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News Ed Terry W. Cook (KC2JKU) Email kc2jku@ocarc.us

Meeting Time

The Orleans County Amateur
Radio Club (OCARC)
meets at 7:30 p.m. on the 2nd
Monday of the month at the
Orleans County Emergency
Management Office at 14064
West County House Road in
Albion, New York except in
August when we have our
meeting at the Picnic and
September when we have a
dinner meeting.The next
meeting will be November
10,2008

Club Officers

Pres Terry Cook
KC2JKU 589-6362

kc2jku@ocarc.us

V.Pres. Howard Flint
KC2EZJ 343-1985

cnhflint@2ki.net

Secy. Charles Lind
N8CL 798-9392

clind8@hotmail.com

Treas. Richard Toussaint
KA2BCF 798-0861

ka2bcf@rochester.rr.com

Dir. Bruce Sidari
WA2TMC 589-9038

bruce@brucesidari.com

Net Manager Marion Toussaint
KA2BCE 798-0861

ka2bce@rochester.rr.com

OCARC BEST WISHES
Birthdays

David Faul VE3TIJ 11/13/51

Wedding Anniversary

November Meeting
Surprise

DUES
Members. Lets not make it any harder on the KA2BCF then
we need to . Help him to get the paper work done by paying

your dues up. It is only 10 dollars and a stamp away so
Please help out get them payed. There are due the First of

September every Year and it is now November.
Thank You very much

Christmas Party
Don't forget the Christmas Party December 8. Beef of Wick
will be served and every one bring a dish to past. Also bring

your own place settings and if you like a gift not over 10
dollars.



ORLEANS CO. AMATEUR RADIO CLUB
2-METER NET

WA2DQL) repeater 144.67 MHz in/145.27 MHz out
with a tone of 141.3. Every Tuesday night at
9:00PM We will be calling for officers first then
anyone else that wishes to join in. We also have a
simplex net once a month on the Third Monday at
9:00PM on 145.270.
Nov 4 N2LVW Liz

Nov 11 KA2BCE Marion

Nov 17 KC2JKU Simplex Terry

Nov 18 KC2JKU Terry

Nov 25 KB2LXD Ted

Dec 2 KA2BCF Dick

Dec 9 N2LVW Liz

Local Nets

Gram (Genesee Radio Amateurs) Tuesday 7:30
p.m.147.285 Tone 141.3 Cw Code Practice every
night (except Tue.) at 8:30 pm. Voice bulletins
from ARRL Head quarters every Tuesday night
after the net at 8:30 pm.10 Meter Net 28.323.00
Friday 9:00

2 Meter Sideband Net 144.260 USP 9:00 Mondays

Lara (Lockport Amateur Radio Club)
Sunday 8 p. m. 146.820
Swapnet after regular net Sept- May

Stars (Southtown Amateur Radio Society)
Saturday 10:00 a.m. 3.925 HF Net
Tuesday 7 p.m. 147.090 Swap Net
Wednesday 7 p.m.

Thanks to Gary and Wife Judy we now have



Mr Harold Sydney Bride
Harold Sydney Bride was born on 11th January, 1890 in Nunhead, South London, the youngest of three sons on Arthur John

Larner Bride and Mary Ann Lowe.

After leaving school Bride trained as a Marconi operator, he completed his training in July 1911 and went to sea soon afterward.
His first ship was the Haverford, he later served on the Lusitania, La France and finally the Anselm, before joining the Titanic.

Bride and his colleague John 'Jack' George Phillips boarded the Titanic at Belfast.

When he signed onto the Titanic at Southampton on 9th April,1912, Bride gave his address as Bannisters Hotel (Southampton). As
an employee of the Marconi company, he received monthly wages of £2 26s.

Sharing the wireless equipment with John Phillips the two agreed that Phillips would take the 8 a.m. to 2 p.m. and 8 p.m. to 2 a.m.
shift and Bride the 2 a.m. to 8 a.m. and 2 p.m. to 8 p.m. shift.

On the night of the sinking Bride relayed messages to and from Captain Smith on the bridge regarding the progress of the
Carpathia and other ships in the vicinity, whilst Phillips worked the key:

“I was conscious of waking up and hearing Phillips sending to Cape Race. I read what he was sending. It was a traffic matter. I
remembered how tired he was and got out of bed to relieve him. I didn't even feel the shock. I hardly knew it had happened until
after the captain had come to us. There was no jolt whatsoever.

I was standing by Phillips telling him to go to bed when the captain put his head into the cabin.
'We've struck an iceberg,' the captain said, 'and I'm having an inspection made to tell what it has done for us. You better get

ready to send out a call for assistance. But don't send it until I tell you.'
The captain went away and in ten minutes, I should estimate the time, he came back. We could hear a terrible confusion outside,

but there was not the least thing to indicate that there was any trouble. The wireless was working perfectly.
'Send the call for assistance,' said the captain, barely putting his head in the door. 'What call should I send?' Phillips asked. 'The

regulation international call for help. Just that.'
Then the captain was gone. Phillips began to send CQD He flashed away at it and we were joking while he did so. All of us

made light of the disaster. We joked that way while he flashed signals for about five minutes. Then the captain came back.
'What are you sending?' he asked.
'CQD' Phillips replied.
The humour of the situation appealed to me. I cut in with a little remark that made us all laugh, including the captain.
'Send SOS,' I said. 'It's the new call, and it may be your last chance to send it.'
Phillips with a laugh changed the signal to SOS.”

Both operators stayed at their post after their release, but were forced out onto the deck by the water surging into the wireless
room:

“I noticed as I came back from one trip that they were putting off women and children in lifeboats. I noticed that the list forward
was increasing. Phillips told me the wireless was growing weaker. The captain came and told us our engine rooms were taking
water and that the dynamos might not last much longer. We sent that word to the Carpathia.

I went on deck and looked around. The water was pretty close up to the boat deck. There was a great scramble aft, and how poor
Phillips continued to work through it I don't know. He was a brave man. I learned to love him that night and I suddenly felt a great
reverence to see him standing there sticking to his work while everybody else was raging about. I will never live to forget the work
of Phillips during the last awful fifteen minutes.

I looked out. The boat deck was awash. Phillips clung on sending and sending. He clung on for about ten minutes, or maybe
fifteen minutes after the captain had released him. The water was then coming into our cabin.

While he worked something happened I hate to tell about. I was back at my room getting Phillips's money for him, and as I
looked out the door I saw a stoker, or somebody from below decks, leaning over Phillips from behind. Phillips was too busy to
notice what the man was doing. The man was slipping the life belt off Phillips's back.”

Bride and Phillips managed to deter the stoker and left the wireless room and headed out to the boat deck:

“From aft came the tunes of the band. It was a ragtime tune, I don't know what... Phillips ran aft and that was the last I ever saw
of him alive.

”I went to the place I had seen the collapsible boat on the boat deck, and to my surprise I saw the boat and the men still trying to
push it off. I guess there wasn't a sailor in the crowd. They couldn't do it. I went up to them and was just lending a hand when a
large wave came awash of the deck.



“The big wave carried the boat off. I had hold of an oarlock and I went off with it. The next I knew I was in the boat.
”But that was not all. I was in the boat and the boat was upside down and I was under it. And I remember I realised I was wet

through, and that whatever happened I must not breathe, for I was underwater.
I knew I had to fight for it and I did. How I got out from under the boat I do not know, but I felt a breath of air at last...
I felt I simply had to get away from the ship. She was a beautiful sight then. Smoke and sparks were rushing out of her funnel.

There must have been an explosion, but we heard none. We only saw the big stream of sparks. The ship was gradually turning on
her nose, just like a duck does that goes down for a dive.

Bride recalled that he could hear the band playing right up to the end, but not ‘Nearer My God To Thee!“: he recalled them playing
‘Autumn’. He also recollected that there was little suction when the ship went down. He was finally able to climb aboard the
upturned hull of Collapsible B.

”There was just room for me to roll on the edge. I lay there not caring what happened. Somebody sat on my legs. They were
wedged in between slats and were being wrenched. I had not the heart to ask the man to move. It was a terrible sight all around -
men swimming and sinking. I lay where I was, letting the man wrench my feet out of shape. Others came near. Nobody gave them
a hand. The bottom-up boat already had more men than it would hold and it was sinking.“

Harold Bride had survived but but suffered from badly frozen and crushed feet, due to the effects of the cold and the position in
which he was sitting on the collapsible’s hull. He described the rescue by the Carpathia:

”One man was dead. I passed him and went up the ladder, although my feet pained terribly. The dead man was Phillips. He had
died on the raft from exposure and cold, I guess. He had been all in from work before the wreck came. He stood his ground until
the crisis had passed, and then he collapsed, I guess. But I hardly thought that then. I didn't think much of anything. I tried the rope
ladder. My feet pained terribly, but I got to the top and felt hands reaching out to me. The next I knew a woman was leaning over
me in a cabin and I felt her hand waving back my hair and rubbing my face.“

On the voyage to New York aboard Carpathia Bride and an exhausted Harold Cottam worked together to send countless personal
messages and names of the saved to land. Incidentally, Bride and Cottam had met before the disaster and were good friends. After
the tragedy they stayed in contact for many years.

After a spell in hospital Harold Bride returned to England and finally returned to work as a wireless operator. During the First
World War, he served on the steamer Mona's Isle as a telegraphist.

Harold was married [c. 1919] to Lucy Johnstone Downie, and the couple had three children. Harold disliked discussing the Titanic,
being deeply disturbed by the whole experience, particularly by the loss of his colleague and friend Jack Phillips, whose bravery
and steadfastness never left him; he disliked the celebrity that went along with being a Titanic survivor and thus decided to flee the
attention and moved with his family to Scotland where he worked as a travelling salesman.

Harold Sidney Bride lived out the rest of his days in Scotland, living in comparative obscurity. He died on 29th April 1956, aged
66.

Available Documents


