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I. The Prince and the Mermaid        Dana Richardson 

 
    He stood upon the shore,  

strong of limb. 
The more I looked, the more 
I wanted him. 
 
I called in the sweetest voice, 
“Come to me, 
and diving deep, rejoice 
beneath the sea.” 
 
Yet on the shore he stood, 
and made demand 
I leave the ocean if I would,  
to come on land. 
 
Swimming through the surf 
and flying foam, 
I beached myself for love. 
Far from home, 
 
hobbled by tail and fin, 
on the sand I lay. 
I felt him stroke my skin 
and softly say: 
 
“To my castle of games and laughter, 
let’s go and marry, 
and then ever after, 
make merry. 
 
My scales dried in the sun. 
On two legs I rose. 
My flowing hair seemed spun 
of gold and those 
 
strands whipped about my hips 
here and there, 
while on my ruby lips 
I saw him stare. 
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His shirt he bade me wear, 
which hung  like a dress 
on me, and carefree, bared 
his naked chest. 
 
I begged him “Come back with me, 
Come my dear, 
To my grotto undersea,” 
I cried beseechingly. 
 
But he wouldn’t hear of it. 
On we rode, 
through forests of panther and cricket, 
past pools of toad, 
 
and water striders, through streams, 
under geese in flock, 
past hills creased by seams 
of naked rock. 
 
We came upon a glade 
within a wood, 
where, cooled with greenish shade, 
a chapel stood. 
 
 
There, hand in hand, 
we said our vows. 
The priest fitted bands  
around our brows. 
 
The castle was on the hill. 
He smiled and laughed, 
but my eyes were down and still. 
Not much was left  
 
to say, for I knew I could 
not stay. That night, 
as rich gifts and food 
were heaped to a height 
 
on tables, I slunk away, 
hurried through wood  
and stream, and by break of day 
again I stood 
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by the sea, for land was death. 
In the surf I dove, 
taking an ocean breath, 
and cried lost love. 
 
 
Flipping my tail and fin, 
I swam to my grotto, 
and slept  within 
its bluish glow. 
 
Of the castle on the hill 
Every night I dream. 
Deep within this gloom, 
I see it gleam. 
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