ark, Triton, hark! Bellow, bid our father the

Sea King rise from the depths full foul in his fury! Black waves

teeming with salt foam to smother this young mouth with pun-

gent slime, to choke ye, engorging your organs til’ ye turn blue

and bloated with bilge and brine and can scream no more - only

when he, crowned in cockle shells with slitherin’ tentacle tail

and steaming beard take up his fell be-finned arm, his coral-tine
iden ceches banshee-like in the tempest 3 8S righ




