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“Crack.” The tinkle of glass and the splash of liquid could be heard over the heads of the 

silent, exquisitely dressed crowd, all the way to the back row of the newly constructed bleachers. 

In front of the bleachers, on a small, slightly raised platform stood a beautiful young girl with the 

top half of a champagne bottle tightly gripped in her upraised right hand. Slowly, but surely the 

huge object which the girl had struck with the bottle started to move back, away from the girl 

and the crowd behind her. At the first sign of movement a stiff, polite, and awkward applause 

broke out from the elite crowd. The massive object continued to move back slowly, as if on 

rollers, until finally, when it was farther back it could be identified as a very large passenger 

liner. The liner was a beautiful thing to behold with her smooth, sleek lines and with the very 

elaborate decorations and many beautiful ornaments on her decks. 

In this manner the huge liner, built by an elite group of New York stock brokers for their 

personal use, was christened “Tisin” as it slid into the Atlantic Ocean away from its birthplace in 

a shipyard located in Massachusetts. Inside, the ship was very elaborately designed with many 

jewels and mirrors with which the wealthy were able to show off their many riches. A week after 

her christening the “Tisin” left on her maiden cruise, a six month voyage across the Atlantic 

Ocean. This cruise was to be very, very carefree, on which the crew and the huge liner would 

literally be subject to the will of the elite passengers. The liner, for six months was to go 

anywhere in the Atlantic Ocean that the passengers willed, just so that at the end of the half year 

it would arrive in England. 

At the beginning of the cruise the crew was very awkward and clumsy and their work 

was poorly done because they had had at the most only three months sea duly. The reason a crew 

of such nature was on a ship like this was because of the youthfulness, for the owners of the liner 

wanted only the new and young on their ship, and didn’t want the beauty of their wonderful ship 

marred by older sailors even though they were experienced. Because of continued practice at the 

end of about three and one-half months, the young crew was working smoothly together, so 

smoothly, in fact, that they seemed as one man. 

A little over five months later, and about eleven miles north of where the elaborate 

christening of “Tisin” had occurred, in another, but much smaller shipyard, a small cargo ship, 

without any christening, slid quietly into the Atlantic Ocean. She was named the “Chrivir” and 

was ordered to sail as quickly as possible to England to deliver some valuable cargo there. The 

"Chrivir” had a beauty all her own, for unlike that of the “Tisin,” her beauty was her innocence, 

clarity, and simplicity. She was not covered up with any decorations and impeding ornaments. 

The crew of the “Chrivir” was also young and inexperienced, but with one exception. Before the 

“Chrivir” left port on her maiden cruise to England with her valuable cargo, the captain had a 

pilot come aboard. This pilot was a man who was very experienced in crossing the Atlantic and 

knew about all the hazards and dangers of the weather and currents encountered on such a 

mission. Already two weeks after the “Chrivir” had set out, the crew, under the strict direction 

and close observation of the pilot, began to work just as smoothly as if they, too, were one man. 

Besides directing the work of the sailors, the pilot set a straight and narrow course across the 

Atlantic for the “Chivir” to follow, on the shortest and fastest path. 

By the time the “Chrivir” set out on her mission, the “Tisin” was well on her carefree 

way, hopping in an indifferent manner from island to island across the Atlantic steadily drawing 



closer to her destination in England. Much high living and wickedness was occurring on board 

the “Tisin,” for the passengers did whatever appealed to their fancy. As the end of the six months 

drew to a close, the elite group of passengers aboard the “Tisin” felt sad and sorrowful. 

Meanwhile, following the direct course set by her pilot, the "Chrivir” was also drawing 

near to her destination at about the same time, but her crew was looking forward with 

anticipation to their docking, so that they could be relieved of their valuable cargo. 

On the dawn of the last full day of sailing left for both ships, the barometers began to fall 

and the wind and waves began to rise. The pilot aboard the “Chrivir,” who had endured many a 

storm, saw the signs and knew from experience that the ship and crew would have to endure a 

bad storm before they would be able to make port. He immediately ordered the crew to batten 

down the hatches, secure the holds, and take any other precautions necessary for weathering the 

coming storm. 

On the “Tisin” the captain also noticed the barometer falling and the Ocean getting 

rougher but he was not alarmed and thought that they would easily be able to make port before 

the storm would reach its peak. The captain then promptly forgot about the coming storm and 

went back to the passengers to enjoy, to the fullest, the last day of their high living. 

Back on the “Chrivir” the speed of the advancing storm surprised even the experienced 

pilot, so he ordered the sailors to speed up their duties. It was because of that order that the crew 

finished up just as the rain started to come down really hard. With the rain came a very strong 

wind and rough seas. Rapidly the waves became larger and larger until they were just as high as 

the “Chrivir” was herself. The cargo ship would rise to the crest of a wave, hesitate for a 

moment, then fall rapidly to the trough below, only to rise to a new height, hesitate, and fall 

again to a sickening depth. Amid all the waves, the pilot was barely able to keep the “Chrivir” 

upright, let alone keep her on course. The battering of the seas was almost unbearable for the hull 

of the “Chrivir,” and the sailors thought that they were surely going to sink. 

Meanwhile, on the “Tisin,” the storm caught the captain completely unawares. When he 

realized just how bad the storm really was, he left the passengers with their wine, women, and 

song. In order to reach the pilot house, the captain had to fight the many beautiful decorations of 

the ship which now became hindrances to him, as well as the tremendous rocking of the liner. 

When the captain finally did reach the pilot house, he received word that the battering was too 

much for the hull of the “Tisin” and she was beginning to leak in many places. The captain now 

became fully aware of the grave danger so he immediately ordered the pumps manned and he 

had the radioman send out S.O.S. signals. 

When the captain of the “Chrivir” heard from his radioman that a ship in his vicinity was 

in need of aid, he ordered the course of the ship changed so that the “Chrivir” would be able to 

help the stricken liner. The pilot, however, quickly restrained the captain, nullified the order to 

change course, and then rapidly, but calmly, explained to the captain the dangers involved if they 

would go to the aid of the “Tisin.” He told the captain that the probability for the “Chrivir” to 

make port now was very slim, for he did not know how long the hull would be able to take such 

a battering, and that if they did go to the aid of the “Tisin” they would undoubtedly lose their 

ship, the valuable cargo, and the lives of their crew. The captain then realized it would be better 

to stay on course rather than risk the dangers involved. 

* * * * * 

The storm was over and the day was drawing to a close in an English seaport. Many 

people lined the docks of this seaport, anxiously and excitingly awaiting the arrival of the huge 

American passenger liner they had heard and read so much about. The sun was setting and the 



whole western sky was a bright red in contrast to the deep blur of tile ocean water; when, 

suddenly, someone in the eager crowd shouted, “I see it. Look there, just below the sun. It’s just 

a speck on the horizon.” In a tense, excited silence the people watched the ship slowly increase 

in size from just a speck until, just when they thought that they would be able to distinguish the 

whole ship on the horizon, the sun sank lower until the ship stood directly between the crowd on 

the dock and the setting sun. Now all they were able to see was just a spot in the sun, becoming 

larger and larger as the sun continued to hinder the people front distinguishing any part of the 

ship. Then, suddenly, the sun was gone, for it had sunk below the horizon and the anticipating 

crowd could now see the ship. "That isn’t the “Tisin,” that’s just an ole’ cargo ship.” 

* * * * * 

Launched in service, Anchored in God. Just as the luxurious and sensually-satisfying 

passenger liner was carefree and lived very highly, so is the world around us. We, as Christian 

youth, must sail our ship of life through this ocean of sin around us as the “Chrivir.” We must be 

launched in one mission, following a straight and narrow course set for us by our pilot in heaven. 

Just as an anchor clings to the earth, so must we also cling to our God and the course He has set 

for us in His Word. We must not take a zigzaggy course through life with no apparent goal, 

except for what we desire our destination to be, for then our destination will be unattainable. We, 

as Protestant Reformed youth, have the valuable cargo of our own particular faith to carry 

straight through this world of sin to the portals of heaven. We must not risk endangering our 

lives and our faith when we are tempted to join and aid the world in their high living and 

sensuality. Like the “Chrivir” we must have CHRIstian VIRtues and must not sin the Titanic 

SINs of the “Tisin.” Christ does not promise smooth sailing but he does promise a safe docking, 

and for this safe docking we can only say, “Soli Deo Gloria.” 
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