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3 a W j. S h for you
A

May your coming year

be filled with magic
and dream.s
and good madness.

I hope you read

some fine books

and K1SS SOMEONE who

thinks you are wonderful,
and don’t forget

to make some art -

write or draw

or build or Jlﬂg
or live

s only you can.

And I hope,

somewhere

DA\ﬁga;c]( in the next year,
| Eﬁl you surprise
- yourself.
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ANEL BEILG S Re:
WERRS -NEIL CAIMAN ARERGAINEIEeR

The idea of il is incredibly simplc W
This Halloween give somebody a scary book, &%
fo read. Thal’s The idea...

We're nol saying don give candy, candy is
imporfan, Fake Blood is imporfan{, Zombic Teclh
incredibly imporfanl... Errr... do they have

Zombie Teelh? If they have Zombie Teelh he: ST ¢

would be incredib{ly imporlant. / T e :
The point is, give somebody a scary book.
Give kids scary books (hal kids would like.
Give adulls scary books thal adulls would like.
If you have friends, give them scary books
{hal friends would like.
Buy scary books for (hem,
borrow scary books for Them.

AN

kS

Gel Them second hand. 4 &
Check them outl of S ' W X ALL
the library.. /SN S [ ! | GOT WAS
Spread The joy.. / \ CANDY. |

And the lerror. g

2 ZOMBIE
| TEETH
P
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allhallowsread.com
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Iupa’rew. and ewus hung like grapes iv e evewing s[w\,
feozen and uwtoinkling,
\{ou Lou'ln‘l ‘wwe n.ep\:.‘neé uP »\Mé Pi:.[aeé P‘nem,

Amd Phe Teout swam,

Crow mukkled the world  silemced the éogi

silemiced Yhe wind | . |

T‘ne wipnd Shié Ii Cand S\nﬁu .ptm.l ﬂ\e )f'&ou}_ \Xe wWhAS

5’[;\& o’(- }‘.\E LOMPp\MaI'

We renched into Phein hm\ pool rescued a dozew owe L1 orE
soeting awd choosing

dividing the sheep from the Soa}s ok Puemw,

N
2 -
And Hhis was Hhe migacle of the Kishes U\

Paat ﬂ"e"i were beauliful, Even whew clubbed amd 3\11'1(&& r -
insides alittering like jewels, See this? e said | the teout heart
Pulse& like Lu'b..-l i~ his Wand, The kids love Hais.

Ve put it down  amd it kept Leahwﬁ,

The LiéSrH\Eﬂl 90 wild €or. it

We said  we Leed Pae 5\;&5 Yo the pigs. T\\r.--:"s,r: pets wow
T\M’:1 won 't be killed, See? We saw,
huae as horses H"e"\ loomed ow the side of the Will,

—~ -
And we walk theougly the world teiilivg teout Wearts like dreams |
wondERing ik He IMAGINE RiVERS ,aluae’f SUMMER é""ls'
'EP\}‘ EDD“‘SL\ E'ties That Wover or sit ’Eon’. A mowent too 'uwﬁ,

We should set Fuem keee | DUR. e out amd our mehp\f\oﬂ,sz

\{o\.l J‘o”‘} "Ln.;:.\!(: }o L.H’ WIE DVER Ha.e 1L~.t’:::~._r_l wiﬂx {‘1",
"ﬂ«is is where .13\1 C_A]E{’ Yo SP{H ulnulz_ 5\1}'5,
\'{o\.l {Ki“(:l.‘; i~ F‘k.l?_-ﬁ_.(: ) }'ordll:‘}‘kﬂ}

We pulled her heart out, Look  you cam see it there still beatinvg, Ve sai
Gee Mhis? This is Pue bit Pue kids like best, This is what }"b\{—.ﬂ] come Yo see,

:__Yus)( \-\eyz. ‘u\,ep,_ﬂ.}( ; Pu\isiwﬂ ; on ,.n:é ou"":[,} wWAS S0 r_.oirl Fk.p.} wiﬂ"b\)rl
and The staes were all alowe,

Just Puem and e moow in a lumimvous bruise ok 5#.41,

And this was Phe miracle of The Kishes,

s
R W g
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Hlustration: -\J”{I{\_ 4 Black
Desig: Nic

There was an old man with skin baked black by the desert sun
who told me that, when he was young, a storm had separated him from his caravan
and its spices, and he walked over rock and over sand for days and nights,
seeing nothing but small Lizards and sand-coloured rats.

But that, on the third day, he came upon a city
of silken tents of all bright colours. A woman led him into the largest tent,
crimson the silk was, and set a tray in front of him, gave him iced sherbet
to drink, and cushions to lie upon, and then, with scarlet lips, she kissed his brow.

Veiled dancers undulated in front of him, bellies like sand dunes,
Eyes like pools of dark water in oases, purple were all their silks,

and their rings were gold. He'watched the dancers while servants brought him food,
all kinds of food, and wine as white as silk and wine as red as sin.

And then, the wine making good madness in his belly and his head, he jumped up,
into the midst of the dancers, and danced with them, feet stamping on the sand,
jumping and pounding, and he took the fairest of all the dancers
10 his arms and kissed her. But his lips pressed to a dry and desert-pitted skull.

And each dancer in purple had become bones, but still they curved and stamped
in their dance. And he felt the city of tents then like dry sand, hissing and escaping
through his fingers, and he shivered, and buried his head in his burnons,

And sobbed, so he could no longer hear the drums.

He was alone, he said, when he awoke. The tents were gone and the ifreers.
The sky was blue, the sun was pitiless. That was a lifetime ago.
IHe lived to tell the tale. He laughed with toothless gums, and told us this:
FHe has scen the city of silken tents on the horizon since, dancing i the haze.

I asked him if it were a mirage, and he said yes. I said it was a dream,
and he agreed, but said it was the desert’s dream, not his. And he told me that
in a year or s0, when he had aged enough for any man, then he would walk
into the wind, until he saw the tents. This time, he said, he would go on with them.
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T dream of dying all alone,
nobody there fo watch me pass

nothing remains for me foowi,
1o breath remains fo fog the glass.

Whew I am dowe, when Tamdead,,
And Finished with my hunmdred words.

And when T do put down my pen
my memories will fly like birds.

8 magmfcmﬁ each olay and so .
Dvomsmadeds e dead.,




art by Camilla d'Errico from "How to Talk to Girls at Parties" by Neil Gaiman







Neil Gaiman
The Day the Saucers Came

illustrations by Jouni Koponen

That day, the saucers landed. Hundreds of them, golden,
Silent, coming down from the sky like great snowflakes,
And the people of Earth stood and stared as they descended,
Waiting, dry-mouthed, to find what waited inside for us
And none of us knowing if we would be here tomorrow

But you didn't notice it because

That day, the day the saucers came, by some coincidence,
Was the day that the graves gave up their dead
And the zombies pushed up through soft earth
ar erupted shambling and duﬂ eyedt uhsioppab]e,

On the saucer day, which was the zombie day, it was
Ragnarok also, and the television screens showed us
A ship built of dead-men’s nails, a serpent, a wolf,

All bigger than the mind could hold, and the cameraman could
th.g-_etj far enough away, and then the Gods came out

But you did not see them coming because

On the saucer-zombie-battling-gods day the floodgates broke
‘1_ And each of us was engulfed by genies and sprites
{ Offering us wishes and wonders and eternities

And charm and cleverness and true brave hearts and pots of gold
While :gi'ants feefofummed across the land, and killer bees,

o’ idea of any of this because

That day, the Saucer day the zombie day
The Ragnarok and fairies day, the day the great winds came

And snows, and cities turned to crystal, the day

All plants died, plastics dissolved, the day the

Computers turned, the screens telling us we would obey, the day

you were sitting in your room, not doing anything,
not even reading, not really, just = =
looking at your telephone,

wondering if 1 was going to call.

The Day the Saucers Came copyright © 2006 Neil Gaiman. All rights reserved, ustrations copyright © 2008 Jouni Koponen. All rights reserved. 2nd printing,
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“A book is a dream
that you hold
in your hands.”

-NEIL GAIMAN

DAVID MACK
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- “Then she smiled at all of us,
=, ‘mn she leaned down
~and she kissed i,
-~ slovlike
o onits back
Ivdidn’t wriggle or nothin’,
it just lay in her hand,
and she kissed it with her lips
like red coral, and the people
_at the party
laughed and chéered.

She put the fish back in the pool,

THE

e P 'agt{id{(:lr gtmnmem {l wasﬁis if
i ; it didn’t want to leaye her- : : ;
g/ ¥ R £y GOLDFISH POOL
o nuzzling her fingers. - !"—|
e . ~ Andthen < ‘ LE"
2 ] the first of the fireworks . { FB?
@ 4 o went off 1
B e o and it swum away. ’
Her lipstick was red, _ Wordsby'
as red as red, =y NEIL GAIMAN
o e ?’nd shgr }f’&l A Arcli
s the shape of her lips e A
24 ot the Fish's:back. <% DAVID MACK
* _ -There.
a Do you sce?” ; ——— :
§ N_r\rsn.\q\_'nk F[HST PRINTING 2013 @



NEIL
GALMAN

@Nevewear  firsl edilion prinl 2013 of 750.



r, I was bitten by a radioactive myth.

[ wish I had an origin story for you.

When I was fou

-Neil Gaiman






