Lullaby for TITANIC

I

Beneath the waters so cold and deep

A once great ship has gone to sleep.

No stewards, no crew, no Countess of Rothe,

Their lives fill the dustbin that conquered the Goth.

Refrain:  Lullaby, Lullaby, rest thy soul, child,

Till you die;

 Lullaby, Lullaby,

The wheat and tares together lie.

II

Fins fan the rust of staterooms’ dark decay,

Their gold and jewels in Time’s hand slip away.

No ship horn blast, no thundering steam,

A ghost lies in pieces—a gray, silent dream.

<Refrain>

III

So sleep on, Titanic, your unreaped souls

Await the great Trumpet and the wrath of Bowls.

Your voices were stilled when you drank the last wave.

An Astor beds with stokers,  a reverend with the knave.

<Refrain>

IV

The city shyster turned the bed

The village matriarch was laid—

The Rubayat of Khayyim with Grey’s pure, milk-white maid.

So sleep on, gray Dreamer, until the last Trump,

And the angels cast doom on the earth’s blasted stump.

<Refrain>

