


























bﬁmil On!

Behind him lap the grap Asores,

Behind the Gates of Bercules;

IBefore him not the ghost of shores,
IBefore him only shoreless seas.

The good mate said: “‘Nolv must we prap,
Sor [o! the berp stars are gone.

WBrabe Admircal, speak, what shall I sap?””
“Whp, sap, ‘Sail sn! sail on! sail on?”

Then, pale and tworn, he kept bis deck,
And peered through darkness, Ab, that night
®f all bark nights! And then a speck—
A light! A light! A light! A light!
It gretw, a staclit lag unfucled!
It grew to be Time's burst of daton,
1He gained a world; he gabe that world
Its grandest lesson: ‘‘@©n! gail on!”

—Joaquin Miller
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