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CALL OF THE DEEP 
By Jerry Haugen 

Key: E minor (Open G tuning) 
 

(Em) I’ve sailed where the gray seas roll and the charts are drawn in (D) doubt, 
Where the (Em) fog comes in like a living skin and the stars sink down to (C) naught; 
But the (Em) tale I tell sits heavy still in a silent man’s (D) sleep — 
Of a (Em) god that dreams in a drowned stone hall far down in the sunken (Em) deep. 
 
(Em) A sculptor carved in a fevered trance what no man should under(D)stand, 
With a (Em) dragon’s bulk and a squid-crowned face and wings like a broken (C) fan; 
He swore that (Em) voices had filled his sleep with a slow, relentless (D) beat — 
“Not dead, not (Em) gone — still waiting in the (Em) deep.” 
 
(Em) We found that reef where the swells don’t break but circle slow and (D) tight, 
Where the (Em) compass fails and the daylight pales to a sick and greening (C) light; 
And up from the (Em) brine like a buried crown rose towers slick and (D) steep — 
Stone set (Em) wrong since time was young in the city beneath the (Em) deep. 
 
(Em) The walls leaned back and the doors leaned in at angles no eye could (D) hold, 
A step looked (Em) near then stretched a year in a geometric (C) fold; 
For the (Em) clocks ran wrong and the shadows bent where the stone ran blind and (D) 
steep — 
And the (Em) mind broke loose from its mortal f rame in the courts of the ancient (Em) 
deep. 
 
(Em) A door gave way with a grinding sway and the black sea roared be(D)low, 
And a (Em) hulk uncurled from its ancient tomb like a darkness rising (C) slow; 
It tore through the (Em) works of men like a storm no hand could (D) sweep — 
And the (Em) sea broke wide and the sky fell black as it rose from out the (Em) deep. 
 
(Em) Then the earth convulsed with a thundered pulse and the black sea closed once (D) 
more, 
And the (Em) hulk went down with a grinding sound to its drowned and ancient (C) floor; 
But some who (Em) saw too long or near lie pale in their final (D) sleep — 
Now we (Em) guard our speech in the dead of night from the stirrings of the (Em) deep. 
 
(Em) Oh the sea is wide and the sky is high, but wider the dark be(D)tween, 
We raise our (Em) walls and chart our stars and swear we rule the (C) scene; 
But we’re (Em) dust on a stone in the dark’s deep (D) sweep — 
And we (Em) live by the grace of a dreamer’s (Em) sleep. 
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Optional Chorus: 
 
(Em) Oh the sea is wide and the sky is high, but wider the dark be(D)tween, 
We build our (Em) towns on brittle ground and swear we rule the (C) scene; 
But we’re (Em) dust on a stone in the dark’s deep (D) sweep — 
And some(Em)thing vast rolls in the (Em) deep. 
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