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3. The tide is flowing with the gale,
y´heave ho, my lads, set ev´ry sail,
the harbour´s bar we soon shall clear,
fare well once more to home so dear.
For when the tempest rages loud and long,
that home shall be our guiding star among.

2. The sailor´s life is bold and free
his home is on the rolling sea
and never a heart more true and brave,
than he who launches on the waves.
As far he speeds in distant climes to roam,
with y´ho and songs
he rides the sparkling foam.
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