
I  AM  RMS Segwun

And I still move by steam.

It is a steam deeply rooted in historical steam.

I move by steam   that one day, on the rock hills of 
Gravenhurst, the sons of former tourists and the sons of 

former tour owners will be able to hear,
powering my whistle of brotherhood.

I move by steam   that begins in my engine room, a place 
sweltering with the heat of coal fires,

sweltering with the heat of my boilers,
which transform water into power over water.

I move by steam   that my two little propellers
will be turned by, in a nation

where they are not judged not by the rpm of their spin,
but by the context of their continuance.

I move by steam today!

I’ll move by steam   ’till one day
every boulder shall have a cottage,

every hill and mountain shall be developed,
the rough places will be paved,

the crooked roads will be made straight,
and the glory of Her Majesty, Queen Elizabeth II

shall be remembered.


