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It happened on my parents' honeymoon. 
The fourth morning out from New York, Mother woke to find the Carpathia still, engines silent.  She woke Father.  They rushed to the deck in their nightgowns. The first thing they saw was the white of an ocean filled with ice, then they saw white boats, in groups of two or three, pulling slowly toward the Carpathia.  My father read the name written in red across their bows- Titanite.  The sun was shining.  Here and there a deck chair floated on the calm sea. There was nothing else.
The survivors came on board in small groups.  Women and children.  Two sailors for each boat. The women of the Carpathia went to the women of the Titanic, wrapping them in their long warm furs.  My mother left my father's side to go to them. The women went down on their knees on the deck and prayed, holding each other's children.  My father stood looking at the icy water where, if he had been on the other ship, he would be.
When the Carpathia dropped off the survivors in New York, my parents got off and took the train home, not talking much, the honeymoon anything but a success.  At the welcome-home
party, my father got drunk.  
When someone asked about the Titanic, he said, "They should have put the men in the lifeboats.  Men can marry again, have new families. What's the use of all those widows and orphans?" 
My mother, who was standing next to him, turned her face away. She was pregnant, eighteen.  She was the one drowning.  
But there was no one there to rescue her.
