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** If wtldnk, trembliog sailor,

nerd's a better home on high,

There will Christians meet together,

And their joys will nsTer die*''

Bark I a Toice is wildly shrieking,

•• We are sinking—save, save T
Fast the noble ship is leaking,

Wave irrolling over wave.

And the yonth that in the morning

Talked of home and friends, so gay,

Now is speaking to the eaptab,

Listen what he has to eay

:

" Captain, listen for a moment,

For a few words I wonld speak

;

If yen reach the shore in safety.

Tell my parents not to weep*

" Tell them that—the thought shonld ekeer ikom-

Though on eartlrwe meet no more,

That their son will yet be near them,

On a brighter, happier shoie.

'* And my Mary—oh, so gently

The sad tidings to her break,— ^

GiTo to her this little present,

Bid her k%%p it for my sake

;


