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Once upon a time there was b- baby.

It was worse than other babies. For

one thing, it was larger.

Its body was not merely obese, bat

downright hloated.

One of its feet had too many toes,

and the other one not enough.



Its hands were both left ones.

Its nose was beaky, and appeared

to be considerably older than the

rest of it.

Its tiny eyes were surrounded by lar^e

black rings due to fatigue, for its

guilty conscience hardly ever allowed

it to sleep.

It was usually damp and sticky for it

wept a great deal. It was consumed

by self-pity, which in this case was

perfectly justified.



It was capable of making only two sorts

of noises, both of them nasty.

The first was a choked gargling,

reminiscent of faulty drams. It made

this noise when it had succeeded in

doing something particularly atrocious.

The second was a thin shriek suggestive

of fingernails on blackboards Ir made

this noise when it haid been prevented from

doing something particularly atrocious.

Fortunately, it was unable to walk.



It had never been given a name since

no-one cared to talk about it . When it

was absolutely necessary to do so, it

was referred to as the Beastly BaJoy.

Dangerous objects were left about in the

hope that it would do itself an injury,

preferably fatal.

But It never did, and instead, hacked

up the carpets with knives. Or burnt enormous holes in the upholstery

with acid.



Or shot bric-a-brac off -the tables.

A day in the broiling sun had no other

effect than to tiom it a horrid purple

.



InevitaJoly, a policeman was looking on

whenever it was just about to be

momentarily setdown on a doorstep.

In the meantime it grew largerand oldfir

every day, and what this would

eventually lead to, no-one liked to think.

Then one day it was taken on a picnic. It was set on an exposed led^e some

distance from where the food was.



The eeigle found keeping hold of it more
difficult than Ke had expected.

He attempted to get a farther grip on it

with his beak.



There was a wet sort of explosion. And that , thank heavens', was the end

audible for several miles. of the Beastly Baby.



















THE

hi:NAT CLUMP.





Little Henry Clump was scarce-

ly three years old when he

found out that his heart was

wicked, but that God loved

him nevertheless.

He soon learnt a great many

texts and hymns, and was

always saying them over to

himself.

Once when he saw a sea-^ull rise

up from the waves 'Look, look!'

he said to his sister,Fanny Eliza.

'When I die I shall go up to

heaven like that bird."

He habitually went without

sweet things so that he might

give pennies to stop the poor

heathen from bowing down

to idols.



He dearly loved his parents

and never tired of asking

what he mi^ht do for them.

Although he was kind and good,

he wa3 sometimes templed by

Satan, but he felt his sm&

deeply and was truly sorry

for them afterwards.

He was often discovered alone

upstair/5 on hi$ knee^.

One Sunday he saw some hoys sliding

on the ice; he went up to thera and

said *0h,what a shame it is fbrjwi

to idle on the Sabbath instead of

reading your Bibles'/



He was very fond of FannyEliza

and,whenever she got into a

passion, became much concerned

for the salvation of her 5oul.

He used to go through boofe

and carefully blot out any

places where there was a friv-

olous mention of the Deity.

On a winter afternoon when he

was four years and five months

old he went to ^ive his bread-

pudding to an unfortunate

widow.

As he was returning home a

great black cloud came up

and large hailstones fell

in profusion.



That night he had a sore

throat, which by morning had

turned into a fatal illness.

His last words were 'God loves

me and has pardoned all my

sins. I am happy ['before

he fell back pale and still

and dead.

Henry Clump's little body turned

to dust in the grave, but his

soul went up to God.





THE EVIL GARDEN
Eduard Blutig's Der Bose G dirt en

in a translation by Mrs Regera Dowdy

with the original pictures of O.Miide

The Fantod Press, New York, 1966

Alas, my translation of perhaps Herr Blutig's most famous

work appears on the melancholy occasion, of the seventy-fifth

a.r\niversary of the next to the next to the last time he

threw himself out of a window.

MRS R.P.



How elegant! how choice! how gay!

To think one doesn't have to pay.

There is a sound of falling tears

;

It comes from nowhere to the ears.



Some tinj creature, mad with wrath.

Is coming nearer on the path.

A foot inside a striped sock

Protrudes from underneath a rock.



The Rev. Mr Floggle s cloth

Is being nibbled by a moth.



Great-Uncle Franz, beside the lake,

Is bein^ strangled hy a snake.



Alexa watches while her aunt

Is pulled feet first inside a plant.



1

A hissing swarm of hairy bugs

Has got the baby and its rugs

.

The nurse of whom they all were fond

Is sinking in the bubbling pond.



The sky has grown completely black;

It's time to think of turning back.

Fall down, or scream, or rush about—

There is no way of qettinq out.









'Death txnd Distraction!'said the Pinsand NeecUes.

'DestrvLCtiori and, DebauckerT^!'

Almost at once the No. Penpoint returned, to the

Featureless Expanse.

It encoimtered the Glass Marble, but neither

recognized the other.

The Jfalf-Inch Thumbtack told the. Four-IfoLed

Button what hcud, happemd.

The Two-HoledButton concealed its apprehension.

'Jhtplicity and Desolation!'said the Nieedles and
Pins. 'Dissolution and X>espa.ir!'

Quickli^ the Knotted String decided to wait ori.

events.

The Four-Holed Sutton came to it with a, sinister

proposal.



The Huo-UoledButton- overheardthem tuvioUcecL. Ho sooner had it withdraion than it ran into the

GUlss Marble.

TheKivstted String appeared and tke Tioo -ffoLed

Batton. fell senseless.

'DiscomibrtandDcom^efsaid tke Pins and
Needles. 'PoomandDtscrepanci^/'

TheCHass Murble recfret^ its actions. The No. 37 Penpoint ojvi the Knitted StriKOf

confroriced one anothsn



'Dishonour <md>-Depredation!' scud £^ I^eedles

and Pins. 'De^radntion and Dismay/'

ImmediateUf tJije Nb.^jPenpomt, now ruined,
and the Two-Holed BiLtton fled.

The Ma-Lf-Inch Thumhtojzk aci^uamted thejtv The Ttuo -HoledButtonfound itselfalone,

with what had transpired.

The Glass Marble, mistaking ike No. Pinpoint When itsaw wh£U it hxjd dene, it went nuui
for the Four-Holed Button., pushed it iydo the cind rolled off tlte ed^e

.

Yawning' Chusno.



Ik thestn(0le theif went over the. ed^e.
togethjtr.

The Half-Inch, Tkumhtojck made known' to
the. TwoSoLedButton whathad occurred-

The. Two-Soled button, threw ctself over cut the Ths Hal£-Inch Thuittitack looked ccround and.

same spot. Fell dowro Ufel&SS.

'Depmvitif andD^appomtment!'said the. Needles Forthu/ith they too flimq^ themselves into

andPtnS. 'Disappeararice and DamntLttonf the Yawning Otasnv.







Maudie was only five when she was discovered gazing at

dead bird by Madame Trepidovska.

Madame, once assoluta at the Maryinsky, informed the

Splaj^toes that the child was to be her pupil.



Maudie first came before the public as a sparrow in Ba/n

dViseawc, devised hy Madame to display her students'

abihties.



Her life >vas rather monotonous.

She became aware of what real ballet was when Madame took her
to one of Solepsiskaya's innumerable farewell performances.



Eventually she was allowed to go up on point.

Miss Marsh^rass, the schooVs backer, took exception to

Madame s interest in Maud; there wei-e scenes.



Maud obtained a place in the corps of the Ballet Hochepot.



For the next two years she danced in the provinces

.

She was given her first solo as the Papillon Enrage in a revival

of Golopine's (Jardin deRegrets \ others followed.



After Federojenska did a grand jete into the wings one matinee

and was never seen again, Maud took over Oiseau de GJace to

cjreat acclaim.



Baron de Zabrus invited her to join his company, the most

renovsnned in Europe.



Her life did not cease to be somew^hat dreary.



The Baron chose her to dance a new pas de deux, Le Corhestu

(d'apres E.A.Poe), with Ibiskovski.

Sercfe developed an unHkely infatuation for her.



Plastikoff created for her a new ballet, La CheLUveSourisDoree;

it was his qreatest work.



Mirella all at once beceime chic and mysterious.



She had become the reigning ballerina of the ac(e, and one of

lis symhols.



Her life was really no different from what it had ever been.

She was a^ked to dance in a charitjr gala before royaltj^

at Caqnes-sur-Mer.



Over the Camarc|U6 a great dark bird fleiv into the propeller

of the aeroplane.

At the ^ala her costume was suspended from the centre of the

stage while the music for her most famous variation was played

in her nneinory.

















































An osbick bird flew down and sa.t

On Emblu2 Fin^hjs bowler hat.

It had not done so for a whim.

But mecint to come eund live with him.



The top of the za-^a-va tree

Was frequently where they had tea.

.



They sometimes strolled beyond the town

In time to i/iratch the sun <jo down

.





upon the river Oad the two

Were often seen in their canoe.



Theyearspassedby in pressmgr weeds

And making- hell-pulls out of hea^ds.

—

—

• • '

And when a.t last poor Emblus died

The osbick bird was by his side.



He fvas interred; the bird alone

JVas left to sit upon his stone.

But after severalmonths, one day
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S ^^^^ yi/He^ iA/tuOt ^
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3 was a Bore who engaged him in talk



C was a Canvas encrusted with dirt



F was a Fire in a top-storey room



G was the Glove that he dropped without thinking

H was cL House whose foundations were sinking



J was the Jam that he qave it to leave



K was a Keepsake picked up from the gutter



N was a Notice that caused him dismay



P was a Place he did not know at all



R the Replj that his life was in danger



T was a Thunderclap horribly loud



V was its Victim who cried out 'But why?*





Z was the Zither he left to the maid





BY EDWARD GOREY





Seventy-nine years a^o there were three cousins whose

names were Rose Marshmary, Mary Rosemarsh,

and Marsh Maryrose.



Since they were orphans and there was nobody to stop

them , they were often merr^ far into the night.

In the daytime they pickedup things left by the tide.



One September afternoon Rose and Mary quarreled

over a bedslat

.

Mary struck Rose with a brown china doorknob
she had already found and killed her.



She had Marsh bury her in a field known as the

Rabbits' Restroom.

This incident caused her to become a religious maniac.



Shortly thereafter Marsh took to drink

.

1/

One April morning he drank the dregs of a Jbottle of

vanilla extract he discovered in the mud.



They must have been conta-minaLted, for he died in

a^ony during the night.

Mary conducteda funeral service by herself that lasted

the whole day and then buried him near Rose.



They never found her body









The windonr, which fvas open widey

Let in a, scream thsit rose outside.

It camBy she thought, from down the well;

She lea.ned too farAndpromptly fell.



A disused tunnel at herFeet

5he followed to a sordidstreet.



A pcLSSin^ cyclist seizedher arm;
5hefelt that he intentLed ha,rzn.

Hergownsupplied her with apin;

^he chose a spot ajidstuck it in

.



Shefled by trstm, then train andboat.
To pJsLces ever more remote.

."Jla

She cha^ngedhern^me ajidspent the diiys

In painting Scenesfrom Life on trays.



5ma.ll creatures pjcked the flowers at dawn
And danced with them about thelawn.



Until theyall, dofvn to the least.

Were ea.ten by a. monstrous beast.

Next day a motoristdrove itp

And toldher to expecta cup.



The weeks wentby; nopackage came;
She did notknow the sender *s name.

'Life is distracting Sind uncertain

She said ajid went to draw the curtain.





















hoo.









The author introduces two small,

distant, ageless, and wholly

ima^i'natj relatives to fifty

seasons of the New York City

Ballet.







I thought we'd break him m on

Sfvan -Lake'Firebird-Afternoon of-

ei-Faiin-and-Western -Symphony.

Now we lose one another hopelessly

amonq eight members of the corps.



You can be Bcnno, the Prince's Friend,

and catch me just before I hit

the floor.

I Suppose wearing only one

somehow makes me more so

.



Just once we could use the Serenaxie

costumes and the backdrop from.

LilsLc Garden.

You're ri^ht, that was Glinka, they

were doin0, but Minkus he was

wearinq

.



You clapped far too much ; the company

really doesn't approve of curtsLin calls

.



I think it would he more amusing

if they threwj^u at me

.

There are twenty-seven Swa/i Lakes this

season, but only twenty-one Firebirds.



I wonder if I could make it into the

win^s before the curtain comes down

Don't you feel the whole idea of

sets and costumes is vulvar ?



LilcLcGarden a^ain; those arc the side -pieces,

2und the bit across the middle must be the

ed^e of Swan Lake.



In my minds eye I've always known

what it would have been like.

Let's see-he didnt do his first variation, and she didn't do her

second one Barbara did the fifth instead of the fourth, and

Carpi substituted for Linda, and Susan wasn't there at

all , but then, who was . . . ?





No, you can't be Benno, the Prince's

Friend he doesn't exist anymore

.

There are photographs of George

and Lincoln in the brooches on

their bodices

.



I can*t imagine now why this

ever seemed so difficult.

I sometimes think if I see that lavender

leota^rd with the little skirt that doesn't

cjuite match in one more ballet. .

.



Are you sure this is only the

second time they've pieced it?

Other companies merely put

on ballets ; we dance.









The Devil gave a sudden leap

And struck Miss Scjuill all ofa heap.

He swooped her up from off the ground

And twirled her madly round a.nd round.



Theut night she saw when sh^ undressed

His mark was burned upon her breast.

Next day flew in her open door

A creature named Beelphazoar.



Also a, book caXled A'/'nelj^-^rro

Entire/^EvU Things To Do.





They then expired with frightful pains

Inside their bowels, lunqs, and brains.



But then the demon, much too soon.

Returned one Sunday aSternoon.



The end had come, and this was it

;

He dropped her in the Flaming Fit.









It persuaded the clothespin to reUnquish its hold, and
blew away on the next breeze.



As it was being carried towards the sea, a large fish

considered swallowing it, but chanqed its mind.



At dusk it caught against a rock where it remained until a
childfound and wrunc| it out the next morning.

The child filled its toe with dirty pennies and then tied a
knot in it which was extremely painful.



After the pennies fell out through the hole they'd worn in
the toe, the child let the maid have it.

At last it was no use even for wiping furniture with, so she
threw it in the dustbin.



When the dog went off to its dinner, a gust of wind
picked it up.



After crossing over several fields it landed inextricably in

a thorn bush.

Rain fell frequently, then snow.



With spring birds came and took bits of it for their nests.









Hamishwas a beautifulyoun^ man who liked being out

of doors.

When he wasn't outdoors he kept a voluminous diary.



One day he opened the wirong envelope.

He thus went on the films, in which he was almost always
out of doors.



Soon he was beincj mobbed by people in the street.



One day at the studio he became overstrung.

After that he fled to South Anaerica, where he was
outdoors ail the time.



He returned several years later, although not to films.

He devoted himself to raising more lions and working

at his diaries.



At last people no longer mobbed him in the street.

He made a trip to New York because a publisher was

thinking of brin^in^ out parts of his diary:



He was told they had been sent to Ohio for the winter.









Once upon a time a little girl was ^oing to take her

doll for a walk when there she was, meeting two nice

little birds.

She dropped them a pretty little curtsy and said to

them: 'Good afternoon, little birds. Willyou play with

me? I have some lovely comfits in mj little bag; I'll give

yoa some.' One of the little birds said: 'I have no

objection," and the other one said: 'Neither do 1.'



then the little birds said: 'We want to qo away now.



But along with the coming night a wicked thought came
to the httle girh She said to the Jittle birds :

'

I still

have some comfits at the bottom of my little bag.

Come and fetch them if you like.'

They came at once and he£oreyon could say knife,

she pulled the strings tight, and the little birds were
caught.



They chirped and chirped in vain: the little girl

carried them off.

That evening, wouldn't you know, there was a l&rge cat

prowling in the neighbourhood. He came running

full tilt on hearing the little birds chirp.



When the little girl saw him, she dropped him her most
beautiful curtsy- the one her grown-up cousin had
taught her-and said to him : 'Good evening, Mr cat.'

The cat said nothing at all.

The little girl took fright at seeing this great beast who
was coming ton^ards her with such enormous eyes and
such a huge mouth; she took fright and began to cry.



The cat didn't care a bit ; he swallowed her in one
mouth Ful (it was jolly well done).



while for their part the little birds, whom he hadn't even

noticed, flew away as fast as thej^ could;

and that's all.









































































OTE

The first version of The Chinese

Obelisks has not been published

before.

The English version of Conte

a Sara is miae; that of LeHareng
saur is byAlphonse Allais

.

E.G.
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