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CJ-for a ride on the deep, blue .·ea, 
With a cloud for a boat that's built for me. 
I'd dance o'er the wa\'e,, the buhble5 I'll cha,r, 
I'd play with fishes and tlw gold sun's rays. 

I'd sail till I know where the God Sun Ji,·cs 
Or where the moon comes from at each t\\ilight, 
I'd gather the stars that bloom in the deep, 
For playmates I'd lea\'e when I take the trip. 
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