Rolling Home

Pipe all hands to man the capstan,

See our cable running clear.

As we heave away the anchor,

For old England we will steer.

Chorus:

Rolling home, rolling home,

Rolling home across the sea.

Rolling home to dear old England,

Rolling home, fair land, to thee.

Ten thousand miles now lay behind us,

Ten thousand miles or more to roam.

Soon we’ll see our native country,

Soon we’ll greet our dear old home. 

Chorus

Round Cape Horn one winter’s morning,

All among the ice and snow

You can hear them shellbacks singing,

“Sheet her home, boys, let her go!”

 Chorus

(musical interlude)

And we’ll sing in joyful chorus

In the watches of the night,

And we’ll greet the shores of England

When the grey dawn breaks the light.

Chorus x 3

