The Boot

Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim
Wish | had a pail
Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim

All | have is a boot

Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim
Wish | had a sail
Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim

All | have is a boot

Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim
Right lads bail
Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim

All | have is a boot

Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim
Right lads don't fail
Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim

All I have is a boot



Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim
The Admiral should go to jail
Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim

All | have is a boot

Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim
It’s started to blow a gale
Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim

All | have is a boot

Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim

| hear the sirens wail
Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim

All | have is a boot

Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim
Our chances are looking pale
Sink or Swim
Sink or Swim

I'm glad I've got my boot



This poem aims to replicate the repetitive nature of bailing out water.
Also, the repetitive endless nature of the waves and the desperation
encountered in this environment.

Woven through this are the thoughts of the sailor,

from the practical and mundane of what vessel to use for the task

and the resentment of only having a boot,

through the encouragement of his officers, to the blame of the superiors
and the increasing realisation of the tragic situation.

Finally accepting his boot is his only salvation.



