
Keeper of the Light -- Catt Kingsgrave

   C – Am             Dm  Am
She has her little rituals

             C                               G                     E
If they knew in the village, oh how they would smile,

            Am                             Dm  Am
But she still gives the Sea their victuals

       C                              E7  
By way of a prayer in her own secret style

                 F                                    Dm         Am  
When the Light has been lit and the evening is blue

              Dm               C                G            Em  
And the wind blows a restless and wandering tune

              Am                                Dm                Am
And she whispers a prayer to the shards of her heart

            C               G             E7  Am
Broken off in the teeth of the storm.
She’s heard the talk in the market square

From widows and mothers grown bitter with loss

That the wives waste their days in pointless prayer

And the wealth of the Sea comes at too high a cost

For it will not be bound and it will not be charmed

And a prayer cannot keep the doomed sailors from harm

When the tempest comes hunting, the ships will go down 

And wives can do nothing but mourn.

        F                                 G                 Am
But she, of them all, has the Light as her ally,

   F                                 G                  Am
She, of them all can do more than just wait

                   Dm                                       C  
Through the fogs and the stormings that come without warning,

        Dm                F                    G                   E
Her lamp and her mirrors weigh more than just faith


        Dm                             C
For candles in windows are pale imitations


      Dm                              G                 Am

Of her tower lantern hung high o'er the stone.

      Dm                                C

And no village wife will give voice to the envy


          F                   Dm                  E

That first welcome's hers when the sailors come home. 
            F                             G                   Am
Or that she, all alone, has a voice that can reach them,

         F                              G               Am
Besieged in the darkness, adrift in the storm,
  Dm                                        C
She sings them home when the Sea wants to keep them

         Dm                F                  G                 E
Her prayers ringing out from the tower’s great horn

                        Dm                                G               Am    

For when wives may but pray, this widow may meddle
                Dm                               C                Am      

And game with the ocean for loves not her own

                Dm                                       C

But when the fleet's home and the ocean has settled

             F                   Dm           E  E7           Am   

It's to her great tower she returns, still alone.
One night the sea will go hungry
One evening she'll not bring three meals to the strand.
She will not heed the thundering
Nor face to the tide with her lantern in hand


Her husband it's taken, and both of her sons,


In trade for the harvest men take from it’s waves


But each ship come home is a battle that's won

With an ocean strewn thick with men's graves.
                            Am           Dm             C                 E


But for now she's a wick, and a match, and a will,

                          F             G         Am   


And a few more lives to save.
