




VERSE 2: 

Half made of tin, half made of hate, he’s less man than machine  

Perhaps if they’d replace his heart, he wouldn’t be so mean  

Every ship whose path we cross will soon be overwhelmed  

As long as we’ve got dear old Captain Vasser at the helm 

CHORUS 

VERSE 3: 

Our bellies may be empty but our pockets they are full  

As more and more these treasures all keep filling up the hull  

There is no man to whom our Captain ever has to kneel  

After all how could he with a kneecap made of steel? 

CHORUS 
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