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Sea King’s Daughter

by DOROTHY QUICK

THE Sea King’s Daughter rides the waves.
The Sea King's Daughter who is so fair,
That men go gladly to their graves

If they can but touch her shining hair.

The Sea King's Daughter’s hair is green,
Green as the glint of an emerald’s eye.
The cold sea water reflects its sheen
And calis to the men who are sailing by.

The Sea King's Daughter’s lure is strong
So the men reach out for her and dcath.
She knows the right, she knows the wrong
But her warning call is a lost breath.

The Sea King’s Daughter has no home,
She weeps for love she can never know.
"Till her tears churn up in angry foam
As she beats the surf wild breezes blow.

The Sea King's Daughter, always alone.
Alone with the Sun, the wind and air,
With never a roof to call her own

Or a place to hide her shining hair.



