STRANGER

Stranger
Anchored in the river
Can you tell me where you've been?
Have you cargoes
Of spice and silver
And treasures destined for a queen?

Oh tell me, stranger
In the mist of morning
Riding tall and all alone
Are there places
That you've forgotten?
Do you recall your last time home?

Tell me of tempests and ocean's fury
Of purple clouds awaiting dawn
Of strange lands
And stranger people
The nights of storm, the days of calm
Then tell me of new beginnings:
Oh take me with you, stranger!
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