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As he left the hot, noisy bar he cursed the raw, biting wind,
and cocooned himself inside his thick, warm coat.
Head down, he weaved around the growing puddles,
and his pace quickened as the storm's anger increased.
The night had been a pleasurable one, a little rowdy,
But the spirits had washed down the bitter pill of no work that day.
And somewhere in the depths of his fuddled mind,
the image of a Mermaid intruded into the filthy night.
And her silent acceptance, betrayed by her eyes,
pools of fear as deep as the churning sea to which she had returned.
And he slept long, but disturbed, images floated and bobbed, 
the spirit of that poor, naked soul, the lost Mermaid,
returned to the sea, but her spirit to forever roam in his wretched mind.

 

