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* Le Klarissa mhux hekk tibda din l-istorja.
Mela kif Melissa?

Mela darba wahda

kien hemm kac¢catur fuq mutur u

Le mama mhux hekk tibda din l-istorja.

Mela kif Klarissa?

Mela darba wahda wennemm

ghasfur zghir. Le. Mhux zghir. Imma lanqgas kbir.

Mhux zghir hafna u mhux kbir hafna. fidu pistola
U kien mitluf xi mkien fis-sema. U beda jdur u jdur u jdur halli. . . vjola vjola.
Fis-sema

donnha mera
kien hemm ghasfur
roza li la kien zghir

u lanqgas kbir.

Kien qed itir.

F’daqqa wahda l-kaccatur,

malli lemhu gholla idu,
dritt ipponta I-pistola.
U spara. Hekk.
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"No, no, mama, that's not how the story begins." "How, then, Klarissa?" "No, no Klarissa, that's not how the story begins." "How, then, Melissa?"

Once upon a time, a small bird flew by. Once upon a time a hunter drove by on a scooter with a plum-coloured shooter in hand.
In the looking-glass sky was a rose-tinted bird not that small, not that big.

Well, it 't all that small. But it 'tall that big either. . : : . . .
e, 1t Was L allina’ s, DAL WASITL allinat Dig Srnet _ It was just flying by. But the hunter spotted him and raised his shooter on the fly and fired.
He'd got lost somewhere high in the sky. And he swooped up and down trying to spy ... Like this
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It wasn'ta plane or a crane. And it wasn't a dragon, of course! It was just a big bird that had crashed in

With barely a sound ora bound Melissa,

with mama at her shoulder (and somewhere, Klarissa) opened the door to the garden. the garden.
They peeped out: first came Melissa, then came mama and behind her, Klarissa. His plumage was whitish and rosy and grey. His beak like a carrot was curvy, a little bit wonky and
turvy.

His long legs were spindly, like stilettoes on shoes meant for grown-ups.



