POEMS OF AMERICAN HISTORY
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‘was the only ation which
colonies in

u--um-mam-hm-mw llﬂll
had succeeded in

the New World. 1a Ilﬂ

wecured permisson fram

¥s or more seaward he bore,
alas! the land-wind failed.

! the land-wind failed,
‘And ice-coid grew the night;
And nevermore, on sea or shore,
Should Sir Humphrey see the light.

He sat upon the deck,
The ook was in his hand;

*Do not fear! Leaven is as near,”
He said, * by water as by land?!"

In the first watch of the night,
Without & signal's sound,

Out of the sea, mysteriously,
The teet of Death rose all around.

The moon and the evening star
Were hanging in the shrouds;
Every mast, ns it passed,
Seemed to rake the passing clouds.

They grappled with their prize,
At midnight black and cold!

As of a rock was the shock;
Heavily the

‘They drift in close embrace,
With mist and rain, o'er the open main;

Yet there seems no change of place.
Soutlrward, forever southward,

They drift th dark and day;
And hhldmm. m the G

Sinking, vanish gll away.
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With the destruction of the Armada in
Spain's sea power wns so shattered that lhr Al—
lantic peased to be u battleground, English sailors
eould come and go with a fair degree of safety,
and before long the American comst was alive
these dmn; and adventurous voyngers.

THE FIRST AMERICAN SAILORS

Five fearless kni the
|;f‘_ .rylhq' first renoun
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A a midsummer day —
A

away
Through the sall sea spray,

The first American sailors. "

Nzwfnundhnd knew him, and all that coast
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And now ﬂme is nothing but English speech

For leagues and reach on reach,

From near the Equator away to the Pole;
While the billows beat and the

< nothing but English speeck
Jnd lengues, and reach on reach,
e Old Dominion sway to the Pole;
W billaws bent and thie oceans robs

the Three Americas.
d Sir Joiis Hawxins, he was rive
Devon was heaven to him,

worshipped the water while he was alive
And liated the Don as the Devil's limb —
Haired him up to the brim !
He chased him over the Spanish Main,
He seoffed and defied the navies of Spain —
His cities be ravished ngain and againg
The Gulf it knew him, and all that coast,
For he was one of America’s host —

And now there is nothing but English speech
For leagnes and leagues. and reach on reach,
From the Rio Grand® away to the Pole;
While the billows bent and the oceans roll

On the Three Americas,

Five fearless kniahts hove filled gallant graves
Thix many and many a day,
Some wnder the willows, some under the
sares—
American sailors they;
And atill in the West
Is their valor best,
W hers a banner bright
With the oreon’s blue
And the red wracl's hue
And the spoondrift s white
Is emiling to-day
Through the salt sea xpray
U pon American sailors.
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