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JFor my unconquerable soul. or(Christ the conqueror of my soul]
nthefell chutch of circumgtance 9Dince Ilis the sway of circumstance
have not wincednor cried aloud. _[ would not wince nor cry aloud.
[Jnder the bludgeoning of chance ~ [nder thai rule which men call chance
My headis bloody,but unbowed. iy head with joy is humbly bowed

yevond this place of wrath andtears Beyond this place of sin and tears-
Jooms but the horror of the shade; “Thatlife with Him! and His the aid,

And et the menace of the uears  “Fhat,spite themenace of the years,

matters not how strait the date,  Jhave nofear thoudh strait the gate;

charged with punishment the scroll, Fle cleared from punishment the scroll.
m the master of my fate; Christ is theMaster of my fate;

am the captain of my soul. Christ is the Captain of my soul.
. "Tnwictus by Wm. Henley “My Captain” by Dorothea Day
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mﬁlta?{ the night that covers me,
as the pit jrom pole to pole,
[ thank whatever goc_r;o may be
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