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My Biography   Children of all ages have read and enjoyed books by Roald Dahl. Many of his stories, su ch as  Charlie and the Chocolate  Factory   and  James and the Giant Peach , have become classics in their own time.   As recounted in  Boy , Roald Dahl's father, Harald Dahl, immigrated to England from Norway around  the turn of the century (1900). Not long after the death of his first wife, he took a trip back to Norway in  hopes of finding  a wife to help him raise his young son and daughter. He married Sofie Magdalene Hesse l- berg in 1911 and the couple moved to Dahl's home in Llandaff, Wales. Over the next six years they had five  children: Astri, Alfhild, Roald, Else, Asta.  Roald was born on  September 13, 1916 in Llandaff.   Unfort u- nately Astri, the eldest, died of appendicitis in 1920. Harald Dahl quickly deteriorated after his daughter's  death and he died of pneum o nia a few months later. Sofie Dahl, pregnant at the time with Asta, was left wit h  three of her own children, two step – children, a sizeable estate, and her husband's dying wish that his children  would be educated in English schools, which he thought the best in the world.   A less determined woman would have packed up and moved back home   to Norway, but Sofie decided to stay in Wales  and carry out Harald's wish. But she wasn't ready to move to England yet. First she moved the family into a smaller, more man a- geable home in Llandaff and then one – by – one sent each of her children to Elmtree Ho use, a local school, for kindergarten. When  Roald was seven Sofie decided it was time for him to go to a proper boy's school, so she sent him to nearby Llandaff Cathedra l  School. He spent two years there and his only memories of it are described in  Boy   –   one involves an older boy whizzing by on a  bicycle, and the other involves The Great Mouse Plot that earned him and his friends a savage caning by the school's headmast er.  This violent incident was  what prompted Sofie to withdraw Roald from the Llandaff school and finally send him off to an English  boarding school: St. Peter's.   St. Peter's Preparatory School in Weston – super – Mare was founded in 1900 and is described at length by Dahl in his book  Boy   (published in 1984). Roald attended St. Peter's from ages nine to thirteen, and he was so homesick at first the he even faked   the symptoms of appendicitis (which he remembered from Astri and his old er half - sister Ellen) to earn a trip home. He eventually  adjusted to school life, but he never learned to like it.   In  Boy   he describes savage beatings, sadistic headmasters, prejudiced teac h- ers, an d even an abusive dormitory Matron. His nightmarish description though, is somewhat tempered by his concession that his  memory of it was "coloured by my natural love of fantasy" (Treglown, 20).   Schoolmates remembered him as a tall, soft – faced  boy, not espe cially popular but very close to the few boys who became his friends. He was good at sports like cricket and swi m- ming, but academically he was toward the bottom of his class. One of his main hobbies was reading, and some of his favorite n o- velists were the  adventure writers Rudyard Kipling, Captain Marryat, H. Rider Haggarrd, and G.A. Henty.   Their books emph a- sized a kind of heroism and masculinity that   would later influence both   Dahl’ s   life and his   own   writing .   By the time Roald was thirteen the family had m oved to Kent in England, and he was  soon sent off to the famous Repton Public School. His sisters all attended Roedean in Sussex.  To Roald, Repton was even worse than St. Peter's. His account of it in  Boy   includes fagging  (younger boys, "fags", were basically personal slaves to the older prefects, called "boazers"),  beatings, the torture of new boys, and other miseries common to many, although not all, boys'  boarding schools of the time. One particu larly scandalous section alleges that a former hea d- master of Repton, Geoffrey Fisher (who had subsequently become Archbishop of Canterbury),  was a sadistic flogger.   According to Dahl, the vicious beatings that this man would deliver,  combined with the fact   that twenty years later he crowned Queen Elizabeth II in Westminster  Abbey, made Dahl doubt the existence of God. In Jeremy Treglown's biography, however, he  discoveres that Dahl got his dates mixed up. The beatings he was referring to happened in  1933, a   year after Fisher left Repton. Dahl must have gotten Fisher mixed up with J. T. Chri s- tie, his successor.   Not all memories of Repton were bad, though. Dahl fondly recalls in  Boy   that "every now and   again, a plain grey car d- board box was dished out to each boy in our House, and this, believe it or not, was a present from the great chocolate manufa ctu r- ers, Cadbury" (BOY, 147). Inside were twelve new chocolate bar inventions that the boys were asked to  sample and critique. Dahl  and his schoolmates took this very seriously, and Roald used to dream of working in a chocolate company's inventing room. He  said in  Boy , "It was lovely dreaming those dre ams, and I have no doubt at all that, thirty – five years later, when I was looking for a  plot for my second book for children, I remembered those little cardboard boxes and the newly – invented chocolates inside them,  and I began to write a book called  Charlie and the Chocolate Factory " (BOY, 149).    After completing his education at Repton, Dahl decided that he wanted a career that would take  him to "wonderful faraway places like Africa or China" (BOY , 166). He won a coveted position with the  Shell Company and spent two years training in England. Soon after he was posted to East Africa and  started off on the two week sea voyage to get there. This voyage marks the end of  Boy   and the beginning  of  Going Solo .   Once he reached   Tanganyika   (now Tanzania) .  There he lived with two other Shell repr e- sentatives and the three of them together admini stered the entire vast East African territory.   Going Solo   describes many of the exciting adventures Dahl lived through, including the time a green mamba entered  his friend's house and the  snake – catcher   had to be called in. Another time a lion carried off a native wo m- an, and Dahl's subsequent a c count of her rescue was printed in an African newspaper and became his first  published work.  

                                              The National Day of British Poetry   

 

 

 

 

[image: image3.emf] 

                                                      The National Day of British Poetry   

 

In 1939, it became clear to Dahl that something big was coming. It was World War II. Soon  all the Englis hmen in the territory were rounded up and transformed into temporary soldiers, respo n- sible for containing the German population. This exp e rience prompted Dahl to formally join the RAF  (Royal Air Force) and learn to fly warplanes. Thus in November 1939 he d rove cross – country to Na i- robi to enlist and was awarded with the rank of Leading Aircraftman (LAC). After eight weeks of b a- sic training and six months of advanced flying instruction, the RAF deemed him ready for battle.   Unfortunately Dahl's very first vent ure into combat territory resulted in his famous 1940  crash in the Libyan desert. He was flying an unfamiliar airplane (a Gladiator) and was supposed to  join 80 Squadron in the Western Desert. Unfortunately the co – ordinates he was given were incorrect,  and   he suddenly found himself losing both daylight and fuel in the middle of nowhere. He was forced  to attempt a crash landing, praying for luck that he didn't get. His undercarriage hit a boulder and the  nose of the Gladiator slammed into the sand at over 75   miles an hour.   Dahl's head struck the refle c- tor – sight and fractured his skull, pushing his nose in and blinding him for days.   He managed to pull  himself from the burning wreckage, though, and was later rescued by three brave soldiers from the  Suffolk regi ment.   After convalescing for months in various army hospitals,   Dahl was finally deemed  fit to resume flying   duties again in the spring   of 1941 .   80 Squadron was now engaged in the tragic RAF campaign in Greece, and after rejoining them Dahl  was soon thrust  into the desperate routine of trying to stay alive. On his first trip up, he encountered six Ju 88's  (enemy planes) and managed to  shoot one of them down . The next day he shot down another ove r Kha l kis Bay.  His victory was short – lived, though, as the German Messerschmitt fighters swarmed down upon him and he  bar e ly made it back to the base alive. Over the next four days he went up twelve more times, fighting against  incredible odds and miraculo usly making it back to base each time. On the 20th of April the Germans disco v ered  the camp and ground – strafed it, but luckily they didn't hit any of the seven remaining aircraft. Dahl and the other  man in 80 Squadron fought bravely for many more months, a nd their battles are described at length in  Going  Solo . Dahl was not fated to remain with them for long though, and when he began to get blinding headaches  (from his earlier accident) he was inval ided back home to Britain.  His career in the RAF was over.   Thus, in 1941, Roald Dahl went home to England.   He wasn't there for long, though.   Through his frien d- ship with artist Matthew Smith, he became acquainted with some very important men in the British  government.   Dahl was a cultivated, forceful young injured pilot who seemed able to talk about anything.   wasn't long before he  was shipped off to the United States to help with the   British War   Effort as "assistant   air   a t taché.”   One of Dahl's first duties in America was to get close to as many well – placed people as poss i- ble. Newspaper – owner Charles Marsh was one of these, and he and Dahl struck up an immediate  friendship. Another duty was to h elp create a kind of British propaganda to keep America inte r ested in  the war and sympathetic to Britain's effort. Famous English author C.S. Forester asked Dahl to tell him  his own story, so that he could write it up. Dahl thought it easier to put somethi ng on paper himself,  and the result was so good that Forester decided not to change a thing. The finished story appeared  anonymously in  The Saturday Evening Post   in August 1942 under the title  "Shot Down Over Libya."   The story was introduced as a "factual report on Libyan air fighting" by an unnamed RAF p i- lot "at present in this country for medical reasons." Of course, the "factual" part might have been a li t tle  bit of a stretch. As mentione d previously, Dahl's crash was actually caused by lack of fuel and wrong  directions, not from any enemy shooting. Much later, when this discrepancy was pointed out to him,  Dahl claimed that the story had been edited and misleadingly captioned by magazine e ditors looking  for a more dramatic tale.   As time passed and Dahl became more popular among Washington's rich and famous, he became known for the wild  yarns he would spin about his RAF adventures. He even wrote a story called "Gremlin Lore" about the mythic al creatures that  supposedly sabotaged RAF planes. Since he was a serving officer, Dahl was required to submit everything he wrote for approval   by British Information Services. The officer who read it, Sidney Bernstein, decided to pass it along to his good   friend Walt Di s- ney, who was looking for War – related features for his fledgling film company. Disney decided to turn Dahl's story into an an i- mated feature called  The Gremlins .   Problems immediately   began to surface with the project. What did Gremlins look like? How could Disney copyright a  name already known (and invented) by countless RAF pilots? Should the film be satirical or purely fantastic? Beyond these co n- cerns, audience enthusiasm for the fi lm began to wane as the War dragged on. Ultimately the project was scrapped, though Di s- ney did put together a picture book in 1943 entitled  Walt Disney: The Gremlins (A Royal Air Force Story by Fli ght Lieutenant  Roald Dahl) . This book, published by Random House in the United States and by Collins in Australia and Great Britain, is e x- tremely rare and is considered a prize by any serious Dahl collector. It was his first book.   If the Gremlins never re ached the big screen, the experience certainly made Dahl's name as a writer. By the fall of 1944  he had a literary agent, Ann Watkins, and he had published a number of stories in American magazines:  "Shot Down Over Libya"   in  The Saturday Evening Post ;  The Gremlins   both and  Cosmopolitan   and in book form;  "The Sword"   i n  The Atlantic Monthly ;  "Katina"   and  "Only This"   in the  Ladies' Home Journal ; and  "Beware of the Dog"   in  Harper's . While Dahl, like any young writer,  was trying out styles, he was also making sure each story contained some overt propaganda for the War effort. It's also worth   nothing (in light of Dahl's later c areer) that two of these stories  –   The Gremlins   and  "Katina"   –   either featured or were written for  children .  
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In 1945 Dahl moved back home to Amersham, England to be near his mother, Sofie. He e n joyed  the rusti c country life, making friends with some of the working – class men in the village. Among them  was a butcher named Claud Taylor, who would later be immortalized in the "Claud's Dog" series of st o- ries. Meanwhile, in 1946 Reynal and Hitchcock published  Over to You , a collection of Dahl's war st o- ries. It was released in England soon after by Hamish Hamilton. The book received mixed reviews but  was ultimately successful enough to prompt Dahl's next effor t: a full – blown novel about the possibilities  of nuclear war.   The novel Dahl wrote,  Sometime Never , was published in the United States in 1948 by Scrib n er's, and in England a year  later by Collins . There's no easy way to put this: the book was a total flop. It was almost an adult version of the Gremlins story,  beginning with the Battle of Britain and continuing on to the end of the world. Despite its utter failure, the book is remark able for  being  the first book about nuclear war to be published in the United States after Hiroshima.   In the years following  Sometime Never , Dahl renewed his friendship with American Charles Marsh, helping the n ewsp a- per man amass a valuable collection of British art and antiques. Dahl also helped his mentor set up a charity known as the Ma rsh's  Public Welfare Foundation. In return, Marsh set up a trust in Dahl's name and invested thousands of dollars in a Dahl – fa mily f o- restry operation in Norway .   These years in England had been profitable ones for Dahl, but he came to miss the sophistication of New York life. As  the 1950's began, Dahl finally began to see some money from stories sold to  Collier's   and  The New Yorke r . He applied for and  was granted a permanent American visa, and soon found himself taking up residence with the Marsh family back in the Big A p- ple. He slid easily back into the circuit of celebrity parties, and it was at one of these functions in 1951 tha t he met his future wife,  actress Patricia Neal.   Patricia Neal was born in Packard, Kentucky on January 20, 1926. Her father was a manager for  the Southern Coal and Coke Company, and though the family was not sophisticated, they were comfortably  well off.  Neal's theatrical ambitions were evident early in her school career, and she later enjoyed a measure  of success at Northwestern University. After her father's early death, Neal left to pursue life as an actress in  New York. "Before she was twenty – one, she  had been taken to lunch by Richard Rodgers, pursued by D a- vid O. Selznick, had turned down one Broadway role in favor of another, and had made the cover of  Life "  (Treglown, 111).   Patricia Neal's most scandalous claim to fame, however, was her long affair wi th Gary Cooper, her  co – star from  The Fountainhead   (King Vidor, 1949). The affair with Cooper began two years earlier, in  1947, and by 1950 Cooper's wife had found out and joined the battle. On one occasion, Treglown reports,  Neal received the following tel egram: "I HAVE HAD JUST ABOUT ENOUGH OF YOU. YOU HAD  BETTER STOP NOW OR YOU WILL BE SORRY. MRS. GARY COOPER." Eve n tually Mrs. Cooper got  her way, but not before her husband had made Pat pregnant and persuaded her to have an abortion. Guilty  and scared, Nea l called off the relationship.   After this trying period, Neal won a part in  The Children's Hour , a new play by Lillian Hellman. It  was at one of Hel l man's dinner parties in 1951 that she first met the newly relocated author Roald Dahl. He  had become quite  a favorite amongst the New York elite, and he loved to shock and scorn unsuspecting  newcomers with his wit and sarcasm. When he found himself seated next to the beautiful (and ten years his  junior) rising star Patricia Neal, his tactic was to ignore her al l evening. It wasn't long, though, before the  two of them were going out together on a regular basis.   Dahl was also enjoying a measure of commercial success now as well. The sixty – year – old pu b- lisher Alfred Knopf had recently discovered some of Dahl's short   stories and was eager to sign him to a  deal. The collection Dahl later delivered in 1953 included such tales as  "Taste,"   " My Lady Love, My  Dove,"   "Skin,"   and  "Dip in the Pool."   Also included were four country stories gathered under the sub – tit le "Claud's Dog." The resulting book was entitled  Someone Like You   and received some very good r e- views: "At disconcertingly long intervals, the  compleat   short – story writer comes along... Tension i s his  business; give him a surprise denouement, he'll give you a story leading up to it. His name in this i n- stance is Roald Dahl" (James Kelly, quoted in Treglown, 119).   The publicity department at Knopf soon had even more to work with: Roald Dahl and Patr icia  Neal were married on July 2, 1953 at Trinity Church in New York.  
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Timelines     This timeline contains all information about Roald Dahl's life, the books he wrote, and movi es, television shows, and theater  productions he was involved in. It continues past his death to the present day (since new Dahl works are still being r e leased). To sort  the list, simply select the category you'd like to see from the dropdown list below an d click the Sort button.    

   1916    Roald Dahl born September 13, 1916 in Llandaff.       1920   Sister Astri dies of appendicitis at the age of seven. A  few months later Dahl's father, Harald Dahl, dies.       1923   Enters Llandaff Cathedral School.       1925   Enters St. Pete r's School in Weston – Super – Mare.       1929   Enters  Repton Public School   in Derby.       1934   Graduates from Repton. Accepts position with Shell  Oil Company in London.       1938   Begins working in Shell's br anch office in East Africa.       1939   Joins Royal Air Force . Learns to  fly fighter plane   in  Nairobi, Kenya.       1940   Suffers serious  injuries as result of plane crash in Libya.  Spends several months in military hospital in Alexa n- dria, Egypt.       1941   Rejoins his squadron, then stationed in Greece.       1942   Begins working at British Embassy in Washington.  "Shot Down Over Libya"   appears in  Saturday Evening  Post   in August.       1943   The Gremlins . First published book.       1944   Dahl secures literary agent, Ann Watkins, and short st o- r ies begin to be published in American magazines.       1945   Moves back to Amersham, England to be near mother  Sofie.       1946   Over to You .       1948   Some   Time Never: A Fable for Supermen . Begins d i- viding his time between England and New York City.       1951   Meets future wife, actress  Patricia Neal .       1953   Someone Like You . Marries Patricia Neal on July 2.       1954   Purchases "Little Whitefield" farmhouse (later r e named  "Gipsy House") in Great Missenden, England.       1955   "The Honeys" . Dau ghter Olivia Twenty born April 20.       1957   Daughter Chantal Sophia (renamed Tessa to avoid the  rhyme) born April 11.       1958   Alfred Hitchcock Presents .       1959   Kiss Kiss .       1960   Son, Theo Matthew Roald, born July 30. Later baby's  carriage is hit by taxicab in New York City, causing  massive head injuries.       1961   Hosts  "Way Out" .  James and the Giant Peach .       1962   Daughter Olivia dies of measles encephalities on N o- vember 17.       1964   Charlie and the Chocolate Factory .  36 Hours . Daug h ter  Ophelia Magdalena born May 12.       1965   Parson's Pleasure . Patricia Neal suffers three massive  strokes on February 17 and  returns home   three months  later.  Daughter Lucy Neal born August 4.       1966   The Magic Finger .       1967   You Only Live Twice . Dahl's mother Sofie dies on N o- vember 17.     

   1968   Selected Stories of Roald Dahl .  Chitty Chitty Bang  Bang .       1969   Twenty Nine Kisses from Roald Dahl .       1970   Fantastic Mr. Fox .       1971   Willy Wonka an d the Chocolate Factory   and  The  Night Digger .       1972   Charlie and the Great Glass Elevator .       1974   Switch B***h .       1975   Danny the Champion of the World .       1977   The Wonderful Story of Henry Sugar and Six More .       1978   The Enormous Crocodile   and  The Best of Roald  Dahl .       1979   My Uncle Oswald ,  Tales of the Unexpected , and  Taste and Other Tales . Hosts  "Tales of the Une x- pected" . Separates   from Patricia Neal.       1980   The Twits ,  More Tales of the Unexpected , and  A  Roald Dah l Selection: Nine Short Stories .       1981   George's Marvelous Medicine   and  Further Tales of  the Unexpected .  The Patricia Neal Story .       1982   The BFG   and  Revolting Rhymes .       1983   The Witches ,  Dirty Beasts , and  Roald Dahl's Book  of Ghost Stories . Divorces Patricia Neal on N o- vember 17 and marries Felicity Crosla nd.       1984   Boy  –   Tales of Childhood .       1985   The Giraffe and the Pelly and Me .       1986   Go ing Solo ,  Completely Unexpected Tales ,  Two  Fables , and  The Roald Dahl Omnibus .       1 987   A Second Roald Dahl Selection: Eight Short Stories .       1988   Matilda   and  Ah, Sweet   Mystery of Life .       1989   Rhyme Stew .  The BFG ,  Danny the Champion of the  World , an d  Breaking Point .       1990   Esio Trot .  The Witches .  Roald Dahl dies   November  23 in Oxford, England.       1991   The Vicar of Nibbleswicke ,  Memories with Food at  Gips y House ,  The Minpins .  The Collected Short  Stories of Roald Dahl , and  Roald Dahl's  Guide to  Railway Safety .       1992   Idealnaya para .       1993   My Year .       1994   Roald Dahl 's Revolting Recipes .       1995   Lamb to the Slaughter and Other Stories .  Pisvingers! .       1996   Matilda   and  James and the Giant Peach .       1997   The Great Automatic Grammatizator and Other St o- ries .       1998   The Umbrella Man and Other Stories .       2000   The Mildenhall Treasure   and  Skin and Other Stories    
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Poems   Most people don't realize that in addition to being a fine writer, Roald Dahl was also a gifted comi c poet. His chil d ren's  books are full of songs and poetry, and he even wrote three books devoted to nothing but verse. Here are all of his poems (at   least, the ones I know of) with links to further information. Note: poems without a title are referred to b y their first line.      "Aladdin and the Magic Lamp"        "Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves"        "The Ant - Eater"        " Attention, please! Attention, please... "        " Augustus Gloop! Augustus Gloop... "        " Aunt Spiker was thin as a wire... "        " Aunt Sponge was terrifically fat... "        " BUNGO BUNI... "        "Cinderella"        "The Cow"        "The Crocodile"        " Dear frie nds, we surely all agree... "        "The Dentist and the Crocodile"        "Dick Whittington and His Cat"        " Down they go... "        "The Emperor's New Clothes"        "Goldilocks and the Three Bears"        "A Hand in the Bird"        "Hansel and Gretel"        " Hello, you great Knid! Tell us, how do you do... "        "Hey Diddle Diddle"        "Hot and Cold"        " 'I look and smell,' Aunt Sponge declared... "        " If you are old and have the shakes... "        " In the quelchy quaggy sogmire... "        " I've eaten many strange and scrump tious dishes in my time... "        "Jack and the Beanstalk"        "The Lion"        "A Little Nut - T ree"        "Little Red Riding Hood and the Wolf"        "Mary, Mary"        " The most important thi ng we've learned... "        " My friends, this is the Centipede, and let me make it known... "        " "My teacher wasn't half as nice as yours seems to b e... "        "The Nurse's Song"        " Once upon a time... "        " Oh alleluia and hooray... "        " Oh, hooray for the storm and the rain... "        " Oh you Knid, you are vile and vermicious... "        "Physical Training"        "The Pig"        "The Porcupine"        "The Price of Debauchery"        "The Scorpion"        "Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs"        "St. Ives"        " There's no earthly way of knowing... "        "The Three Little Pigs"        "The Toad and the Snail"        "The Tortoise and the Hare"        "The Tummy Beast"        " Veruca Salt, the little brute... "        " We may see a Creature with forty - nine heads... "        "Where Art Thou, Mother Christmas?"      
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Information      First editions:     o   Alfred Knopf, 1982, USA.    o   Jonathan Cape, 1983, Great Britain.       Illustrated by Quentin Blake       Contains:     o   "Cinderella"     o   "Jack and the Beanstalk"     o   "Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs"     o   "Goldilocks and the Three Bears"     o   "Little Red Riding Hood"     o   "The Three Little Pigs"        Movie:     o   "Revolting Rhymes"        Audio Books:     o   Revolting Rhymes   read by Prunella Scales and  Timothy West     

"With wicked wit and the cunning of a big bad wolf, Roald Dahl retells six of your  favorite fairy tales...   Did you know that Snow White was the leader of a gang of gambling dwarfs? Or  that L ittle Red Riding Hood collected wolfskin coats? Or that the Wolf didn't plan to blow  down the Pig's brick house, he planned to blow it  up   –   with dynamite?   Cinderella, Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs, Jack and the Beanstalk, Gold i- locks and the Three Bears,  Little Red Riding Hood, the Three Little Pigs  –   they'll never  be the same again!"  
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  I guess you think you know this story.   You don’t. The real one’s much more gory.   The phoney one, the o ne you know,   Was cooked up years and years ago,   And made to sound all soft and sappy   Just to keep the children happy.   Mind you, they got the first bit right,   The bit where, in the dead of night,   The Ugly Sisters, jewels and all,   Departed for the Palace Bal l,   While darling little Cinder e la   Was locked up in a slimy cellar,   Where rats who wanted things to eat,   Began to nibble at her feet.   She bellowed ‘Help!’ and ‘Let me out!’   The Magic Fairy heard her shout.   Appearing in a blaze of light,    She said, ‘My dear,   are you all right?’   ‘All right?’  cried Cindy. ‘Can’t you see   ‘I feel as rotten as can be!’    She beat her fist against the wall,    And shouted, ‘Get me to the Ball!    ‘There is a Disco at the P a lace!    ‘The rest have gone and I am ja l ous!    ‘I want a dress! I  want a coach!    ‘And earrings and a diamond brooch!    ‘And silver slippers, two of those!    ‘And lovely nylon panty - hose!    ‘Done up like that I’ll gua r antee    ‘The handsome Prince will fall for me!’    The Fairy said, ‘Hang on a tick.’    She gave her wand a might y flick    And quickly, in no time at all,    Cindy was at the Palace Ball!    It made the Ugly Sisters wince    To see her dancing with the Prince.    She held him very tight and pressed    herself against his manly chest.    The Prince himself was turned to pulp,    All   he  could do was gasp and gulp.   Then midnight struck. She shouted, ‘Heck!   ‘I’ve got to run to save my neck!’    The Prince cried, ‘No! Alas! Alack!’    He grabbed her dress to hold her back.    As Cindy shouted, ‘Let me go!’    The dress was ripped from head to to e.    She ran out in her unde r wear,    And lost one slipper on the stair.    The Prince was on it like a dart,    He pressed it to his pounding heart,    ‘The girl this slipper fits,’ he cried,    ‘Tomorrow morn shall be my bride!    ‘I’ll visit every house in town    ‘Un til I’ve tracked the ma i den down!’    Then rather carelessly, I fear,    He placed it on a crate of beer.    At once, one of the Ugly Sisters,    (The one whose face was blotched   with bli s ters)    Sneaked up and grabbed the dai n ty shoe,    And quickly flushed it down  the loo.    

Then in its place she calmly put   The slipper from her own left foot.   Ah - ha, you see, the plot grows thicker,   And Cindy’s luck starts loo k ing sicker.   Next day, the Prince went charging down   To knock on all the doors in town.   In every house, the t ension grew.   Who was the owner of the shoe?   The shoe was long and very wide.   (A normal foot got lost i n side.)   Also it smelled a wee bit icky.   (The owner’s feet were hot and sticky.)   Thousands of eager people came   To try it on, but all in vain.   Now came the   Ugly Sisters’ go.   One tried it on. The Prince screamed, ‘No!’   But she screamed, ‘Yes! It fits! Whoopee!   ‘So now you’ve got to marry me!’   The Prince went white from ear to ear.   He muttered, ‘Let me out of here.’   ‘Oh no you don’t! You made a vow!   ‘There’s n o way you can back out now!’    ‘Off with her head!’ The Prince roared back.    They chopped it off with one big whack.    This pleased the Prince. He smiled and said,    ‘She’s prettier without her head.’    Then up came Sister Number Two,    Who yelled, ‘Now I will  try the shoe!’    ‘Try this instead!’ the Prince yelled back.    He swung his trusty sword and  smack  -   Her head went crashing to the ground.    It bounced a bit and rolled around.    In the kitchen, peeling spuds,    Cinderella heard the thuds   Of bouncing heads upon   the floor,    And poked her own head round the door.    ‘What’s all the racket?’ Ci n dy cried.    ‘Mind your own bizz,’ the Prince replied.    Poor Cindy’s heart was torn to shreds.    My Prince! she thought. He chops off  heads!   How could I marry anyone    Who does th at sort of thing for fun?    The Prince cried, ‘Who’s this dirty slut?    ‘Off with her nut! Off with her nut!’    Just then, all in a blaze of light,    The Magic Fairy hove in sight,    Her Magic Wand went  swoosh  and  swish!    ‘Cindy!’ she cried, ‘come make a wish!    ‘Wish anything and have no doubt    ‘That I will make it come about!’    Cindy answered, ‘Oh kind Fairy,    ‘This time I shall be more wary.    ‘No more Princes, no more money.    ‘I have had my taste of h o ney.    ‘I’m wishing for a decent man.    ‘They’re hard to find . D’you think you can?’    Within a minute, Cinderella    Was married to a lovely fe l ler,    A simple jam - maker by trade,    Who sold good home - made marmalade.    Their house was filled with smiles and laughter    And they were happy ever after.    
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Я уверен, что каждый из вас   Эту историю слышал не раз,   Но в реальности она   Так коварна и страшна!   Ее   ведь просто заменили,   Чтоб счастливы все люди были!   Давно - давно случилось это…   Вот королевская карета    Отъехала от дома.   Она, конечно, нам знакома!   Ведь в ней сидят две безобразные,   Такие злые и ужасные   Две сестры Золушки, ну, а еще   Сидит там мачеха ее!   И   в самых модных туфлях, платьях,   При полном, так сказать, параде    На бал поехали они,   А Золушку в подвале заперли!   Она и плачет и, рыдает    А крыса злобная ее кусает,   Но вдруг из темноты ночной,   Такой опасной и густой   Явилась Фея, и она    С собою палочку взя ла.   А палочка волшебная,   Полезная, целебная!   И говорит ей Золушка: «Прошу!   Доставь меня к дворцу!   На бал хочу я так попасть!   Я буду с принцем танцевать!»   И фея молвила: «Ну что же,   Те6е, конечно, мы поможем!»   А Золушка кричит:   «Но только ты, сударыня, учти :   От Дольче  - и -   Габана чтобы был костюмчик,   Перчатки можно и от Гуче,   И туфельки хрустальные от Прада!   Но а другого мне не надо!   Вот Фея палочкой взмахнула   И Золушка, когда очнулась,   Стояла в замке, полна сил,   И Принц ее на танец пригласил.   А сестры все см отрели злобным взглядом,   Крутились постоянно рядом!   Сверкали злобно их глаза,   Но начаналася гроза,   Уже двенадцать бьют часы   И Золушке пора идти.   А бедный Принц не может сделать даже вдох   Ведь Золушка так крепко обняла его!   Но вдруг исчез ее наряд,   И Золушка скорей назад  

Бежит домой, бежит в подвал,   Чтоб ничего никто не знал!   А принц забыть ее не может:    «Теперь лишь свадьба мне поможет!   И каждый дом я обыщу,   И все равно ее найду!»   Но ночью злобная сестра   Туфлю из замка забрала,   И выбросила модную т уфлю,   А на ее местечко девушка засунула свою!   Туфля ее была огромной и воняла!   И дикий ужас вызывала!   Конечно, бес сомнения. Она   Была всем дамам велика!   И напряжение росло,   Ну кто ее владелец, кто?   Дошли до дома злой сестры, и что же,    Туфля подходит, ну а   все же,   Она законная жена?   Она ль та девушка? Она?   «Теперь твоя я навсегда!»   И крикнул Принц: «Но как!   Как же такое могло быть?   И кто нас сможет рассудить?»   И подумал он: «Постой,   Я заберу ее с собой!   Достал он саблю и к сестре он поспешил,   И голова ее ли шил!     Пришла сестра вторая, Принц на нее взглянул   И саблей грозно он взмахнул.   И полетела голова,   Но Золушка тоже рядом была!   Она картошку чистила,   Когда она увидела,   То потемнело все в глазах,   А по щеке бежит слеза!   «А это что за служанка, пусть уходит!   И обликом своим триумф пусть мой не портит!»   И фея тут же появилась,   И Золушка к ней обратилась:   «Не понимаю, как я могла   Быть к Принцу этому добра?!   Как я была слепа!   Как я была глупа!   Ведь он  -   безжалостный убийца!   Как я могла в него влюбиться?!»   «Что ж,   деньги многих привлекают,   Но поступки с небес на землю возвращают!»   И Золушка забыла Принца,   Смогла она в крестьянина влюбиться!   И с ним она была всегда   И счастлива и весела!  
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This famous wicked little tale   Should never have been put on sale.   It is a mystery to me   Why loving  parents cannot see   That this is actually a book   About a brazen little crook.   Had I the chance I wouldn’t fail   To clap young Goldilocks in jail.   Now just imagine  how you’d  feel   If you had cooked a lovely meal,   Delicious porridge, stea m ing hot,   Fresh coffee  in the coffee - pot,   With maybe toast and ma r malade,   The table beautifully laid,   One place for you and one for dad,   Another for your little lad.   Then dad cries, ‘Golly - gosh! Gee - whizz!   ‘Oh cripes! How hot this porridge is!   ‘Let’s take a walk along the street     ‘Until it’s cool enough to eat.’    He adds, ‘An early morning stroll    ‘Is good for people on the whole.    ‘It makes your appetite i m prove    ‘It also helps your bowels to move.’    No proper wife would dare to question    Such a sensible suggestion,    Above all n ot at breakfast - time    When men are seldom at their prime.    No sooner are you down the road    Than Goldilocks, that little toad    That nosey thieving little louse,    Comes sneaking in your empty house.    She looks around. She quickly notes    Three bowls brimful  of po r ridge oats.    And while still standing on her feet,    She grabs a spoon and starts to eat.   I say again, how  would  you feel   If you had made this lovely meal   And some delinquent little tot   Broke in and gobbled up the lot?   But wait! That’s not the worst o f it!   Now comes the most di s tressing bit.   You are of course a hous e proud  wife,   And all your happy married life   You have collected lovely things   Like gilded cherubs wea r ing wings,   And furniture by Chippe n dale   Bought at some famous auction sale.   But your mos t special v a lued treasure,   The piece that gives you endless pleasure,   Is one small children’s di n ing - chair,   Elizabethan, very rare.   It is in fact your joy and pride,   Passed down to you on grandma’s side.   But Goldilocks, like many freaks,   Does not appreciat e ant i ques.   She doesn’t care, she doesn’t mind,   And now she plonks her fat behind     Upon this dainty precious chair,   And crunch! It busts beyond repair.   A nice girl would at once exclaim,   ‘Oh dear! Oh heavens! What a shame!’   Not Goldie. She begins to swear .   She bellows, ‘What a lousy chair!’   And uses  one  disgusting word   That luckily you’ve never heard.   (I dare not write it, even hint it.   Nobody would ever print it.)   You’d think by now this little skunk   Would have the sense to do a bunk.   But no. I very much  regret   She hasn’t nearly finished yet.   Deciding she would like a rest,   She says, ‘Let’s see which bed is best.’   Upstairs she goes and tries all three.   (Here comes the next catastrophe.)   Most educated people choose   To rid themselves of socks and shoes   Befor e they clamber into bed.   But Goldie didn’t give a shred.   Her filthy shoes were thick with grime,   And mud and mush and slush and slime.   Worse still, upon the heel of one   Was something that a dog had done.   I say once more, what  would  you think   If all this ho rrid dirt and stink   Was smeared upon your eiderdown   By this revolting little clown?   (The famous story has no clues   To show the girl removed her shoes.)   Oh, what a tale of crime on crime!   Let’s check it for a second time.   Crime One,  the prosecution’s case:   She breaks and enters someone’s place.   Crime Two,  the prosecutor notes:   She steals a bowl of porridge oats.   Crime Three:  She breaks a precious chair   Belonging to the Baby Bear.   Crime Four:  She smears each spotless sheet   With filthy messes from her feet.   A  judge would say without a blink,    ‘Ten years hard labour in the clink!’    But in the book, as you will see,    The little beast gets off scot - free,    While tiny children near and far    Shout, ‘Goody - good! Hooray! Hurrah!’    ‘Poor darling Goldilocks!’ they say,    ‘Thank goodness that she got away!’    Myself, I think I’d rather send    Young Goldie to a sticky end.    ‘Oh daddy!’ cried the Baby Bear,    ‘My porridge gone! It isn’t fair!’    ‘Then go upstairs,’ the Big Bear said,    ‘Your porridge is upon the bed.    ‘But as it’s   inside mademoiselle,    ‘You’ll have to eat  her  up as well.’    
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Это знаменитый, но жуткий рассказ.   В продажу он выходил не раз.   Остается загадкой: Почему же   Родител и не видят в рассказе этом ужас?!   О девочке маленькой, наглой и нечестной,   Почему же эта книга всем так интересна?!   Виноватым перед вами чувствую себя,   Потому что рассказ написал этот я.   Этот современный, ужасный рассказ   Плохое ощущение вызовет у вас.     Есл и с любовью еду готовишь ты:   Овсяную кашку, только что с плиты,   Свежий кофе, с пылу и с жару,   С печеньем, орехами и мармеладом.   Расставь аккуратно все на скатерти красивой,   Для семьи своей любимой.   Одно местечко  –   для тебя, одно  –   для папы.   Другое  –   для до ченьки маленькой вашей.   Папа воскликнул: "Как вкусно, как мило!   Это прекрасно, это красиво!"   А после добавил: "Перед едой  –     Нужно прочистить кишечник свой.   Прогулка по улицам  –   вот благодать!   Будем все вместе здоровье укреплять!   Прогулка всегда аппетит ул учшает,   Пользу приносит, живот прочищает!"   Но мама осмелилась произнести:   "Уже ведь не утро, зачем же идти?"     Быстро ли, скоро ли вниз по дороге   Шла Златовласка, не глядя под ноги.   Везде она нос свой сует,   Беды, несчастья в дом к ним несет.   В домик красивы й зашла она   И огляделась по сторонам.   Увидела столик, на нем  –   три чашки,    Они до краев наполнены кашкой.   Уселась за стол, схватила ложку:   "Поем - ка я, пожалуй, на дорожку!"   Вообще - то взлом квартиры, без сомненья  –     Это уголовное преступленье!   Но это еще не   самое худшее,   Что было дальше, вы лучше послушайте!   Женщина - мама коллекцию хранила   И дорогие вещи она очень любила!   Ну, в общем, разный антиквариат   И тут и там на полках у нее  стоят:   И золотые крылья, и мебель вся старинная   Из ценного дерева она у нее сп илена!   А также мини - стульчик, от бабушки достался.   И девочка - дочурка обедает в нем часто.    

Но злая Златовласка не ценит ничего!   Чужой сломала стульчик, а ей все равно!   "Дурацкий стул!"  –   она кричала.  –   "Ушиблась больно я, когда с него упала!"   И тут такое слово она произнесла,   Которое, простите, печатать я не стал!     Хамка мален ь кая эта   (Не утаю от вас секрета),   Любила очень отдыхать.   И счастлива была, увидев в комнате кровать.   На всех кроватях грубиянка полежала   И лучшую она признала,   Всех мягче   и нежнее была эта кровать.   Осталось растянуться и мягко на ней спать.   Многие люди бы перед этим   (Да что там люди, даже медведи!)   Снимали носочки, ботинки, жилет   Чтоб не испачкать постельный комплект   Но Златовласка обутой осталась,   В грязных ботинках в кро вать забралась.   Но худшее даже не это, а то,   Что на ботинке ее на одном   Остатки собачьих отходов были,   В которые утром она наступила!   Как мерзко и жутко,   Ведь это не шутка!   Теперь вся кровать в отходах собачьих!   Ну разве же можно ее так испачкать!   А Златов ласка, без сомнений,   Совершила много преступлений:   Преступление один, уголовного кодекса:   В дом Златовласка проникла без спроса!   Преступление два, обвинительная запись:   Воровка украла медвежий завтрак!   Преступление три: сломала чужой стул,   Который, между п рочим, был очень дорогой!   Преступление четыре: испачкала кровать,   На которой ночью хозяевам спать!   Сказали стулья и мебель, и ковры:   "Десять лет служили мы!   А девчонка эта нас поломала,   И теперь спокойно убежала!   Златовласка лежала на кровати,   А мебель дом ашняя принялась кричать:   "Спасибо большое, что ты ушла!   Плохая ты очень, не приходи никогда!"   Вернулись медведи, взглянув на стул,   Сказала малютка: "Кто его погнул!?"   Поднявшись наверх, сказал отец - медведь:   "Ведь эта леди все еще здесь?   Давайте вместо завт рака мы скушаем ее,   Не будет больше грабить медвежье жилье!"  
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Jack’s mother said, ‘We’re  stony broke!    ‘Go out and find some wealthy bloke    ‘Who’ll buy our cow. J ust say she’s sound    ‘And worth at least a hundred pound.   ‘But don’t you dare to let him know    ‘That she’s as old as billy - o.’    Jack led the old brown cow away,    And came back later in the day,    And said, ‘Oh mumsie dear, guess what    ‘Your clever little bo y has got.    ‘I got, I really don’t know how,    ‘A super trade - in for our cow. ‘   The mother said, ‘You little creep,    ‘I’ll bet you sold her much too cheap.’   When Jack produced one lousy bean,    His startled mother, turning green,    Leaped high up in the air a nd cried,    ‘I’m  absolutely stupefied!   ‘You crazy boy! D’you really mean    ‘You sold our Daisy for a bean?’    She snatched the bean. She yelled, ‘You chump.    And flung it on the rubbish - dump.    Then summoning up all her power,    She beat the boy for half an hou r,    Using (and nothing could be meaner)    The handle of a vacuum - cleaner.    At ten p.m. or thereabout,    The little bean began to sprout.    By morning it had grown so tall    You couldn’t see the top at all.    Young Jack cried, ‘Mum, admit it now!    ‘It’s better t han a rotten cow!’    The mother said, ‘You lunatic!    ‘Where are the beans that I can pick?    ‘There’s not  one bean!  It’s bare as bare!’    ‘No no!’ cried Jack. ‘You look up there!    ‘Look very high and you’ll behold    ‘Each single leaf is solid gold!’    By gollik ins, the boy was right!    Now, glistening in the morning light,    The mother actually perceives    A mass of lovely golden leaves!   She yells out loud, ‘My sainted souls!    ‘I’ll sell the Mini, buy a Rolls!    ‘Don’t stand and gape, you little clot!    ‘Get up there   quick and grab the lot!’    Jack was nimble, Jack was keen.    He scrambled up the mighty bean.    Up up he went without a stop,    But just as he was near the top,    A ghastly frightening thing occurred  -   Not far above his head he heard    A big deep voice, a rumbl ing thing    That made the very heavens ring.    It shouted loud, ‘FEE Fl FO FUM    ‘I SMELL THE BLOOD OF AN ENGLISHMAN!’   Jack was frightened, Jack was quick,    And down he climbed in half a tick.  

‘Oh mum!’ he gasped. ‘Believe you me    ‘There’s something nasty up   our tree!    ‘I saw him, mum! My gizzard froze!   ‘A Giant with a clever nose!’    ‘A clever nose!’  his mother hissed.    ‘You must be going round the twist!’    ‘He smelled me out, I swear it, mum!    ‘He said he  smelled  an Englishman!’    The mother said, ‘And well h e might!    ‘I’ve told you every single night    ‘To take a bath because you smell,    ‘But would you do it? Would you hell!    ‘You even make your mother shrink    ‘Because of your unholy stink!’    Jack answered, ‘Well, if you’re so clean    ‘Why don’t you climb the c razy bean.’   The mother cried, ‘By gad, I will!    ‘There’s life within the old dog still!’    She hitched her skirts above her knee    And disappeared right up the tree.    Now would the Giant smell his mum?    Jack listened for  the fee - fo - fum.    He gazed aloft. He w ondered when   The dreaded words would come... And then ...    From somewhere high above the ground    There came a frightful crunching sound.    He heard the Giant mutter twice,    ‘By gosh, that tasted very nice.   ‘Although’ (and this in grumpy tones)    ‘I wish ther e weren’t so many bones.’    ‘By Christopher!’ Jack cried. ‘By gum!    ‘The Giant’s eaten up my mum!    ‘He smelled her out! She’s in his belly!    ‘I had a hunch that she was smelly.’    Jack stood there gazing longingly    Upon the huge and golden tree.    He murmured   softly, ‘Golly - gosh,    ‘I guess I’ll  have  to take a wash    ‘If I am going to climb this tree    ‘Without the Giant smelling me.    ‘In fact, a bath’s my only hope ...    He rushed indoors and grabbed the soap    He scrubbed his body everywhere.    He even washed and  rinsed his hair.   He did his teeth, he blew his nose    And went out smelling like a rose.    Once more he climbed the mighty bean.    The Giant sat there, gross, obscene,    Muttering through his vicious teeth    (While Jack sat tensely just beneath),    Muttering lou d, ‘FEE FI FO FUM,    ‘RIGHT NOW I CAN’T SMELL ANYONE.’   Jack waited till the Giant slept,    Then out along the boughs he crept    And gathered so much gold, I swear    He was an instant millionaire.    ‘A bath,’ he said, ‘does seem to pay.    ‘I’m going to have one e very day.’  
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Мама сказала: «Мы голодаем, сынок!   На площадь базарную сходить бы ты не мог?   Да найти бы богатого гр ажданина,   Который корову бы нашу купил?   А спросит, какая цена,   Ответь, что сто фунтов стоит она.   Но только ему ты не говори не слова,   Про то, что стара наша корова!   Все понял? Ну тогда ступай!   Иди же побыстрее!, не стой и не зевай!»   Вот долго ли, мало ли ш ел на базар,   Что бы корову представить как товар   Маленький Джек, смышленый парнишка.   Резвый и бодрый этот мальчишка!   А там, на базаре, он встретил мужчину   Который согласился купить его скотину,   Но взамен не дал он ни гроша,   А лишь бобовые семена!   Но сказал   он мальчику один большой секрет:   Дороже их ты не найдешь, хоть даже обойдешь  весь свет!   И мальчик к маме прибежал,   Про семена он рассказал,   А мама в панике на сына:   «Ты дур а ч о к, негодная скотина!   На что же ты корову поменял?!   Ты что, вообще не соображал?! »   И полетели семена   В ведро для мусора, что у окна.   А мама Джека с горяча   Побила сына, все еще крича:   «Уйди ты с глаз моих, негодный,   Так будешь же теперь ходить голодный!»   Но вот на утро, на изумленье всех   Бобовые ростки полезли вверх!   И ровно в десять ут ра   Мама была едва жива!   И Джек кричал: «Признай, несправедливо   Вчера меня ты колотила!»   «Ей - богу! Я сошла с ума!   Не могут быть волшебными эти семена!»   А между тем бобы росли,   И листья к небу подняли!   И вырос стебель золотой,   Блестящий, длинный и большой!   А   мать кричит: «Услышал Бог мои мольбы!   Ну, Джек, скорее лезь, сорви бобы!»   И юркий и проворный мальчик   По листьям поскакал, как мячик!   (Точнее, лез он по стеблю,   А это я для рифмы говорю).   И вот Джек лез все выше, выше…  

Внезапно голос он услышал:   «Фу!  Я чую запах англичанина!   Возможно, он сюда забрел случайно!»   И голос этот был суров, жесток,    И бедный Джек от страха двигаться не мог!   Когда очнулся, Джек пошевелил ногами,   И быстро вниз полез он, к маме,   «Ох, мамочка, спаси меня!   На небе великана видел я !   С большим и умным носом смотрел он на меня   Я очень испугался, летел как от огня!»   «С умным носом?» -   мама заметила вдруг.   «Да! Мы должны собраться в круг!   Он сказал, что почувствовал запах мой!»   Мама сказала: «Мой дорогой!   Чтобы долго не вонять,   Нужно поч аще ванну принимать!   Чтобы зловоние не источать,   Будешь ты ночью ванну принимать!»   Джек ответил: «Коль ты так чиста,   Почему за фасолью не полезла сама?»   Тогда мама Джека полезла по стеблю,   Чтобы чистоту доказать свою!   Джек услышал: фу, фу, фу! Наверх Джек  посмотрел,   И мамины ругательства услышать он успел!    Ужасный хруст Джек почему - то услыхал.   Гигант там что - то бормотал:   «Как вкусно! Я в жизни ничего вкусней не ел,   А ведь давно попробовать хотел   Еды английской, это чудо!   Откуда же оно пришло, откуда?»   И Дж ек, увидя, заревел:   «Он что, мамочку съел?!   Я знаю, он съел ее, не ахнув?   Потому что она  очень плохо пахла!   Без устали на ствол большой   Красивый, длинный, золотой   Глядел наш Джек уныло,   И вдруг схватил он мыло:   «Я должен искупаться, одежду постирать,   Чтоб ы гигант, когда на ствол полезу я, сумел меня  учуять!»   Он искупался, все вытащил занозы,   И пахну прямо как райская роза!   И вот он чистым полез на ствол.   Но великан не почуял его!   Он не бормотал, а сладко спал   И Джек набрал на вершине ствола   Много золота, р азных сокровищ,   И не боялся теперь он чудовищ!   А ванну с тех пор Джеку не лень   Принимать один раз в день!  
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As soon as Wolf began to feel   That he would like a decent meal,   He went and knocked on Grandma’s door.   When Grandma opened it, she saw   The sharp white teeth, the horrid grin,   And Wolfie said, ‘May I come in?’   Poor Grandmamma was terrified,   ‘He’s going to eat me up!’ she cried.   And she was absolutely right.   He ate her up in one big bite.   But Grandmamma was s mall and tough,   And Wolfie wailed, ‘That’s not enough!   ‘I haven’t yet begun to feel   ‘That I have had a decent meal!’   He ran around the kitchen yelping,   ‘I’ve  got  to have another helping!’   Then added with a frightful leer,   ‘I’m therefore going to wait right   here   ‘Till Little Miss Red Riding Hood   ‘Comes home from walking in the wood.’   He quickly put on Grandma’s clothes,   (Of course he hadn’t eaten those.)   He dressed himself in coat and hat.   He put on shoes and after that   He even brushed and curled his hair,   T hen sat himself in Grandma’s chair.   In came the little girl in red.   She stopped. She stared. And then she said,   ‘What great big ears you have, Grandma.’   ‘All the better to hear you with,’  the Wolf replied.   ‘What great big eyes you have, Grandma,’   said Litt le Red Riding Hood.   ‘All the better to see you with,’  the Wolf replied.   He sat there watching her and smiled.   He thought, I’m going to eat this child.   Compared with her old Grandmamma   She’s going to taste like caviare.   Then Little Red Riding Hood said,  ‘Bu t Grandma,   what a lovely great big furry coat you have on.’   ‘That’s wrong!’ cried Wolf. ‘Have you forgot   ‘To tell me what BIG TEETH I’ve got?   ‘Ah well, no matter what you say,   ‘I’m going to eat you anyway.’   The small girl smiles. One eyelid flickers.   She w hips a pistol from her knickers.   She aims it at the creature’s head   And  bang bang bang,  she shoots him dead.   A few weeks later, in the wood,   I came across Miss Riding Hood.   But what a change! No cloak of red,   No silly hood upon her head.   She said, ‘Hello,  and do please note   ‘My lovely furry WOLFSKIN COAT.’  
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«В семье не без урода» -   Пословица, известная народу.   Вот точно также в маленьком лесу   Злой Серый Волк и скал себе еду.   Еды совсем он не нашел,   И в гости к Бабушке пошел!   «Ее я съем, я не шучу!   Ведь кушать очень я хочу!»   И часа не прошло, как вот   Стоит Серый волк у узких ворот!   И в дверь он стучит,   И грозно рычит!   И бабушка дверь ему открывает,   Стоит возле Во лка, трясется, рыдает.   Но был безжалостен и зол   Ужасный этот Серый Волк!   Он бабушку глотает,   Но ничего не понимает:   «Она жестка на вкус, ну что же,   Пойду найду кого - то помоложе!»   Но вспомнив сказку, Волк остановился,   Надел парик, в кровать он завалился.   Ле жит, сопит и ждет,   Когда же внученька придет.   И вот стук в дверь,   Покинул Волк свою постель.   «Войти мне можно?»   Волк открывает осторожно,   И слюни на пол потекли,   Ведь внученька стоит в двери!   «Она свежа и молода!   Какой обед устрою я!» -   Подумал Волк, и вместе с внучкой   Уселся он на мини - стульчик.   «Но, извините, мадам,   Почему же у вас большие глаза?» -   Спросила внучка. Волк ответил:   «Чтоб хорошо тебя я видел!   Ой, то есть видела, конечно!» -   Волк промолвил ей небрежно.   «А уши большие, зачем в ам нужны?»   «Чтобы все звуки мне были слышны!»   «А зачем же, бабушка, тебе   Нужен такой красивый волчий мех?»   «Но стоп! Внучка, спроси,   Зачем мне большие зубы нужны!»   Но Шапочка Красная со стульчика встала,   Из шапочки красной пистолет достала…   И Волк не броди л больше в лесу,   И не искал себе он вкусную еду!   А я как - то сам в тех краях побывал,   И Шапочку Красную там повстречал.   Спросил о жизни и о делах,   Ну, а она сказала: «Ах!   Ну, неужели не заметил!»   И я открыл машинное окно ...   Представьте себе, взрослые и дет и,   Увидел я там волчье пальто!!!  
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When little Snow - White’s mother died,   The king, her father, up and cried,   ‘Oh, what a nuisance! What   a life!   ‘Now I must find another wife!’   (It’s never easy for a king   To find himself that sort of thing.)   He wrote to every magazine   And said, ‘I’m looking for a Queen.’   At least ten thousand girls replied   And begged to be the royal bride.   The king said wi th a shifty smile,   ‘I’d like to give each one a trial.’   However, in the end he chose   A lady called Miss Maclahose,   Who brought along a curious toy   That seemed to give her endless joy  -   This was a mirror framed in brass,   A MAGIC TALKING LOOKING - GLASS.   Ask i t something day or night,   It always got the answer right.   For instance, if you were to say,   ‘Oh Mirror, what’s for lunch today?’   The thing would answer in a trice,   ‘Today it’s scrambled eggs and rice.’    Now every day, week in week out,    The spoiled and stu pid Queen would shout,    ‘Oh Mirror Mirror on the wall,    ‘Who is the fairest of them all?’    The Mirror answered every time,    ‘Oh Madam, you’re the Queen sublime.   ‘You are the only one to charm us,    ‘Queen, you are the cat’s pyjamas. ‘   For ten whole years th e silly Queen    Repeated this absurd routine.    Then suddenly, one awful day,    She heard the Magic Mirror say,    ‘From now on, Queen, you’re  Number Two.    ‘Snow - White  is prettier than you!’    The Queen went absolutely wild.    She yelled, ‘I’m going to scrag that   child!   ‘I’ll cook her flaming goose! I’ll skin ‘er!    ‘I’ll have her rotten guts for dinner!’    She called the Huntsman to her study.    She shouted at him, ‘Listen buddy!    ‘You drag that filthy girl outside,    ‘And see you take her for a ride!    ‘Thereafter sl it her ribs apart    ‘And bring me back her bleeding heart!’    The Huntsman dragged the lovely child    Deep deep into the forest wild.   Fearing the worst, poor Snow - White spake.   She cried, ‘Oh please give me a break!’   The knife was poised, the arm was strong,   S he cried again, ‘I’ve done no  wrong!’   The Huntsman’s heart began to flutter.   It melted like a pound of butter.   He murmured, ‘Okay, beat it, kid,’   And you can bet your life she did.   Later, the Huntsman made a stop   Within the local butcher’s shop,   And there  he bought, for safety’s sake,   A bullock’s heart and one nice steak.   ‘Oh Majesty! Oh Queen!’ he cried,    ‘That rotten little girl has died!     

‘And just to prove I didn’t cheat,    ‘I’ve brought along these bits of meat.’    ‘The Queen cried out, ‘Bravissimo!    ‘ I trust you killed her nice and slow.’    Then (this is the disgusting part)    The Queen sat down and ate the heart!    (I only hope she cooked it well.    Boiled heart can be as tough as hell.)    While all of this was going on,    Oh where, oh where had Snow - White  gone?    She’d found it easy, being pretty,    To hitch a ride in to the city,    And there she’d got a job, unpaid,    As general cook and parlour - maid    With seven funny little men,    Each one not more than three foot ten,    Ex horse - race jockeys, all of them.   Thes e Seven Dwarfs , though awfully nice,    Were guilty of one shocking vice  -   They squandered all of their resources    At the race - track backing horses.    (When they hadn’t backed a winner,    None of them got any dinner.)    One evening, Snow - White said,    ‘Look her e, ‘I think I’ve got a great idea.    ‘Just leave it all to me, okay?    ‘And no more gambling till I say.’    That very night, at eventide,    Young Snow - White hitched another ride,    And then, when it was very late,    She slipped in through the Palace gate.    The K ing was in his counting house    Counting out his money,    The Queen was in the parlour    Eating bread and honey,    The footmen and the servants slept    So no one saw her as she crept    On tip - toe through the mighty hall    And grabbed THE MIRROR off the wall.    As  soon as she had got it home,    She told the Senior Dwarf (or Gnome)    To ask it what he wished to know.    ‘Go on!’ she shouted. ‘Have a go!’    He said, ‘Oh Mirror, please don’t joke!    ‘Each one of us is stony broke!    ‘Which horse will win tomorrow’s race,   ‘The   Ascot Gold Cup Steeplechase?’   The Mirror whispered sweet and low,   ‘The horse’s name is Mistletoe.’   The Dwarfs went absolutely daft,   They kissed young Snow - White fore and aft,   Then rushed away to raise some dough   With which to back old Mistletoe.   They pawn ed their watches, sold the car,   They borrowed money near and far,   (For much of it they had to thank   The manager of Barclays Bank.)   They went to Ascot and of course   For once they backed the winning horse.   Thereafter, every single day,   The Mirror made the bo okies pay.   Each Dwarf and Snow - White got a share,   And each was soon a millionaire,   Which shows that gambling’s not a sin   Provided that you always win.  
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Когда мама Белоснежки умерла,   Король сказал: «Ну вот беда!   Вот горе! Что за напасть!    Без королевы я   могу пропасть!»   И молвил он, закрыв глаза:   «За новой королевой отправляюсь я!»   И вот король подробно написал   О том, что королева новая нужна,   И вот с тех пор все леди королевства   Надеялись стать королевской невестой.   Король, не скрыв свой смех   Сказал: «мы   испытаем всех!»   Но вот и испытанию пришел свой конец:   Мисс Мачеху король повел под венец.   Не утаю от вас ее секрета,   Ведь девушка странная эта   Имела забавную, веселую игрушку!   Не куклу, не мячик и даже не зверушку!   Она имела зеркальце, играть с ним очень  просто!   Оно на все ее отвечало вопросы!   Ночь за ночью, день ото дня   Рассматривала Мачеха в зеркале себя.   Смеялась, улыбалась, танцевала -   Вот так она с зеркалом играла.   « Кто на свете всех милее,   Всех прекрасней и белее?»   «Но конечно, это вы!   Вы красивы и м илы!   Лучше вас на свете нет!» -   Дало зеркальце ответ.   Королева улыбнулась,   Причесалась, потянулась,   И легла к себе в кровать,   Чтобы дальше сладко спать.   Но как то раз произошла беда:   «Вы, королева  –   номер два!   Дочь короля прекрасней всех на свете!»   «Она за  это мне ответит!   Я из нее сварю гуся!   Охотник мой, иди сюда!   Ты Белоснежку в лес сведи,   А там зарежь иль утопи!   Ну, понял мой приказ?»   Кивнул Охотник один раз,   И вот уже идет по лесу   Он вместе с молодой принцессой.   Но тут взмолилась вдруг она:   «Охотник, по щади меня!»   Охотник добр был слегка,   Сказал он ей: «Тогда пока!   Тебя я не убью,   А сохраню я жизнь твою!»   Вернувшись в замок, он сказал       «Я долго Белоснежку убивал,   И вот теперь в лесу она   Осталась на съедение волкам!»   «Я верю вам, и очень рада!   Большая будет вам награда!»   Но что случилось далее с принцессой?   Ведь бродит девушка одна по лесу!   Но быстро обнаружила она   Чудесный город, где была   Как дома, там работу получила,   Она готовила, полы все мыла!   И подружилась там она   С семью смешными гномами,   у которых жила.   Но гномики были очень бедны!   Бывало, на всех не хватало еды!   И как - то вечером за чашкой чая    Смотрели скачки и скучали.   « Вот если б знать заранее,   Кто выиграет такие состязания,   На лошадь эту мы бы все поставили,   И богачами бы мы с вами с тали!»   Тут Белоснежка оживилась: «Пойдемте во дворец,   У королевы под кроватью стоит один ларец!   В нем зеркальце лежит,   Всю правду (если спросишь) оно говорит!»   И вот без страха и сомненья   Идут друзья узнать решенье:   Какая лошадь победит   И выигрыш им большо й сулит?   И через слуг и через стражу   Прошла Белоснежка наша,   И вот уже стоит она   У королевского окна,   А на стене весит оно,   То зеркальце, что им нужно!   «Ну же, зеркальце, не ври!   Всю мне правду расскажи!   И какой скакун иль кляча   Победит на конных скачках?»   «Имя лошади Омела,   На нее вы ставьте смело!   И получит она кубок, эта кляча,   Буде лучшею на скачках!»   И начали гномы целовать Белоснежку!   И руки, и ноги, и даже одежду!   Затем из дворца они убежали,   Чтобы на лошадь деньги поставить.   Конечно же, Омела   Пришла   на финиш первой!   И с зеркалом они сотрудниками стали,   И от игры, конечно, долю получали!   И говорили: «Участвуя в игре, ты не грешишь!   (Если конечно в конце ты победишь!  
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The animal I really dig   Above all others is the pig.   Pigs are noble. Pigs are clever,   Pigs are court eous. However,   Now and then, to break this rule,   One meets a pig who is a fool.   What, for example, would you say   If strolling through the woods one day,   Right there in front of you you saw   A pig who’d built his house of STRAW?   The Wolf who saw it licked hi s lips,   And said, ‘That pig has had his chips.’   ‘Little pig, little pig, let me come in!’    ‘No, no, by the hairs on my chinny - chin - chin!’ ‘   Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in!’   The little pig began to pray,   But Wolfie blew his house a way.   He shouted, ‘Bacon, pork and ham!   ‘Oh, what a lucky Wolf I am!’   And though he ate the pig quite fast,   He carefully kept the tail till last.   Wolf wandered on, a trifle bloated.   Surprise, surprise, for soon he noted   Another little house for pigs,   And th is one had been built of TWIGS!   ‘Little pig, little pig, let me come in!’    ‘No, no, by the hairs of my chinny - chin - chin!’ ‘   Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house in!’   The Wolf said, ‘Okay, here we go!’   He then began to blow and blow.    The l ittle pig began to squeal.    He cried, ‘Oh Wolf, you’ve had  one  meal!    ‘Why can’t we talk and make a deal?’    The Wolf replied, ‘Not on your nelly!’    And soon the pig was in his belly.   ‘Two juicy little pigs!’ Wolf cried,    ‘But still I am not satisfied!    ‘I  know full well my Tummy’s bulging,    ‘But oh, how I adore indulging.’   So creeping quietly as a mouse,    The Wolf approached another house,    A house which also had inside    A little piggy trying to hide.    But this one, Piggy Number Three,    Was bright and brain y as could be.    No straw for him, no twigs or sticks.     

This pig had built his house of BRICKS.    ‘You’ll not get  me!’  the Piggy cried.    ‘I’ll blow you down!’ the Wolf replied.    ‘You’ll need,’ Pig said, ‘a lot of puff,    ‘And I don’t think you’ve got enough .’    Wolf huffed and puffed and blew and blew.    The house stayed up as good as new.    ‘If I can’t blow it  down,’  Wolf said,    ‘I’ll have to blow it  up  instead.    ‘I’ll come back in the dead of night    ‘And blow it up with dynamite!’    Pig cried, ‘You brute! I mi ght have known!’    Then, picking up the the telephone,    He dialled as quickly as he could    The number of Red Riding Hood.   ‘Hello,’ she said. ‘Who’s speaking?  Who?    ‘Oh, hello Piggy, how d’you do?’    Pig cried, ‘I need your help, Miss Hood!    ‘Oh help me, plea se! D’you think you could?’    ‘I’ll try, of course,’ Miss Hood replied.    ‘What’s on your mind?’ . . .  ‘A Wolf!’  Pig cried.   ‘I know you’ve dealt with wolves before,    ‘And now I’ve got one at my door!’    ‘My darling Pig,’ she said, ‘my sweet,    ‘That’s somethin g  really  up my street.    ‘I’ve just begun to wash my hair.    ‘But when it’s dry, I’ll be right there.’    A short while later, through the wood,    Came striding brave Miss Riding Hood.    The Wolf stood there, his eyes ablaze    And yellowish, like mayonnaise.    His   teeth were sharp, his gums were raw,    And spit was dripping from his jaw.   Once more the maiden’s eyelid flickers.   She draws the pistol from her knickers.   Once more, she hits the vital spot,   And kills him with a single shot.   Pig, peeping through the window , stood   And yelled, ‘Well done, Miss Riding Hood!’   Ah, Piglet, you must never trust   Young ladies from the upper crust.   For now, Miss Riding Hood, one notes,   Not only has  two  wolfskin coats,   But when she goes from place to place,   She   has a PIGSKIN TRAVELLIN G CASE.  

 

[image: image19.emf] 

                                                        The National Day of British Poetry   

 

 

Они в грязи любят копаться,   На первый взгляд могло бы показаться.   Но они умные, хорошие ребята,   Вежл ивые, добрые эти поросята!   Однако, и у правил бывают исключения…   Бывают свинки глупые в природе, без сомненья!   Что, для примера можешь ты сказать,   Если пойдешь по лесу ты гулять,   И вдруг увидишь поросенка,    Который дом свой строит из соломки!   А рядом волк  облизывает губы,   На  поросенка обнажая зубы!   Ты закричишь: «О, поросенок,   Ведь ты еще совсем ребенок!   Волк сдует домик твой,   Из пасти будешь ты торчать его большой!     «Поросенок, Поросенок! Открой мне дверь скорей!   Я весь горю от гнева! Открой, сказал, быст рей!   Я так голоден и зол!   Сдую я с земли твой дом!»     Поросенок начал молиться,   Но волк все дует, воет, злиться:   «Я в щепки разнесу твой дом!     Иди сюда, ты мой Бекон!!!   Я съем тебя, и буду рад!»   Его глаза огнем горят.   Волк домик сдул и пасть открыл,   И порос енка проглотил!   Вот к поросенку номер два   Волк ковыляет не спеша.   Но вот сюрприз, ведь домик этот   Был сделан из сосновых веток!     «Поросенок, Поросенок! Открой мне дверь скорей!   Я весь горю от гнева! Открой, сказал, быстрей!   Я так голоден и зол!   Сдую я с зе мли твой дом!»     «Не отворить мне дверь тугую…   Тогда твой дом я тоже сдую!» -   Волк молвил, и через минуту   Дом стал похож на мусорную груду!   «О, Волк, не нужно злиться!   Не лучше ли договориться?!   Я принесу тебе еду!   Котлеты, мясо, а хочешь, суп!» -   Сказал вдру г поросенок, и закрыл глаза.   «Нет!» - молвил Волк: «Нельзя!»   И пасть свою он распахнул,   Съел поросенка, губы облизнул.   Потер живот и прорычал:   «Ну вот!   Я не накушался еще!   И брюхо все урчит мое!»  

Волк подбежал к последнему домишке.   Он крался тихо, прям как мышка!   О, поросенок, убегай!   Злой Волк жесток, ты это знай!   Но Поросенок номер три   Был старше и умнее остальных!   Он отложил и ветки и солому.   Он знал: не продержатся долго слабенькому дому!   Он дом из кирпича построил!   Урок суровый  он усвоил!   «Ты, глупый Волк! Тебе мой дом не сдуть!   Тебя сумел я обмануть!»   «Живот мой  -   вот твой новый дом,   Теперь сидеть ты будешь в нем!»   И волк все дул и дул, аж полинял,   Но дом как новенький стоял!   «Коль сдуть я домик не могу,   Я ночью темной прибегу,   И динамит с собой возьму,   И домик этот я взорву!»   «О, Волк, как ты жесток!   Я преподам тебе урок!»   И поросенок позвонил одной   Особе очень молодой.   По виду  Мисс Красная шапочка   Но просто безобидная лапочка!   Но в злых и голодных волках   Хорошо разбиралась она !   «Алло! Кто мне звонит?   Кто меня беспокоить изволит?!»   «Привет, поросенок! Как чувствуешь себя?   Что беспокоит так сильно тебя?»   «Твоя помощь нужна мне срочно!   Волк съест меня сегодня ночью!»   «Я занята, волосы сушу,   Но Волка я все же накажу!»   И вот через л ес на встречу беде   Храбрая Шапочка шагает во тьме.   Не страшен ей Волк, пусть даже он злой!   За все свои игры ответит головой!   А Волк тут как тут, стоит и сопит,   И гневно на Шапку зубами стучит!   Но Шапочка с собой пистолет прихватила   И злому Волку за все ото мстила!   И поросеночек ей кричит из окна:   «Спасибо за помощь! Та меня спасла!»     Ох, поросеночек жаль, ты не знал,   Что Шапочка тоже злая была!   Не только две шубы из меха волка   Хранила теперь дома она.   Ее коллекция стала богаче:   Добавился туда ларец ИЗ КОЖИ П ОРОСЯЧЕЙ!!!  
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