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Give to the Wind
By Paul Gerhardt

Give to the wind
thy fears,
Hope and be
undismayed;
God hears thy sighs
and counts thy tears,
His cross—
cross—for thy
sins He paid.
Through waves
and clouds
and storms of might,
He gently clears
the way;
Wait thou His time,
so shall this night
Soon end in
joyous days.

During one of the fiercest battles of the civil war, the colonel of a Michigan regiment noticed a very small boy, acting as drummer. The great coolness and selfpossession of the child as displayed during engagement; his habitual reserve, so
singular for one of his age; his orderly conduct and his fond devotion to his drum
(his only companion except for a few well-worn books), - all these things unusual in
one so young had attracted notice, both from the officers and the soldiers. Colonel
Bristwell’s curiosity was aroused and he wanted to know more of this small, faithful
drummer boy. So he ordered that the boy be sent to the Headquarters Tent.
The young man came, drum attached to his breast and sticks in
hand, ready to roll at a moments notice. He paused before the colonel,
standing straight and tall and gave
his best military salute. He was a noble-looking boy, the sunburned tint of
his face in good keeping with his
short dark crisp curls.
But strangely out of keeping with
the rounded cheeks and dimpled
chin, was the look of gravity and
thoughtfulness in the innocent, but
serious, childish eyes. He was a boy,
who seemed to have been prematurely taught the self reliance of a man. A strange
thrill went through Colonel Bristwell’s heart as this almost-familiar boy stood before
him.
“Come forward, I wish to talk to you.” The boy stepped forward, showing no surprise under the novel position in which he found himself. “I was very much pleased
with your conduct yesterday,” said the colonel, “by the fact that you are so young
and so small for the position you have chosen to take.”
“Thank you, Colonel Bristwell; I only performed my duty.” I am big enough for
that even though I am small in stature,” replied the noble little fellow.
“Were you not frightened when the battle began?” questioned the colonel.
“I might have been if I had let myself think about it,” replied the boy. “But I kept
my mind on my drum. I was there to play for the men; it was that for which I had
volunteered to do. I said to myself: ‘Don’t trouble yourself with that which does not
concern you, Jack, but do your duty and STAND BY THE SHIP!’”
“Why, that is sailor’s talk!” exclaimed the colonel.

New Life Mission Life Savor

“And we know that all things work together for good to them

that love God, to them who are the called according
to His purpose” Romans 8:28.
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“Behold, I am the LORD, the God of all flesh: is there any thing too hard for Me?” Jeremiah 32:27.
“It is a very good saying if that is so, Sir,” declared Jack.
“I see that you understand clearly the meaning of
that phrase,” said the colonel. “Let that rule guide
your life, young man, and you will gain the respect of
all good men!”
“Father Jack taught me, not only the phrase but
what it means in experience. He taught me to say,
“Stand by the ship,” whenever I face something hard
or difficult.”
“He was your father?” asked the colonel.
“Oh, no Sir. I don’t know of my father, but a sailor
brought me up. I call him Father Jack for that reason.”
“Strange,” said the colonel,
musing to himself - how much I
feel like befriending this child.
“Tell me your story, Jack.”
“My mother sailed on a
merchant ship from France,
going to Baltimore, where my
father was living. A great storm
arose and the ship was driven
on the rocks and split in two.
There were enough lifeboats
as far as I know but the storm
was furious and just as everyone gave themselves up for
lost, a ship bound for Liverpool, England happened by
and took the passengers and
crew on board. They had lost everything but the
clothes on their backs. The captain of the ship to
England was very kind and gave some clothes plus
a little money so they could book passage on another ship if they wanted to continue their travel.
“My mother, even though she was very ill, refused to remain in Liverpool. I was told that she was
anxious to reunite with my father who did not even
know that he had a son. So she took passage on
another merchant ship going to New York, deciding
that she could take a carriage or go by train south to
Baltimore. She was the only woman on board. Her
health condition grew worse after the ship sailed.
The sailors took care of her as well as they were
able. The man that I call, Father Jack, was a sailor
on that ship and pitied my mother very much. He
stayed by her side and did all that he could for her
but she died, leaving me all alone, a tiny infant. My
mother was buried at sea.
“Nobody knew what to do for me; they all said
that I would die, except Father Jack who cared for
me as if I were his own. He asked the doctor on the
ship to allow him to keep me. The doctor thought I
would go overboard soon with my mother but he
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was wrong. I survived.
“I was brought safely to New York. The kind sailor
tried to find my father but he had no clue for no one
knew my mother’s name. She did not have to give
her name when she booked passage and she had
been too sick to even think of giving information for
my survival, for of course she did not know she was
going to die.
“The kind sailor found a nice family to leave me
with in New York when he went out to sea and he
inquired in Liverpool and elsewhere in his search for
information about my family but he was never able to
find anything. When I was nine years old he gave me
a present on my birthday, the
day before he sailed. It was the
last time I saw him for when he
was out at sea he got ship fever
and died. I still have the gift he
gave to me.
“Father Jack did well by me.
At seven years of age he
placed me in a free school and
always paid my board in advance for a year. So you see,
sir, I had a fair start to help myself, which I did right off. At the
school I went on errands for
gentlemen, I swept offices and
stores. At first no one liked to
hire me because they thought I
was too small but they soon
saw that I got along well enough.
“I went to school just the same for I did my jobs
before nine in the morning and again after school
closed at night. I had plenty of time to work and learn
my lessons well. I wouldn’t give up my school for Father Jack told me to learn all I could and someday I
would find my father and he must not find me a poor,
ignorant boy. He said I must be able to look my father in the eye and say without falsehood: ‘Father, I
may be poor and rough but I have always been an
honest boy and stood by the ship, so you needn’t be
ashamed of me.’ Sir, I could never forget those
words.”
At this, Jack dropped his cap and his drumsticks,
then he bared his small arm and held it up for Colonel Bristwell to see. There, pricked into his skin was
the figure of a ship in full sail with this motto beneath
it: STAND BY THE SHIP.
Jack then finished his story. “When I was twelve
years old I left New York and came to Detroit with a
gentleman in the book business. I was there for two
years when this war broke out. One day a few
months later I was passing by a recruiting office. I
heard them say they needed a drummer. I turned into
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Ah, Lord GOD! behold, … there is nothing too hard for Thee” Jeremiah 32:17.
the office and offered my services.
They laughed at me and said I was
too little; but I insisted and they finally
brought me a drum which I beat for
them and they consented to give me
the job. So here I am.

“The stars and stripes is
the ship for me to stand by”
Jack almost sang.
The colonel was silent; he seemed
to be in deep thought. Then he asked,
“How do you ever expect to find your
father. You don’t even know his
name.”
“I don’t know sir, but I am certain
that I shall find him, somehow. And
my father will know that I am the right
boy when he does find me for I have
something to show him that belonged
to my mother,” and Jack drew forth a
little canvass bag, sewed securely all
around and suspended from his neck
by a string.
“In this is a bracelet that my mother
wore all the time. Father Jack took it
off of her arm after she died to keep
for me. He said I must never open this
little bag until I find my father so I have
never seen it. He told me to wear it
around my neck so it might be safe.”
Suddenly the colonel exclaimed, “A
bracelet, did you say?” “Please, let me
see it; may I open the bag and see
that bracelet at once?”
With both his small hands clasped
around it, Jack held the little canvas
bag tightly. He stood looking up into
Colonel Bristwell’s face. Then slipping
the string over his head he silently
handed the treasured bag to the colonel.
The excited colonel ripped the bag
open in moments and stammered, “I
think I know this bracelet. If it be as I
hope and believe, within the locket we
will find two names: Wilhelmina and
Carleton, May 26, 1849.
And sure enough, there inside the
bracelet where no one had seen were
the names of he and his wife with the
date of their marriage. Colonel Carleton Bristwell reached out and took the
boy to his heart and wept brokenly:
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“My son, my son; my dear, dear son!
The son that I never knew I had, for my
dear Wilhelmina was evidently with
child back in Italy when I had to leave
her so suddenly on a business trip.”
Colonel Bristwell then relates the
rest of the story: In the first year of his
married life he and his lovely young
wife sailed for Europe expecting to remain for several years in Southern
Europe on account of the delicate
health of his wife. He had been engaged in merchandise in the city of Baltimore. The sudden death of his business partner compelled his sudden
return to America, leaving his young
wife with her mother in Italy.
Soon after he left, his mother-in-law
died. Mrs. Bristwell and her new-born
child prepared to return at once to
America, even though her fragile health
was still at high risk. She booked passage on the ill-fated steamer which
was lost at sea in the storm. Mr. Bristwell had gotten word that his wife was
on a ship headed for America. When it
never arrived he inquired – but to no
avail. When no tidings of his wife came
he gave her up as dead and almost
lost his reason from grief and doubt.
Fourteen years had passed. He did
not know that God in His mercy had
spared to him a precious link to his beloved young wife so lost and mourned.
Restless and almost aimless he had
moved to Michigan. When the civil war
broke out he was among the first to
join the army.
There stood the boy, tears streaming down his cheeks. “Father, you have
found me at last, just as Father Jack
said. You are a great gentleman, while
I am only a poor drummer boy. But I
have been an honest boy and tried my
best to do what is right. You won’t be
ashamed of me, Father, will you?”
“By no means, I am proud to call
you my son, and thank God for bringing you to me, just as you are!” said
the still astonished Colonel.
This little hero is now a grown man;
and, as the boy was, so is the man.
“Stand by the ship,” the motto which
served him so well while a boy, is his
motto still.
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By Stephanie Cafaro, Age 13
Many years ago, my grandfather worked aboard a cruise ship. One day drills sounded so
everyone would know just what to do in case the ship ever started to sink. Asking no questions,
one man dashed toward the edge of the ship and took a flying leap overboard. He didn’t wait
to see if the ship was actually sinking, or if some other sea-bound vessel could come and rescue
them. There were lifeboats, but he didn’t wait long enough to get a ride in one of them. Instead
he jumped and had no possible chance of surviving in the sea which was near freezing temperatures.
As odd as this probably sounds to us we often do the same thing. When a decision has to be
made in our lives, we often do not wait to consult our kind and gracious heavenly Father. We
just leap ahead and do whatever feels right to us – which can place us in a lot of trouble! If we
don’t spend meaningful time in prayer and seek God’s counsel by turning to His word, it’s
easy for us to “dive off the deck.”
In the same way, when troubles begin to weigh us down and we start feeling discouraged,
instead of clinging to our Anchor and trusting Him to calm us in the raging storm, we plummet
into an ocean of dark despair, where we will surely drown.
I don’t want to be found diving off the deck, do you? When Christ is our Captain, we need
not fear or worry. We don’t need to doubt concerning what our future holds or dive into needless despair. God gives us a special promise that we need to claim daily.
“Fear thou not, for I am with thee; Be not dismayed, for I am thy God: I will strengthen
thee, yea, I will help thee; Yea, I will uphold thee with the right hand of my righteousness”
Isaiah 41:10. (From The Young Advent Pilgrim, Volume 4, Number 2. Used by permission. We are sorry but the
waters pictured here are from the warm waters of the equator rather than the Arctic winter that the story tells about.
The winter waters were too dark for our words to be seen.)
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