





























































































































AN ARABIAN CHRISTMAS

AN ARABIAN. CHRISTMAS
By R. A. Bramblett, SN, USN
We were moored in Arabia riding at high tide,
The waves in the harbor gently brushed by our side;

It seemed sort of odd, with the desert so near,
That even in Arabia St. Nick would soon be here;

As I lay in my rack, in my skivies so gray,
I thought of tomorrow which would be Christmas Day;

I was nearly asleep when I heard all this racket,
I sprung from my rack and grabbed my dungaree jacket;

I flew up the ladder and ran through the mess deck,
And ran into the steam line nearly breaking my neck;

But I arose with a bound and continued on my way,
Up the steam line ladder and down the long passageway;

All the noise was coming from the fire room scuttle,
And half-dressed sailors stood by in a huddle;

I ran to the hatch to see what was shaking,
And to find who it was that had caused me to awaken;

Way down on the deck lay a little fat guy,
He was covered with soot but had a twinkle in his eye;

I heard his laugh and knew it was St. Nick’s,
But how in the hell did he get in such a fix?

His beard was all burned and his suit as black as coal,
So I questioned a snipe coming out of the hole;

I was right in my guess, it was Santa all right,
He had come to the LAFFEY on this most Holy Night;

With his big round belly and his pack on his back,
He had slid all the way down number one stack;

I guess Santa Claus would have made it real soft,
If he hadn’t picked the stack where the boiler was lit off;

So he came up the ladder with his pack on his back,
And I started on down to get in my rack;

Then over the squawk box I heard Santa exclaim,
The Hell with Saudi Arabia and this whole Christmas game!
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How bright the stars, how calm the sea,
As LAFFEY rides serene;

This new born day, in ancient lands,
Off Island of Bahrein.

In Sitra Bay with mud and sand,
And starboard anchor set;

Is forty feet of H20,

Beneath this quarterdeck.

Sitra Light bears 091,

South Range logs two oh seven;
Middleground floats at two one five,
Under the star filled heavens.

While whistles blow and sirens wail,
To usher in the year;

We set Mod Yoke, below the deck,
Our ship to keep secure.

The foreign merchants ply their trade,
Past anchored DUXBURY BAY;
The skipper who, we understand,

Is now S-O-P-A.

The watch wears on, a year begins,
With hopes of peace for all;

And that’s our job, this stout DD,
Unrest and war forestall.

L. A. Higgins, LT., USN
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