10 THE SEALS

(to the tune af ‘Last Pirate af Saskatchewan”)
I OA T’ never farget the blood red sun.
That told me the e of Pirates had bequn.
S0 I'took. up my cutlass and left my hovel.
Now tiuay fem me fram Rahastan to Grovel.

It's & heave-ho, hi-ho, oars strike Like thunder.
It's & ho-hey, ho-hi, stealing gold and plunder.

I'm king of the Labyrinth, lord of the Gold Sea.
If you want to trade, you "ve 70t to 7et 7717 me.
S0 }ring out your gold and don’t mishehave.
07 beneath the waves I'll make your grave.

Forit's & heave-ho, hi-ho, oars strike like thunder.
It'sa [wJuay, ho~hi, we're stemling 701&( Aand flum(er. J)

RECRUITS WANTED

Tired of Landlubbing? Do you want to serenade a siren? If you desire o
Life of adventure and excitement upon the high seds, report to the
recruiting offica af #ig[» antm'n Far'rrate in Port Kawiha
(Tauhan) or the statue af Aloc'to in Port ’K%}Jiti (Keitan).

No prior experience requiired.

Pay dependent on activity and willingness to take risks.




