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_ LAD KILLED

ARD EATEN,

A fearful tale of suffering and shipwreck has just come to light, by the landing of
three of ths men at Falmouth, by a German barque. They were part of the crew of
the yacht ‘Mignonette,” bound for Australia, which foundered in a storm, and they
were twenty-four days in an open boat. Their sufferings were so great that they

killed a lad named Parker, and lived on him for several days.

Air—Driven from homa.

Just for a few moments your attention I crave,
While I re’ate a sad death on the wave;

God help poor:sailors--for we canrot ses

What they go through when alone on the sea. -
A terrible story. alas, has been told,

A wo se one I'm sure we ne er could unfold,
Of the sufferings of sailors on the ocean alons,
W hat they went thro' may never be inown,

The waves rose like mountains round the peer ship-
_wrecked crew,
Starving and thirsty, eh, what could they do, :
They thought of their children, their homes and their
wives,
They killed the poor boy to preserve their own lives,

It was but a vessel fragile and small,

Not fit te gail the atlantic at a1,

The ‘Mignouette’ yacht was a speck on the wave,
A coffiu to carry poer men to their grave.

A storm she encountered she conld not withstand
She sank oe the ocean for, tar from the land;
The captain and crew in on open boat lay
Exposed to the weather by right and by day.

For twenty-four days they were tossed cn the sea,
Expeciing eaeh moment their last it weuld be,
Five days witbout wawer sevaa days without focd,
By ravenous sharks the boat was pursued,

Mad with the thirst ard the hunger as well,
What they did then is fearful to tel’,

Between life and death on the desolate wa-e,
They killed the poor boy their own lives t) save.
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‘The captan went to him as he laid on his side,
. * Dick your tim-'s come,” to him he eried,
I pray God forgive me for what I must do,

-j¢The story is terriblesut alasit is true. _ 2
; The poor lad was stabbed, they drauk his life’s blood,

7 He died as his manhood was yet in the bud,
! Only nineteen he dre v his last breath,
> To give life to others he met with his death,

< They lived on the body of the ili-fated boy,
To satisfy hunger his limbs did destpoy,

It may seem strange to me and to you,

But we cannot tell what hunger will do,

What must it be when day after day,
Starvation slowly takes lite away,

The burnirg sun on them, 'tis fearful to think
Tho’ surrounded by water not arnd dr-p to drick

The capta'n and mate are now on their trial,
To killin: the boy they give no denial,

"Tis a terrible story which they have to tell,
How they have suffered and how the boy fell,
They will never forge: those days on the ses,
As long as they live, wherever they be

Good bless poor sailors alone on the wave,
The ocean alas, iz t0o often their grave,
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