
Raking the Deck of the Reach-Me-Down 
World 

R a k i n g the deck of the reach-me-down w o r l d , 
T h e w i n d ro l led out of the forest boisterous, 
A russet ocean i t was 
& me the merry mar iner , 
O n e a u t u m n a l C o l u m b u s , neither ancient nor k i n d , 
T h i n k i n g on m y o w n first love, 
Undress ing her, & 
She cover ing her body w i t h her hands 
F o r fear I ' d see the w o m a n that she was. 
F o r b i d d e n knowledge was everywhere, 
B u t the ru thfu l ocean sd : 
Y o u shal l not be so innocent aga in 
& me the merry mar ine r 
S i n k i n g , the w o r l d s ink ing , 
S i n k i n g , 
W i t h each t a l l thought a mast. 
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