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*SUNK BY A DRUNK*
I’ve always been a boating man,

And float my boats all I can.

But this is a story…

With no Glory…

As a gal took my boat and ran.

Yes, she left me at sea to die…

Cruised off like Captain Bligh.

She ran over me…

Four miles at sea…

A “hit n’ run” BUI!

Now this is a very true tale;

Wendy and I had set sail…

On my Verna Mae…

From Marina Del Rey…

We left to go watch for whale.

At Long Beach we took a right,

Till land was barely in sight…

That’s “starboard” to you…

Or any boat crew…

But not to poor Wendy that night!

The seas had grown to be rough.

A mast fell down far enough…

For me to say…

Wendy…”Hey…

I’ll fix it, I’ve got the right stuff.”

I told her and I pointed too,

“Just steer the boat on through.

Bow on to each swell…”

Oh, what the hell…

I thought she’d know what to do.

Well, she didn’t I’ll unsafely say,

Cause I fell in the ocean that day.

She broadsided a wave…

I let go to save…

What for a new mast I would pay.

From Jaws I had learned no fear,

But I fear watching Wendy steer,

I wished she’d learned…

As the Verna Mae turned…

More about boats than beer!

For the waves were rough as heck,

And being I was in to my neck,

The bow hit me…

As she couldn’t see….

As my head out there was a speck.

Now, with two keys in her view,

Shut down is what she should do,

Or neutral the gear…

Or in circles steer…

And let me get in the boat too!

But I had dived on down…

Right as the boat hit my crown,

AS with two props turning…

I was yearning…

To simply just get to drown.

          For Jaws won’t bother with me.

And in his ocean you can pee,

But wisely don’t bleed…

For Jaws will feed…

On a prop-chopped dude in his sea!

To this day I can not surely tell,

Why I had no chance to yell…

But props churned…

As Wendy burned…

Away from me with each swell.

On 'hindsight a lookn' back,

She musta' been drunk or on crack…

For it’s a sure bet…

That that space cadet…

Left me to Jaws for a snack.

So, I shed my clothes to my skin,

As night began to begin…
I wished more…

Like where’s the shore?

I was buzzed, and lost a-sea in sin.

Twilight faded…to dark…

Land lights gave me a mark.

Oh for a surfboard…

But I side kicked toward…

What wasn’t a walk in the park.

When Wendy boated to shore,

She hit the stone jetty full bore.

The Starcraft’s skin…

Was punctured in…

The Verna Mae…was no more

Well, that ain’t exactly true,

‘Vessel Assist” did what they do…

Usin’ ugly patches…

To seal holes and scratches…

Expecting big bucks from you.

Wendy was helped off the boat,

Not even grabbing a coat…

So, all my gear…

Got salted here…

As babble came out of her throat.

She told that I was “out there”,

But she didn’t know where,

Or even about…

How far out…

And…‘they’ didn’t seem to care.

The water was just “too rough”,

And looking for me “too tough”.

So grab your crotch…

Without Baywatch…

Our asses were grass sure enough!

For no helos’ vectored or flew,

To triangulate for you…

Scarabs were docked…

Or maybe hocked…

Or maybe Baywatch ain’t true!?

So, I swam and swam me some more,

And you know I got to the shore…

The beach was a-crawl…

With rescuers all…

Who rescued me pretty piss-poor.

So, The moral of this ode…

Is to get high in your own abode,

As high like me…

And left at sea…

You’re as road-kill left on the road!
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