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Whore'er tlio mottled luackcrol

Turtis up ;. ^t«'cl-<hirk i'm.

Tlio son's (lur ficM <>f liarvcst,

Its scaly tritx's, "ur ^ruin;

We'll reap the teeiniiiji waters.

At liDine. they reap the plain!

Though the mist upon our jackets

In the bitter air eonjieals.

Ami our lines wiml stitT and slowly

From otY the fro/en reels;

Though the foj5 be dark around us.

And the storm blow h\\l\\ and loud,

We will whistle down the wild wind,

And luufih beneath the cloud.

In the darkness as in daylijiht,

On the water as on land,

(iod's eye is looking on us.

And i)eneath us is His hand!

Death will tind us i^nnx or later.

On the deck or in the cot;

And we cannot meet him better

Than in working out our lot.

Hurrah! hurrah! the west wind

Comes freshcninji down the bay,

The risinf? sails are tilling,—

Give way, my lads, give way!

Leave the coward landsman clinging

To the dull earth like a weed,—

The stars of heaven shall guide us,

The breath of heaven shall speed.

John Gkeknleaf Whittier.
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