


In INemoriam.

Wreck of the Titanic

Why did it happen ?

A Sermon delivered at Old King Street Baptist
Chapel, Bristol,on Sunday Evening, April 28th,
1912, by Rev. BENJAMIN ]J. GIBBON.

SHOULD deem myself lacking in my duty if I
did not take this first opportunity to turn your
thoughts to the shipwreck of the Titanic last
Sunday week, and to try to draw its lessons.
It is a catastrophe that has profoundly im-

pressed two continents. There has never been such a disaster

at sea. Hardly any calamity of modern times is to be com-
pared with it in magnitude. Some earthquakes and volcanic
eruptions have destroyed more lives, but they have rarely
come so closely home to the English and American peoples.

It is the Anglo-Saxon race that is now bereaved. Everybody

seems to have known someone, or to have been connected in

some way with someone, who was on board. A member of
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this Church, whom I baptised and admitted to fellowship, bat
- who left us on her marriage, was there with her husband,
- though I rejoice that her name, Mrs. Ware, is in the list
‘;.thesaved—-—bnta.lonel Another passenger, Mr. Frederick
Shellard, was at our last Young People’s Social and
the previous service. He was a Bristolian who had emigrated,
ad was home for a holiday. I had some pleasant conversa-
mth!nm,andhemptwsedmensaﬁntmnstmnman
nearly persuaded one of our members, now present, to
,"mthlnmontheTMc To-day Frederick Shellard’s
body lies in the unquiet grave of the Atlantic.
J&h, raise the thest:on, Why did it happen? I put the
that form. Ido not ask, WhydndGoddo it ?

Mtbeternbleeﬁecttoiollcwfromthosecauss once
yeration. *‘ There’s a Divinity that shapes our ends,
-hew the:n how we will.” Men rough-hewed the ill-

Goddm mt doit: He permitted it. But
' : etopreventlt? Why did He allow

. question will not sound presumpt-




ITISNOTNBEINTERPRETBDASADW’INE

- JUDGMENT ON THE VICTIMS.

Mi’bﬁﬂcmd. Here was a ship full of millionaires.
dozen of the wealthiest men in America were on board—
a_tpm " wealthbiest "’ is synonymous with * wickedest.”
g them was onc who was being denounced a few weeks
» by all the pulpits and papers in the United States as a
adulterer.  Also, when the collision occurred,
gh it was a Sunday night, some were tarrying over the
‘and others playing cards. Surely the iceberg that
ck the ship and sank her was a thunderbolt from the band
angry God! But no! with emphasis I say it, this
s not to be interpreted as a Divine judgment on the
1 say that without hesitation, because it is the
7 of Jesus. ‘‘Suppose ye,” He said, “that the
»ans whose blood Pilate mingled with their sacrifices
maboveallthe(}ahlms? I tell you, Nay. Or
ughmenonwbomthewwermSﬂoamfellmdslew
‘mppae ye that they were sinners above all that dwell
? I tell you, Nay.” So in our Lord’s time
s interpreted as punishment, just as it is still
kind of instinct in human nature to see in the
wicked ; and in misfortune, the wrath of
@;so. God's judgments are not so simple,
so easily interpreted.  So IES‘IS mﬂght ;

t.hst theory is.  There were two
probably morz, but two whose names
ﬁev E. C. Carter, rector of White-
HarperpastorofWalworthRmd
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But another Well-knowy . .
had also booked his p, :um”“

yﬁﬁ béhéve it? But there
the seven seas that night
’*t the hero of a hung

Was no truer
than Williap,
dred fights ¢,

‘ a warrmr of
wned while some who by Comparisep

'say no more, were saved. Ng! The
Divine ]udgment 15 a cowardly calumy mny

cruel outrage of their living relatives,
of bﬂe Phan.,alsm on the part of those
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gh;p-ﬁﬂildiﬂg <kill. She was the final product of man’s long
conflict with the elements. In her, it was confidently boasted,

¢he elements had been conquered—the Titanic was unsink-

' On this maiden trip all records were expected to be

, _ 7That Sunday night an enthusiastic company in the

7 <aloon filled their wine glasses and drank ““To the mighty
T And, lo, an iceberg grazed her side—with
o more noise than the faint boom of cannon which fell on

. the ears of the danmcers in the ball-room of Brussels and
. announced Waterloo—and within four hours this incarnate
poast of human skill, luxury and speed, was sinking through
+wo miles of icy water to the bottom of the Atlantic, with

~ ixteen hundred souls aboard her. Sic transit gloria mundi.
- This line of thought is almost irresistibly suggested by the
name of the unfortunate ship—the Titanic. And who were

" the Titans? The classical equivalent of the Babel-builders
" of the Bible—gigantic men, who in their self-sufficiency and
e contempt of God strove to build a tower that should reach
to heaven, until God came down and confounded them.

~ One thinks, too, of Nebuchadnezzar, strutting in his hour
~ of pride upon his palace roof, and boasting, ‘“ Is not this
. great Babylon that I have builded ? "—and in that hour
driven forth among the beasts ; of Belshazzar at his impious
feast—and the handwriting that stood out on the wall; of
‘Herod boasting himself a god—and being smitten with
‘worms ; and of the invincible Armada that was to humble
English Protestantism—and its fate. As the “ invincible "’
- Armada was scattered by the winds of God, and sunk, so
the “ unsinkable” Titanic was shattered by an iceberg of
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Titanic was so typical of the age that Produced
not hesitate. This ship was an absolute SYthibof
~a perfect incarnation of the spirit of tha tin):; of o
age of luxury ; an age of speed ; an age of Dleaq:. It is g
of pride; an age of boasting in materialistjc tn_ure; an 5
age of forgetfulness of God. And, therefore, ¢ m’nphs;
that this fearful disaster was allowed ag 4 wholesoma
tion of vainglorious materialism. It was 104 a jud

B A ey died for uscieq 4, o
stitutes—died to save our modern world—dieq i
forget " still further our utter weakness and o
dependence on God.

I am moved to say of this tragic event, in the third place__
I’.? IS A REMINDER THAT GOD WILL, NOT INTER.
VENE BETWEEN MEN AND THE OPERATION

OF LAWS THEY TRIFLE WITH.
I would not speak wildly, but it is well within the mark to

her a

Y we be
o humﬂia,

‘
lest we
Ur entire

| ‘say that the investigation proceeding in America is revealing

what ordinary people must regard as extreme carelesspese
in the management of such vessels, There scems to have
been a whole tissue of blunders. She was too far north for
the season, when icebergs are floating down from Green-
land ; but the course is shorter, so she risked it. She had
been warned of the proximity of icebergs, but travelled at
her top speed. It is actually reported that icebergs were

~ sighted, but that the speed was not reduced. Then the
mmgn watch in the crow’s-nest complain that they were
Lot supphed with glasses, although they asked for them

o mﬁ they started. And there were not boats enough’to

accommodate more than a third of the crowded human life
on board. All these risks were lightly taken in the interests




they defy. How man

S Y are saying, We can
Please, and all will be well with us in the next

" many, if they do not say it, are acting on that
van:f:is it justified ? Does the wreck of the T itanic
easy optimism ? Indeed, it does not. It isa
er to us that God is a God of law. Causes are
bly by their due and proper effects. *“ What-
oweth, that shall he also reap.”

ghsaster now in a brighter light—

DID REVELATION OF THE POSSIBILI-
S OF HUMAN NATURE.

ied, like heroes. One or two insignificant
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exceptions there doubtless were, but on the whole .t}?ey died
Take the officials. Begin with Phillips, the
See him at his post, hour after hour,
Hurry !

like heroes.
wireless operator.
sending out messages of distress “ Help! Help!l!
Hurry ! 17 continuing after the captain had told him he had
done his duty and might leave and look after himself, staying
and working until the failure of the machinery threw his
gear out of operation, and then dying of exhaustion and
cold. ““ He saved others: himself he could not save.
Think of the firemen, knowing their fate better than any,
but continuing to work in their iron coffin, and not one of
them surviving ; and of the letter-sorters, devoted to the
calvation of the mails, bringing up bag after bag, and dying
all four of them. And then there is Captain Smith—a sailor
of the true British breed—staying on the bridge to the last,
and when the waters swirled around him, taking up his mega-
phone and shouting a last message to the doomed hundreds,
“ Be British!”

The passengers, too, were worthy of such leadership
“ Women and children first!” was the order ; and the men
quietly stood by, and saw the boats filled and rowed away
into the darkness, leaving them to their fate. Wealth was
no passport in that dread hour. Millionaires died like poor
men, and—to their credit—made no attempt to buy life.
The two who paid £870 each for their cabins perished. There
was Colonel Astor, the man who had been denounced by the
unanimous voices of the pulpit and press of America, showing
himself a hero. His young bride was put into a boat,
and because no woman was near, he was invited to step in
too. He did. At that moment a woman came up, and he
stepped back. ‘“ Women first,”” he said, and coolly lighted a
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:me' troopship Birkenhead went
~ All the boats were filled with
alao.meordmg to the chivalrous
‘men save themselves ! shouted
cried a military officer. “ If they
flﬁt the men fall in on deck!’

ﬁreagun, it is a great thing
. is a greater to die ministering
But that is what they did who
until the swirling waters choked
own playing







\ at their mothers’ knees. Well, don't )‘ll think
‘the vessel also prayed—prayed as probably many
never prayed yet ? And that God heard them ?

ng of the ship. That was longer than the dying
n Calvary. Surely they found space for repent-
indreds of them! And I know the same pitiful
‘M;wai&ngforthecry,“lnrd,nmunhu

ﬁetmxt the stirrup and the ground,

A mucysought I mercy found.

“ There is life for a look at the Crucified
s hope that many gave that look, and found that
ur of their physical death—and leave them so.

taught by this disaster.—
IN THE TRANSITORINESS OF

' SPIRITUAL LIFE.
ere our portion.” It is given us just as our

““the tzme is short.” ‘ We know not
' iotth. *“ There is but a step betwixt

was urging this lesson a fortmight
ight the Tilanic went down. Preach-
ophesieth of the times that are far
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souls saved by wireless.” It was a ghastly mistake, as we
now know, and was then rectified to ‘1,600 souls lost.”
But, no! Souls are not lost by shipwreck—only by sin ;
and souls are not saved by wireless—only by Jesus Christ.
Over the soul and its true life the accidents that harm the
body have no power. I imagine that some went down smiling
at the icebergs and the ice-cold waves, while they murmured
the words of Jesus, ‘ Fear not them that kill the body, and
after that have mo more that they can do.” And above the
awful cry which rose when the doomed vessel took the final
plunge, I do not doubt that the angels distinguished more
than one voice singing under its breath—

“Jesu, Lover of my soul,
Let me to Thy bosom fly,
While the nearer waters roll,
While the tempest still is high.
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide
Till the storm of life is past ;
Safe into the haven guide ;
O receive my soul at last!”’

How about yourself, my dear friend ? Are you also ready ?
Do not ignore this solemn lesson to us all. “ Why not to-
night ?”’ There was no room in the lifeboats for those
sixteen hundred people, but there is room in God’s ark of
salvation, blessed be His name! for us all. If wireless
telegraphy brought rescue to seven hundred on that ship,
surely you can believe that your prayer to the unseen Christ,
“ Lord, save me !’ will bring salvation swift to you. ‘‘ Saved,
my God! saved,” a lady cried at the White Star office in
London when the name her eyes burned to see at length
stood out on the list of the rescued. ‘‘ Saved, my God,
saved "—of whom may that be said to-night ?
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