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Then, miraculously, another boat swept into sight. Patrick swam like

he had never swam before. But even on a liFeboat, there was no

certainty that he was going to survive. He crouched in the boat,

shivering violently in the cold, biting wind.

It seemed an eternity before a ship from Dublincame to rescue those

on Patrick's lifeboat. He squeezed his frozen hands t6gether and

wondered whether they would be strong enough to hold his grip on

a rope ladder . It would be ironic, he thought, to drown now after

getting this far.

Clumsily he clambered up the side of the ship and collapsed on the

desk. He heard the sailors making remarks about some people on the

lifeboat.

One said: "lr's no good picking them up if they're dead ."

The survivors were told that there were seven corpses on the lifeboat

and it was towed slowly behind the ship to Cork. Patrick heard the

hiss of the sea and the throb of the engines and felt his cold, wet,

unshaven Face.

It was all over; the dead were dead and the living would live. Glad

to be alive, he walked the decks, stopping now and then to help one

of the injured.

There was great excitement when the ship landed in Cork.

"There were lines of police and soldiers and madly-cheering people

on the shores," recalled Patrick. "Hot drinks and warm clothes were

laid out for us in local homes and hotels. And the next morning,

myself and most of the other surviving crewmen took the train to
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steaming s ove s after a ac -brea ing four hour shift at the boilers.

Outside, the sea seemed strangely empty . But close at hand an

unseen periscope sliced though the choppy waters. No one on the

Lusitania saw the tell-tale white streak the torpedo left as it jettisoned

towards the liner.

Down in the bunk, Patrick Moran hear a dull thud. Then there was

a muddled roar and he felt the shock of the explosion. The ship

lurched and the next 60 seconds were to belong to history.

Within the space of that time, Germany was to draw on itself the

might of the United States in the First World War .

Even as he was knocked out of his bunk, Patrick felt himself being

drenched through the port-holes and doors . In the passageway,

i . people were choking with the fumes of cordite and swirling dust.

The water was rising fast and the sea licked at the terrified people

struggling to climb up the twisted ladders. Patrick grabbed a life-belt

and forced hisway to the main deck. There the situation was chaotic.

"The waves were something shocking," he recalled, "they were

pelting mountain highagainst the side of the ship. I had mylegsacross

, the rails before I knew what I was doing . An engineer came up and

pulled me back. He told me to get as high in the ship as I could . It

did not matter how good a swimmer your were. The suction would

bring you under."

It took 45 minutes for the ship to sink.

"In the excitement," said Patrick, "I saw one lifeboat overturning as

it was be ing lowered a~d the passengers tumbled into the water. I

went over the side of the ship, holding onto a line. But as the seas
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