Overheard in the Heart of a Lagoon

Fairy, fairy, where are your pearls?
In the blue lagoon, ogre. Why?
Give them me.
No.
Give them me, give them me.
No.
Then I will screech at the stars
And howl at the moon.
Ogre, why do you love them so?

They are better than shimmering seashells,
Better than coral, or dolphins that leap,
Better than the stars that sing,
Your silk-white pearls of the deep.

Hush, I stole them out of a clam.
Give me, give me.
No.
I will die on the sand for your pearls,
I love them so.
Give me, give me.
No.
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