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THE FALLING SHROUD


A Frey & McGray poem
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The Falling Shroud


Once upon a Scottish winter, as I thought my wits would splinter,


watching from my parlour window how that evening went from grey to grey,


from my gloom I was distracted, for my valet, disenchanted,


came into the room and panted, ‘Here’s a message, master Frey!’


I frowned at Layton, taking the letter from his silver tray.


The sender – Nine-Nails McGray.


I tore it open without haste, my face corroded with distaste,


for I knew too well the sort of drivel that McGray would say.


Three lines in his spidery hand, which at once made me jump and stand;


a cry for aid, not a demand:- “Come and help me, Percy Frey;


life or death, I swear. I’m at the Ensign. Meet me right away.”
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