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W h a t r i c h l y p e r f u m e d b o y w i t h a g o o d f i g u r e 
f l i r ts w i t h y o u i n a n a r b o u r o f roses, 
f o r w h o m d o y o u n o w b i n d u p 
y o u r y e l l o w hai r? 
H o w o f t e n w i l l h e r e p i n e , 
f o r b r o k e n f a i t h a n d f i c k l e g o d s 
a n d h a r s h waters i n d a r k w i n d s — 
u n u s e d as h e is to t h e m — 
w h o n o w t h i n k s y o u a l l p u r e g o l d 
a n d h o p e s y o u ' l l always be t h e r e , 
always r e a d y f o r love . 
H o w u n a w a r e h e is o f the t r e a c h e r o u s b r e e z e ! . . . 
W r e t c h e d are they 
w h o n e v e r t r i e d y o u o u t , 
f o r w h o m y o u are s t i l l g l i t t e r i n g 
A s f o r m e , I have h u n g u p m y soggy c l o t h e s 
vot ive to the G o d o f the Sea. 
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