Mermaids, and where to find them by Karen Hill
If you believe the old stories 

you will not find them in the likely places

rather in the unexpected

not in the ocean's grey-green depths

(which anyway are as shallow 

as a drowning man) 

not in dappled woodland pools

nymphs and naiads and naked young men

or astride a rocky outcrop, combing

bits of silver through their hair.

No, you will find them in dusty

churchyards, in the knaves of ancient

churches – faceless whorls in the wood

or tripping through the market-place

on borrowed feet.

My sister Bronwen found hers in a garden

pool, streaming pondweed hair and empty

stones for eyes – it was the day

our mother disappeared.  Afterwards

she claimed an affinity with the 

drowned, took to pulling soggy

cats from water barrels and walking

among the blanched bones of 

sailers left carelessly on the beach.

She fleshed them out, gave them

bell-bottoms and a cocky smile

saw herself kissing away the brine

from their salt-smeared lips.  Now

she sits counting the pearls in

discarded oyster-shells, waiting

for a sea-change to bring her 

home.  It has no choice – she

lacks the legs to run.
