
Sunset on Prolific 

The sky was ablaze, the sails are down and the clouds are 
rising higher and higher. 

  
The sun appears to be shy depressed or just exhausted from 

the day.  

The earth turned golden then peach and the waves begin to 
appear calm. 

Prolific floats calm and still, Like she knows the sky is giving 
us a thrill.  

I sit in silence watching the world glow around me, till it 
disappears into the distance, 

Prolific's hull  creaked soft and low, like she’s talking to the 
sea below her.  

She’s strong, and, filled with stories to tell 
She’s not flashy, not fast, not sleek but she has a soul, and  

is unique. 
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