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Saint Christopher

Christopher, who bore a child

Safely thro’ the torrent wild,

Help all travellers, we pray,

Be their calling what it may.

Fare they over sea, or land,

Or thro’ aerial space un-coarnned.
Christopher, their saint. cheir friena,
Aid them to the journe=y's erd.

Guard them who .zast forth and fight
In the vast ux-1seasurea height,

In the field, o- on the wave,

Daring aii things. ali to save.

All who scek—%hat all may know
Swamp or glacier, flood or floe,
Jungle’s depth, or desert’s dearth,
Guard 2l wand'ring sons of earth.

Ckristopher, their saint, their friend,

Aid tnem to the journey’s end.

Pray thou, while our-selves do pray

For all travellers this day.

For all trav’llers in the name

Of the gentle child, who came

Thro’ the tempest to the ford,

Christ the trav’ller, CHRIST the LORD.



