N iRD

An aged tar, who long had sailed And in the midst a dazzling throne,
The briny occan o'er, | "That looked so clear and white,
Safe in the cottage moored at last, | On which my Saviour seated was, —

To go to sea no more. i It filled me with deli
|
But still he had life's voyage to make, | O shipmate, if our brother tars
Which now drew to a close; 25 s Could but have seen his smile,
The port he knew was nigh at hand, I think they all would soon become
To which his vessel goes. Just like a little child.
Christ was the anchor of his soul, " Rt ph et
On which he could rely, %Lﬂs“ “: (v’f?{’ )T;m e
When storm or tempest threatened him, Andp:rgﬂ'linirto‘ p((’)m‘ (}ﬂck _—
O i Sl g I have a crown for thee. :
The Bible was bis only chart - e
Sl inih el et 1yop e, 2 Thlat% slléntl}f,——those W’;?Tds,. did bring the tears,
On which he firmly did hold fast, 5 j‘ em 0111 mv askc‘i i
Fixed on the windlass Hope. Wt G iy gl (s O
And gently kissed the place.
Thl?‘_baxmer t%f the é]r(;‘sls he tied - And then the happiness I knew,
'G'ntcl)r ?111(? rxln;ts:-ﬁg;d (()>f lfi:el,)ark Whicies pfean slongs o
Tt m e d‘ sy 4 ‘When singing praise unto the Lamb,
% : A As round the throne they kneel.
And thus he spoke, while beamed his eyes, - :
And when the host of heaven began
& xlﬂ;m ]1 m-n}b TPT\SQ 5 d z To sing their songs of praise, 3
Ofllf’le'n on 'u‘lzl h:()v;m A I mingled with that happy throng,
Phrcss. With them my voice did raise.
I thought my feeble bark had sailed And as our song drew to a close,
For Canaan's blissfal shore ; The. harpers Thon began <7
1 oul 2l ¢ 00
Jestgs, myyp,llot, guided me, ; Such music never has bcu\ tieard
Till death’s cold storms were o’er. By any mortal man, -
lh};mg'g ‘{T}d:';l S L‘mv my vesscl sped, ; And then upon my vaptured soul,
‘th h](l = : dgicheohes In one grand chorus broke,

“qe] t?h‘\ Rilos s ’I'".lf.‘lr 28 ! The song of those who were redeemed,
I (EFE0 TOoRANe T That with the song I woke.
Their joy was great at seeing me, i And very soon, my shipmates dear,

= Such joy no mortals know ; e My voice will mingle there,
Come, brother, let us hasten on, With that unnumbered multitude,
From every lip did flow. That round the throne appear.

They joined in a song of praise, But go and tell each seaman bold,
And Jesus was the theme, The glm ies of the place,

‘Who left the courts of heayen above, And bid them leave their sinful ways,
Poor sailors to redeem. That lead them to d!sgw ace.

They led me to a city bright, 3 Tell them how Jesus for them died,

ost glorious to behald, And shed his precious blood,

The walls were built with precious atones, To save us from eternal woe,

The strects were paved with gold, Ard bring them safe to God.
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