The Postmodern Picture Book
PART 2



[These books shatter readers’ expectations,
demand active coauthoring, and raise
guestions about what is real.



Voices In the Park

Anthony Browne
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It was time to take Victoria, our
pedigree Labrador, and Charles,
our son, for a walk.




When we arrived at the park,
I let Victoria off her lead.
Immediately some scrufly

mongrel appeared and started

bothering her. I shooed it off,
but the horrible thing chased
her all over the park.

I ordered it to go away, but it took no notice of
me whatsoever. “Sit,” I said to Charles. “Here.”




You get some frightful
types in the park these
I was just planning what we should have to eat days! I called his name for
that evening when I saw Charles had | what seemed like an age.
disappeared. Oh dear! Where had he gone?




Then I saw him talking to

a very rough-looking child.
“Charles, come here. At
once!” I said. “And come

here please, Victoria.”

We walked home in silence.




Seconp Voice

W needed to get out of the
house, so me and Smudge
took the dog to the park.




He loves it there. | wish |
had half the energy he’s got.




| settled on a bench and looked
through the paper for a job. |
know it’s a waste of time really,
but you’ve got to have a bit of
hope, haven’t you?

Then it was time to go. Smudge
cheered me up. She chatted
happily to me all the way home.
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Maybe Smudge will be there next time?




FouRTH Yorcg

Albert’s always in such 3 hurry +o be ley off
Dad had veen redlly fed vp, so [ his lead. He went s4raight up 0 #his lovely
was pleaged when he s3id we could dog and smiffed its burm (he always does +\~3+).
+2ke Aleert +o +he park. Of course, +he other dog didn' mind, but

¥ owner was rC‘a“y angry, the Si"y +wit.




I go+ +3lking to #his boy. I $hought he
was 3 kit of 3 wirpP 3+ first, but he's
okay. We played on +he see-saw and
he didn't sy much, but l3ter on he
was A bit more friendly,
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We both burst ouvt
laughihg whén we §aw
Alberd having 3 swim,

Tren we all played on
+he bands+and, and [ fely
really, really happy.
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Charlie picked 2 flower
and gave i+ 4o me,

Tren his mum called
hita and he had to go.
He looked sad.




When I got home [ put +he flower in some
water, and made Dad a wice cwp of €3,
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“I have found a kernel of wheat,” said
the Little Red Hen.*“Now who will help me
plant this wheat? Where is that lazy
dog? Where is that lazy cat? Where is
that lazy mouse?”

“Wait a minute. Hold everything. You can’t tell your story
right here. This is the endpaper. The book hasn’t even
started yet.”

“Who are you? Will you help me plant

the wheat?”
“I’m Jack. I’m the narrator. And no, I can’t help you plant
the wheat. I'm a very busy guy trying to put a book

together. Now why don’t you just disappear for a few pages.

I’ll call when I need you.”

“But who will help me tell
my story? Who will

help me draw a

picture of the

wheat? Who will

- helprwe spell

‘the whéat’?”
“Listen Hét—, o,
forget the whoat«. Here---
comes the Title Page"
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I know. I know.

The page is upside down.
I meant to do that.

Who ever looks at that
dedication stuff anyhow?
If you really want to read
it—you can always stand
on your head.

A long time ago, people used to tell magical stories of wonder and
enchantment. Those stories were called Fairy Tales.

Those stories are not in this book. The stories in this book are

almost Fairy Tales. But not quite.

The stories in this book are Fairly Stupid Tales.

I mean, what else would you call a story like “Goldilocks and the
Three Elephants™? This girl walking through the woods smells Peanut
Porridge cooking. She decides to break into the Elephants™ house, eat
the porridge, sit in the chairs, and sleep in the beds. But when she
gets in the house she can’t climb up on Baby Elephant’s chair because
it’s too big. She can’t climb up on Mama Elephant’s chair because it’s
much too big. And she can’t climb up on Papa Elephant’s chair
because it’s much much too big. So she goes home. The End.

And if you don’t think that’s fairly stupid. you should read “Little
Red Running Shorts” or maybe “The Stinky Cheese Man.”

In fact, you should definitely go read the stories now, because the rest
of this introduction just kind of goes on and on and doesn’t really say
anything. I stuck it on to the end here so it would fill up the page and
make it look like I really knew what I was talking about. So stop now.
I mean it. Quit reading. Turn the page. If you read this last sentence.
it won’t tell you anything.

JAck

Up the Hill

Fairy Tale Forest
1992




CHICKEN LICKEN

Once upon a time Chicken Licken was standing

around when a piece of something fell on her head.
She wasn’t the brightest thing on two legs, so she
started running around in cireles clucking,

“The sky is falling! The sky is falling!

We must tell the President!”

Chicken Licken ran to her friend Ducky Lucky and
clucked, “Ducky Lucky! Ducky Lucky! The sky is
falling! The sky is falling! We must tell the President!™
“Let’s go,” quacked Ducky Lucky.

Chicken Licken and Ducky Lucky ran to their friend
Goosey Loosey and yelled, “Goosey Loosey! Goosey
Loosey! The sky is falling! The sky is falling!

We must tell the President!”

“Let’s go.” honked Goosey Loosey.

Chicken Licken, Ducky Lucky. and Goosey Loosey
-an to their friend Cocky Locky and yelled, “Cocky
Locky! Cocky Locky! The sky is falling!

The sky is falling! We must tell the President!”
“Let’s go.” erowed Cocky Locky.




“Wait a minute! Wait a minute!” cried Jack the
Narrator. “I forgot the Table of Contents!

I forgot the Table of Contents!™

“Hey, you're not in this story.” said Chicken Licken.
“I know,” said Jack the Narrator. “But I came to
warn you. The Table of Contents is—"

“The sky is falling! The sky is falling!” clucked
Chicken Licken. “We must tell the President!”

So Chicken Licken, Ducky Lucky. Goosey Loosey,
and Cocky Locky ignored Jack the Narrator

and ran off to catch a plane to Washington.

Just outside the airport they met Foxy Loxy.

“Foxy Loxy! Foxy Loxy! The sky is falling!
The sky is falling! We must tell the President!”
yelled Chicken Licken, Ducky Lucky,

Goosey Loosey, and Cocky Locky.

“Well, come with me.” said Foxy Loxy.

“I know a shortcut to the airport.”

Foxy Loxy led Chicken Licken, Ducky Lucky,
Goosey Loosey, and Cocky Locky to his cave.
He didn’t get to eat them though, because
Chicken Licken was almost right.

The sky wasn’t falling.




The Table of
Contents was.
It fell and
squashed
everybody.
The End.
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THE PRINCESS AND THE BOWLING BALL

Once upon a time there was a Prince. And this Prince’s dad and

mom (the King and Queen) somehow got it into their royal heads that
no Princess would be good enough for their boy unless she could feel
a pea through one hundred matiresses,

So it should come as no surprise that the Prince had a very hard time
finding a Princess, Every time he met a nice girl, his mom and dad
would pile one hundred mattresses on top of a pea and then invite
her to sleep over,

When the Princess came down for breakfast, the Queen would ask,
“How did you sleep, dear?”

The Princess would politely say, “Fine, thank you.™

And the King would show her the door.

Now this went on for three years, And of course nobody ever felt

the pea under one hundred mattresses. Then one day the Prince met
the girl of his dreams. He decided he better do something about it.
That night, before the Princess went to bed, the Prince slipped his
bowling ball under the one hundred mattresses.

When the Princess came down for breakfast the next morning,

the Queen asked, “How did you sleep, dear?”

“This might sound odd,” said the Princess. “But I think you need
another mattress. | felt like I was sleeping on a lump as big as a
howling ball.”

The King and Queen were satisfied.

The Prince and Princess were married.

And everyone lived happily, though maybe not completely honestly,
ever after, The End.
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THE REALLY UGLY DUCKLING

Once upon a time there was a mother
duck and a father duck who had seven
baby ducklings. Six of them were
regular-looking ducklings. The seventh
was a really ugly duckling.

Everyone used to say, “What a nice-

looking bunch of ducklings—all

except that one. Boy, he’s really ugly.”
The really ugly duckling heard these
people, but he didn’t care. He knew
that one day he would probably grow
up to be a swan and be bigger and

look better than anything in the pond.




Well., as it

turned out, he
was just a really
ugly duckling.

And he grew
up to be just a

really ugly duck.
The End.
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Once upon a time there was a frog.

One day when he was sitting on his lily pad. he saw a beautiful
princess sitting by the pond. He hopped in the water, swam over to
her, and poked his head out of the weeds,

“Pardon me. O beautiful princess.” he said in his most sad and
pathetic voice. “I wonder if you could help me.”

The princess was about to jump up and run, but she felt sorry for the
frog with the sad and pathetic voice.

So she asked.*What can I do to help you, little frog?”

“Well.” said the frog. “I'm not really a frog. but a handsome prince

who was turned into a frog by a wicked witch’s spell. And the spell
can only be broken by the kiss of a beautiful princess.”

The princess thought about this for a second. then lifted the frog from
the pond and kissed him.

“I was just kidding.” said the frog. He jumped back into the pond and

the princess wiped the frog slime off her lips. The End.




LITTLE RED RUNNING SHORTS

“Okay. I've got things running smoothly now.” said Jack the Narrator.
“And this next story is even better than the last three. See, it's about
this girl who runs very fast and always wears red running shorts. That’s
where her name comes from, get it? So anyway, this girl is running to
her granny’s house when she meets a wolf. He tricks her into taking the
long way while he takes the shorteut. Now this is the good part because
Red runs o fast that she beats the wolf to granny’s house. He knocks on
the door. Red answers it. And guess what she says? *My, what slow feet
you have.” And that’s it. The End. Is that great or what? So sit back,
relax, and enjoy—"‘Little Red Running Shorts.

“And now, like I already said—*Little Red Running Shorts” ™

“You just told the whole story,” says Little Red Running Shorts.

“We're not going to tell it again.”

“You can’t say that,” says Jack. “You have to start with *Once upon a time.”™
“No way,” says the wolf. *“You blew it.”

“But you guys are next. Look at the title at the top of the page

‘Little Red Running Shorts.” That’s you.,”
“Let’s go, Wolf.
re out of here,
“Wait, You can’t do this.
Your story is supposed
to be three pages long.
What do I do when we
turn the page?”




. | JACK'S BEAN PROBLEM

et thal HEX .
Now it’s timme for the best
story in the whole book—any
story. Because Once Upon a
Time I traded our last cow
for three magic beans and. ..
hey. Giant. What are you
doing down here? You're
wrecking my whole story.”™
“IL DONT LIKE TITIAT
STORY.” said the Giant.
“YOU ALWAYS
TRICK M.
“That’s the best part.”
said Jack.
“TELR FI FUM FORY.
I HAVE MADE MY
OWN STORY.™

“Great vrhyme. Giant. And
I’'m sure your story is just as
good. But there’s no room for
it. So why don’t you climb

back up the beanstalk. 1711
be up in a few minutes to

- steal your gold and your
- . singing harp.™”
G P
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“I’LL P
GRIND |

YOUR

BONES TO

MAKE MY

BREAD.”

“I knew you'd understand.
And there’s another little
thing that’s been bugging

me. Could you please

stop talking in uppercase % £
letters? It really messes R 13%
up the page.” vg sy
“I WILL READ MY
STORY NOW.”

said the Giant. And he did.




GIANT STORY

THE END
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The beast changed into

SEVEN DWARVES
HAPPILY EVER AFTER
for a spell had been cast by a Wicked Witch
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“That’s your story?” said Jack.

“You've got to be kidding. That’s not a

Fairly Stupid Tale. That’s an Incredibly Stupid Tale.
That’s an Unbelievably Stupid Tale. That is

the Most Stupid Tale | Ever— awwwk!”

The Giant grabbed Jack and dragged him to the next page.




JACK'S STORY

Once upon a time there was a

Giant. The Giant squeezed Jack
and said, “TELL ME A BETTER STORY
OR 1 WILL GRIND YOUR BONES TO
MAKE MY BREAD. AND WHEN YOUR
STORY IS FINISHED, T WILL GRIND YOUR
BONES TO MAKE MY BREAD ANYWAY! LHO,
HO, HO.” The Giant laughed an ugly laugh.
Jack thought, “He’ll kill me if I do. He’ll kill

me if T don’t. There’s only one way to get out of this.”

Jack cleared his throat, and then began his story.

Once upon a time there was a Giant. The Giant squeezed Jack and said,
“TELL ME A BETTER STORY OR I WILL GRIND YOUR BONES TO MAKE
MY BREAD. AND WHEN YOUR STORY IS FINISHED, I WILL GRIND YOUR

BONES TO MAKE MY BREAD ANYWAY! HO, HO, HO.™ The Giant laughed an ugly laugh.
Jack thought, “Te't kill me if | do, He'll kill me i 1 don't, There's only one way 1o get out of this." Jack




CINDERUMPELSTILTSKIN
OR THE GIRL WHO REALLY BLEW IT

Onee upon a time there was a beautiful girl named Cinderella who lived
with her wicked stepmother and two ugly stepsisters. These steprelatives
were not only wicked and ugly—they also made Cinderella clean the
house every day.

One day the local prince announced that he was holding a fabulous ball
at his castle. Everyone was invited.

The stepmother and stepsisters got all dressed up to go. But, as usual,
they made Cinderella clean the house, so she didn’t have time to

get ready. After the stepmother and stepsisters left for the ball,
Cinderella sat down and began to cry.

Just then a little man appeared.

“Please don’t ery,” he said. *T can help you spin straw into gold.™

“I don’t think that will do me much good.,” said Cinderella. “I need
a fancy dress, glass slippers, and a coach.”

“Would you like to try to guess my name?” said the clever little man.
Cinderella looked at him. “No. Not really.”

“Come on. Do you think it’s ‘Chester’?”

“If you don’t have a dress, it doesn’t really matter.”

*Oh, just guess a name, any name.”

“I"'m not supposed to talk to strangers,” said Cinderella. Then she
closed the door and left the little man standing outside sereaming,
“RUMPELSTILTSKIN! RUMPELSTILTSKIN! RUMPELSTILTSKIN!™
When the stepmother and stepsisters got home from the ball,

Cinderella told them about the strange little man. They still made

her clean the house. And meaner still, they changed her name to
Cinderumpelstiltskin. The End.




THE TORTOISE AND THE HAIR

Once upon a time there was a Tortoise
who was very slow but very dependable.
He would always get where he set out to go.

It just took him longer than most people.

One day Rabbit saw Tortoise walking
slowly but surely down the road and said,
“Tortoise, you are so slow. I could
probably grow hair faster than you run.”
“Oh yeah?” said Tortoise slowly.

“Yeah,” said Rabbit.

So they decided to race.

On the day of the big race Tortoise and
Rabbit lined up at the starting line.

Owl said, “On your mark. Get set. Grow!”
Tortoise started to run.

Rabbit started to grow his hair.




abbit grewhfé ‘hair. \

Tortoise ran. R/abbyt orew

hishair. Tortoise ran.
abbit grew his halr @

Tortoise 1§/sﬁ]] running.

Rabb@ still growing
his hair. 7/ The End.




THE STINKY CHEESE MAN

' "‘,
P

@nw upon a time there was a little

old woman and a little old man who

lived together in a little old house.
They were
lonely.
So the little
old lady
decided to
make a man
out of stinky
cheese.

She gave him a piece of bacon for
a mouth and two olives for eyes and
put him in the oven to cook.
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When she opened the oven ¢
if he was done, the smell kng,, Ry
her back. “Phew! What is t}, ‘%’
terrible smell?” she cried. Thl*
Stinky Cheese Mayp, -
hopped out of the
oven and ran out
the door calling,
“Run run run as
fast as you can.
You can’t catch
me. ['m the Stinky
Cheese Man!”

The little old lady and the
little old man sniffed the air.
“I’m not really very hungry,”
said the little old man.

“I’m not really all that lonely,”
said the little old lady. So they

didn’t chase the Stinky Cheese

Man. The Stinky Cheese Man

ran and ran until he met a cow

)

eating grass in a field. “Wow!
What’s that awful smell?”
said the cow.




The Stinky Cheese Man said,
“I"ve run away from a little old lady
and a little old man and I can run
away from you too I can. Run run run
as fast as you can. You can’t catch me.
I'm the Stinky Cheese Man!”
The cow gave another sniff and said.
“I"l bet you could give someone
two or three stomachaches.
I think I'll just eat weeds.
So the cow didn’t chase
the Stinky Cheese Man either.
The Stinky Cheese Man ran and ran
until he met some kids playing
outside school.
“Gross,” said a little girl.

hat’s that nasty smell?”
“I"ve run away from a little old lady.
and a little old man, and a cow, and
I can run away from you too I can.
Run run run as fast as you can.
You can’t catch me.
I'm the Stinky Cheese Man!™
A little boy looked up. sniffed the
air and said, “If we catch him. our

teacher will probably make us eat

him. Let’s get out of here.
So the kids didn’t chase

the Stinky Cheese Man either.




By and by the Stinky Cheese Man
came to a river with no bridge.
“How will I ever cross this river?

It’s too big to jump, and if | try to swim

across I'll probably fall apart,”

said You-Know-Who.

Just then the sly fox (who shows up in
a lot of stories like these) poked his head
out of the bushes.

“Why, just hop on my back and I'll
carry you across, Stinky Cheese Man.”
“How do I know you won’t eat me?”
“Trust me.” said the fox.

So the Stinky Cheese Man hopped on
the fox’s back.

The fox swam to the middle of the
river and said, “Oh man! What is that
funky smell?”




The fox coughed,
gageed, and sneezed,
and the Stinky Cheese
Man flew off his back

and into the river




"“What is this doing here?
This is ugly! Who is this
ISBN guy? Who will buy this
book anyway? Over fifty
pages of nonsense and I'm

only in three of them. Blah,
blah, blah, blah, blah, blah,
blah, blah, blah, blah, blah,
blah, blah,
blah, blah,
blah, blah, & 7)--
olah, blah.” ° T







Herb loved storybooks.

Although he wasn’t a very good reader,it didn’t
matter because he could tell a lot from the
pictures. Herb liked the scary ones best with
pictures ol dinosaurs gobbling up other dinosaurs,
or swooping vampires chasing people who had
foolishly decided to go for a midnight stroll

without any garlic.

Herb read his books everywhere. This was why
many of the pages were stickily stuck together,
soggy round the edges and usually had bits of

banana, biscuit and the odd pea squashed

between the pages.
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By the \time he had, Fzzie g already slightly snoring.

On this particular night
. - So Herh |searched arqund for a book to amuse him tntil pe

Herb's friend Ezzie was staying over. :
Earlier, the two of them had been playing dozed off but g the only gne he managed © find wa#

a game, inoking 5 great deal of a book of fait? taleg.

It hadn't been [goked 31N a very long time and was quite dusty.

ltwas actually quite exciting [ | but even so Herb’s eyes soon

became heav y and,




1lerb woke with a start

to hear a strange high-
pitched shrieking noise.
He looked over to see if
Fzzie was awake but there
was no sign of him at all.
Furthermore, his bed

had become sort of lumpy
and huge,which was
funny because Herb

had always found his

bed to be just right.
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‘1AM GOLDILOCKS, OF COURSE!
AND THIS IS MY STORY!




| Ahem, hem!’

coughed Goldilocks.
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‘How about some porridge?’

said the medium-sized bear.
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too hot or too cold.

I'm afraid we're
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“* & He ran past two children nibbling a house made
ginger biscuits.'T wouldn’t do that!"called Herh

‘©b, gt [08t!" shouted the ch
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and when he saw 5
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AT LONG LAST,
HE CAME TO AN

ENORMOUS DOOR. I

[
IT WAS DIFFICULT TO \

OPEN BECAUSE THE
ILLUSTRATQR HAD
DRAWN THE HANDLE |
MUCH TOO HIGH UP !’w
BUT, AFTER THREE
ATTEMPTS AT
JUMPING, HERB
MANAGED TO GRAB IT
AND SLOWLY CREAK |

THE DOOR OPEN.
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had a moustache drawn on in biro!

Tt was then that Herb
remembered. Last vear,
when he was much, much
younger, he had drawn
moustaches and glasses
on many ofhis book
characters and added
telephones to all of the

¥ rooms. He had been going

through a seribbling phase.
He had also cut out the
royal thrones for a model
spaceship that he and
e were making.
And.he had a horrible
feeling that he might
be responsible for
the disappearance of
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1lerh couldn’t help noticing that the queen

hiad a moustache drawn on in biro!
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It was then that Herh
remembered. Last vear,
when he was much, much
vounger. he had drawn
moustaches and glasses
on many ofhis book
characters and added
telephones to all of the
rooms. He had been going
through a seribbling phase.
He had also cut out the
roval thrones for a model
spaceship that he and
Fzzie were making.
And.he had a horrible
feeling that he might
be responsible for

the disappearance ol




As Herb wondered desperately what to do next.he noticed his
pencil case lying on the floor:he'd been looking for it for months.

Tes all right, T can draw you a new throne! he said.

\ r

| . . .

:)/na:ée sure it s gol Z()ZS o iwn‘[z I,lnfs, blustered the king.
> g Y g
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s ""Kﬂ(/ G,)p wanl y/()% cowrse, ordered the queen.
Herb didn’t have a gold crayon: it would have to be green.

The queen did not look impressed.

Then, finding the eraser, Herb started to rub away at the queen’s moustache.

“Ques OW! Thatweally ey,
W W/ : she roared.

Herb made a dash for it.
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Herb found himself in an odﬂl)‘ arrml_géd room.
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Looking up, Herb saw Cinderella’s wickedly mean

stepmother and her ugly daughters. 1

“What are you doing
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Do thisis your c/éz'nj./ ’

she sereamed. lcaping onto her chair,

y'm joz'nj to ma(e
You wisk Youd never
opened a book/’

Herh speedily dreyy ;

(I()(ll' on "l(‘ W

1

all, ran tln‘uugh it
hey could

and slammeq it shut.

i out to be

B8
e 4 T




‘Sorry about the dirt,* said

Herb was in a very dusty a bcdraggled.yebpmuy i m

\ kitchen. His feet were 4 :
Aren t you meang g, p, o

the royal ball?’asked] Eforb.

g
th(;r: we're “:]-a t I(T()ked e L haq 10 come, U\ ‘@
ike giant biscuit T ehome e o
) Ypecause Prince a
-achoo...,

\Nag \ate and my party dress
&Ssowed U]f (6] ra
a‘\d\ really 100keg

%“\@S 3“d thfl] 11?0600. 5% .,

Ve
( o \\S&“Qd back ing,
O

sticking to the floor and

crumbs stuck all
over the place.

e

She really was very nice and Herb

was beginning to feel extremely guilty,

because he had just remembered

where Prince Charming was:

Herb had cut himout to make

a birthday card for his mother.

‘Il only I could get out of
B <

this book I could find




‘Drat!

Abgolutely
maddening!

I wag just in the
middle of a gpell.
Thig had better

be important!’

‘It’s an
emergency!
Absolutely
everybody’s

after me. ;
You have to
help me get out

qf this book! "yelled Herb.

Well let me see...

A. Are you my fairy godchild? 0"&\\)
2 e WOV
No, you are not. [ don’t do boys; ot g

B. what do you expect when you go about scribbling

and snippering and generally causing mayhem?

i 18 10 WAy to treat 5
And C...

. SO ; i z p
junping into other people’s storieg, req Iy & WFae

I)oo’( You [m ow!

But I can’t £ ind my

= way out,” pleaded Herb,
&Y near his wits’end.

"All right, all right,
keep your pyjamag on.
I suppoge I'll have to
come to the rescue ag
always. Now where
did I put my wand?'
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At that moment
the door flew open.

It was the
unmistakably

ear-piercing voice of - D g A
Goldilocks. Right behind | Yot Were a bit weak

her was the wicked stepmother . - h le ‘Ot
and she was not in a pretty mood, ; a the W 0

having snagged her stockings ) 0

climbing a ladder out of the

upside-down room.







. . . his own bedroom floor.
‘Wh-what's happening?’squeaked a startled Lzzie,

sitting bolt upright in bed. As you can imagine it all

took some explaining. g

Ezzie and
Herb spent
the rest of the
night putting
the stor'vboo\‘
back to rights:
rubbing out Moustaches
cleaning out crumbs and blOWing
away dust. The hewildered Prince
Chal‘ming“_as prised off the birthdav
card and baqsi-Asive back i0t0 the
ballroom, His dancing wou\d :
never quite phe the same again

d“e 10 severe leg Cl‘eas““%.

Ttw

as .
":‘m[)t,ng to leave the wicked steP™Cthors room
4 wr Q A i s
umop opisdn Herb resisted. Flowever, he just couldnt help
drawing a padlock on the three hearg front door. 1\11(\ Ezzie just

couldn’t hely, Sticking a wig on Goldilocks. Well, Serves hey

Ip
rght for beW®® such 4 meany.

..and they all lived
happely ever after




a very cross little girl with mousey brown hair.
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Now if you were going to fall into a book,
a book of fairy tales probably would not
be your first choice. Because in every
story there jg always a wicked this,
an evil that or a hungry
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