The freedom of the open ocean,

The camaraderie amongst the cutthroat crew,

We sail.

With bared blades

With readied cannon

We pursue our prey

In vain they flee…

Bearing down upon them,

Our captain crys out:

“Surrender, an’ yer lives ’ll be spared.

I’m the king of these here waters, 

And my crew has sacked three score ships.”

With dread-filled souls our foes choose to fight

Cannon booming

Ropes swinging

Swords flashing

Amidst the clamor,

The furious frenzy of the fight, 

I see my mates 

And the slick spilt blood

Of our foes

Mix with the salty seawater on the decks

I see my captain, roaring with delight

At the assured triumph

And treasure

I see the horror of our prey

At our wrath 

As our might crashes upon them

Till all is silence

As the black smoke clears,

The shattered vessel is ours

The cargo is ours

The wealth is ours

That night, amid the raucous revelry

The treasure is divided

Each man has earned his share

Each man has had his say

Each man a pirate 
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