Overheard by the Sea

Mermaid, mermaid, where is your jar of shells?
Sapphire sky, shark. Why do you ask?
Give it to me.
No.
Then I will snarl upon the stars and moon,
Lie in the sand and pray for it.
Shark, why do you desire them so?
They are better than golden rain drops,
Better than the voices of leaves swishing,
Better than the longest bar of silver,
Your shimmering shells in a jar.
Hush, I stole them off the silky, sandy coast.
Give me your shells. I want them.
No.
I will growl to the sky and sun for your shells,
I really love them so. 
Give them me. Give them.
No.
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