N O
OQ

d her like s

time, she
2110




34 HER STORIES

“But why do you cry, Mary Belle?” asked the mermaid.

“Well, my good mother died,” said Mary Belle. “Then, my own father
married a woman who has two daughters, Bethla and Sadie. They keep
the meat back from me, they feed me nothing, and they treat me like a
stepchild.”

“I don’t like the sound of that. Come with me,” said the mermaid.

Mary Belle went with her. Down and way down, deep in the water. It
was real pretty down there, full of fishes and caves and wavery light. The
mermaid gave Mary Belle something cool to drink, and lots of food to eat.

Afterward, Mary Belle went on back home. All of them, her father, his
wife, and her daughters, were having their supper. They wouldn’t give Mary
Belle some, either. So mean.

The next day, she went down to the river. Didn’t know what came over
her, but she had to sing. This is what she sang:

“Down, down, to the deep and shady,

Pretty mer-maidy, take me down!”

All got still. Then there was a darkening in the river. Next thing, there
came the mermaid. She splashed up on her tail, all shimmery silver-blue
and gold. She slid on her belly in the waves and lifted her tail over her
head like a fan. She came on over, took Mary Belle down. She gave Mary
Belle lots of goodies to eat and some sugar, and cream to drink. After a
while, she brought Mary Belle up again.

Mary Belle went on home. She just couldn’t keep still about it this
time. So she told her father and her stepmother.

“I went with a mermaid way in the river. | wouldn’t lie to you,” Mary
Belle told them.
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The next day when the sun was going up the sky, all of them went
down to the river. So this time, her father sang:

“Mary Belle’s been down.

Pretty mer-maidy, take me dow-ow-n.”

“That's not the way to do it,” says Bethla. “Here, let me sing.”
She sang:

“Mary Belle’s been, Daddy wants to go.

Pretty mer-maidy, take me dow-ow-n.”

They waited a minute. Nothing darkened in the river. Nothing rose up.
The youngest, Sadie, said, “Let me do it, let me sing.” Sang:

“Mary Belle’s been, Daddy can’t, Bethla wants to go.
Down, down, to the deep and shady.

Pretty mer-maidy, take me dow-ow-n.”

Suddenly, there was a way darkening in the middle of the river. The
mermaid came up. It was something about the youngest’s voice. Mermaid
slid on her belly and came to them on a wave. Her tail was up over her
head. It was all sparkly wet and golden. She wiggled it and beckoned them
to come to her.

The father, he had a gun. He took it out and shot the poor mermaid
through her tail. She shrieked. He shot her again. Now there was bright
green foam all around her. She sank way down under and was gone, gone.

Mary Belle never dreamed her father would do what he did. She went
away, weeping. Came back the next day. Sang for the mermaid, sang:

“Pretty mer-maidy, it’s me, Mary Belle,
Take me down and dow-ow-n.”






