatio H. Brannen, a veteran in the naval ser-
vice, commander of the tug Stella Maris made an heroic effort
to reach the Mont Blanc and tow her to a place of safety and
was killed on board his vessel when the explosion came.

Some of the Best Known Dead.

Saturday’s Recorder said of the dead: “Of the killed
there has been no better known citizen of the North End than
[saac Creighton, who had always been looked upon as a leader
in Ward 6, and who represented the ward in the city counecil.
He was a splendid type of a real man, sincere, faithful and true.

“William McFatridge is ancther of our oldest and best
citizens, who had represented ward 5 in the city council. He
was one of the most prominent merchants, and besides was
one of the best patrons of thoroughbreds on the running turf
years ago. He was a man who will be sadly missed, and whose
death will be widely regretted.

“Another of our best citizens who met his death was form-
er Controller Geo. F. Harris. No man could be held in higher
esteem. He was beloved and respected by all who knew
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him. He was a most important factor in the success of the
LLorne Club for years.

“LeBaron Coleman of the Dominion Express Company
was particularly well known to the business community, who
heard with much sympathy of his death.

“Alex. Bond was for years one of the best known milk-
men, and had taken part in forward temperance movements;
he was liked by all who knew him.

“John R. Ronayne, a young reporter of the Daily Echo,
died in discharge of his duty. He had telephoned to his office
that there was a fire on a steamer and that he would not be
down for a while. He was caught in the explosion and killed.

“He was a bright young man, clever and energetic and
gave great promise as a newspaper man.

“Peter Burgess, inspector of the Nova Scotia Tramways
and Power Company, also died in the discharge of his duty.
He was on a car at Richmond when the explosion occurred.

“Chief Condon and the members of the crew of the motor

engine also gave their lives in carrying out their duties. Chief
Condon had not only been prominent as a fireman and an
engineer, but years ago was a well-known runner. John
Spruin was a veteran of the fire department, one of the best
fire fighters in the city from the old volunteer days. Assistant
Chief William Brunt, Captains William Broderick and Maltus
were also splendid firemen and good citizens.
““No more popular citizen has lost his life than Conrad G.
Oland. He was a man of great geniality, good nature and
large heart. His death has caused a great pang of sadness
among his friends. His wife died a short time ago.”

Auto Trucks pressed into use at funeral of unidentified dead.
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CHAPTER II.

Fire, Flight and the Storm.

HILE the fire fiend, springing rapidly from the ruined
homes of Richmond threatened to engulf the whole
city, a new and horrible danger arose. Until the sold-

iers, as related, so bravely undertook the flooding of the Wel-
lington Barracks magazine, the military authorities feared a
second explosion even surpassing the firstand thealarm went out
for the evacuation of the entire North End and business sec-
tions of the city. Moscow was no more deserted before Na-
poleon than were the shattered streets of Halifax when this
flight had been carried out. Visitors, coming in on the first
relief train from Truro, wondered almost if the catastrophe
were not some divine dispensation and the entire population
had been spirited away as the beginning of the end of the uni-
verse. The story of this flight cannot be better told than in
the words of Frank Leonard, Nova Scotia advertising repre-
sentative of the Imperial Tobacco Co. Litd., who was through it
all and whom I greeted as an old friend on reaching Halifax.

Mr. Leonard’s moving story follows:

“Luckily for me,” he said, “I arose earlier than usual and
got away from my lodging house in the North End before
9 o’clock. Afterwards I found the place had collapsed and
several were killed. 1 was walking down Barrington street
when the crash came, and was just in front of a tobacco store
in which worked a friend of mine—Frank Hanrahan, son of the
chief of police. The windows were blown in and, looking in, I
saw him stretched across the counter with blood spouting from
a dozen wounds. Knowing something of First Aid, I ran in and
bound him up as quickly as possible. Crowds by this time
were running by and a few took time to snatch from the win-
dow some of the cigarettes exposed for sale though on the whole
[ believe there has been very little thieving. The shock seems
to have touched the hearts of the most hardened. When Han-
rahan was able to be moved I went out and in the streets I saw
many wounded. It is a mistake to suppose there were not
any seriously injured in the business district. Some men were
killed at their desks—girls lay on the street corner with their
life blood ebbing away. I took one of them into a ruined drug
store and sought from the shattered stock to stem the tide
which flowed from the failing heart.

The Quick and the Dead.

“Later on;-1-was to see dead bodies, scattered about on

—
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Boy Found Searching in Ruins of Home.— His mother was killed, father and sister seriously
injured, now in hospital.

every hand, legs, arms and heads lying about, but this did
not have the same effect as the sight of those wounded in the
streets we had so long walked so blithely without a thought of
danger.

“The quivering, palpitating flesh, the warm blood spurting
out, matting the loosened hair of the women, the cuts which
disfigured some prominent men for life-—these were sights
which tried the heart far more than gazing upon the temple
from which the soul had fled, no matter in what shattered form
it remained.

“Right in my own office Leo Currie, standing at his desk,
had his head split open with two sharp pieces of glass from the
window and fell in a pool of his own blood. A piece of the
other window struck the railing above the head of Miss Smith
one of our stenographers, and ricochetted over her completely,
striking the floor on the other side of her with an awful crash.
She was unharmed.

“Soon came the warning from military parties in automo-
biles for the population of the entire city to flee to the Citadel
hill and southward to escape a second explosion expected if the
fire reached the Wellington Barracks magazine. Now ensued
a scene which baffles description and which would have been a
disaster in itself if not o’ershadowed by the greatest catastrophe
which lurks still beneath those smoking piles of brick and
mortar in the North End.
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“Men, women and children in every sort of conveyance,
walking, running, gasping for breath, looking back now and
then over their shoulders as if to detect at any moment signs
of the upheaval they had been'led to expect. Imagine the
feeling of suspense after the first explosion had filled the air
with flying fragments and shattered every building through
this section of the city and when it was known that a second
and far greater shock was due at any second. Women were
fleeing, clad only in their night clothes. Many were bleeding
from a dozen wounds. Some from the devastated area in
Richmond were stark naked and blackened; their clothes
stripped from them in the mighty rushing wind which came
with the blast from the Mont Blane. Little children toddled
along, dangerously near the hoofs of plunging horses. For
half an hour the exodus went on and the entire business section
was left deserted. Some did not check their headlong flight
until they had left the city far behind and sank exhausted in
the woods which skirt the city. Citadel Hill was black with
the terrified thousands. Pleasant Park, to the south, was a
haven of refuge. These people, as they looked to the north-
ward to see the rolling flames which then engulfed the fallen
houses of Richmond, must have felt that their own homes
and their fine city with its historic buildings was entirely doom-
ed to destruction.

In an hour, as the explosion failed to materialize, the ven-
turesome began to trickle back. Others remained throughout
the day, refusing to budge from what they believed a point of
safety.

Picking Up the Dead.

“I soon joined my employer in his car and we whirled to
the burning district to see of what assistance we could be.
Reaching the North End station I ran down the steps and the
first sight that met my eyes was two railway men, lying there
in the last sleep. We used our car for the wounded and blood
covered the cushions, and ran across the floor to trickle out
the doors in little streams. All that day and all that night
this work went on. Military ambulances were driven at break-
neck speed—back and forth. The drivers must have been
men of herculean strength and great staying power.

“Perhaps it was with them as it was with nearly all of us.
The emergency nerved us to the task. Such prodigies of labor
and valor and chivalry would seem impossible under ordinary
circumstances. As the scantily clad women on the Citadel
Hill shivered beneath the touch of winter, already in the air,
officers stripped off their great-coats and British warms and

o
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Soldiers and Refugees in Tents on Common.

went quietly on, not pausing to ask for their return or to leave
their address. The military stores were thrown open and a
generous distribution made to those actually suffering. Dis-
cipline was relaxed for once. A soldier might have a sergeant’s
or an officers’ coat, or an officer stripped to his shirt might be
grappling with some desperate situation—forgetting all else
but that he was a man and that this was a situation which
required to be dealt with by real men.

“Many people were still in the streets on Thursday night,
others sleeping in the park and common without protection,
though the Academy of Music was thrown open as well as
the Y. M. C. A., Windsor street school and other places, and
these were filled with a bloody, grimy mass of humanity.”

Everyone appeared glad to help, yet there were excep-
tions. A soldier told me of how he commandeered a baker’s
wagon to carry wounded to the hospitals. The driver seemed
to be enjoying the excitement but making no effort to assist.
“I asked him to remove the boxes from his wagon,”’ this soldier
told me—*“but he informed me that he had to take his horse
back to the stable. It was no time for parley. My closed
fist instinctively met the point of his chin and he sprawled on
the ground. His boxes followed, then with the assistance of
willing hands, several of the wounded were placed in the wa-
gon and a new driver on the seat.”

A party of soldiers met a man with a very useful looking
automobile. They advised him to drive to Richmond and
assist as so many others were doing. ‘““Oh, I got a new car
and don’t want to get it all blood,”” he replied. They immed-
iately took possession of the car and left him standing in the
street.
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Gottingen Street looking south at corner of Bilby Street.
[t is well that such cases were not many. o

With the assistance of the firemen from outside points
the flames were, with exception of isolated buildings, checked
at Gottingen street on the western edge of Richmond, and
practically burned themselves out, coming south to the Welling-
ton Barracks. Africville was devoured.
The work of rescue went on all Thursday afternoon. A
later chapter will tell of the scenes in hospitals and morgues.
As night closed down many people were homeless: some far
out in the fields, too dazed to find shelter. Many slept on the
common-—not all in the shelter of tents. Doors of many in-
stitutions, some of them mentioned above by Mr. Leonard,
were thrown open and here the stricken people were cared for
though many were in a terrible state of anxiety and suspense
as it was days before families were re-united, even though all
had escaped. L3
The fateful day had been fine with a moderate tempera-
ture but Friday dawned grey and sombre with promise of
storm. By 10 o’clock a few flakes appeared driven before a
gale and within an hour the storm had burst in all its fury
upon a homeless population. Men who have been in the west
say they never experienced a fiercer blizzard. The driving
wind carried the snow through the open windows and heaped ot
it high in the living rooms of hundreds of families. In certain
. rooms in city hall the snow was allowed to collect, in others the
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Soldiers Searching for Victims

work of relief and succor went on. Although in Richmond
the work of recovery of the bodies was hampered and mutilated
forms were taken out encrusted with snow and charred by fire,
yet it seemed almost a gracious providence which buried from
the sight of those that remained, the fearful scenes of horror.

Through the blizzard of this second day the work of sear-
ching the ruins went on; many soldiers being engaged, in ad-
dition to the civilians’ committee. Several were taken from
the ruins living, and this, taken as a fearful indication that
others, not reached in time, were dying a horrible death
by inches, spurred on the workers to fresh efforts. In one
cellar was found a child, living and unhurt, with a little puppy
snuggled up close, imparting life-giving warmth.

A little before noon a squad of seven men of the 63rd,
under Sergeant-Major Davies, were at work searching for
bodies among the ruins. In a cellar at Richmond they saw a
soldier in uniform frantically digging. He called to them for
assistance. They found it was Private Henneberry, a former
resident of Devil’s Island, who had been overseas with a draft
of the 63rd, and had recently been returned home wounded.
‘““Here was my home,” said Private Henneberry, “and I am
sure | heard a moan a minute ago.”” The soldiers listened in-
tently and again came the faint moan of a child in pain. With
desperate energy the men dug away in the still smouldering de-
bris. Under a stove and protected by the protruding ash-pan
they found little eighteen months old Olive Henneberry. The
child was in a semi-conscious condition. Her mouth was
slightly cut and there was a little mark on her face. When
taken to Camp Hill Hospital she recovered quickly. The lads
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Alexander McKaye School. - Though badly damaged. it was used as a relief depot, where

food was supplied to sufferer
of the 63rd kept on with the work and found the remains of
Mrs. Henneberry and her five other children.

Early in the day organization for the work of relief began
to take definite shape. Special food depots were opened at
four points for free distribution and all classes came with
baskets and other receptacles. These depots were at the City
Hall, Armouries, Alexander McKaye School and at the Cook
Construction Company’s warehouse.

The registration bureau, opened at City Hall, was pro-
ductive of most distressing scenes. Harrowed looking men
and women would lean over the counter and inquire anxiously
regarding little children. A minute description of the missing
one was taken—sometimes gladness came to the heart of the
enquirer, for there was a record of the missing child in hos-
pital. One did not wish to linger there very long to listen to
the anguished tales of mothers and fathers. One man, as he
described his child, was interrupted by a woman, herself a
mourner—with the information that a seventeen-months old
child, —the age of the one he was seeking—was in the Cogswell
street hospital, and could only say “Papa’ and “Mama.” The
man turned and ran with the swiftness of the deer.

Time and again when the record reported the finding of
the missing one, there was the brief entry: ‘““No clothes,”

"
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City Market. —In business section, over two miles from explosion Part of roof,
windows and doors blown in

A call from the Deputy Mayor brought representative
citizens together at the City Hall and a Citizens' Relief Com-
’nnltm» under the competent chairmanship of Ex-Mayor R. T.
Mellreith, K. C., was organized. This committee was com-
posed of the following: R. T. Mellreith, Chairman: R. P.
Bell, Secretary; Hon. R. G. Beazley, Ald. R. B. Colwell, Con-
troller Murphy, J. L. Hetherington, W. S. Davidson.

Finance Committee—Judge Harris, Chairman; G. S.
Campbell, R. H. Metzler, Gecrge Henderson.

Transportation Committee—Ald. Gillis, Chairman; W.A.
Black, Controller Finlay, J. Norwood Duffus.

Food Committee—J. I.. Hetherington, Chairman: H. G.
Bauld, M. P. P., C. P. Wood.

Shelter Committee—Controller Murphy, Chairman; W.
S. Davidson, Ald. J. E. Furness.

Clothing Committee—W. Stetson Rogers, Chairman:
C. W. Ackhurst, W. E. Hebb, W. J. Clayton, E. Gaboury.

In Charge of Dead—A. S. Barnstead.

~ Deputy Mayor H. S. Colwell was a member of all com-
mittees, ex-officio, Mayor Martin being at that time absent
from the city.
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The work of systematizing the various avenues of relief
work in Halifax was completed with the appointment on the
Wednesday following the disaster, of permanent executive,
managing the other committees.

Upon the executive was the lieutenant-governor of the
province, McC. Grant, the premier of the provinece, Hon. Geo.
H. Murray, and the mayors of Halifax and Dartmouth.

The managing committee consisted of the following gentle-
men: R. T. Mellreith, K. C., chairman, member of the board
of commissioners of public utilities for Nova Scotia, and an
ex-mayor of the city; Ralph P. Bell, secretary; G. S. Campbell,
a well known financier and chairman of the Victory Loan com-
mittee which raised $20,000,000 in a few days; Hon. R. G.
Beazley, member of the legislative council and a controller;
D. MacGillivray, president of the Halifax Board of Trade
and chairman of the Nova Scotia Shipbuilding Commission;
H. R. Silver, importer; W. A. Black, shipper and financier;
(. E. Faulkner, member of the; provincial government; John
F. Moors, American Red Cross; A. C. Ratshensky, vice-
chairman of the Massachusetts safety committee; G. Fred.
Pearson, chairman of the construction committee.

The following statement was given to the press Friday by
Mr. Justice Harris, chairman of the citizen’s finance committee:

“A committee of the citizens of Halifax was appointed to make a pub-
lic statement on the damage to the city of Halifax and the town of Dart-
mouth, and after as careful a survey as possible of the damaged area the
committee reported that while every building in Halifax and Dartmouth
was more or less damaged the devastated area is found near the scene of the
explosion and embraces chiefly districts occupied by workers and th e poor-
er classes. Between three and four thousand such dwellings have been
completely destroyed by the explosion or by fire. The number of those af-
fected is estimated at 25,000 and while, of course, the circumstances of all
or even most of them cannot be ascertained until each one’s case is investi-
gated, yet it is feared that the destitute poor in the area will number up-
wards of 20,000 and their actualloss and the estimated cost of their tempor-
ary maintenance will reach between twenty-five and thirty million dollars.
It is to be clearly understood that in this estimate only the persons rendered
destitute are to be considered and this is the portion of the population of
Halifax and Dartmouth least able to bear the loss and must be immediately

relieved by the generous assistance of their fellow citizens throughout Can-
ada.”

A Wizard of the Wire.

Total isolation of the stricken city from the outside world
the day following the disaster, was prevented largely through
the ability and perseverance of one man. This was A. C.
Fraser, Maritime superintendent of the C. P. R. telegraph
system. Mr. Fraser, who did not have his clothes off between
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Thursday and Sunday, quickly organized a staff which was the
last word in efficiency.

The Western Union was more seriously affected by the
explosion and when the storm came they were helpless for a
day and a night. The C. P. R. wires did not fail at any time,
though for one brief period it is understood but one single
strand remained to carry the message of need to the generous
hearts ready for the call.

He was able to put through before 3 o’clock Saturday
morning to The Daily Telegraph, St. John, the first special
dispatch sent out after the disaster. His real test came in
handling the messages of inquiry and offers of help and sym-
pathy which piled up literally in thousands. Though Boy
Scouts, cadets and young women responded to the request to
assist in the distribution of messages, yet it was impossible to
reach those not in their homes and a notice was published
asking all expecting messages to call. On Saturday morning
2,500 messages had accumulated and it was a gigantic task to
assort these as they were called for. A card index system with
even each letter of the alphabet subdivided was the solution
and the inquirer wrote on the slip his name which was handed
to the girl in charge of that particular letter and the message,
if one had arrived, was readily found. Mr. Fraser was never
heard to raise his voice above the normal tone though con-
stantly about among the men, girls and boys employed and he
himself took his turn at the key when the situation was critical.

The cadets and Boy Scouts worked under the capable
supervision of Captain R. Robinson Black who, though himself
slightly injured in the head, took charge of this part of the
work and gave wonderful assistance.

Protestant Service at public funeral of unidentified dead,
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Refugees She'tered in Tent:

CHAPTER II1.

.\1/1/4/.\' of Mer Y.

0// S the second night fell, nearly all the refugees were hous-
/JAX\ ed. Only isolated parties, ignorant of the accommodation

= provided were exposed to the elements. Late Friday night
in the midst of the blizzard a St. John relief party, quickly
lending their services, found a group of seventeen people isolat-
ed in the second story of a house with the stairs blown away,
the second story windows out, and three children lying dead
in the middle of the room. The men in the party, perhaps,
might have contrived something to have enabled the party
to escape, but they were dazed by the shock. They were taken
to the Academy of Music which was filled to the doors with
homeless families.

A railway crew, hearing moans, investigated and found
close to the track a shack which had collapsed upon a party of
twenty persons huddled together beneath it to secure warmth.
In a few hours they must have frozen; but the railway men
placed them all in a car, attached it to an engine and turned
on the heat.

With the arrival of relief trains, bearing surgical equip-
ment, food, clothing and building materials, the situation be-
gan to improve and on Saturday the people were greatly
cheered by the arrival of a Boston Red Cross train, co-incident
with the announcement of a grant of $5,000,000 from the

United States Congress. The Stars and Stripes renewed
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afresh in those first trying days at Halifax its allegiance to the
common cause of humanity. An American hospital ship,
recently put in commission, arrived at Halifax soon after the
explosion and at once took on board many desperate cases.
The sailors landing, assisted in the work of recovering bodies,
maintaining order and equipping the temporary hospitals.
Order of arrival of the various units as given in a resolution

adopted by the managing committee of the Halifax Relief
organization follows:

“In view of the noble manner in which, in the first place, the American
Red Cross appreciated the grave character of the Halifax disaster of Deec. 6,
1917, and the remarkable promptness and efficiency, in the cecond place,
with which it despatched workers and supplies to Halifax, the executive of
the Halifax relief committee, on its own behalf and on behalf of all the peo-
ple of the stricken city desires to place on the records of its precceedings a
grateful expression of heartfelt thanks.

“This acknowledgement is tendered first to W. Frank Parsons, direct-
or-general of American Red Cross civilian relief, Washington, who instant
ly set in motion the activities which, by 10 p. m. on the evening of the dis-
aster, had despatched from Boston a special train with supplies and six ex-
pert workers on its errand of mercy to Halifax. These workers were John
F. Moors, the chairman civilian relief committee of Boston, in charge, who
during hisstay gave most valuable assistance and advice to the committee;
Miss K. MacMahon, New England directress of the case work, who is still
with us and whose kindness and services can never be forgotten, Miss Mar-
ion Rowe, C. C. Carstens, William Pare and Prentice Murphy; all expert
social workers, who rendered invaluable services.

““In this place it is proper to state that every possible assistance and di
rection was given to the outfitting and despatch of thecefirst relief workers
by Mrs. William H. Lothrop, Boston, directress-general New England di
visionlcivilian relief, American Red Cross.

‘““At a later date, Christian Lantz, of Salem, came to Halifax under the
same auspices and continues in a most generous and whole-hearted fas-
hion to assist and devise in the work of registration and rehabilitation.

“Following in order, and within an amazing short time of the disaster,
came the Boston Red Cross hospital unit with Dr. W. E. Ladd at its head,
and comprising twenty-two doctors, sixty-nine nurses and fourteen civil-
ans, This unit came by special train with complete equipment for a 500-
bed hospital.

“There next arrived the Providence hospital unit, under Major Hough.
It came by special train and numbered fifty-two doctors, fifty-two nurses
and three civilians.

“On about the same date there arrived aspecial train of supplies
from the New York City American Red Cross, Atlantic division, E. Russell,
who is still in Halifax, coming in charge, and with whom were four trained
workers., Dr.E. A Godman, an eminent specialist of Boston, with ten
doctors, four nurses and nine civilians, arrived about the same time and at-
tached themselves to the American Red Cross.

“It is not inappropriate that in this record should be also gratefully
mentioned that the state of Maine, that portion of the great republic terri-
torially nearest to us, promptly sent to the relief of the Halifax sufferers a
hospital unit under Ma]or C. M. Elliott, who with twelve doctors, thirteen

nurses and eleven civilians, came by specml train in the early days of the
disaster.”
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Entrance to New Camp Hill Hospital, which was filled to the doors with hundreds of injured

Copyrighted in Canada 1917

A Halifax expert is now at work compiling an official re-
cord of the relief work and it would be impossible here to at-
tempt to give the dates of arrivals of various trains from all
parts of Nova Scotia. One train left Truro almost immediately
after the explosion which was heard at that point, carrying
doctors, nurses and firemen. Another was dispatched in the
afternoon with food and clothing. 1 was told a train came
in via the D. A. R. arriving at 4.30 Thursday afternoon. In
my personal story I tell of the first St. John party and their
trip. This party was followed the next day by forty com-
mercial travellers who took off their coats and went to work
with a will. Dr. F. H. Neve, of St. John, who followed later,
established a system of district dressing stations which enabled
those with minor injuries to obtain treatment without going
to the already crowded hospitals.

Dr. A. E. Macaulay, Dr. F. T. Dunlop and Dr. J. H. Alling-
ham, Dr. W. F. Roberts and Drs. A. P. Crocket and . N. W.

Jaker, the two latter eye specialists, all gave their services at
different times.

Horror Lingers in the Hospitals.

It was in the hospitals that the horror lingered. Drs.
White, Addy, Thomas and Hedden of St. John, who arrived
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Friday, were operating all day Saturday. There were dozens
of amputation cases with legs and arms crushed beyond repair.
When Dr. Hedden came to the Halifax Hotel to dinner Sat-
urday his shirt sleeves were tinged with blood of humans which
had seeped through his operating outfit. The night of the
disaster the new Camp Hill Military Hospital, pressed into
service before completion, was a veritable shambles rivers
of blood would best express it. The precious life fluid was
dripping on the steps. There were horrible sights here. One
young woman lies in agony, an attenuated form, both legs
burned off close to the bady. A soldier was brought here. His
skin had gone with his clothes, but he was breathing and
living and joking.

‘““Has anyone here a cigarette,”’he whispered, as a St. John
party stood waiting near,and as Carson Flood, of St. John,
placed a cigarette between his blackened lips, a smile came
over his face and he settled back happy, quite determined to
live. No wonder the Canadians saved the line at Ypres.

One woman suckled a tiny babe, with both eyes torn from
their sockets, the blood still finding its way in a thin, trick-
ling stream between the breasts which gave her offspring life.

Dr. Hedden told me the reports of desperate eye injuries
were in no way exaggerated. One New Glasgow doctor, oper-
ating Saturday afternoon, alone removed twenty-five injured
eyes. A Sydney doctor took eleven sightless optics from their
sockets.

Sir Frederick Fraser, principal of the Halifax School for
the Blind, later estimated there were 500 eye injuries and that
200 would be totally blind, asking for a special fund of $500,000
for the rehabilitation of these unfortunates.

The greatest need of the doctors in the early hours was
for surgical equipment. Operations were performed with
bare hands and there was no sterilization of instruments. lLiong
cuts were sewed up with a needle and ordinary cotton thread.
Much draining became necessary, particularly with the glass
wounds, but to the credit of the doctors and nurses it can be
said there was no serious outbreak of gangrene. V. A. D.
workers as well as trained nurses came from different places
and worked heroically throughout.

Many of the patients came to the hospitals horribly black-
ened. It seemed to some of the voluntary workers an endless
job to scrub them white again. Little children were listed as
“Colored” only to find later that they were really Caucasians.
One of the duties of the nurses was to remove daily from some
patients many pieces of glass. One doctor —a man of exper-
ilence too—was quite overcome when a woman of education
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and culture came running up to him in the hospital and ecried
out in a beseeching tone: “For God’s sake, Doctor, save my
sight, save my sight.”” Her eyes were closed with the inflam-
mation which had followed terrible glass wounds. and when
he told her there was no hope she gave a c¢ry which lelt him
fainting and nerveless.

There were many confnement cases to be treated new
citizens of Halifax prematurely opening their eyes upon a
world gone awry.

Gruesome Scenes al
the Morgues.

The morgues——there were two, Snow’s mortuary chamb-
ers and Chebucto Road school-—were not pleasant places to
vigit.

At the Chebucto road school there were at first hundreds
of bedies in the basement. They laid in rows about the walls,
ticketed and covered. It seemed to me as 1 stood there that
[ would never see a blanket-covered form again without think-
ing of those scenes in that dimly-lighted cellar.

Beneath the blankets many bodies were naked —all were
blackened. One figure reposed with mighty arms outstretch-
ed and head thrown back as if in supplication against the horror

visited on the unsuspecting people. A woman gazed at the
face and seemed uncertain of recognition. Perhaps the shock
had dazed her, perhaps she was but a friend or distant relative
and had not the gift of love which might divine behind the
rigid features the soul which had fled.

On one rude bench was a form which ended suddenly at
the waist with the blanket falling in folds in horrible drapery.
A pair of thin long legs and low shoes—not much more—be-
spoke the school girl of the “awkward age,” and brought my
heart to my throat with a gulp as the thought came of the
little girl at home in St. John. Some piles beneath the cover-
ing, were })ltliull\ small. The shoes and what they contained

some child’s feet-—offered the only means of identification
in one case.

At the entrance a sled drew up for its desolate load. The
following colloquy ensued:

“What have you there?”” asked the soldier, checking.

“Nos. 12, 13, 14, 15, 16 and 17,” came the reply from the
undertaker’s assistant.

There were but two piles on the sled and the soldier asked
for a check.

“Here is N() 12, said thv assistant, “and here,”” indicating
the other pile, “is 13, 14, 15.”
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Cox Bros." Studio.—Showing destruction wrought by explosion.

“And where,” asked the soldier, “is 16 and 177"

“In that box,” was the reply, as the assistant pointed to
an ordinary sized cake box. ‘““They are the members of the
Thomas family.”

Three rooms were thrown open in Snow’s mortuary cham-
bers and here the same horrible sights were repeated. The
bodies came in baskets, some horribly mutilated. One form
was there with the head lying beside it; from another
the whole side of the cheek and one eye were gone. A baby’s
body reposed in a corner, another was dead at the breast of
its naked mother from whom life had also departed. In the
upstairs room a school bag was laid carefully by one covered
form, mute evidence that here was a child of school age and
offering the only means of identification.

One of the first bodies brought here was that of ex-
Controller Harris. On the second day the bodies still littered
the floors of the downstairs rooms and fresh parties arriving
with further corpses, as they entered, stepped gingerly over
the bodies already laid out. Washing the bodies proved a
terrible task and volunteers who attempted it often desisted
after five minutes work and went hurriedly out into the open
air. As the bodies were identified they were coffined and piled
out on the sidewalk, this gruesome array extending far down
the sidewalk almost to City Hall.
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North Street Station. View from rear, showing cars

loaded with debris
CHAPTER IV.
The Human Element.

EVERAL dayselapsed before the world grasped the real
S significance of the horror. Not until survivors had them-

selves carried out the terrible story-—told more im-
pressively by their blanched faces, trembling limbs and dazed
senses than in mere words did those whose loved ones still re-
main safe in sheltered homes awake to a realization of what
the catastrophe had meant in the sum of human agony and
suffering. Prompt measures had been taken to deal with
the material needs of the homeless and the medical wants of
the injured, and to begin the work of repair and re-construc-
tion with generous money gifts. But back of all this were
broken hearts and crushed lives which could not even be touch-
ed by the outpouring of practical sympathy and the work of
relief. The call went out for sociological workers and many of
these came in, not only to bind wounds but to pour oil upon
the troubled spirit and bid the stricken ones to look up in the
name of a Higher Power and begin life anew. The most ef-
fective agency, however, in preventing a breakdown of the
morale of the whole population was the herculean efforts of
civic leaders and members of the relief committees whose
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Bodies Taken from Ruins of Fire Area,

names are given elsewhere. Thes2 men on duty day and
night for the greater part of the first week succeeded in infusing
new life into the people and were ably seconded by the Halifax
press which, recovering quickly from the disaster, gave in-
valuable assistance not only as a medium for dissemination
of necessary information but editorially inspiring the people.
As has been said men and women, working under pressure,
performed prodigies impossible of accomplishment under or-
dinary circumstances and it was some days before the break-
ing point came. By Monday some of the men who had been
working almost ceaselessly from the first, collapsed at their
work or took on every appearance of nervous wrecks. This
was the case, not only with the Halifax men, but with visitors
who had gone in at the first. Fortunately others came to
take their places and there was no interruption in the salvag-
ing of the noble city and its stricken people. As soon as pos-
sible after the tragedy, relief trains carried away many families
or the remains of families— who had friends elsewhere to
give them a welcome or who were going perhaps to make a
new start. One train, leaving Halifax Saturday evening, was
crowded with refugees and while it waited in the yard at the
South Terminals many of the cars were without light and heat.
An hour spent among these people, listening to the awful
stories which fell from their lips was enough to render one
immune for the tortures of Dante’s or any other inferno. Be-
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Nova Scotia Technical College.— Converted into Central Medical Suppl
twenty-five hospitals and thirteen dressing
Copyrighted in Canada 1917

Depot for

station

fore the train started the supply of water ran out and suffering
was intense,

Such a small thing as a nursing bottle stood between one
baby and complete happiness. The mother, with both hands
bound up, carefully guarded milk to last the journey in a bat-
tered tin cup but the most urgent persuasion failed to induce
the little one to partake. What did the little mother do but
insert the rubber nipple between the child’s gums and pour
gently in, drop by drop from the cup, the life-sustaining fluid.
She had other children too, and as she attended the child she
gossiped of the catastrophe. Their home was shattered to
pieces, the furniture thrown out in the yard with the table
cloth wrapped securely about a post. The baby had been
upstairs or it would have been killed, the mother said; her own
wounds came from an unconscious effort to save her face from
flying glass.

Across the aisle a man whose nervous voice rose to a thin
quiver now and then, belying his eyes which, befitting his call-
ing as a horse trader, could never be anything but merry, ex-
plained over and over again that he had searched all day for
his two children but had found no trace. “If I could only

find them,” he repeated over and over again. “If I could only
find them.”
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A Truro citizen had one eye bandaged. He had chosen
the fatal day for a business visit and, walking along the street,
was cut both above and below the eye with flying glass. The
piece above tore his eye lid and he feared the worst.

Here and there some women sat in absolute silence, star-
ing stonily ahead with a despairing gaze. No need to ask what
had happened to these. Their faces told the story of a lost
child somewhere beneath the smoking ruins or a husband,
perhaps, blown to atoms on the water front.

One woman told of a neighbor, Mrs. Louis Marr, whose
house was shattered, and who ran out, clasping what she be-
lieved to be one of her own children. Waiting to find the other,
she found to her horror, that she was guardihg a strange baby
blown from somewhere near by the awful shock. Her husband
at first listed as killed, was found later practically unhurt, but
the children have not been seen.

Struck by Piece
of Ship.

J. Duggan, formerly of Rockland (Me.) was going through
to St. John with his wife. They had a truly thrilling tale.
Living in Stairs street, half a mile from the water front, they,
with two others, were the only survivors out of a house-full of
eleven. Spending the night before at a party, Mr. Duggan
did not go to his work in the dockyard, as usual, and was in
bed when the first shock came. He sprang from his bed in a
second and as the window blew in turned again to stretch out
protecting arms to his wife. As he gathered her close to him
the roof fell through, injuring them both. Mr. Duggan found
that a piece of a ship, possibly the Mont Blane, which ex-
ploded, had come through the roof and he carries this as a
terrible souvenir. He believes it struck him in the back. His
wife was badly cut on the thigh as she lay in his arms. They
left his mother in a hospital, badly injured, and are proceeding
to Maine.

William Constable, formerly of St. John and Moncton,
was working in the dockyard. He was on a flat car and all
he can remember is that he suddenly found himself under it.
There wasno sign of his mates. His wife who escaped with a
scratched nose, and two scared looking children completed this
party.

The Dreskins, of St. John, were more fortunate. Alex.
Dresken, of 553-5565 Main street, came from St. John to learn
of the fate of mother, sisters and brother. They lived at the
corner of Wilton and Robie streets and while their house was
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Cotton Factory of Dominion Textile Co

Copyrighted in Canada 1913

not totally destroyed it was badly shattered. Samuel F.
Dreskin, the son, at the first shock called out that a Zeppelin
raid was on and pulled his mother toward him just as a heavy
door fell against her. One sister, Dora, was blown clear down
a flight of twenty steps and had her knees badly cut. The
family then took refuge in the cellar and when they realized
that the damage was general and that it was no mere raid,
they ventured forth only to receive the warning that a second
explosion was likely to follow. They then made their escape
in an automobile, the two girls, Eva and Dora, both bleeding
copiously from their wounds.

As the stricken population fled in terror from the district
most affected, those who met them in other sections stood
aghast at the fearful sight. One man living in the outskirts
when confronted with a car of passengers dripping in their own
gore, hesitated a moment before opening his beautiful home,
but as a woman appeared, naked to the waist, with one breast
severed as if by the sword of a Hun, he hesitated no longer.

The piano in the Dreskin home was found after the shock
blown upstairs through the shattered floor.

Atd From the Blind.
Edward Davis, a West St. John lad, studying at the Hali-
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fax School for the Blind, told a graphic story. At this insti-
tution the doors were wrenched from their hinges and windows
blown in, but no one seriously hurt. Miss Fraser, a teacher,
sustained a severe cut in the neck. The Davis lad said he was
practicing music at the time, and the piano first gave a slight
lurch towards him. He pushed it back, wondering what had
caused it to move, when the second gigantic crash came and
this time the piano dealt him a mighty blow and sent him
hurtling across the room. His story of the treatment rendered
the sufferers as they came to the school was a touching one.
Trained to their task the blind children marshaled to attend
the dead and dying and the sensitive hands of the sightless
gently closed the eyes which would see no more as the cessation
of the heart beats told the waiting watchers that life was ex-
tinet.

[ talked with Edward lLee, son of T. C. Lee, of St. John,
cadet at the Halifax Naval College, who was also on this train.
He was only slightly injured. With him was George C. Mar-
ler, a former Rothesay C. S. boy, son of W. M. Marler, Mont-
real, who also got away. Cadet Miles, son of W. R. Miles,
of St. John, has a gash in his neck and a twisted wrist. but
neither is serious. Cadet Lee assisted Miles to the ambulance
and went to the hospital. Cadet Richardson, son of Bishop
Richardson, was slightly injured. The boys say there was
no loss of life at the naval college. Also on the train was
A. D. Wood, Moncton, student at the Dental College, Dal-
housie, who was also returning. This building, he told me,
was quite badly damaged but there was no loss of life. Miss
Doris MeCully, a Moncton girl, dietician at the naval college
was slightly injured, but was soon able to go home. Misses
Naomi and Esther Stevens were returning in care of George
Harriup. Miss Naomi was attending the Halifax Ladies’
College, and said the building was badly wrecked.

Fred Watson, of Marsh street, St. John, was returning,
after finding his sister, Mrs. Mildred Moore, Bell street, had
escaped with her family, though their home was badly shattered.

Miss Dorothy Fraser, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. W. J.
Fraser, St. John, also returned home soon after the tragedy
and told a graphic story of scenes following the disaster. The
college building was not seriously damaged, and, escaping with-
out injury, Miss Fraser, accompanied by a friend was able to
make a survey of the city the afternoon of the explosion.

As an illustration of how long it took to care for even the
most obvious cases, so many were there, Miss Fraser mention-
ed one case she saw that afternoon. On the curbstone of the
street she found a tiny girl, who could not have been more
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than four years old, covered with blood which still oozed from
wounds in her face. In her arms the little tot clutched the
still form of a baby, apparently dead. A passing relief auto-
mobile was hailed and the children rushed off to a hospital.

One of the workers told her of finding a man pinned be-
neath a fallen stove, with his arm broken and his leg injured.
“I’m all right,” the man gasped, ‘““go and look after some one
who needs help more.” His instructions were disregarded
and he was taken to a temporary hospital.

In one case which came to her notice an eight-year-old
girl was playing on a sofa with the baby of the family when
the house was wrecked and they dropped from the second floor
to the basement. When they were found on Friday morning,
the little girl, although suffering from a broken arm, had
huddled the baby into a corner of the wrecked sofa, protected
it with the warmth of her own body, pulled some cushions
around them and saved both lives. The mother was found
alive but injured, in another part of the house; the father is
missing.

A twelve year old girl was found in the streets badly cut
and taken to their home by some friends of Miss Fraser’s.
After first aid treatment she was taken to look for her own
home. Through the wrecked district they passed until they
came to a blackened heap of ruins.
the child said.
be found.

“This was my home,”
No trace of any member of the family could

Dropping into the Academy of Music towards evening,
the building was found filled with the homeless to whom the
doors had been thrown open. Scarcely a person there but
had lost members of their family or who still were torn by
anxiety regarding them. A little boy of four years was all
alone and kind hands prepared a place for him to sleep. “How

can I sleep when I don’t know where my mamma and daddy
are?” was his pathetic plea.

From the Mouths
giLl'ttlc;()ﬂe's.

These childish sayings were most affecting. At a relief
station a little boy was given a pair of mittens. His first
comment was ‘“They fit me pretty well, don’t they, mama?”’
Then a moment later the little face saddened and he lisped
out; “Oh, I fordot, I haven’t any mama any more.”

On a train to St. John a little lad accompanied by elders
had his head bandaged and seemed perfectly willing to talk
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his narrow escape. ‘“‘One good thing about it,”” was his
comment, ‘“my mamma and daddy are safe.” A sorrowful
shake of the head behind the child’s back conveyed to the
questioner the news that the little lad was in ignorance of the
real fate of his parents.

Equally distressing was the fate of the young soldier,
whom [ saw on the train going to Halifax, erying over a snap-
shot of fair, young girl. It was the photograph of his
>\\uthunt taken but two weeks before when love had shone
from the eyes which would never see again—for she was blind
and in hospital.

Another story vouched for is that of an injured woman
on the first train out to Truro. She held to her breast what, in
her dazed condition, she believed to be her living babe, but
when she was preparing to leave the train, discovered her
offspring dead with a part of the head blown away.

Such tales have outstanding points of grief that lacerate
afresh in the telling. The poor young sailor, himself but 23,
who found the headless, burned body of his young wife of 22
in the ruins of their little home and later discovered the severed
head of the one he loved so dearly, somehow appeals even though
the heart seems dead within from accumulated horrors. Or
the poor soldier whose wife and two little ones are missing and
who says in a woe-deadened tone, ‘I am all right, I've got to
where I can eat now, but I can’t yet sleep. 1 don’t mean to
be selfish, I know that others have just as much trouble and
more, but after all this is my own family and I can’t rest for
thinking of it.”” No one who has heard these stories direct
from the sufferers can ever forget or ever get out of touch with
humankind again.

Wonderful Escapes.

Among other wonderful escapes is that of a woman living
on Gottingen Street, who with her baby in her arms, was
blown out into the yard, yet sustained nnl\ slight injuries. The
child was badly cut about the head and face. Through the
city and out to Point Pleasant Park, clothed only in her silk
pyjamas, she ran with her child in her arms, in terror of
other explosion. Another woman from the same house
through the streets with an apron tied over her night robe,

an-
ran
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CHAPTER V.
Surveying Ruins.

FTER surveying the whole city two days after the
disaster I prepared the following summary, including
a description of the ruined area:

The business section from North Street Station south is
not irreparably damaged nor is the damage confined to the
mere breaking of windows, The doors of the New Casino

were blown in and much interior
e damage caused, and the interior
of many finestores totally wreck-
ed. Drug store supplies were
pretty well broken up. The city
hall itself is something of a
wreck. The face of the clock,
though this building is over two
miles from the scene of the ex-
plosion, is blown in and the
hands register the hour and
minute at which the horror fell
upon the city.

Doors downstairs are wrench-
ed off or hanging from one
hinge. While the relief com-
mittees were carrying on their
great work in some of the
rooms, melting snow was heaped
high in others. The public
library at one end upstairs was
open to the elements with the
snow drifting through on the
well-read volumes.

On the hill Moir’s great factory seemed to have escaped
lightly and the sprinkler tank had not fallen as reported. In
lower Water street and Hollis streets the damage was not so
greatYas first believed. Many firms will soon be able to use
their stores and warehouses here. Going up Barrington street
no building escaped the loss of glass, many are badly wrecked.
The Maritime Merchant plant is badly damaged. Clayton’s
big clothing factory presents a picturesque appearance with
every window gone. The city market, farther up the hill, is
in much the same condition. A big poultry show was in pro-
gress here at the time of the explosion and the birds were still

City Hall Clock—stopped at 9:06
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North Street Station.— Interior view. The new South End] Terminals were used until
wreckage of this station was removed.

in the wrecked building, making a noise which sounded
much like a long-delayed supper. There will be some
frozen combs here too. Itis reported the entire exhibit has
been looked after by E. S. Tracy, a local fancier, and that he
is returning all the birds to their owners. The roof of St.
Patrick’s church is caved in on one side of the ridge-pole, and
there is great damage in the interior. Looking across to the
C. G. R. elevator it 1s seen this structure had a narrow squeak.
Pretty well up on the northern end the whole wall between
two floors is missing, and the remainder of the way up has
buckled out.

Coming to the North Street Station, so well known to the
travelling public, there is a sad scene of wreckage. The iron
girders over the gates to the train-shed fell, pinning down Le-

Jaron Coleman, a former St. John man. On the roof of the
train-shed was working Benjamin Hartlin, a carpenter. He
fell through to the floor with the wreckage but was uninjured.
The interior of the building is shattered throughout with the
stands and ticket office overturned in the middle of the floor.
The King Edward Hotel is a total wreck and is unoccupied
though the walls are standing. The same can be said of the
Revere on the opposite corner.

Now we come to the ruins. A telephone pole, snapped
off short below the cross-trees, and a shattered street car still
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Gottingen Street.—St. Joseph's Convent and St. Joseph's Church on left.

standing on the track as when the crash came, mark the divid-
ing line between the ruined area and what is left of the town.
Barrington street becomes Campbell road at this point and
to the left is a grassy mound beneath which, on Thursday
morning last, lurked potential death for such citizens of Hali-
fax as escaped the terrible explosion of fuel oil, T. N. T. and
benzine on board the Mont Blane. This was the Wellington
Barracks and its prompt flooding saved further disaster. The
barracks itself is a badly scarred building.
in all parts of it on Thursday. The walls are standing with
the front a jagged edge. From this on as far back as the eye
an reach over the hill there is not a building standing.
Richmond Area is Swept Clean.

Men were injured

To enumerate the destroyed buildings of this area would
mean copying the Halifax street directory. Clear up through
Richmond and Africville the whole is a smoking snow-covered
waste. The fire was burning as I saw it yesterday afternoon
(December 8) and a soldier patiently played the hose on the
ruins of one building while a working party sought bodies in
another across the street. By the side of the roadway un-
guarded, attracting little attention, beneath bright colored
calico, was a form with stumps of arms and legs. Farther
along two soldiers came toward a waiting conveyance with a
pile of charred bones in a blanket and on top a baby’s body
almost untouched by fire. One of the party struck his toe
against an object and thought at first it was a stone but, look-
ing down he discovered it was a human heart—frozen hard
now, three days before pulsing the warm spurting blood through
the arteries of some poor mortal.

Going down towards the railway tracks and water front
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Imperiai Oil Company Tank Wagon.—Dead horses in foreground Tank blown twenty feet,
[ myself made a fearful find. Lying loosely on a deal which
had come from the face of pier No. 6 were the five fingers of a
man—torn rudely across the knuckles and lying palm down-
wards. A powerful hand it was, that of a veritable giant-—a
mighty man of valor perhaps, sailor, soldier, fireman, what-not!
Here lie the ruins of the ““Patricia,” pride of the Halifax
fire department. This had responded to the call of fire on the
Mont Blane—and had just reached the scene to begin opera-
tions when the explosion came and every man was instantly
killed. Here also died Chief Condon and Deputy Chief Brunt
rushing to the scene of action without a thought of danger.

Like Group of Statuary.

Like the work of a master sculptor is a group in Campbell
road, just above this point. Turning the corner a splendid
team of horses on an oil tank were dashed high in the air and
one came down with its proud head doubled beneath and brok-
en off short. The other lay across its mate, the hind legs
straight out with the cart upside down. Thirty feet across
the way was the tank. The driver was never found. These
are the sights which will be repeated again and again as the
work of recovering the bodies goes on. It seemed that the
fringe had only been touched last evening with more than
1,000 bodies already counted. Many of the bodies are found
close in to the chimney, buried by the falling bricks. One
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Wreckage of Cars in Freight Yard.
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Ruins of old Acadia Sugar Refinery on right.

form taken out was recognized as that of an old woman, merely
by her grey hair.

Going down to the docks one passes hundreds of C. G. R.
box cars riddled beyond repair. Some are turned topsy-turvy,
others blown from their trucks. One, lifted clear of the trucks,
was blown across the harbor and is visible above the water,
near the Dartmouth shore.

Three Piers in Ruins.

Pier 6 is a heap of timbers like a brow of logs rolled down
criss-cross from the top. Piers 8 and 9, mostly used for load-
ing lumber and not regarded as so important as those lower
down, are also in ruins. On pier 9 it is reported sixty-eight
men were working and only one was saved, he having been
blown many feet in the air and coming down in the harbor,
later drifting ashore to safety. The dockyard is a total wreck
and one steamer in course of repair is shattered. S. M. Brook-
field, president of the drydock company, is authority for the
statement that out of 246 men on the roll only 120 have been
accounted for at time of writing.

The old Acadia Sugar Refineries’ plant is a heap of ruins

not a very big heap at that, as most of it seems to have been
carried away. As many as sixty-two lost their lives here. A
large warehouse, rented by Richard O’Leary of Richibucto,
N. B., was, with its contents, swept out of existence entirely.
Two of Mr. O’Leary’s men were killed and one wounded.

Just below lay the H. C. M. S. Niobe, now used as a train-
ing ship. Reports of loss of life here vary widely. The men
were at morning prayer. The deckhouse was blown off, one
funnel carried away entirely, and the others scalloped irregular-
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ly around the top. A sailor who was alongside in a boat with
four others and was overturned into the harbor, all escaping
with their lives, told me half the men were killed, but the official
list gives ten or twelve names and reports fifteen missing. One
man died here with a bolt driven through his forehead, pinning
him to the deck. The drydock is a wreck.

Loss to Shipping.

Altogether, besides the Mont Blanc and Imo, seven steam-
ers were destroyed or badly damaged. They were: Curacua,
Colonne, Middleham Castle, Raguse, Stella Maris, Hilford
and Picton.

A fragment of the side of the Mont Blane lies on the shore
near the Richmond pier. The Imo is beached on the Dart-
mouth side of the stream. The Curacua, which was at Rich-
mond pier and which drifted across the Narrows after the
explosion, is beached inside Bedford basin. Her foremost mast
has gone. The Colonne, which was also at the Richmond pier,
is a torn and twisted hull. The funnels of the Middleham
Castle are gone and her superstructure is badly battered. The
Picton has been sunk in the eastern passage after suffering
from three fires in her deck cargo.

The Raguse, a new steamer, was moored at the Acadia
Sugar Refinery pier. She received the full force of the ex-
plosion and there are only a few remnants of her left. The
Stella: Maris, the tug boat, appears to have been lifted clean
out of the water, ripped to pieces and blown some distance,
because parts of her were found mixed up with those of the
Raguse.

The Hilford is on top of one of the piers, having been
partly blown and party carried along by the tidal wave.

Damage to Railway
Property.

A prominent railway official a few days after the tragedy
summed up the situation and the damage to the railway pro-
perty very clearly in a brief statement as follows:

The track was damaged more or less from Fairview to
North Street, a distance of three miles, cars blown to pieces
and tracks literally covered with remains of cars, their con-
tents, collapsed buildings,ete., including the heavy steel over-
head bridge, which spanned the yard at Richmond. At North
Street Station the train shed roof was blown in for about two-
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thirds its length and the remaining portion had to be pulled
down.

The work of removing obstructions to elear the main lines
for service required the services of two large wrecking cranes
and more than 100 men, working day and night for three days.

Every room in three floors of the station building was
wrecked and windows blown in, doors destroyed, finish and
plaster blown off, making it necessary to clean up and refit
various offices, waiting rooms, etec., before business could be
resumed.

The large power plant at this point, which heats the build-
ing and cars was put out of business, pipes broken and water
supply cut off. At the time of the explosion, the equipment
on hand consisted of ninety-seven passenger cars, which were
all blown in, every pane of glass broken and the greater portion
of the doors blown off. These cars had to be hauled out and
sent to Moncton and Amherst to make room for equipment
on the way to replace it.

Fifteen engines which were working at various points
throughout the yard were put out of commission temporarily,
four being damaged so seriously as to necessitate their being
sent to Moncton for heavy repairs.

At the deep water terminals, where are located the local
freight shed delivery, grain elevator and piers, the damage
was not so serious. The local freight shed was damaged slight-
ly. An expert elevator man was brought here from Montreal
and the work of repairs is now under way. Temporary repairs
were made at once to save 250,000 bushels of grain stored
there and the work of boarding in and saving seventy-one cars
of grain in the yard is well under way.

The million dollar concrete pier, known as pier 2, had
every window and door blown in. The second floor has been
in use as a military clearing hospital so that it has been ne-
cessary to refit it immediately. Some 250 men are at work
doing this and men are being housed there at time of writing.

The wood piers, 2, 3 and 4, are also badly damaged at
deep water.

At Richmond, where the explosion occurred, the destruc-
tion is complete. The station building is gone so that it would
be difficult to tell where it stood. Piers 6, 7, 8 are completely
wrecked and pier 9 badly damaged. On piers 8 and 9 were
two large sheds, which were blown to atoms.

In Richmond yard there are 331 freight cars, more or less
damaged, a great many completely destroyed with their con-
tents. All this wreckage must be cleaned up, loads transfer-
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red to other cars and wreckage burned. This work is now
well under way.

At Willow Park, where engine house and repair facilities
are located, every window and door in the engine house, ma-
chine shop, power plant, car shop, planing mill and stores
building was blown out. Water tanks at Willow Park and
Richmond were badly damaged. The work of repairing all
these buildings was started immediately and is now under way.

All telephone, telegraph and despatch wires were down
for three miles, thus adding to the difficulty of operation.
These wires have been partly restored and work will be com-
pleted within a short time.

Some of the features that made operating difficult were
the temporary loss of rolling equipment. So far as we have
been able to ascertain to date 331 freight cars and 97 passenger
cars, including approximately 30 sleepers, 10 diners, 5 com-
missary cars and 20 tourists were damaged or destroyed.

The local operating staff was seriously affected from the
district superintendent down to the car cleaners and other
general help, thus necessitating temporary re-organization.

One of the departments most affected was the sleeping
and dining car department. It may not be known generally
to the public that this department has its complete organiz-
ation, complete staffand commissary organization in the North
Street Station, which was so badly damaged that it made un-
interrupted continuation of the work impossible.

Out of this staff of some twenty clerks more than half
were injured, including principally those in charge of the va-
rious branches of the department, such as the sleeping cars,
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dining cars and commissariat. It might also be mentioned
that a large majority of the sleeping and dining car employees
resided in the devastated area, thus rendering their service
impossible.

After considerable effort it was possible to get the sleep-
ing car service going fairly well, though considerable difficulty
was experienced in securing help. The dining car service has
to be temporarily discontinued on account of the large number
of damaged diners and demoralization of the dining car crews.
A large number of dining car employees even on the road found
it necessary to abandon their cars and rush to Haliiax to take
care of their dead, injured and homeless families. Fortunate-
ly conditions are being restored to such extent that regular
dining car service is again in operation.

Grateful to Public.

The management of the Canadian Government Railways
take this opportunity of expressing its deep appreciation to the
general travelling public for its co-operation and patience under
the existing conditions, realizing that although the terrible
catastrophe extends only over a distance of approximately
three miles, its effect owing to the relation of Halifax to the
entire system, particularly, the matter of passenger train
service was practically paralyzed.

The management’s primary object has been to relieve the
suffering of the injured and homeless, and every effort was first
concentrated on the point"as evidenced by the large number of
relief trains which poured into Halifax during the first five
days after the catastrophe.

So soon as first aid in this respect was rendered the rail-
ways’ organization turned its attention to the reorganization
of the train service with the result as above noted.

So soon as a telegram could reach Moncton, General
Manager C. B. Brown and Superintendent Brown, H. H. Mel-
anson with their staffs hastened here and have been on the
job ever since. Night and day these men have worked and
spurred on the efforts of their assistants. Too much cannot
be said of the skill and tact of the management in handlinga most
difficult situation.

Behind the Citadel.

Complete destruction did not extend far into the western
section of the city lying behind the Citadel and skirting the
Commons. Several churches, however, are badly wrecked
with greater damage than broken windows and the Chebucto
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higher grade had assembled but at St.
Joseph’s in the North End and at the Protestant Orphanage
there was great loss of life. In Lucknow street Archbishop
Worrell (Anglican), was slightly injured by striking against
some furniture. His son-in-law, N. R. DesBrisay, district
passenger agent of the C. P. R., St. John, who went over on
the St. John relief train and worked wonders, called to see the
prelate Friday evening and found in the wall of the room a
piece of glass still so tightly wedged that he could not remove it.
Lieutenant-Colonel B. R. Armstrong, of the military staff,
Halifax, was struck in his home by a piece of glass which pene-
trated his uniform and inflicted a long though not serious gash
on his body. He worked away during the day without asking
to have it dressed. Truly a wonderful experience was that of
Dr. Murdoch Chisholm, the noted surgeon. Reported killed
on Friday he was in reality at the Vietoria General Public
Hospital suffering intensely from glass cuts but, the next day,
swathed in bandages he worked heroically in the operating
room.

The banking district was not seriously damaged, some of
the plate glass remaining.

Provincial building.

Much of the glass is gone from the

Fronting Grafton Street Park educational
institutions such as the Halifax Technical College are, with
exception of doors and windows, practically intact, and from
here south the damage grows lighter.

Roman Catholic Funeral Service.
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Desolation in Dartmouth-— A few of the many residences destroyed.

CHAPTER VI.

Across the Harbor,

ONSIDERED apart from the greater catastrophe across

@ the harbor the destruction of Dartmouth would

have been in itself a great disaster and deserves a sep-

arate chapter. The scene at North Dartmouth baffled all

description. As in Richmond, to add to the horror of it all,

fire broke out and for a time it looked as if the entire district
would be swept by the flames.

The heavens seemed to rain shot and shell--in reality a
barrage of fragments of ships and buildings and in this way
many were killed and injured. Pieces of boiler plate resemb-
ling nothing more than the “sharps’” which make the soldier’s
life a nightmare, but weighing many pounds, were earried more
than a mile over Dartmouth and buried in the ground many
feet. Back of this district, fully three miles, was found the
gun from the Mont Blane. This, perhaps more than any
other incident gives a true idea of the real force of the explos-
ion. The danger from this “flying death,” however, did not
interfere with the work of rescue. Those who escaped unin-
jured and those able to walk, though slightly injured, worked
heroically to save those still breathing and remove the bodies
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Emmanuel Church, Dartmouth.

of the dead from the houses in the path of the fire fiend. Those
engaged in the work say that in some houses badly-wrecked,
afterwards destroyed by the fire, no trace of the occupants
known to have been there could be found. They had been
blown to atoms.

The flames continued unchecked, almost without resist-
ance until they burned themselves out, as nothing could be
done in this respect by the helpless population. From the
Dartmouth rink north to Bedford on the Halifax side, even
in the more sparsely populated streets the houses were laid in
ruins. Even the summer bungalows and little country houses
at Tuft’s Cove were shattered by the explosion. The rink
itself was badly wrecked, coming down in a heap, and the
houses on the west side of the street were levelled. Emmanuel
church, at the corner of Emmanuel Road and Dawson Street,
was totally ruined, and all the houses in this district, compris-
ing George, Pelzant, John, Jamieson and Hester streets were
wrecked beyond repair. Mrs. A. C. Pettipas, looking from
the window of her home opposite Emmanuel church miracul-
ously escaped injury and the house itself stood while buildings
on every side crumpled and fell. The tidal wave which en-
gulfed Richmond and swept across Campbell road on the
Halifax side of the harbor seems to have also drenched the
Dartmouth side, Tons of sea water were lifted and carried
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right into the ruined houses, really proving the most effective
agency in checking the flames which followed, as the fire would
be seen flickering about the overthrown stoves in ruined homes,
only to die out as the greedy tongues were turned back by the
dampened boards.

Distressing Death
of Boy Hero.

Leonard Donahue, a former St. John man, had just com-
pleted a new house and his family had been living in it only a
short time when the devastating explosion in the harbor snat-
ched from him, not only his newly constructed house but also
the lives of two of his children.

When the explosion occurred, Mrs. Donahue was doing
the house work and the three children were in the house with
her. In the kitchen with her she had her youngest child,
James, a baby in arms. In the next room was her son William
(Billie) and her daughter Margaret. The vast explosion knock-
ed every one in the house down, blew down a partition upon
Mrs. Donahue, overturned the stove and everything else in
the house. In fact the house became an utter ruin.

The concussion blew every stitch of clothing from Mrs.
Donahue and she was bruised badly by the furniture of the
room which shot about in every direction. She seized her
baby and climbed out of the window to get out of the house,
calling to her other children at the same time. All at once
Billie came running to her and said: “Oh mother, Margaret is
under the stairs.” Then she went back into the house and
found her daughter in an unconscious state under the stairs.
They brought her out of doors and then Mrs. Donahue asked
3illie if he were hurt.

He replied, “Yes, mother, I'm sick.”

““Oh, Billie, are you going to die?”’asked the frantic woman.

“Yes,” lisped the little one, “I'm going to die now,” and
with those words on his lips the six-year-old hero toppled over
and died before his mother’s eyes.

Then the little girl, who had partially recovered conscious-
ness said:

“If Billie is going to die I want to die too, I don’t want to
live if he doesn’t.”

The poor girl was later taken dying to the Victoria Hos-
pital. The unfortunate woman dragged her children to a
grass plot a short distance from the ruins of her home and
got aid to have them taken to the hospital.

Mr. Donahue’s brothers, William and Harry Donahue, of
St. John, unable to secure any news of the stricken family
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Ruins of Oland’s Breweries.

hurried to Halifax and brought Mrs. Donahue and the young-
est child to St. John. Mrs. Donahue has since given birth to
another child.

W. E. Garden, who was through the Dartmouth destruc-
tion, told me theinjured women and children went for hours
without attention as all doctors were hurried over to Halifax.

“l found a grass plot crowded with gravely injured wo-
men, bleeding copiously from a hundred wounds. One woman
had her arm slashed open from shoulder to wrist. One child
had two holes in its throat, one on either side of the jugular
vein. Applying the principles of first aid, which I learned as
a fireman in the west, I did what I could towards staunching
the flow of blood in many cases but the suffering was great.”

Fearful was the loss of life in the Halifax brewery, located
on the Dartmouth shore almost opposite the point of the ex-
plosion. Very few escaped. The building was completely
wrecked, portions being blown half a mile each way and the
railway track north and south completely blocked. The
work of removing the bodies from the brewery was most dan-
gerous. Parts of the walls of the building were left standing

ready to topple over at any minute. The bodies of John Hart-
len and William Demerick were blown across the railway track.
It was not until some hours after the explosion that the body
of Cornelius Oland was located at the bottom of the wreckage.
It was then impossible to remove it because of the dangerous
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condition of the remaining parts of the walls standing. It is
believed that when the explosion came Mr. Oland was working
in the cellar. He was evidently killed by the falling of the
brick walls. His body was almost completely covered with
debris.

Wild excitement prevailed at the plant of the Consumers
Cordage Company. Few in the building heard the explosion
because of the noise of the machinery. Some of the workmen
were outside when the explosion came. When the first rumb-
ling began they ran into the building to warn others. At once
a great cry of danger rang through the building and from all
directions men, women and young girls were seen making their
way to the entrance. Before they had reached the opening
the huge brick structure began to crumble but fortunately
none were killed, though a great many of them were seriously
cut and injured by the falling of bricks and the shafts of the
machinery.

The great plant soon tumbled and in a few minutes was a
complete wreck. It is doubtful whether it will be possible to
re-commence operations for a year or more. The manager
had a piece of glass driven into his eye and it was found ne-
cessary to remove the eye.

From the Dartmouth Rink south along Water Street, in-
cluding the entire business centre and east and south, buildings
are badly wrecked. The plants of the Starr Manufacturing
Company, Dominion Molasses Company and John P. Mott
were badly damaged.

At Eastern Passage, six miles distant, windows in most
all the houses were broken and much damage was done to the
buildings. The explosion was also severely felt at Waverly,
where houses were partly blown down, people injured by fly-
ing glass and much damage done to barns.
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CHAPTER VII.

Covering the Story.

R E AT experiences, like honors, are often thrust upon
@( us. When it fell to my lot to make the journey to the

stricken city of Halifax I little thought what was in
store for me. No sooner was I on board the night train than I
discovered that the angels of mercy were already spreading
their protecting wings over the homeless, the starving, the
wounded and the dying. By a fortunate co-incidence H. A.
Milburne, representing the Canadian Red Cross and Foster
Rockwell and J Ellsworth, of the Military Relief Section,
American Red Cross, were all in St. John at the time of the ex-
plosion. They were immediately notified by their respective
organizations to proceed to Halifax and report on the situation
there. Mr. Milburne received his wire at 10 o’clock in the
evening and was able in a hurried visit to the Canadian Red
Cross depot at St. John to gather a large supply of blankets,
children’s clothing and surgical supplies.

The American Red Cross was but one train behind. Word
was received of relief trains leaving New York that afternoon.
At 11.20 Dr. W. W. White had received a 'phone message from
("olonel A. H. H. Powell here informing him surgeons were
greatly needed in Halifax. Dr. G. A. B. Addy got the same
word and Dr. H. Hedden, superintendent of the General Public
Hospital, earlier in the evening, had been asked to go over by
the hospital commissioners tendering their offer of support to
the Vietoria General in Halifax. He had been able to enlist
the service of the entire staff in the rolling of antiseptic band-
ages and had with him hundreds which proved of incalculable
value the following night. The train was due to leave at 11.30
o’clock and Dr. White was there at that hour. Dr. Addy was
not far behind and there was little delay in starting. A hast-
ily organized St. John committee had filled three cars with
provisions and clothing. Some wholesale places had been
practically cleaned out. A large North End porkpacking plant
gave every ham in the place.

St. John men on this train—members of relief committees
or on special missions arising out of the disaster, were Mayor
Hayes, T. H. Estabrooks, A. H. Wetmore and R. E. Arm-
strong, president and secretary respectively of the board of
trade, H. G. Weekes, F. J. G. Knowlton, D. W. Ledingham,

T B, (x. Armstrong, R.M. Fowler, E. P. 0O'T oole, A. P. David-
son, J

. R. Haycock, W. B. Stewart and N. R. Desbrisay.
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First Hospital Train, with about 250 injured, leaving for Truro hospitals.

Theé Conductor’s Story.

Quite soon I noticed the sleeping car conductor, W. D.
Ross, a manly little chap, unusually pale and quiet. It did
not take long to find out the cause. His wife and two child-
ren were in the ruined, fire-devastated region, and he had no
word from them. With considerably more men in the car
than there were berths for, his was a task which required tact
and forbearance. He went through it all bravely and I can-
not resist the temptation to leap ahead in my story to a little
scene at Shubenacadie Station some forty miles from Halifax.
Mr. Ross had just alighted from his car when a woman'’s form
catapulted itself into his arms. The world which to him but
a moment before had seemed such a dark and forbidding place
suddenly assumed a rosier hue, and when his wife for it was
she —sobbed into his ear that the two little children were also
safe, though the home was gone, the sun broke through the
clouds altogether and brought warmth and comfort once more
to the anxious heart. The baby, she said, was seated on the
floor in the kitchen and showers of glass, the ruins of the room,
pieces of stove itself fell all about it but miraculously it was
unhurt. Her brother had heard the explosion from Shuben-
acadie and had made a quick run to Halifax in his car to find
his sister and family.

It was evident from the first that the train would be late,
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The heavy cars of supplies and provisions which made impera-
tive an early arrival were the very things which mitigated
against fast time. We were two hours late coming into Truro,
and the blizzard which added untold horror to the suffering
of the homeless in Halifax was then gathering force. The
confusion attending the disaster had extended to this town
sixty miles away, and 260 of the wounded had already arrived
there by special trains. A curious situation had arisen here
with regard to the treatment of the injured. So many doctors
and nurses had responded to the immediate call from Halifax
that there were not enough left to treat the patients brought
back to Truro. As the trains came in an attendant went
through asking nurses going to Halifax to volunteer to remain
over at Truro where they were greatly needed.
ponded and the need was filled. Even here one met victims
of the disaster.. Several had slight cuts and all had that strange
dazed expression which I was to see on so many faces before
the day was out. Breakfast here proved to be also luncheon.
As the storm grew in violence the long heavy train, which
some thought sheuld have been divided, kept losing time and
it looked for a time as if we would 'be stalled absolutely. At a
little station along here I made my first effort at filing copy.
A rotund agent held the key and he welcomed me cordially,
but I am sorry to say his smile was a delusion and a snare.
After two days in Halifax I arrived home about the time this
first despatch came through from Stewiacke.

Several res-

First Signs of Danger.

In the early twilight, hastened by the swirling snow driven
before a forty mile gale, weran along the shore of Bedford
Basin. Ten miles from Halifax the windows were blown from
the summer houses. Lying low in the water, close inshore
some of them—we saw ship after ship in this natural anchorage
all safely beyond the range of the explosion. By this time we
began to meet people who had been through the hell of Thurs-
day. One man with a strained face sat dumb and stricken as
a friend who came out to meet him told him as gently as pos-
sible of the death of his entire family. His wife, five children
and aged mother were all gone,—the mother struck in the
breast and mortally wounded by a flying piece of metal from
the cooking stove, over which she was bending to prepare the
children’s breakfast.

In all the time spent at Halifax I saw nothing which
brought home the tragedy more than my first sight of the re-
fugees at Rockingham station, three miles out. These people
had fled from the Richmond section, had spent the night in
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the open and were now packed into the little station and over-
flowing out on the platform where the driving wind cut like a
knife and the soft snow clung to their apparel in sticky dabs.
Hopelessness was in their faces and their sufferings were in-
tense. They were waiting for trains to carry them to points
in the country where they had friends. Here again I noticed
that strained, staring look which was on every face as I went
about the ruined streets the following day. If I saw a normal,
healthy face 1 was pretty sure to find out that the owner had
not been in Halifax on the fateful Thursday—but had come in
afterwards to render assistance or learn the fate of friends.
Few evidently escaped the awful shock, if they did actual
bodily injury.

Physicians say it will be a long time before many of these
people will recover. Men and women, as they talked, clasp-
ed each others’ hands unconsciously, still seeking protection,
perhaps, from that awful blow full two days before.

[t seemed a gentle irony that those on a relief train bear-
ing carloads of provisions should themselves be on the edge of
hunger. A long delay at this little station aggravated the
situation. A few fortunate ones had brought along supplies
and these people were most popular. Some loaves of brown
bread and white bread were produced by provident nurses but
it went very much against the epicurean taste of certain doctors
to lunch from the heel of a loaf without cheese or butter. I
satisfied myself with one-third of an apple.

At last we were told we were to be honored by being at-
tached to a special train carrying to the scene Sir Robert L.
Borden, premier of Canada, but I was unable to find out whe-
ther or not we actually trailed him in. At any rate we made
the record of having been the first passengers carried to the
South terminals by the new route skirting the western side of
the city. Fallen houses could be seen lying by the track. The
face of the embankment along the water’s edge was gone.
One mighty gash had all the appearance of a shell crater in
Flanders with the effect heightened by the huge pile of earth
and stones which had been heaped up several yards ahead, the
lip of the crater itself extending to the harbor front.

One railway track, close to the edge, was badly damaged,
and before we left the water front vanished altogether, the
protruding rails left dangling over nothingness.

[t was now pitch dark and the blizzard had reached its
height. At 6 o’clock—ten hours late—the train came to a halt,
we were told, for the last time. There is no station here, the
explosion anticipated the use of the new terminal from a pas-
senger standpoint by at least one year. As | waited at one




Heart Throbs of the H&Iz:fn.r Horror

Gottingen Street.—— Of many beautiful residences only destroyed foundations now remain.

end of the sleeper for the porter to unlock the vestibule doorS
most of the St. John men made their exit from the other end.

Blizzard of Great

Force.

When [ stepped from the train I was caught by one ter-
rific gust and turned completely around. One man’s cap
went whirling past me at a rapid rate and I was just able to
rapture it and save him perhaps from serious exposure. No
one knew just where to go.

Many had not been in Halifax
before. As there were no street lights there was no guiding
star. For one awful moment I was completely alone.

Then
there was a quick decision to be made. We were told the

train from which we had alighted would return immediately
to Truro. It seemed almost incredible that the wires from
Halifax would be able to carry the load imposed upon them
by the additional weight of the storm. In this case it would
mean a fruitless night so far as getting any story through to
my papers was concerned. At Truro the chances for filing
would be indefinitely better and in ordinary circumstances the
run to Truro would be made in two hours. Already I had
seen and heard enough to fill a book, if necessary. Turning I
took two steps towards the warm, comfortable train with the
light showing like a beacon through the storm. Then came
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the thought of the seven hours spent on that train between
Truro and Halifax and a rapid calculation told me it would be
well on towards morning before that overworked engine and
crew could reach Truro again. [ set my teeth and faced the
blizzard again.

Where the turn was made from the track into the main
street northward stood a woman — outpost in the cause of
humanity—come to meet the nurses and direct them where to
go. A few vehicles were standing there but they were rapidly
filled by official parties, nurses and doctors. I began the
long walk of nearly two miles and believe I made it in
record time. An occasional pedestrian with a lantern
lighted the way but for the most part it was total darkness,
going only by the sense of direction. The lighted refuge sta-
tions shone forth heospitably and it was a temptation to enter
and at once begin the work of interviewing refugees, but there
was always ahead the more important task of securing a gen-
eral idea of the disaster for transmission on the wires that
night.

That third of the apple—the core at that, the other fel-
lows got the two cheeks—was demanding company and at a
little store where appetizing food was being served to the home-
less I secured half a dozen chocolate nut bars. Munching
these as I went along I soon felt greatly refreshed and when I
finally found the one remaining door of the Queen Hotel
the others being boarded up—I was not more than ordinarily
hungry. One of the wonders of the disaster is the fact that
the Queen and its neighbor the Halifax kept their cuisine un-
impaired with far less ravages than the food controller’s ord-
ers. Soup was the introduction, salmon provided a little
flirtation, asparagus on toast was the eutree, roast chicken
and pork meant getting fairly well acquainted, plum pudding
gave an opportunity for spooning, bread and cheese was the
plain married life after the delectable stuff and the finger bowls
were there for the christening.

Paper napkins made their appearance the next day but
this was the only departure from the routine.

My Search for a Koom.

The hotels were not so well provided with sleeping ac-
commodation. The official relief party had rooms engaged
but the mere newspaper men had to shift for themselves. |1
had visions of sleeping close up to the furnace in the Chronicle
newspaper office with my snow-wet clothing slowly drying on
me. Then an angel appeared. Little R. A. Hirsch, special
representative of the Imperial Munitions board, had been on
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the train on an important mission and he had, while I dined,
been searching for rooms. By chance he found two over a
little cafe not far from the Queen. The windows were blown
from both but the proprietor had offered to allow us to ‘“‘fix
them up.”” Hirsch had taken both, not wishing to have a
possible spy in the next room, and now he offered to share his
with me, closing mine altogether.

Much to my surprise on entering the cafe I saw the stoop-
ed figure and narrow face of one Schools, late proprietor of an
all night restaurant in St. John, where often I had breakfasted
when a late edition went to press. He welcomed me as a
former fellow-citizen and as a potential customer. 1 found I
was greatly favored in my room as a once haughty grand piano
was one of the pieces of furniture nearly filling the room. Fold-
ing doors opened between the two little rooms and after mov-
ing all the mats from the floor and the bedclothes from my
bed we closed these securely. The next task was to take a
hammer and nails which Schools provided and nail mats a-
cross the windows through which the snow was driving in.
We made a good job of this and a register in the floor gave
forth a little heat. Arrangements made for the night, the next
task was a visit to the newspaper offices and the supplication
to wire wizards. The Western Union did not waste any time.
They had no wires and did not expect to have any. No hope
there.

When | called at the Chronicle office men were at work
boarding up the broken glass transom, and water was pouring
down in the lobby as if tons of water had been poured into the
building to quench a huge fire. The composing room seemed
a wreck, but work was going on and I was told one linotype
was working. One lone outside newspaper man had also found
his way there and he informed me that chances for getting
stuff through were pretty slim. After a visit to the C. P. R.
telegraph office in the Dennis building and an interview with
A. C. Fraser, maritime superintendent, I had more hope.
There was but one wire just at that moment, he said, and that
was loaded with the official messages regarding relief. No
one wished to side-track these if they could, but Mr. Fraser
intimated there would be a partial recovery during the night.

“Write some short, snappy bulletins,” he said, “and they
will go through.”

[.ater on his prediction proved true. At midnight, he
said, there were four wires and he had loaned one to the C.G.R.
for the operation of important trains. By that time I had
secured something of a connected story with many sensational
incidents, and in fifteen minutes a despatch of 1,500 words
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the first to go through apart from the routine Canadian
Press service-—was in the hands of the operators.

In a Creepy Place.

Just as a precautionary measure, | made an effort to get
some outlying places by telephone and secure the filing of
some bulletins at different points, the through telephone service
to St. John having been interrupted for the last week as a re-
sult of a previous storm.

[ entered the telephone company’s building and found it
like a huge, clammy tomb. Groping my way forward I found
one telephone booth at the foot of a stairway. 1 figured the
operating room must be on the top floor and tried to find my
way up, but after two flights in the darkness—the only sounds
my own footsteps and the rustle of the wind as it penetrated
the windows and stirred the papers in the deserted office—it
got on my nerves a bit and I gave it up. A short talk from the
booth with the chief operator convinced me it would be hope-
less to try to get any long distance message through that night.
[ will remember that half hour in the telephone building-—the
shadows were disconcerting as one thought of stories of ghouls
who lurk on the outskirts of tragedy and feed upon the vie-
tims of disaster.

Going back to the cafe I was ready for my third meal in
Halifax since arrival and at 1 a. m. came the time for retiring.
We found the door of our room locked and when we knocked
a soldier came out partially undressed. He had been warm-
ing our bed. An assistant, not knowing of the previous ar-
rangement, had later rented him the room, which we had made
comfortable. Here was a problem. One small single bed
and two big men and a little man. As the French say, “One
‘an refuse a soldier nothing,” and this man had served his
country and was going back the following day. We had my
room to draw on, but here the snow was sifting softly through
on the silent keys of the piano and there was no register—in
the floor, I mean, not the piano. An effort to put the two
beds in the one room proved a failure, as contrary to the simple
rule of physics that two bodies cannot occupy the same space
at the same time. What we did do was to take the mattress,
lay it on the floor, and then divide the bed clothes and over-
coats. The soldier chose the mattress; it was an old story with
him, and with the assistance of two quinine pills I was rather
too warm than otherwise.

Deep, refreshing sleep until 9.30 a. m. wiped out the rigors
of the day which had gone before and prepared me for a day
in which I walked steadily until 6.30 p.m. with but a few min-
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utes’ intermission. The sun was shining once more, but the
snow lay deep in the streets and no street cars were moving.
[t was impossible to secure a conveyance of any sort. If
bribe or persuasion had secured one from the owner it was
likely to be taken at the first corner by a member of the relief
committee to transport a homeless family to some place which
had been provided. What I saw on that strenuous Saturday
| have written in the preceding pages.

Through it all I felt curiously detached and not greatly
moved by those distressing scenes in morgue, in hospital, in
the ruins and at the inquiry stations. [ was there for a single
purpose and that was to give to such of the outside world as
might read my words a living picture of what had actually
occurred. Until this was accomplished my own feelings were
secondary. | could see and write of these things unmoved, but
let me try to tell, now, to a circle of friends the stories so glibly

written and 1 find that I must stop short. So much for the
psychological.

Tales of Horror Were Only Too True.

In the newspaper man’s way, as | heard the mournful
stories entering Halifax, and by hearsay at the hotels and offices
visited the first evening. I weighed them carefully in my mind
and some | believed and some 1 did not.

But the second day
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convinced me they were all true —as true as they were hor-
rible. Incidents related without names were confirmed later
by my own observation and sometimes | found and talked
with some of the people involved. Just before I left Halifax
a curious thing happened. In the days before prohibition a
visitor came to my office in St. John and by soft speech and
fair promises inveigled me into a loan which would take him
to his home in Halifax. It was too much to expect that I
should see the money again and I didn’t. In the rotunda of
the Halifax that evening the same man accosted me. He did
not recognize me and will never know I recognized him unless
he reads this. I found he had, since his St. John visit, entered
my own profession and was looking for information, gi