The Testament of Volkert Evertzoon Music and Lyrics by Robert Edgar

4/4 C Em G D B
5/4 GMAJ7 Am7

| have survived a centuries’ old wreck,

CMaj7 B7
Volkert Evertzoon’s ship speared some southern reef
C Em
My genes have filtered centuries of sand
Eb Dm F#m Bm

3/4 Through Holland’s tall dykes and low southern land,

C GMaj7 B E E7
5/4 Through to this moment, now, here | stand.

When Evertzoon peered, through wave troughs for hope
Far distant whitecaps, promised the shallows
Swimming to breakers, he saw revival.

3/4 Thick plankton clouds, ignored his arrival

5/4 White winged sirens mocked his survival.

44 C Em G D B

5/4 Intime, soggy Volkert, cut through the backwash
Carcasses tossed on salt - pepper sand
Spitting the grains, grinding molars to dust,

3/4 Crabs scuttled, flies circled, Volkert gagged and cussed,

5/4 Unable to walk, he crawled on shells’ crust.

The death that Evertzoon had delayed
Spiraled the island, present to future,
Volkert saw a bird, unable to fly:
3/4 They studied each other, they blinked eye to eye,

5/4 Life posed the question for how long can you die?

44 C Em G D B
5/4 [VERSE BREAK]

Volkert crawled on, the lone dodo waddled
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The fate of the small, flightless bird had arrived
Sailors had carried death in their boats,
Killing with contempt, leaving carcass to bloat,

Crushing its eggs, and ripping its throat.

Volkert was rescued, by whalers passing by

Storms there were many, whales rolled in their blood,
The ocean was neutral, served the boat its fill,

The source of all life, far too much to kill

But Volkert’s last dodo, is the last still.

C Em
Dead as a dodo, Volkert spat on the deck.
G D B

Dumb as a dodo, wiping salt from his neck

| survived a centuries’ old wreck

Volkert Evertzoon’s ship speared some southern reef
My genes have filtered centuries of sand

Oceans world over, flood overbuilt land,

Rising warm waters, leave sunken miles unmanned.

Into ocean and air, blows smoke that | make,

Into my lungs, digs black carbon dust,

Oceans ascend, suffocating my flames.

Building cities beneath them, to postpone my pain,
I'll silence the creatures, and delete their names,

C Em
Dead as a dodo, Volkert spat on the deck.
G D B

Dumb as a dodo, wiping salt from his neck.
[VERSE BREAK]



