
ers, caught the small white object in its 
ntless grasp, pushed it high on the sloping 
e, and then retreated seaward. 

'Down the slope Johnson plunged and 
atched the object from the sand. Clutching 

his breast, the life saver staggered up the 
liff to climb over the edge of the bank to 

As the snow and sand bit into his face, 
ed a Coston flare to examine his 
a life jacket, and by the flicker- 

read the words on the jacket, 

nd, although in serious 
offshore, had not as yet 
nd it was several hours 

Although 
heavily re- 
touched, this 
is an actual 
photograph 
of the body 
of the frist 
woman to be 
brought ashore. 

later before masses of wreckage from her 
stricken hull began to come up on the beach. 

Nevertheless, the life savers were still 
hopeful of finding some one still alive in the 
wreckage, but this was not to be. Every single 
soul of the 190 who sailed with the Portland 
went down with her. 

The bodies began to come ashore shortly 
afterwards, and several of those which were 
clothed had watches, each of which stopped 
between 9:15 and 9:28. Thus, we can estimate 
fairly accurately that if the Portland was seen 
afloat as late as ten-thirty that Sunday morning 
she could not have gone down until about 
nine-fifteen or so Sunday evening, because of 

e friends and relatives agreed to 
group under the name Sons a 

n the anniversary of the portla 

from India wharf that memorable night 
took with her the only list of crew and 
sengers in existence, and it has only been 


