
Storm off Gloucester 
 
 
I am the fisherman's only daughter 
Shedding tears of fresh seawater 
Singing chorus of angry storms 
As breakers crash and fears are borne 
Ebbing tide leaves empty shells 
Foggy sky hides glimpse of hell 
Gale winds moan a funeral dirge 
Dory lost as two worlds converge 
 
 
Susan  Piccole 

 


