
That's tramped along the sand and heard 
The whispering of the waves, 
That has watched the dip of the white sea-bird 
To the prey his wild heart craves. 

It's only folk like you and me, 
That's held the tiller true, 
That has felt its pull as the sheet swings free, 
Sung chanties with the crew. 

Sung chanties, leaning 'gainst the mast 
As the anchor-rope pulls taut, 
And heard the suck as the tide slips past. 
No, the landsman knows it not. 
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