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THE OLD WARLOCKS REVERIIE:

A PARTOUM.

hriekis t 18 i 1k the night,
I can hear them scream and moan:
Fox or wolf, they love or fight,
And I wait here on my own.

I can hear them scream and moan:
Clench my nails into my p alms -
And I wait here on

Pondermg forgotten charrns

Clench my nails into my pal
-- Where's the girdle made of pelt7
Pondermg forgotten charmq

Wit
--Where's my I

Where's the oird] d 147

Where' s my lycanthroplc b lt7

u've tried it.)

Did she burn it, steal it, hide it?
- Po yself 1ore wormwood gin -

Trymg too much does you in.

Ble:

Trymg too much does you in,
True, but just al

Bl d k Eard

Once, beneath the moon we ran,
ue, (but ju.
Wolf or fox or cat or man.

Once, beneath the moon, we ran.
That was then. She has not aged.
Wolf or fox or cat or man,

P we waged...

8.
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THE OLD WARLOGKS REVERIE:

A PARTOULM.

That was then, she has not aged,
And the pale moon discovers
5t in whict 1 d

P love we wag
Now she shares with other lovers.

And the pale moon discovers
G ko ol 1 1k the niot

Now she sha;es, with other lovers,
Fox or wolf, they love, or fight.
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WALL -4 PROLOGUE-

7% wasn't black and white, not when you saw it up close. Jenny held her breath,
frightened of scaring the bird away.

Its long tail was raised clear off the ground, and it strutted inquisitively across the
neatly- tnmmed grass of the Kerton's law

q con T 11 1 the fl

whlte, but the black that covered its head ar\d back wmg nps, and ta11 was far from black

nd green

in its wings, and overlaying all was a pure viridian sheen.
‘One for sorrow’, thought Jenny.
She was twelve.

She stood on the grass in her bare feet, feeling the turf between her toes, smelling the
evening air. It d the grass was still w

That's a pity, she thought. I don't want to have to be sad.

There was a whirring from above her, and, as if in answer to her thought, another
fl d down from the aut: |

‘Two for joy', thought Jenny. That's better.

eyeing each
e

Tked d each other 1
&P
other as if they were wondering which of them was to begin tt

&

Th

ing air was quiet. The sky was overcast, the ai 1 cool. Jenny
tton skirt and a whi u

Y
was wearing her |
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WALL - A PROLOGULE:

It was Friday, the Eighth of November, 1963, and tomorrow was her birthday.
Whirr.

A third o ioined H 1

two.

‘Three for a girl', thought Jenny. That must be me.

'd . She doubted it. Jenny

dlstrusted blrthdays, desplte the presents, she was wary of them. You go to sleep one age,
wake up another, with no say in the matter.

Tomorrow she'd be a teenager.

Whirr.

Tt landed awkwardly, 1 d 1 id. in its bal

or a boy' i i 1 birds the while, then shook
her head No no boys. Only her brothers.

The magples were now 1gn0rmg each other, industriously scanning the wet grass,
occasionally p d black beaks.

bi he had thought, either, seen up close. Most of the length was
1 id e circled on hofl :

Tehahl

1%

They
in the tail. The magpies'
of her.

She had read a book a week or so back, sel m a glrls boardmg school Alison, the
the

nobby g1r1

and captam of the lacrosse team. In the last chapter thc ung d in a magpie’
nest, however, had led the 1
victor

Jenny wondered i it lly stole shiny things.

torod how | . 19 14 " . 1 v didn'
8

to scare them away, t 1 beginning t p in her left thigh.

Whirr.

Whirr.

more magpies. One fairly small -- a young one. Jenny 1 h the rt
her head. 'Five for silver. Six for gold.’

2.
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Wall, A Prologue

or by echamcalo eleclro nic
means, including information
storage and retrieval sysf tems
without permission in wril
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WALL- A PROLOGUE:

She closed her eyes.

In head tt gpies were still flying, black ing d wmgs ﬂap»
ping in slow I black 1 white birds trapped in time, held behind her eyes
St 1 hi between her legs.

Jenny opened her eyes, pulled at her skirt, uncoveung hel thin \’Vhlﬂ. leg>/ until she
could see her white cotton panties. A red stain had

She shivered and closed her eyes again.

You 't go back, she thought. It's the dividing line. I'm not a little girl any more.
Mavhe that's what . 1
Maybe that gp g

paper in her panties, and

to find out What to do now.
Nothing would ever be the same again.
She knew that now.
enny Kerton never forgot that day, although, as time went on, the time in the bath-
anitary pad, and the bltter taste of
too

oom, and her he
the aspirin her mother dlssolved in a glass of water fnr her, graduall
the event that preceded them.

11+ din th

And after thiri d he:
green and violet on a magpie's wmgs the knowledge that, when you got up close, it wasn't
simply black and white
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SEPTIMUS TRIOLET

he httle ]oys of arsenic
any fellows cold.
Th l ttl oys of arsenic
Are certam/ though they are not quick,

m 1

you sick

They will not leave ynu old.
The little joys of a
Leave many fellows Cold,
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WALL- A PROLOGUE:

Did that h ing to be rich, one day? Jenny wasn't sure if she'd like that.

Six magpies.

h

She could hear, some way off, h
the house She hop d desperately that thelr game wouldn't bring them any Closer/ that they

when you kn w1th0ut a.ny doubt, that you were alive, when you felt the air in your lungs
and the wet grass beneath your feet and the cotton on your skin; momen s when you were

nt, when neither the past noj

pletely in the p:

She tried to slow her t T

The magples had Stopped cxrclmg, had stopped hunting and peckmg One of them
side. The others were just..

They were waiting.
Jenny waited with them. She wriggled her bare toes in the wet grass.

Sh, Tdn't | her broth 1 T 1 . het
ger. y or fur-

ther into the woods.
Whirr.
This magpie was huge.

It's the last of them, she thought. 'Seven for a secret never to be told." It's the end of
the rhyme

She stared at it i I i al he tip of its beal
to the end of its tail. And the col There 1 in tt T fi Smlutaﬂ
she ' h Id . The other six magpies shuffled and hmm d around it,
until they had d tt 1 h le, all facing J

i h 1 of t liot
Jenny looked at the magpi 1
The magpies looked back at her. They seemed to be waiti hing

'Seven for a secret, never to be told.'





OEBPS/images/hum-wallaprologue_Page_06.jpg
WALL- A PROLOGUE-

1 ted it ios thev had din th but had
She had P p
more than three together, before nov
“All right,” sh id to the birds. "What's tt o
7 he thoueht that she had a hat 1} 1 1
1 1 1 1 1 11- } he b da Rdn" N
F
The 1 g4 her. T head d hine I
F T F
1 i 4 tocide whether <t h takine back
up, y ring,
to its nest.
"You're going to Wall," th gpie said, in a rough, metallic voice.
Jenny opened 1 h peak, and hesitated

"Where?" she asked. "Where am I going?"

e i Tead g "Rt it

T 1
The smallest of
anyone."

" it told her. "You can't tell

"But-"

he never finished her thought. As one, the birds took off, and it seemed like the air
was filled with bl k and white -- and green and blue--, as if she could hear nothing but the
beating of wing; ! p back in alarm, 1 humping in her breast.

The birds were gone.

The magic was over, and suddenly Jenny felt sick. Her stomach felt tight, and her
heart was beati fast. Panic took her, and she didn't und 1 why.
g y

Sh he d 1

e into the house.

mother was in the kitchen, sitti the tat ingi beans. "Jennifer?
You all rlght love7"

Jenny nodded, witt i hi d i he hall. St T ike 1
ach J' hi hard, insid 1 ] and strange.

She went up the staus, two ata tlme, and mto the bathroom at the top of the stairs.
She locked the door behind h The pain was getting worse, and she
was feeling dizzy.

Sh d Towl o 1 he cold li
g lino.
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SONG OF THE ILITTLE HAIRY AN

From Zanzibar to Dover

But me, if you was pondering

It's only time I'm squandering

-For "Sir, how much for yonder ring"
T'll walk the wide world over.

And when the night's all th
I shall not fear the thunder
Nor fear tt h's bl
bandi d their plunde:

8
nor ing
-- For "How much, we was wondering?"
I'll walk the wide world under.

So through it all I'm amblmg

with never an end in v

And wi th y pack I'm ramblmg

I'm h

And up steep hills T'm scramblmg
And down ‘em skimble-skambling

to br mg my wares to you.

--For "it's a steal, I'm gambling"

I'll walk the wide world through.

{
I}/’/
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