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Shamghaied in San Franciso, I fetched up in Bombay;

T shipped aboard amn old Leith boat, that steered like a stack of hay,
Itve panted in the Tropics when the piteh boiled up on deck,
And Itve saved my hide and 1ittle beside, from am ice col

__Itye drunk my Rum in Pertland, I1've thrashed up Bering Straits, ) = 1
Itve toed the mark in a Yankee Barque,
With a hard case down cast- mates . = v
1 knew the streets of Santos, and the loom of the lone Azores;
And I've found my grub in a salt horse tub, K
Condemned from Navy Stores.

I knew the track to Auckland and the light on Sydney Head,
- Ang I've crept close hauled vhile the leadsman called
The depths—of the Chennel bed;} - — 2 E
I know the Quays at Glasgow, and the river at Saigon, |
~ And T drunk my glass with a Chinese Lass, - K T
In a Sampan at Canton. v

But I ship again for the Southern trip
—In e week or hardly mores
Tt's "Good-bye Sal," "Good-bye Sue," it's time to get afloat,
With en aching head and a straw stuffed bed, E
S 4 knife and an Oilskin Coat.

They've paid me off in Londorn, when its,Oht for a spell ashore

Sing "Time for us to leave her," sing, "Bound for the Rio Gramnde,"
And when the tug turns back, we follow her track,
for a long last look at land; = =
The purple disappears and only the blue is seem,
That will send our bones to "pavey Jones,"
And _our Souls to "Fiddlers @vaen, L owni.




