7

.w.
4

ORI

i i’
YISt

g.,_.s..a .




mart. 13: 207
apat=d it O TP B T

/+ M"'I‘MAMM ey
R S HrS - wm«,d, W e ™ wuf”\[r"‘(%««(
,vq?g_’}a‘/((g_m Mal‘ M‘M’ 3
ReAipte— Ry ot My e e
2 /,«l,,'zu, o et
L ot =5






{."\.lc S ’ .' kP
/ (- /&W f:tzﬁ;.
q . Yie prrash
7 3 ety A \'/Mf""""“.- ﬁ
* e T el
] L e ! 7MM‘
: /k_? 9“,&1 o ”



He made no mistakes, took
no wrong road.
He never fumbled the ball.
He never went down 'neath
the weight of a loac
He simply did nothing ot all.

He lost no hard fight in :
' defense of the righ
Never bled with his back
to the wall.
He never fell faint in his
: climb to the light
He simply did nothing at all.

So death came nigh, for
life slipped by,
And he feoreﬁ %Te judgment
@il
When tbéﬁdasked him why,
. nhe said with a sigh,
"l simply did nothing 0% ali,

T o

Oh, God will pardon your
blunder, my frien
~Ur regard with pity %our fall
But the one big sell thot
. surely means hel
Is simply do nothing at all.
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7 The "drifters" on life's sea are a constant menace to ships.
In the parlance of the deep they call these eumblems of lost hopes--
"derelicts®. An 0ld sea captain was asked what he dreaded most of
all on the deep. He never once mentioned the potential mutiny of
the sailors. He never said a word about the storms that come
without warning to the ships. He saild that his greatest dread was
the "derslicts®. 8Shipe without destination. 8hips that have no
crew to man their directions. 8Ships that have no pilots to guide
them. BShips that are lost. They are deserted. They simply drift!}
The old captain intimated that these "drifters" were his greatest
groblem on every sea. Derelicts are the result of carelessness.
hey are drifting aimlessly for the reason that somebody failed
in a crisis. Isn't it a fact that the saddest thing we ever see on
our voyage across this ocean called Life is the derelict?

Thers's a ship floats past with a swaying lurch,
No sails, no crew, no Spar;

And she drifts from the paths of her sister ships,
To the place where the dead ships ars.

The song of her crew ig hushed for aye,

,Her name no wan can say;

She is ruled by the tide and whatever wind blows,
And nobody knows where the derelict goes!

Therds a man slinks past with a lurching gait,
No Jjo¥,..no hope, no stars o :
And he drifts from the paths of his brother men,
To wherever the other wrecks are.

The song of his youth is hushed for aye,

His name but he can say;

He is ruled by the tide and whatever wind blows,
And nobody kmwe where the derelict goest
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