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Gentle rap on the door

Slippers glide across the floor

Father says to me, please


Rise son, do not lay

We are headed out today

I am skipper of our sea

 

Five years down the road

I’d wake up all on my own

Thrilled to clean that liner

 

Grandfather’s vessel

Barnacles there to wrestle

Free from our precious craft

 

Later, lucky to have a position

Appointed to a foreign mission

Selected as first mate

 

Up early, ready to go each morn

But I missed once, forlorn

And was cast from the crew

 

Why, I’ll never forget the day

For my boat I finally paid

All sleek mahogany splendor

 

The jolly maiden cruise

And family aboard to do

Me satisfaction with my life

 

Then across the Red Sea

For my anniversary

A journey with my wife

 

My own kids took their course

No need for cutter Norse

She died a simple life with me

 

Rise up with the sun

Slowly, excitement gone

Sailing with my spirit

 

Alone coasting along years later

Home through salty water

Sweet green flash of my life

