        SIREN OF THE SEA
Below the engulfing depth of the ocean where the world is adorned with pearls and flashing colors of fish, a merman encircled a handsome creature, gaping. He knew him to be a creature of the lands whose still staring eyes cast a sad look that spoke volumes and his black garment were a striking contrast to his flawless skin. 

The merman’s forehead crinkled with a frown as he wondered why the being had entered his world. Curious, he probed his garments to find a paper roughly torn from the edge. Reading it, the tears of his soul were set free and his heart roared in ebb and flowed like the welling waves of his ocean. Love still talked when the tongue of life was muted; feelings still spoke when the heart was still. He gazed at the mortal one last time with a look, in mighty silence, which belittled the words used among mankind.

He placed the paper in a shell and silent and sorrowful, he swan towards the beach and left the shell on a rock to mock the creatures of the land; wishing that they could understand the murmurs of the deep.

As fate willed, a distressing girl sat on that rock and found that page of the dairy in the heart of the shell. No sooner had she began to read, her eyes began to burn with searing tears whose salt mingled with the salt of the crashing waves. She stared at the sea with unseeing eyes; in her sob was an echo more deep and stirring then the rapture in joy. She had found who she had come desperately looking for. With a trembling lip and a faltering heart she stood on the rock and tossed the shell with the page, back to the ocean.

It is said that since then, conveyed to the shores by the waves are brought the verses by the frisky breeze to the beach and if you ever hold close a shell to your ear and listen carefully you might hear the words once inscribed on that paper.

                 “My mind is Solomon’s lost treasure...

          My imagination, lifted pollen pellets.

My heart is perhaps, Etna enraged...

           And smoldering ashes my feelings.

My thoughts are the restless winds in lost forests...

           My ideas, fields waving like the ocean.

My tears, salt in the deep waters of woe...

           And my joys, murmurs from distant seas.

My emotions are waves that break on the cold gray rocks...

           My logic, the jagged rocks upon which my emotions break.

My anger, death of the tender grace of the day...

           And my laughter, lengths of pink convolvulus plucked.  

My eyes are the glittering beaches on which the waves run...

           My light, but that the mirror of the sea.

My soul is a prey of Minerva’s merciless web...

           And a brilliant pageant fading, my being.”

And once that you have hear and your tears have dried, leave the shell for some man to find or toss it back to the sea for some mermaid to read; so that they know that who wrote it surrendered himself to slumber, hoping to find sweeter dreams them those he found in his awakening.

