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Look,— there the goei,— her toptaili in the lun
Gleam from the ragged ocean edge, and drop
Clean out of tight I So let the traitors go
Clean out of mind I We "11 think of braver things I

Come cloaer in the boat, my friendi. John King,
You take the tiller, keep her head nor'weit.
You Philip StafTe, the only one who chose
Freely to share our little shallop's fate.

Rather than travel in the hell-bound ship,—
Too good an English seaman to desert
These crippled comrades,—try to make them rest
More easy on the thwarts. And John, my son,
My little shipmate, come and lean your head
Against your father's knee. Do you recall
That April mom in Ethelburga's church.
Five years ago, when side by side we kneeled
To take the sacrament with a.> our men.
Before the Hopewell left St Catherine's docks
On our first voyage? It was then I vowed
My srilor-soul and years to search the sea
Until we found the water-path that leads
From Europe into Asia.

I believe
That God has poured the ocean round His worid.
Not to divide, but to unite the lands.


