Phantom Hunters
Phantom hunters of the deep, coiled to strike,
Subs of the darkened sea.
Bulwarks slicing darkness, searching, seeking, stalking
prey through liquid night.
Stealth our armor.
Death our mission.
Aquatic cowboys of the abyss,
saddles of destruction.
Steel bones hum in pressure’s grip,
reluctant monsters of necessity.
Flotilla for freedom,
to defend, deter and protect.
The sword that will not leave its sheath,
the guardian who sleeps in the depths below. 
