
His fathers lit the dangerous coast
Iro steer the daring merchant home

His courage lio-hts the darkling port
Where every sea-worn sail must come.

And since he was the type of all.1 1That strain in us which still must farel,The fleeting miorant of a dav
Z.-- .1 1) . . .

Hea:rt-high'; outbound for -otherwhere,
where the passing hips

Now thereforel, s
Hang on the edges. of the noon,

And Northern liners trail théir smoke
Across the risino, yellow mooh,% ZD 

iBound for his homel with shuddering screw
That beats its strenorth out into, speed',

Until the pacing watch descries
On the sea-line a scarlet seed


