North Wind

As the north wind blows, as the gale flows

A ship, sails billowing, battles its way across endless seas.

Clinging, to not get flung from the deck,

The skipper holds the wheel, trying to steer the ship.

It bucks and turns as men climb the rigging, trying to unfasten the sails,
Their numb hands work on the frozen ropes that are keeping it furled.
Finally they draw curved daggers and cut through the ropes.

The sails billow outwards as the ship sets course for who knows where.



