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RAMBLING PREAMBLE:
For those of you with inquiring minds that don't really give a damn but haven't anything better to do at the moment, read the introduction for a closer look into the author's deranged and misguided thinking process. Trouble is, after you read it, you may agree with her illogical logic.
If you do agree, I'm sorry for your family and friends for it means they have to live with you. If you don't, I'm proud of you. That means that your imagination is down the tubes, but you'll make a great (if somewhat boring) grandparent someday.
***
Nursery rhymes and fairy tales should not be sold to anyone under the age of eighteen.
If you look closely, you'll find that sex, robbery, violence, pyromania, child abuse and cruelty to animals are rampant in most of these little tales of fantasy we call nursery rhymes and fairy tales. The worst thing about these stories is that the villain usually gets away with his evil deed. Mother Goose was indeed a dirty old woman!
Let's look at an example: You've all heard this nursery rhyme,
"Ding Dong Bell, pussy's in the well.
Who put her in?
Little Johnny Finn."
Now think about this--Obviously, little Johnny enjoys watching animals suffer. Why else would he try to drown a defenseless kitty? If little Tommy Stout hadn't come along to pull the poor kitten out of the well…she would still be treading water.
Want to teach your child how to be a lazy slob? Want to show him that he doesn't have to change his clothes if he doesn't want to? Tell him about another John.
"John, John, my son John went to bed with his stockings on. One shoe off and one shoe on."
Either this kid was too lazy to take his clothes off before he went to bed or he partied all night and was too drunk to find his other shoe. (Heck, maybe he couldn't even find his other foot!)
In case your name happens to be John, I'm not picking on you. That's just the way the nursery rhyme business goes.
Now, let's talk about a well known nursery rhyme couple. What did Jack and Jill do up on that hill every day? Did they really go up for water? What fool would drill a well on top of a hill anyway, and exactly why were they tumbling around on the ground when they were supposed to be getting water? I'll leave the details to your imagination, but I have my own ideas about that particular pair.
And what about Jack and Jill's group of friends? (I think we call them gangs today.) Jill had a cousin named Tom who was the Piper's son. That little thief stole a pig from a farmer who was so poor he couldn't even feed his family. Then the nasty little boy simply ran away laughing at the farmer and feeling no remorse at all. What kind of role model is that for your six-year old?
One of Tom's friends was Jack the Nimble. Jack liked to play with fire. He lit a candlestick and tempted fate by trying to jump over it without burning his buns.
Today, psychiatrists have a name for people who play with fire. They call them pyromaniacs, and usually, people with young Nimble's problem are locked in an institution so they won't hurt themselves or any one else.
The above examples are a bit unsettling, but the two most debased nursery rhymes I know of deal with violent sex and child abuse.
Consider: "Georgy Porgie, puddin' and pie, kissed the girls and made them cry." It seems obvious that George was a fat pervert who enticed young girls with sweets, then took advantage of them. When the men of the village discovered what Georgy was doing, they formed a lynch mob to hunt this depraved pervert down. Unfortunately, he ran away and somehow escaped. He probably took up residence in another state where there were no extradition or disclosure laws.
Around the corner from where Georgy was almost hanged, resided The Little Old Lady In The Shoe. "She had so many children she didn't know what to do."
It's apparent to me that the bitch did know what to do! But she either never heard of, or was too dumb or lazy to use, birth control. Instead, in typical nursery rhyme fashion, she blamed her poor defenseless children for her own ignorance, unhappiness and lack of self-control. She fed them each only one slice of bread for dinner. Then, when they cried because they were hungry, she beat them and sent them to bed still starving and still crying.
Now, think about this: Parents actually tell these stories to children as bedtime stories. Come on--admit it--you do, don't you?
Is anyone surprised that some children have trouble sleeping without a night light?
We read stuff like this everyday in the newspaper. We see it on the nightly news. Doesn't it worry you?
If you think about such happenings and people just before bedtime, don't you have just a little trouble getting to sleep? Have you ever gotten up and checked the doors and windows just to make sure?
I see you are shaking your head, yep, you know what I'm talking about, don't you?
Then there is the impression we leave with our kids when we tell them these fairy tales. Just imagine what must go through little Jr's. mind as he watches Dad try to act out the story of Jack with the candlestick or when we condone Jack and Jill's promiscuity. Get the picture?
So think about it, mom and dad. Preserve your dignity, and when you turn off the horror show on television because it is too violent for a child to watch, do you tell your child a harmless nursery rhyme instead? Is there really that much difference between Georgy Porgy and Ted Bundy?
***
But what about Fairy Tales?
Enough about nursery rhymes. Let's move on to fairy tales, shall we? Remember Snow White and The Seven Dwarfs? She lived in a one room house with seven little men. Are we supposed to believe that this is kosher? I mean, those little men liked her so much that when they thought she was dead, they put her in a glass case so they could--um--look at her.
It's my guess that the case had a well oiled hinge on the lid. How else could Prince Charming have gotten it open to kiss her? And what the hell was a prince doing kissing a supposedly dead girl anyway? Unless of course, the seven little men did some talking at the local pub, which would account for the prince knowing where the glass case was and how to get into it. Any way you slice it, the whole thing seems a little perverted to me.
And then there's Rumpelstiltskin. He's a little man of questionable morals. First of all, a desperate young girl is in a perilous predicament because her father is a liar. Her miller father tells the king she can spin straw into gold. This girl can't even spin wool into yarn. How the heck is she supposed to pull off the gold trick?
In walks Rumpelstiltskin. He tricks this poor miller's daughter into pledging him her firstborn in exchange for spinning straw into gold. We have to wonder why he wants the baby in the first place. Maybe he's got a black market baby adoption ring going and needs some quick cash. Well, whatever the reason, that's the deal.
The girl accepts because the king is ruthless and greedy, and she's not sure what he'll do if she doesn't accomplish this seemingly impossible feat. She does know that if she succeeds, he'll marry her and make her queen. Why she would want to marry the greedy jerk at all is beyond my understanding, but I guess it's better than the alternative. So she makes the deal, spins the gold, and has the baby. Then she backs out on the agreement and decides to keep the baby.
Okay, let's analyze. We have a lying S.O.B. of a father, a greedy king, a morally challenged little man and a young girl that learns to lie, cheat and steal to get what she wants. Where do you think she picked this up? Is this the lesson you want to teach your kids?
Just for flavor, let's look at the wicked stepmother syndrome. Fairy tales are full of wicked stepmothers. In today's society, divorced parents remarry all the time. That's a lot of stepmothers out there. It's hard enough for kids to adjust to a new family without being bombarded with tales of murder and mayhem perpetrated by wicked stepmothers.
Take Hansel and Gretel for instance. Two happy little kids just bopping along, then Dad remarries, and a chain of events starts that would rattle a seasoned detective. Stepmom sends them out to the forest hoping they will get lost, and thanks to some hungry birds who eat the trail of breadcrumbs they leave behind, they do get lost.
But not to worry. They find a nice friendly house built of gingerbread and candy. What a good thing for kids to find, right?
Wrong!
The house is a trap run by a nasty, old witch who bakes kids in her oven. Finally the two kids realize what's going on and commit murder! They shove the old lady into the stove and bake her into a nice, brown, crispy critter. What they did after that, I'm leaving up to your imagination, but it wasn't pretty--nope, not pretty at all.
***
In case I haven't convinced you, sit back and read the stories in this collection. I hope you will get a chuckle out of them, and if you don't, it's a proven fact that psychoanalytic drivel makes a great fire starter. Or if you have the electronic version, you could always give it to someone you want to get even with. So relax, and enjoy.
Hey, you could always use this stuff at your next therapy session. Imagine the look on your therapist's face when you explain what really motivated the Pied Piper of Hamlin.
But beware! Psychoanalysts are notorious for lacking a sense of humor. Why, I remember the shock on my analyst's face when I first started writing this book. He said that I was...uh...well, that's another story, and someday, I'm gonna write a book about it. Just as soon as those nice men in the white coats let me have a pencil.
Well mom and dad, you folks have a good night. Pleasant dreams, and...I'll leave the light on for you.
Jo
***
Many fairy tale creatures are misunderstood and stereotyped as bad guys. Hey, they're not that bad. They have problems just like anybody else.
Ogres need love too, you know.
"What the hell are you doing?"
"Knitting a sweater. What does it look like I'm doing?"
"Knitting a--? Ogres don’t knit! They rape, pillage and plunder. Now stand and fight." The knight raised his sword preparing to do battle.
"Gave all that up," Oscar the Ogre said as he rolled his single, bloodshot, bulging eye heavenward. He glanced back at the knight, settled his massive, hairy buttocks more solidly on the large, gray boulder he was sitting on and shrugged--all without dropping a stitch. His sigh sounded like wind rustling through dry tree limbs. "Yep. Gave it up."
The Knight looked at his raised sword, hesitated for an awkward moment, realized how foolish he must look brandishing a weapon over an Ogre who was sitting on a rock knitting a sweater and lowered it slightly. He glanced around the forest to see if anyone was watching. No one but he and the Ogre seemed to be here so his dignity was preserved. He frowned. "Gave it up? But--but you have to rape, pillage and plunder. It’s what Ogres do."
"Who says? You? What would a Shiny, White Knight know about what Ogres do? All you guys do is try to kill us anyway." He lowered his voice an octave and mumbled. "Glory hunting freaks."
"What? What did you call me?" The knight raised his sword again and took his knightly stance--the one he'd practiced all day--he knew he cut a knightly figure with that stance, looking all bold and brave.
Oscar looked up at him and growled, "Did you ever ask if we even want to fight? Or plunder? Or pillage? And I never took a maiden against her will--not even once." Oscar relaxed again and grinned at the confused knight standing with his sword drawn for battle. "Ah--but there are some endowments that are more important to a woman than a pretty face, you know." He winked his one eye. "Why I remember one little lass--ah--she was a beauty. Stole my heart, she did. At least for a while." He laid his knitting needles in his lap and sighed. "Yep, I sure should’a been pillaging that day, instead of doin' what I was doin'." He shook his head. "One lousy mistake. You make one lousy mistake and you pay for it the rest of your life. Is it my fault that she had two brothers?" He held up his hands, a ball of yarn in one, and stretched his arms wide. "Two really big brothers? And ornery ones at that. And they had shotguns, they did. Loaded shotguns. Yep, just one, little mistake."
"Enough! No woman would want your ugly hide. Now put down that ball of yarn and fight like a man--er--Ogre."
Glancing at the mouth of his cave, Oscar lowered his voice to a whisper. "Mr. Knight, I’d really like to oblige you." He sighed again, a rumbling groan deep in his throat. "Truth is, I did used to love a good fight, but I just don’t have the time anymore."
"Don’t have time?"
"Things change, Mr. Shiny Knight. Some things are bigger than either you or me and meaner too!"
The knight lowered his sword, stabbed the point into the rocky earth and leaned on the hilt. "Meaner? What could be meaner than an Ogre?"
A shrill voice echoed from inside the cave, "Oscar! You lazy bum! Aren’t you through with my sweater yet? Do you want me to freeze? It's colder than a witch's teabag in here. And Mother is waiting for her load of firewood, and where is that rabbit I told you to get for supper? My brothers are hungry! You lazy, good-for-nothing...."
Oscar looked up at the knight who was staring wide-eyed at the black mouth of the cave and picked up his knitting needles. "What’s meaner than an Ogre? An Ogre’s wife."
***
Raising teenagers is tough. Even The Piper of Hamlin had his family troubles. Maybe that's why he did--well you know--what he did. Mother Goose didn't tell you the "rest of the story" so I guess it's up to me.
THE PIE-EYED PIPER
The Piper peered into the bottom of the mug. His nose smashed against the rim as his eyes crossed and uncrossed while his tongue greedily lapped at the drops left in the bottom.
"Darn kid," he growled when he came up for air. He slammed the mug on the bar and yelled, "Innkeeper, bring me another one!"
The burly, old man behind the bar squinted his eyes and scowled. "Okay, but don't blame me if yer wife comes after you with a broom when you get home." He filled a mug with sudsy brew from a big wooden cask and set it down with a slosh. Foam splashed onto on the rough wooden bar and soaked into the cracks.
"Stole a pig. That's what my son, Tom, did. Stole a damned, smelly, fat hog. Stole a pig, and away he run. Yellow little coward." He took a long pull on the new drink. Little fart didn't even bring any bacon home for me and his poor old Ma. Least he coulda' done was bring home a little ham or somethin'." He glared at the innkeeper behind the bar. "Don't ya think?"
"Ain't my job to think," he said. "But you are right. Bringin' up kids today ain't easy."
"Nope. It sure ain't." He took another pull at the brew. "Know what that little snotty nosed brat did with that pig?"
"What he do?"
"Sold it! That's what. Sold it to that fat slob of a butcher in the market."
"Hmmm." The Innkeeper scowled again. "How much did he get?"
"Don't matter none. The Constable took it away from him before I could get my hands on it. Took it away and gave it to the farmer Tom stole the pig from. Said it was rightly his seein' as how it was his pig to begin with." He took another swig. "Then you know what? That Constable had the nerve to say it was all my fault. Said I didn't teach Tom no values. Hah! Like I got time to be teachin' anything. I'm too busy tryin' to keep food on the table. Spend all my time marchin' up and down stinkin' alleys and cobbled streets playin' my flute so them stupid rats will come and follow me so I can drown 'em. What kind of life is that? Do you know what those cobbled streets do to my poor feet? Makes my corns ache just thinkin' of it."
The Innkeeper shrugged and headed off to another customer that was shaking his mug in the air and yelling, "Innkeeper! More!"
The Piper shook his head and groaned. "What a life. What a life."
The Innkeeper returned and leaned on the bar. "Yep, sounds like you got a load of troubles. So what did you do to Tom?"
"Beat him, that's what. Beat him with a big 'ol stick. Then his Mama came runnin' out of the house a yellin' and raisin' the devil. Started screamin' about laws and child abuse and all that new fangled stuff. She took the stick away from me, and Tom took off runnin' down the street, cryin' like a baby."
"Hmm. That was kinda' harsh don't you think? I mean beating him and all?"
"Well, what else could I do?"
"Well, I don't know, but maybe you shoulda' played that flute of yours and maybe it would calm him down some. You know--kinda' make him want to follow in your footsteps so to speak. Kids like music, you know."
"Yeah. Well maybe I'll keep that in mind. Kids do like music--almost as much as rats do. Anyway, thanks for the brew. Gotta go."
"You heading home now, Piper?" The Innkeeper started wiping the bar. "You probably should, you know. You been drinkin' pretty heavy."
The Piper staggered to his feet and stood swaying a little so he had to hold onto the bar to steady himself. "Naw. Can't go home yet. Got a gig over the river in a hole-in-the-wall place called Hamlin. They got some rats they want rid of. Promised me good money. They better not try to stiff me like that last place did. I'm just not in the mood."
***
And of course, you can't have fairy tales without dragons. That's like having tea without lemon or Ying without Yang.
"What the hell is your problem? The little finger's overrated anyway."
"Overrated?" He growled. "That's easy for you to say. It's not your finger!"
"Well, technically it isn't even really a finger. It's more of--well--a claw." Shandra the Sorcerer smiled at her friend, Derwood the Dragon, and shrugged her bony shoulders. You know it'll grow back just like your tail did when you had that little altercation with that knight, Sir Semour. And I really must have a dragon's finger to complete the spell. Come on. Be a sport."
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