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7 ‘ve sadled the seven seas, and many mone beside,
9 ‘ve sadled so many oceans, wow there'¢ nonthene elde to lide!
On mighty ships and cruisens, on destroyens and on shore,
7 senved my Lucen and (Country, {for thinty years o mone

Tte Nonth Sea it was very cold, as was the South  ¥tlantic,
The seas wene rough, the winds wene shang, ¢t wadn 't oo much fun!

7 ‘ve sadled the stormes, the tempedts oo, whene othens feared to go,
7 've tanted “gromlens” in the dark, broaght penguine lome to o
7 've lookoed down funncle, been lost from sight, when seas have been do ligh.
Whiene others founded, nan on nocks, 7 ve managed to stay dry!

The Caribbean, the Red and Yellow, and East (China, too.
The seas wene thot and sunny and the winds they seldom Ulew.
The Tolands, swaying falme, and liot and sandy beaches.

A pleasance to spend time on, with all ther holiday features.

Whiene Veptune lanks, acrass the line, with henctmen and the Barben:
7 've been acnoss so many times, 7 'm wo longer in a lather!
Aetic Cincle, Tropics too, the lines don 't dhow at sea;

7 ‘v crosced them all with a gentle bump - and paid the asual fee!



MNagellan and Bass, and Singapone tos, Sthimonoselc and G,
The Straite of the world that 7 ve passed through, and that s wot telling a
feb!
Tte Panama and Suey Canals werne o good that 9 lad to netwwn;
East and west 7 travensed them both, always willing to leara.

Cape Forn, North Cape and the Cape of Good Fepe: many bave passed
them anouand,
The “Eude of the Wonld " where east meet west, all arne world nenowa.
Of oix continents, 7 ve trod five. with countrics oo many to mention,
Ttnee continents 7 ve sailed anound - it gives a different dimension!

Dolands and countries, citics and towns, so many it's hand to nememben,
an ember,
To the ey wastes whene 9 shared the ce with penguin, ¢eal and the bear.
Ttey all gave a welcome, a binduess and thought, all willing to give their
dhare.

Tt came to an end - after years of toll, when the boues became quite weary,
7 nelinguistied my berth, otored my dextant and swond, wiped my eyes which
7 settled astione, within Sight of the dea. det my dights on a lony, lazy
netinement,



