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The Sailor’s Prayer
Now I  lay  me down to sleep,
I  pray  the Lord m y soul to keep, 
G rant th a t before I  wake,
No other sailor m y shoes and socks 

will take.
Lord w atch  over me in  m y slumber, 
And see th a t  m y ham m ock stays on 

its  num ber;
See th a t  no clews or lashings break, 
To le t me fall before I  wake.
Keep me safe w ithin Thy sight,
And le t’s have no fire drill tonight;
In  the m orning le t me wake, 
B reath ing scents of sirloin steak. 
God p ro tec t me in m y dreams,
And m ake this b e tte r  than  it  seems; 
G ran t the tim e m ay sw iftly  fly, 
When I  shall re s t on high 
In  a  soft and snowy bed,
W here I  long to re s t m y head,
F a r  away from  all these scenes, 
F rom  the odors of half done beans. 
Take me back into the land,
Wrhere they don’t  scrub down w ith 

sand,



W here no Demon Typhoon blows,
And the women wash the clothes. 
Lord, you know all of my woes, 
Feed me in my dying throes,
Take me back, I ’ll promise then, 
Never to leave home again.
(Four Years L ater— )
Our F a th e r who a r t  in heaven, 
Please, dear F ather, le t me stay,
Do not drive me now away.
Wipe away m y scalding tears,
And let me s tay  my th ir ty  years, 
Please forgive me all my past,
And things th a t happened a t  the 

m ast,
Do not m y request refuse,
L et me s ta y  another cruise.


