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8. And now I'm in the world alone,

Upon the wide, wide sea;
But why should J for others groan,
When none will sigh for me?
Perchanee my dog will vhine in vain,
Till fed by stranger hands;
But long ere I come back again,
He'd tear me where he stands.

9. With thee, my bark, l'II swiftly go
Athward the foaming brine;
Nor ceare what land thou bear'st me to,

So not again to mine.
Weleome, weleome, ye dark blue waves!
And when vyou fail mysight,
Welcome, ye deserts and ye caves!
My native land — Good Night!
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