Stopping by Appleton on a Sunny June Morning

            Whose canoe this is I think I know. 

            His house is in village though; 

            He will not see me stopping here 

            To watch his canoe fill up with beer. 

            The rookies must think it queer 

            To stop without a boat launch near 

            Between the bridge and Gander lake 

            Big Chute water will be their fate. 

            They move their heads with a violent shake 

            To ask if there is some mistake. 

            The only other sound ”…fucksake!!! 

            Look at all the beer we take” 

            The river lovely, dark and deep. 

            But I have salmon to catch and keep, 

            And beers to chug before I sleep, 

            And beers to chug before I sleep. 

