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THE WRECK OF THE “ TITANIC.”

S].*\S]}i':'.‘ tflc 111ll?tlli.cati0n of our last number full particulars have come to hand concerning
" ;}g{;ﬁiﬁ :hg)(::rcc’izi]c:r}}(:)j|f1n3; :li(fS]jCL‘tﬂ the most rc:‘f'narkab]c mercantile ship\\-rcc?:
- “. 3 55 ’(3 ife, great thqugh it be, is somewhat less than
1 ¢ our May number. The number lost is 1503, and the number saved 7035
;1]:::;;i](;a;a:ll;o;ecjrvcdhoi the disaster have been most painful, and have made ;L‘(]C‘C]) Iin:::
i n the whole nation. The story, when it comes to be fully written hereafter
will be a thrilling one. A touching and memorable incident was thL-\ '1\: oot | o
ling : ; : as + action of the band

i)‘f'ixtlllo:;;l f\l:lct:ltlzrsl;c;ijl:\llllsnl;illﬁﬁl|¥3€1 at their posts and plaved one tune after another, closing
ity v , " Nearer, my God, to Thee.” The end came very suddenly.
as the noise of a great explosion down below where the engineers and stokers
still stood at their posts.  The boilers
burst as the waters flooded their
chambers. It was the signal of death ;
the Titanic was doomed. Her mighty
stern rose clear out of the water, and
stood for a little while pointing, like
a black finger of fate, through the
darkness ; then her head went down,
and very quictly, without any turmoil
of the waters, the mighty sl‘lip dived
down into the dark sea and disap-
peared for ever from the sight of
man. Thecries of the drowning were
heard by those who were fortunate
enough to find refuge in the boats, until
death put an end to their suffering.
A strict investigation into the whole
facts of the case is being made.
Meanwhile, the nation has responded
most gencrously to the appeal for help

) for the widows and orphan children of
the drowned. The sum of more than
?300,00011:151:0(‘11 subscribed, and willbe
invested for the benefit of the sufferers.,

Standing by the Captain of the Titanic.
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strengthened, and their souls saved—for the day comes when it is life for life, when the
never-to-be-forgotten words have a new significance : * Hesaved others, Himself He cannot
save.! The sea is still God's school for teaching the highest in sacrifice, and it is one of
the great objects of this Society to help the sailor to learn this priceless lesson.—Faithiully
yours, Epwarp W. MATTHEWS, ALEX. JEFFREY, Secretaries, Passmore Edwards Sailors’
Palace, Limehouse, London, EM

The foregoing letter suggested the following poem, which has been sent to us, and which
we have pleasure in publishing :—

DUTY’S LAST CALL.
By Tue Rev. H. NORTHCOTE, Boulogne-sur-Mer.

[**Till the last moment comes, it is the duty of the junior officer to stand by
his captain, pass on his commands, and be steadfast unto death. This
J. P. Moody did. « « « The day comes when the never-to-be-forgotten words
have a new significances He saved others, Himself He cannot save. ]

He savéd others, himself he cannot save | L
He may not leave the bridge this fatal hour.

Lo. one more victim, young. and strong and brave,
Ascends the altar in the Spirit’s power.

Men feel it as a horror in a dream,
This strange look rising in the eyes of all,
Those loaded lifeboats dropping oft abeam,
These swift despatchings of the wireless call.

Now one is taken and the other left :
Now weeping wives to husbands bid farewell ;
i Now children wail, of parcnts' love bereft;
Now sound stern voices, frenzied fear to quell.

Slowly she settles in the heaving deep, .
The boat-chains rattle at cach ““ Lower away = ;
But till all else have made their final leap,

The captain and the junior mate must stay.

Thev two well know what loud and awful cry

Shall soon resound from Ocean’s death-strewn face ;
While dying eves upbraid the silent sky.

Vet still they keep their due appointed place.

When God arises, all man’s power and pride
Become as driven dust or flying spray;
When breaks His Day, the mighty fain would hide

And Earth’s majestic mountains flee away.

The Lord is here ; the liiting of His hand
Is patent e’en to dim and mortal eyes ;

Nor less clear rings the Christ-God’s stern command,
Impelling men to sudden sacrifice.

Before the Lord, Who made and rules the wave;
Before the Lord, Who tunes men’s hearts to grace ;
Before the Lord, Who lifts us from the grave,
We bow with humbled heart and burning lace.
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