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22t wasn't black and white, not when you saw it up close. Jenny held her breath,
rightencd of scaring the bind away:

Tis long tail was raised clear off the ground, and it strutted inquisitively across the
neatly-trimmed grass of the Kerton's lawn.

Jens were pure
i, bt e Dok o sove i heahan Bk hmg ..p) and ail, was far from black,

inits 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 had rained earler, and the grass was still wet.

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

v o whiing rom sbove hes, and, a f i anwer o her though,aother
‘magpie Tt sowm o i 5

“Two for joy’, thought Jenny. That's better.

like fat eyeing each
ng which of them was to begin

o sky was overcast the a was grey and cool. Jenny
was wearing her print cotton skit, and a white cotton blouse.
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WALL- A PROLOGUE-

It was Friday, the Eighth of November, 1963, and tomorrow was her birthday.
Whire
Athird magpie joined the other two,

“Three for a giel, thought Jenny. That must be me.

feelany different She doubted it Jenny
distrusted birthdays; despite 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

Itlanded awkwardly, hopped to the side to regain its balance.

Four for a boy then shook
her head. No, no boys. Only her brothers.

he magpies werenow ignring ech othe industiouly canvinth wet rase
with their

werentas big s she had thought,either, seen up close. Most of the length was
inthe e Th magpios:

She had read  book a ek or soback et in a il boaring schoo: Alison the

abby girl

and captain of the lacrosse team. In the last chapter the rings were. Semed ‘magpic’s
b he d whe her ankle Al

Vietory.

Jenny wondered if magpies reall stole shiny things.

3 gin her left thigh.

Whire

re magpies. One fairly small ~a young one. Jenny ran through the thyme in
her head. Five for ilver,Six for gold."
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WALL- A PROLOGUE-

one day? tsure if shed like that.

‘magpies.

way off, her s
the house. She hoped desperately that their game wouldn't bring them any closer that they
wouldnt scare the birds away.

knew, without any doubt, that you were alive, when you felt the air in your lungs
eyt e wt gacs bencath your fek and the coson o your o mamens when you wese
! present, past

She tried to slow her

‘The magpies had stopped circling, had stopped hunting and pecking. One of them

They were waiting.

i it them. iggle s grass.
ther into the woods.

Whirr

‘This magpie was huge.

¢ the last o them, she thought. Seven for a secret never to be told. Its the end of
e,
h
to the end of it tail. Andﬂ\eev‘ﬂws“velewmmlmnmﬂgﬁnﬂasnﬁlsvﬂnssindhll
until they ircle, all
Jenny looked at the magpies, in the cool of the autumn twilight.

‘The magpies looked back at her. They seemed to be waiting for something.

“Seven for a secret, never to be fold."




WALL- A PROLOGUE-

d always counted the magpi
ot together, before now,

they had passed in the car,but had never seen

"All right" she said to the birds. "What's the secret?”

somehow have broken the spell; but the birds didn't move.

ther. side, s

.
o nest.
"You're going to WL the magpie said,ina rough, meallc voice.
Jenny opencd e mouth tospesk, and hesitated
“Where?"she asked. “Where am I oing?

‘The smallest of the birds walked forward. "But its a secret," it told her. “You can't tell

S never s bor gt A e birds bk o, e the the e
v led i bl and whie - and gren an bue-, s f she couldhes oting bt he
& reast
“The birds were gone.

‘The maggic was over, and suddenly Jenny felt sick. Her stomach felt tight, and her
Panic took her, why.

‘She ran across the damp lawn, into the house.

in the kitchen, si “Jennifer?
Youall right, love?
Jenny nodded, an nto the hall.
ach was pinching, ard, nide; she et nauseous, I ange
P . two ata time, and at the top of the stairs.
She locked the door he “The pain . and she
was feling dizzy.

‘She sat down slowly, easing herself onto the cold lino.
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WALL- A PROLOGUE-

She closed her eyes.

her head the magpies were il flying, black eyes staring down at her, wings lap
ping in slow motion, huge black and white birds trapped in time, held behind her eyes.

She felt something wet between her legs.

openec e yes.plle t her skt uncovring e tin whielgs, uniil he

Jen
could see hr whitecoton pantcs. A red stain b bt 1 Sprend cros the crch.

 shivered and closed her eyes again.
You can't go back, she thought.Its the dividing line. T'm ot a litte girl any more
Maybe that's what the magpies were trying to tell me.

She put tissue paper in her panties, and went back downstairs, to talk to her mother,
to find out what to do nove.

Nothing would ever be the same again.
She knew that now.

Jenny Kerton never forgot that day, although, as fime wen on, the time in the bath-
room, and her mother's explanation, and the fitting of the sanitary pad, and the bitter taste of
e aupiin hee mathee discolvid in  glass of water for s, Sraculy foak prominence Over
the event tht preceded them.

And after thisty years had passed, all that remained in her memory was the sheen of
green and violet on 2 magpie’s wings: the knowledge that, when you got up close, it wasn't
Simply black and white.




SEPTIMUS” TRIOLET

Leave many fellows cold.
‘The little joys of arsenic:

e certan, though they are not quick,
And though perhaps they ll make you sick
They will not leave you old

‘The little joys of arsenic

Leave many fellows cold.



SONG OF THE LITTLE HAIRY TIAMN

here's some as goes a-wandering
= From Zanzibar to Dover

But me, if you was pondering
ly time [ squandering

3 o ach o Yoda g
Tl walk the wide world o

And when he rightell hundieing
Ishall not fear the thun
Norfew he mammrhs blundering,
nae b thei i

was wondering?”
Tl e wise moid ot

S0 through it all I'm ambling
with never an end in view
And with my pack I anbing
T'm pushing through the brambling,
And up steep hills I'm scrambli

And down ‘em skimble-skambling,
1o bring my wares to you.

—~For "ifs a steal, I'm gambling’

11l walk the wide world through.




THE OLD WARLOGKS REVERIE:

A PANTOUM.

~

kg shape that sl h i
them scream and moan:
Foxor ol ey v g,
And T wait here on my oy

1 can hear them scream and moan:
Clench my nails into my palms —
And Twait here on my own,
Pondering forgotten charms.

Clench my nails into my palms.

— Where's the girdle made of pelt?

Pondering forgotten charms:
~Where's my lycanthropic belt?

‘Where's the girdle made of pelt?
she burn i, steal i, hide it?

Where's my Iycanthropic belt?

(Never knock it tll you've ried it)

Did she burn i, stel i, hide it?

Trying too much does you in

Pour myself more wormwood gin.
Blessed drunkenness eludes me.
Trying too much does you in,
True, but just a little soothes me.

Blessed drunkenness eludes me.
Once, beneath the moon, we ran,
True, (butjust  ltle soothes me)
Wolf o fox o cat or man.

‘Once, beneath the moon, we ran.
‘That was then. She has ot aged.
Wolf or fox o cat or man,

‘Shapes in which our love we waged.
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THE OLD WARLOGKS REVERIE:

A PANTOUM.

That was then, she has not aged,
And the pale moon discovers

‘Shapes in which our love we waged -
Now she shares with other lovers.

And the pale moon discovers
Shrieking shapes that stalk the night.
Now she shares, with other lovers,
Fox or woll, they love, or fight
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