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oom.
Our school,

he appeared.
say”. "and they came in.
liked), d

“Just look at him.
“That's a big violi

9
“It's so big,” sai i isil Play us some-
hing.”

" she said.
“Eleven, Miss,” | said.

he said. Thi Play us some-

thing.”

Even twenty years later | remember.

| played... something.

i i And, in the end
breathless and elated, | stopped.

Head of Music.

fine. Bravo.” d | hy

fell forward.

to pluck,

And, soon enough,

@ Octover 19395
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Her goblin eyes had spied me. And | knew she wanted me.
ay the sea-folk have no souls: Perhaps
the sea is one huge soul they breathe and drink and live.
She wanted me. And she would have had me; there could be no doubt.
And yet.

They pulled me from the sea, and pumped my chest
until | vomited rich sea water onto the wave-wet shingle.
(old cold, cold | was trembling and shivering and sick.
My hands were broken and my legs were twisted,
asif | had just come up from deep water,
scrimshaw and driftwood are my bones,
carved messages hidden beneath my flesh.

The boat never came back. The crew was never more seen.
the charity of the village:
there, bur for the mercy of the sea, they say, go we.
Some years have passed: almost a score.

And whole women view me with pity, or with scom.

(runchmg the ﬂm!yshmg/e stone agamxrsrane
weayto Thee
Far rhose in perilon the sea.”

Believe me, | could go down to the sea tonight,
frag myself down there on my hands and knees.
Give myself to the water and the dark.
Andto the gir.

Let her suck the meat from off these tangled bones,
transmute me to something incorruptible and ivory:
to something rich and strange. But that would be foolish.

The voice of the storm is whispering to me.
The voice of the storm is whispering to me.
The voice of the storm is whispering to me.

Text © Neil Gaiman, Photography by Rick Popham, The Sculpture Aqua Marie’ created by Lisa Snellings 1995.
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This all leads to FAN.

something like that.”

on my work.”
thing like this: qualifies for
explains. i
impressed.
. it"he
frozen stories.” by
not for it's not.” Regardless of the

everything,"Snellings declares.

Sacicalivii
ly

original is hand painted.
From xh|s point, the edition size is deter-

my trust completely.”

full size carou
i) want to tour wnh it for a time and then

keep my editions very limited,” Snellings tells

trast s really nice.”

Newhart.
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the, We
and rhe xlan{mg rain cold, cold, parrermg and sparrenng
roof until | can barely hear myself think,
and overitall the wind's Iow howl. Believe me,
I could crawl down to the black waves now,
but that would be foolish, under the dark dloud.

]

“Now hear us as we cry to Thee
For those in peril on the sea.”

The old hymn hovers on my lips, unbidden,
perhaps | am singing aloud. | cannot tell
Iam not old, but when | wake | am wracked with pain,
an old sea wreck. Look at my hands.
Broken by the waves and the sea: and twisted,
they look like something Id find on the beach, after a storm.
I hold my pen like an old man.

My father called a sea like this @ widow-maker’
my mother said the sea was always a widow-maker,
even when it was grey and smooth as sky. And she was right.
My father drowned in fine weather.
Sometimes | wondel if his bones have ever washed ashore,
mow them if they had
twisted and sea-smoothed as they would be.

23

| was a lad of seventeen, cocky as any a young man
who thinks he can make the sea his mitress
and | had promised my mother [ not go to sea.
Shetd prenticed me to a stationer, and my days were:
with reams and quires; but when she died | took hersavmgs

raised a three-man crew, all older than | was,
and left the ink-pots and the nibs for ever.

@ November 1995

g d.
" (0ld, cold, the sea was bitter and brine, the nets cut my hands,
the lines were {n(ksx dangerous thmgx st
Id not have given it up for the world. Not then.
The salt scent of my world made me sureldl/ve forever.
Scudding over the waves in a fine breeze,

that was living indeed.

The sea had moods. You learned that fast.
The day | write of now, she was shifty, evil-humoured,
the wind coming now and now from allfour coners of the compass,
ves all choppy. | could not get the measure of her.
We were all out of sight of land when | saw a hand,
saw something, reaching from the grey sea.
Remembering my father, | ran to the prow, and called aloud.

No answer but the lonely wail of qulls.
And the air was filled with a wmrr of white wings, and then

Iremember the slow way the cold sea came toward me,
enveloped me, swallowed me, took me for its own.

I tasted salt. We are made of sea-water and bone:
that’s what the stationer told me, when | was a boy.
It has occurred to me since that waters break to herald every birth,
and | am certain that those waters must taste salt—
remembering, perhaps, my own bi
The world beneath the sea was blur. Cold, (old, cold...

1do ot believe | truly saw her. | can not believe.
Adream, or madness, the lack of ai,
the blow upon the head: that’s all she was.
it when in dreams | see her, as | do, | never doubt her.
0ld as !he sea she was, and young as a new-formed breaker or swell.
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THE DAUGHTER OF OWLS
by Neil Gaiman

hi i ft mdnonhnq)uf
the Church, s d she had hold of a curious
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o s e
The men of the Dymton, the grey
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would be fulle: we it beeing, they crep't one by i
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)
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e =i
, coming d, on the Cellar
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also a quantity of straw upon the floor.
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dusk, and at night, & no-one could nghﬂylwm,lfltmh.arw

ware clothes or was naked).
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© Neil Gaiman, Photography by Rick Popham
The sculpture ‘A Subtle Change in Timbre’ Created by Lisa Snellings 1995.
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