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Our mind is as broad as the next man's (and, increasingly,
perhaps, our waiste-line, 00), but we view with cqually in-
creasing dismay the growing tendency to have story titles as
long as the stories themselves. Only the conviction that Mr.
Don White, perpetrator of the outrage below, is a funny man,
persuaded us to buy his story and pocket the cash-in value of
his International Reply Coupons for ourselves. We rejected,
you will be encouraged to hear, his next subnission, which he
had the presumption to entitle “Eril, Ethel, Maude, Zelda,
Kitty, Tulip and Vancssa and the Leprechaun.” Ie says of
himself: “For the first sixtoen years of my life I was a normal,
‘maladjusted Londoner. Then 1 won a junior cssay competi-
tion which boosted my life savings to the grand total of £25.
This, I thought, would be as good a sum as any to finance a
round-the-world tour. And it was. For the past ten years T
have been creating international situations in Panama, play-
ing bit parts in Hindustani movies, editing a filn page in a
Suva (Figi) weekly, and touting for a money changer in Cey-
lon. 1 also found time to acquire a unique collection of opera
records (and opera singers), give lectures, write innumerable
articles and a purely terrestrial travel book (‘Get Up and Go,
Wingate's London, 1959). 1 became inspired, Fantasy-wise,
whilst travelling in the luggage racks of third-class Indian
trains. All my characters are drawn from life (this ahways
makes people wonder about me—and my friends!”)

TWENTY-FOUR HOURS IN A

PRINCESS'S LIFE, WITH FROGS
by Don White

Puivosss PETonia was Far Hans Christian Andersonville, As

and away the prettiest princess in 2 matter of fact, this had been con-
3
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firmed again only an hour or so
earlier,

“Mirtor, mircor, on

who i . e e o i Sh
had asked, idly, in passing. It had
replied with some idiotic rhyme,
completely lacking in metre, to the
was, in fact, the

s nice,” she had mused,
Dt e e m.gm to hold
more fo a g than first prise
a comucopian beauty ey
In mx, she had brought up the
esday af

fairest one of all again .
nia began, conversationally, pour-
ing a nectar cocl

“Congratulations!” said Prin-

moner csll:d ella). She
icest person in the
\v)m]e Taad. Evesbody, of cours,

e ot  bi surprised,”
Princess Rapunael e, grudse
ingly. “You've not got a dam,
Hlam thing to.do oll day but Tay
back at the Slenderella salon or
Silbouete. Me, 'n freves ke
ing about with this
Just think, thicy prensys fm lang

my prnce sl hae
“a nlE" ihz
moa

v you tried Max Factor's
‘Wing of Bat and Eyc of Toad
Lotion'? They say is spider-web
sifted for extra purity,” said Prin-

cess Aurora, munching a buttercup
cake. “But Rapunzels right,” she
told Petunia, “Look at me. A bun-
dle of nerves. T can't get my mind

f Old Mother Melliicent's curse.

ven my analyst dreams about
spinning wheels. You. You haven't

h
vl:xmmry surgeon's
ell it's not my fault, girls,”

said Petunia, petulantly. “Blame
maddlc headed Aunt P, the
Good Witch of the West. She
gave me LEISURE as a christen-
ing present, and Ty been bored
to death ever since.”
7Ob, wele bck on that agsn,

are we,” snapp: “We're
e e Wednex-

cunie's_cheseaing] 1o ol you
ever talk about. Well, I have it on
very good authority that some of
the most questionable fairies in
town got together at that shin-
dig”

“At least it didu't end up a
Tehahonskian orgy,” Petunia 1o

g
“Who asked you?” Aurora
snarled, purple-faced. “You . . .

you_upstart, youl Don't worry,
we've all got your prince
taped.”
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Princess Charming burst into

tears, pushed her toadstool away

from the table, said “thank you for

having_me” and fled, weepiny

down the ivory steps of Petuni’s
lace.

Petunia, Aurora, Beauty and
Rapunzel helped themselves to
an Ambrosia end fonic an
sighed. “There she goes again,”
said Petumia, ringing a blucbell
for the butler.

“Clean up that mess on the
place steps,” she ordered. “Is
about time the Good Housekeep-
ing commitice did ~something
about glass slippers.”

But Petunia felt sad s the
gitls drove away in their crystal
coaches. Rapunzel's dandruif,
Beauty’s beast. Aurora's spinning
wheel complex. She sighed. At
Leat, they have sometbing o 5l
their

Petunts was finding lfe in
an

Hans _ Chiist ‘Andersonville
prety grim

" 30 Tonely” she thought,
‘poignantly.

That evening she decided to
take a stroll into the enchanted
wood at the foo of her magic

guden
came to Wishing

Troe G S o off her golden

slippezs nld paddied her fect in

the pixie
Sudamly, ‘magically, the wa-
f brke ino myrid moonlt i
Fles #0d sumetbing wet, and ate
Ficoant, Tandod 1 hax Yape
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“It's a frog!” she said.

And, indeed, it was.

The”frog looked up ot her
popered with right, “Crosk”

l"clunh looked down at the
little green creature and said, “You
are trying to tell me something,"

“Crook” repestd the frog.

“T know!” Petunia_cried, ex-
citedly. T know! You're ey 4

nd  Zelds, the Wicked
w.m. of the East has put a spell
on
ook sald the panicstrck-
en frog, trying to leap back into his
lly pond.

But Petunia clutched the poor,
damp thing the tighter and went
on, ecstatically. “And you're look-
ing for someone to love you, and

hen you find that someone, then
the spell will be broken and you'll
be g handsome pince once more.
, croak, croakl” said the
fmg, in o high- piched crouk but
Petunia would hear none of it,
and kissed him happily on the
snout, Then she slipped him into
her beaded cvening bag, and
started back to the palace,

‘The King was in his counting
house, counting all his money,

“Daddy, I want you to meet
my fiance,” said Petunia, happily,
producing the frog.

“Very good, very good, my
dear,” said the king. “Go and talk
to your mother about it.
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The Queen was in the parlour
eating bread and haney. “Get that
monster out of here,’ she
screamed, standing
and holding up her skirts. “Get it
out do you_ hearl The family
wedding sing is in ie jar

. knave of hearts st

marr,
TR ToAD ST br HERIE!"
“Take no notice,” cooed Pett
o to the Frog, “She mealy g0t
caten once by a cragon—_when
e was a virgin—and she's had
{his Tmental bide ever sinee.”
“Do_you, Petunia Purche

I'mean, I do,” she re-

plied.

Then: “Oh, you doll!” she said
to the frog afier the ceremony,
waltzing around and around in
the ballroom to the strains of the
Theme from Snowwhite and the
Seven Dwarfs.

“Well have the party tomor-
o Petunia said, gily, "you
know ... when youte . . wel

oh, OU know,’ o lnd she
g\gg]od “But 14 beter i Leda
a ring, all the sam

Petonia's chiek Tady s vl
Iaid out the most beautiful gos-
samer nightgown of all, and the
chambermaid made sure
wasn't a single pea under any of

the sixteen mattresses.

At last Petunia_entered the
bedroom looking_lovelier  than
any person should be allowed to

look.

She slipped between the silk-
soft sheets, then murmured,
o whighred to he lady in
waitin, band?”

e e i, my
iy he cumisd, T Ftch

s moonlight  filtered
through the turret window. Petu-
nia threw off her golden gossamer
own and clutched the frog to
her pearl-white breast. *1 love you,
og-husband,” she sang, and then
hoand her haie to et the
Tong braids fall free and flowing
over her languid, lovely shoulders.
“T love you, froghusband,” she
sang, again.

Next morning, a happy smile
suffused Petunia’s face s the
Frst rays of the summer sun her.
alded 3 bright, new day. She
yavmed slepily, then blushed,

at she was a

“Flusband,? she clled, gendy,
as she opened her ge
beside her . . . a
‘She hid hersclf beneath e
silken sheet, “Oh* she screamed.
=

“You
“Croak,” said the frog, with a
smile. “Croak.” <



