
MAILS

The tailrods leap in their bearings,
They rise witha rush and ring,

Then sink to a soundof laughter,
Andhurried and short they sin;)—" We carry the Mails

—
His Majesty' Mails—

Make wayfor theMails of the King."

We've swungher head for the open bay,
And spun by the maddening steam,

Her screws are drumming the miles away
Where the bright star-shadows dream.

Shelifts and sways to the ocean swell
—

The lighthouse glares on high,
And the fisher-lads in their boats will tell

How they saw the Mail sweepby
A-thrill from keel to her reeling spars,

With the screw-foam boiling white,
And herblack smoke dimming the watching

stars
As she soared thro' the soundless night."Full speed ahead!" shout the wrenching

rods,"Full speed,"and spray on her rail,
We'll heed noorder tostop saveGod's,

For we are the Ocean Mail.

We carry the wealth of the world,Itrow,
The power and the fame of men,

The altered word, andthe lover's vow,
All held in the turn of a pen;

To the clashand ringof the whirling throws,
And the crash and swing of the seas,

We bearing the grief that the mother knows
As she sobs andprays onher knees.

The cares and joysof the throbbing world,
They are measured inpiston-strokes,

When the bright prow-smother is rentand
hurled,

And the hot wakesteamsand smokes.
And the stars may blaze in the skies a-thrill,

And the wearystars growpale,
But.night and day we are driving still,

For we are the Ocean Mail.

A faint; far hail;and a wavinglight—
The whirl of oursteering-gear—

And we arestaggering in our flight,
With a fishing-boat just clear.

The big fish shudder to hear the thud
And stamp of our engine-room,

As we thunder on with our decks a-flood
In the blind,bewildering gloom.
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