
WRECK OF THE PULASKI
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Matilda Tier Smith was aboard this part of the debris. Her husband Noah found
her and joined her until he rowed off to get help.  Their 3 yr old son was lost
after the explosion.
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Excerpts from WRECK OF THE PULASKI by Rebecca McLeod, pertaining to Matilda Tier Smith and Noah Smith:
 
“The morning of the 15th (14th?) was beautiful, and we could see in the early light ships afar off, sailing from us. The men now commenced to brace the wreck by stretching ropes
from one end to the other, using large cables for the purpose. Little sails were arranged to increase the speed of the drifting. There came a boat so near that she was secured— a
valuable acquisition, though there was a hole in her side as large as the crown of a man's hat; it was, however, high up. She did not leak, and was tied to the end of the wreck.
(Then follows this paragraph, the connection of which cannot be determined: —"His clothes were torn, and the flesh visible through the rents showed how he was bruised, and
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could only creep about the wreck now and then.")
The sea was covered with the debris of the Pulaski. During the night a large pile of lumber, massed together in such a way as not to afford even a seat, had gathered in the middle of
the wreck. Before we reached it a champagne basket came near enough to be hooked with a stick from the pile. It contained two bottles of wine, one a quart, the other a pint bottle;
two phials, one of peppermint, the other contained laudanum[1]. The basket was placed in my charge. Now another object was seen—a boat with two men in her. Very soon one
jumped into the sea and commenced swimming for his life. The man in the boat soon reached us. The boat leaked, and the man jumped out for fear of swamping her. The men now
shouted and cheered the man, promising to throw him a rope, which they did. No one recognized him until he was almost to the wreck, when I called out: "Mrs. Smith, here is
your husband!" He stepped aboard, tottered to her feet, threw his head in her lap, and wept. Mr. Smith [2]was tall, large in proportion, young and athletic in appearance. He
certainly maintained the character of a swimmer. The boat had been upon the wreck. The men, with their pen-knives and bits of rope, caught her at once, and fastened her to the
wreck.”
 
“Monday, as usual, saw sails at a distance, going from us. An object now engaged Mr. Smith's [3]attention, and he called to us to notice it. It seemed only a point in the distance.
He continued to watch it. It maintained the same distance or position from us. Therefore, he conceived the idea that it was a stationery ship, a light-ship, and he thought the distance
could not exceed ten miles. The fact that the same relative distance was maintained ought to have convinced him, and us too, that it could not be a light-ship—that we were floating,
it must be floating, too. But he did not see the point, nor did we at the time. Still we did not believe it to be a ship at all. Towards sundown he decided he would go and see what it
was. Mr. Hutchinson begged him not to think of going, and so did I; but he got two pieces of plank from the lumber pile, nailed cross pieces, selected a piece of a paddle (?) tied
into an iron stanchion, and launched his raft. He now entreated Mr. Hutchinson to untie or cut the string when he had got on the raft, but he, instead, tried to dissuade him from the
attempt. He was sure he could bring us assistance. Seeing we had no influence, I turned to his wife [4]and said: "Why do you not entreat your husband not to go?" "Because it is no
use, when he sets his mind on anything." He now talked so hopefully of his plan that Mr. Hutchinson loosed the raft, and I felt for the moment some sympathy in the project. When I
spoke of the danger, he said: "I lived near the coast when a boy, and have made little rafts and paddled out in the water often." He used the paddle, first on one side and then on the
other, till he was lost to sight. Poor fellow! He was never heard of afterwards!”
 
“ I relapsed to unconsciousness, from which I was awakened by Mrs. Smith, shaking me by the arm, saying: "Look there!" Pointing to an object. I saw a vessel, her sails spread
and filled, her hull painted black, and a dazzling sun shining on her canvas. I exclaimed: "Oh, how beautiful! Oh, how beautiful!! Oh, how beautiful! R" And relapsed into
unconsciousness. To me she was only a thing of beauty. It was the schooner "Henry Cameron," from Philadelphia, Pa., bound to Wilmington, Captain Eli Davis commander. All the
living were taken on board. I can recall nothing that transpired, save the beauty of the ship, till late in the afternoon. I found myself on a locker in the cabin, a table in the middle, at
which a gentleman sat, looking at me. I recognized him immediately, although I had not seen him for years. I said: "Mr. Greenwood, where are we?" He came to me in surprise that
I should recognize him. He told me we were now going to Wilmington. I said: "Why not to Charleston?" "Why do you wish to go to Charleston?" he said. "Because my brother said
he would go there, and I would like to be with him." I then asked for Charles. "He is in the berth beside you." I looked and saw him, still unconscious; but I was satisfied to know
he was near. I then asked for Thomas. He said he "did not know." I then became anxious. I said there was a smaller boy—"What has become of him?" and as if in vision I saw a
little form lying at my feet in the water on the wreck. I knew he was dead and left. I then inquired for Mr. and Mrs. D. Mr. Hutchinson and Mrs. Smith put their heads from berths
opposite, and I knew them in their own characters and by their proper names. I was no longer delirious, and Mr. Greenwood asked me if I did not wish some water, which I thought
delicious, and asked for more.”
 
“A cloak was thrown around me; Mrs. Smith was waited on at the same time, and the maids announced our readiness to be taken ashore. I asked where I was to be taken, and
asked to have Charles taken to the same house. The gentlemen made a seat with their hands, and I sat thereon, and put my hands on their shoulders, and thus was conveyed to the
carriage. Mrs. Smith came next, and the two gentlemen sat on the front seat, and I think they were physicians…”
 

[1] Laudanum also known as Tincture of Opium, is an alcoholic herbal preparation containing approximately 10% powdered opium by weight (the equivalent of 1% morphine)
[2] Noah Smith
[3] Noah Smith
[4] Matilda Smith
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