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As I look around at these sooty faces,
Not a place for claustrophobia; fear of small spaces.

Darkness descends all around,

As we journey deeper underground.

Shovel, pick and lantern in hand,

One glimpse of daylight wouldn't it be grand.

Pushing down into the depths we venture,

Oh how the throat it does quenture.

What inquisitve things can we find inside,

What metals or gems have we not yet mined.

Down from below someone had fell,

Smashed his lamp poor fellow.

Clambering to his feet looking all around,

To see but emptyness his only sense sound.

This is not a feeling you want to behold,

In these murky caves moist and cold.

He takes a wrong turn thats the last he is seen,

Only his tools remain where he had been.

Another brave man proving his worth,

One more soul claimed by the earth.

Each man a veteran a bonefied hero,

Yet with no certificate or medal to show.
