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DOove somewhere, they answer every bell,
es lit, and make the engines run,
are strangers to the world of night, and rarely see the s
ey have no time for man or God, no tolerancelllil
eir aspect pays no living thing, the tribute of a
r there’s not much that men can do, that these
: neath the decks, deep in the hole, to make the

7 And every hour of every day, they keep the watch

r if the fires 9's g useless shell !
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