Sacrifice and Surrender

The recruiter promised I could choose any rating,
I followed in the footsteps of my father,
the Krishna kids at O’Hare were a bit of a bother,
lack of companionship sorely grating,
It’s sacrifice and surrender for a solitary man.

I left the Isles for Lindbergh Field,
aloha sunshine giving way to late-night dark,
dimly-illuminated flagship eerily stark
against the inky waters softly sealed.
It’s sacrifice and surrender for a solitary man.

The two weeks in Taipei were loads of fun,
like a carnival after the austerity of Seoul,
renewing friendship and relaxing the goal,
no one to meet me when the return flight was done.
It’s sacrifice and surrender for a solitary man.

I arrived at Yokota across the Japanese Sea,
one of the few sailors on the military flight,
alas! No sponsor anywhere in sight,
a fortuitous shuttle delivered me.
It’s sacrifice and surrender for a solitary man.

I rode skipper’s P3 to Bay Area homeport
after three months of foreign deployment,
the homecoming yielded little enjoyment,
my girlfriend’s absence exceedingly poor sport.
It’s sacrifice and surrender for a solitary man.

I became a frequent flier
seeking to shorten the four hundred miles
connecting the brave, stoic smiles
and eyes that were temporarily drier.
It’s sacrifice and surrender for a solitary man.

I always did the best I could
to endure the sadness and honor the good.


