Chief's 62nd Birthday
Hear ye! Hear ye! this Court is now in session

Whether you be Royalist, Colonist, or Hessian.

We called you here together tonight

To Celebrate with that man in sight

The word is out both far and near

That Robert Lynch is celebrating his 62nd year.

Now written in the book of life

Is the founder of a band of drum and fife

These dedicated young folks hold the belief

That this fearless leader is known as Chief.

His dedicated wife always knows

On holidays to a parade he goes

Dressed with sword and epaulette

No more dashing figure could you get

The Chief has also been known to appear

Fixing clocks, pendulum, weights, and gear.

When not searching on the streets

He's been seen handling a boat's lines and sheets

Below the decks it has been told

Is mummy-one, pitched and rolled

As bosun's mate her task is clear

Tend the galley and pour the beer

It's been known for all who see,

That he's the captain, and mate is she.

Antiques shops are his favorite jaunt

in dusty corners he will haunt,

for treasures that need repair,

which then receive his finest care.

On business he is pretty smart,

But this is more than just an art.

Lobsters he has bought and sold,

And blister packs he can now mold.

If you think that these are strange,

Even swimming pools are in his range.

All these things he'll put aside

to be a father and a guide.

No more wonderful a man he

The Colonel, the Chief, the head of our family.

Your friends and family have gathered here

On this joyous day of your 62nd year

Your inspiration has been a star

We love you for all you are.
