
My little ship ran on the wild sea, 



Struck by stormy winds;



The sail was badly torn, 

I could find no oar. 



There was no skipper at hand, Danger was on all sides, 

There was no skipper at hand,  No little star was to be seen.



Danger was on all sides,

No little star was to be seen. How I prayed, how I offered good words, 



How I prayed, 
how I offered good words, 

Until finally I approached the wished-for port,
And Cupid revived me.

Until finally I approached the wished-for port, And Cupid revived me.



So I give thanks to the little blind god



From my heart for the rest of my life. 






