
Abel Tasman 

 

Sailing through that moonligth  
Seaching  for silver and gold  
Searching among these islands  
One treasure to behold  
Sailing through that moonligth  
  
 Storm is comming    
, ship is rolling  
Blast and thunder   
,the wind is  howling  
Sicknes running  
Scurvy and plague (typhus  
Death is lurking in the moonligth shadow  
Ready with his scythe  
 

 


