
Yet toiii's «)f j(iy Hcf'oiiipany off licf ^iioan;

llcf litVs (!»'\()t('(l tn licr cliildi't'ii's fate,

And thus fnriLfcttiiii,' srlt", Iut <;i'i«'fs jilKitc

The snldit'i' liUHU'iiiii;^' toward tlic fatal liinis,

While fioiii his wounded hand the warm l»Ioo<l

runs,

Yet lapture tills his soul: and when he feels,

His head swim round as to the <^'roun(l he r-eels.

And knows that life is el>l)ini' fast away,
Jiut as we listen when we hear him pray,

He says, "We thank thee Lord who us did show,
Thoui^h ma»iy slain to overcome the foe."

Thus life is painted, sti'aiiLje we cannot kn<»w

l»y outward sii;ns what hliss is hid below;
Some seem foi'evei' smiles of mirth i' wear,

With others pleasutc is hut varied care.

Some find sweet i-aptui'e L^izin;,' 'mi the skies,

With otliers,toil alon theii' hli.o suitplie^'.

^i as the sailor tired and wet, he cunies

l'^])on the unplaned hoa'-ds to i-esl his l)ones;

AN hile in the r<»om where art adorns tlie wall,

And servants eai^ei* run at slij^htest call,

lieelines the captain, (ills his meei'schaum howl
To watch the clouds of smoke that upwai'd roll;

He hears the hell that tells the watch is ])ast,

The howlin*,^ wind that bends the Ljallant iriast

]»ut yet that hell is not a voic« that calls

Him to his post just as asleej) he falls;

Xor that loud wind that roars anions the shi'ouds;

Attuned with thujidei* from the distant clouds,

Does not hid him to clinil) the i;r-oanin;,' masi.

Nor clue the topsail down, nor make it fast,

And as we ,<j^a/e, how ]>i'on<> ai'e we to say,

Is not the captain's life a j)l('asant day;

Those hands are soft, no sii;iis of labors weai-;

But ah I His face is furr(»wed deep with care;

That bell that calls the deck hand from his bed,

Does it unnoticed pass : he skipj)er's head .'

The hour it's tellini,' by its solemn linu'

He planned his \essel at its port would brini>


