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THE DAUGHTER OF OWLS -
by Neil Gaiman

FROM THE REMAINES OF GENTILISME & JUDAISME
by JOEN AUEREY R.5.S. (1986-87). (sp 262-263).

this stary from Edmuch Wyld Eaq who had it from Mr Parringdon, who-
nmuhmmhhmam.mmwmmnmuu—pd
'“m‘“&““o.h"“'“.b:.?:‘mm““‘ e e ™
thhuh A an ofan
o tooth and emall bones.

8 follows: that the girl was the daughter of Owls, and that
hwhmhd—ﬁ,hb-—mmi

thh
mﬂﬁ,ﬂmdw«hdmhﬂﬂﬁnmhh
r)mhamu.ndmihq—dmmdw-nh Convent

‘was prognostickated that y* babe would dye, w she did not doe: instead she
meﬁm-mdﬂmmmhwmmum"ﬁd-,:
fine young lass, who spent her dais and nights behind high stane walls with no-one never to see,
buta Mﬂﬁwﬁommmhnﬂhdﬂndﬂnﬂ'ﬁmhmdh
girl's prittyness, & also that she could not speak, for she had never learned the manner

It was putt about thus: that y* menfolk would go a-hunting al in # company, when
mﬂhhﬂki‘klﬁu&uuﬂ\mhmﬂmﬂmmﬂwwh
Convent: & the Reeve of melnwmhmhhwhm
ing in the cellr, being startled

mwv—mm&ymﬁn&qhﬂmhhﬁwnﬂ"mm she
‘wore but & white shift, & when she saw them she was much afrayd for she had never seen no Men
mmmhmmwhmnnmﬂnmmm-ﬂtm
uttered small ries, asif sho wers implaring them natt to hurts

hr in the moou's light.

Then the girl began a-acreaching & a-wayling, but that did not stay them from theyr purpos. & the
mmmmnmmdhmmmnhmmmamm
but the men did not see it as on theyr ravishment.

Dnhmm.whhmmmhpdﬁ—dmh Dymton a-hunting
High & Low for theyr Husbands & theyr Sonnes; w, coming to the they fownd, on the Cellar
‘stones, y* pellets of owles: & in the pellets they discovered hair & buckles mhnnﬂhml
also & quantity of straw upon the floor,

none of them
tquy‘mmmmmmmohu-l-ﬂ- ,m.l-udmlnu-
dusk, and at night, & no-one could rightly sware, if it were her or no.
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Her goblin eyes had spied me. And I Imew she wanted me.
They say the sea-folk have no souls: Perhaps
the sea is one huge soul they bleame and drink and l

ve.
She wanted me. And she would have had me; there could be no doubt.
And.

Ind 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,

ad 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.

ome years have passed: almost a score.

And whole wor menwewmtwnhpny,
Qutside my cottage the wind's how! b«ameasammmq,
rattling the rain against the tin walls,
crunching the flinty shingle, stone against stone.

“Now hear us as we ary to
Forthose in peril on the sea.”

Believe me, | could go down to the sea tonight,
drag myself down there on my hands and knees.
Give myself to the water and the dark.
Ind to the girl.
Lether 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

November 1995 (&)
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THE SEA
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now with%the 0l old the: bma nets cut my hands,

the lines were tricksy, dangerous things; stll,

the tin roof until| can barelyhealmysd!rhmk, Id ot have given it up for the world. Not then.
over it all the wind low howi. Befieve me, L
tould awl down to the bla(k Waves now, Scudding over the waves in a fine breeze,
that was g indeed.
“Now hear us as we ey to Thee
For those in peril on the sea.” The sea had moods. You learned that fast.
The day ! write of now, she was shifty, evil-humoured,

The old hymn hovers on my lips, unbidden,
‘perhaps | am singing aloud. | cannot tell
Iam nat old, but when | wake | am wracked with pain,
an old sea wreck. Look at my hands.
Smkm bythe wava and the sea: and twisted,

We were all out of sight of land when | saw a hand,
saw something, reaching from the grey sea.

Ihold my pen like an old man.

No answer but the lonely wail of qulls.

‘my mother said the sea was always a widow-maker

My father drowned in fine weather.

or i d know them if they had
twisted and sea-smoothed as they would be.

I was a lad of seventeen, cocky as any a, ymg ‘man
who thinks he can make the sea his mi
nndlhadpmmrsedmymmer/dnarga tosea.

enveloped me, swallowed me, took me for its own.

I tasted salt. We are made of sea-water and bone:
Mkwnmm:mammldmgwnmlwmbv;

and | am certain that those waters must taste salt—
remembering, perhaps, my own birth.
‘world beneath the sea was blur. Cold, cold,cold...

Ido ot believe | truly saw her. | can not believe.
dream, or madess, the lack of i

raised a three-man crew, allolder than | was,
and left the ink-pots and the s for ever.

@ November 1995

But when in dreams | see her, as | do, | never doubt her.
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Text © Neil Gaiman, Photography by Rick Popham
The sculpture ‘A Subtle Change in Timbre' Created by Lisa Snellings 1995.

- October 1995 &)





