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Kwiaty na Bermudach

Ref. Byt kapitanem Nightingale.
Z Clyde na poktadzie wegiel miat.
Juz na Bermudach pachniat kwiat,

gdy okret rozbit si¢ wsrod skat.

1. Wiatr ku Bermudom dobry wiat,
gdy kto$ z poktadu krzyknat - "Patrz!
Potezna fala wali w deck,

wyrzuci nas na stromy brzeg.”
Zanim zdazyli zmieni¢ kurs,

styszeli z gory glosny trzask.

Statek na burte chylit sie.

Na poktad padl ztamany maszt.

2. Hej kapitanie powiedz wprost,
czy trzeba nam i$¢ dzi$ na dno?
Czas pozegnania zbliza si¢.
Wszystkie szalupy w drzazgach sa.
,Nie traccie ducha” - méwie wam.-
,,A moze stracili$cie wzrok?

Tam kapitanski lezy gig,

1 on zabierze was na lad.



3. Dusz osiemnascie zmie$ci¢ mogh,
gig, ktory w droge rusza¢ mial.

Nie damy rady, szkoda stow.

Kto$ pozostanie posrod skat.

Tu nasz kapitan wtracit sig.
,»Ruszajcie chlopcy, dosy¢ juz.
Zostang tutaj poki kto$,

nie wroci, aby zabra¢ mnie.”

4. Wciaz na Bermudach kwitnie kwiat,
a dookota stycha¢ §miech.

Zabawa w porcie nadal trwa

i kazdy znéw ma petno w szkle.

Lecz nadszedt dla nas smutny czas,
kiedy wrocilismy, gdzie wrak.

Kapitan lezat posrod want,

ostatni usmiech morzu stat.

Flowers of Bermuda
st. 1 muz. Stan Rogers

He was Captain of the Nightingale

Twenty-one days from Clyde in coal

He could smell the flowers of Bermuda in the gale
When he died on the North Rock Shore

Just five short hours from Bermuda, in a fine October gale
There came a cry "Oh, there be breakers ahead!"
From the collier Nightingale



No sooner had the Captain brought her round, came a rending crash below
Hard on her beam ends, groaning, went the Nightingale
And over side her mainmast goes

"Oh, Captain, are we all for drowning?"came the cry from all the crew
"The boats be smashed! How then are we all to be saved?

They are stove in through and through!"

"Oh, are ye brave and hardy collier-men or are ye blind and cannot see?
The Captain's gig still lies before ye whole and sound,

It shall carry all o' we."

But when the crew was all assembled and the gig prepared for sea,

Twas seen there were but eighteen places to be manned

Nineteen mortal souls were we.

But cries the Captain "Now do not delay, nor do ye spare a thought for me.
My duty is to save ye all now, if I can.

See ye return as quick as can be."

Oh, there be flowers in Bermuda. Beauty lies on every and,

And there be laughter, ease and drink for every man,

But there is no joy for me;

For when we reached the wretched Nightingale what an awful sight was plain
The Captain, drowned, was tangled in the mizzen-chains

Smiling bravely beneath the sea.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NYyPypOKVCA
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