


"This stands out like a sleck raven in a field of flopsy
bunnies. . . and will be greeted with shricks of appalled delight."

The Independent
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ill you walk into my parlour.'

said the Spidcr to the Fly g

is casily onc of the most recognised and
quoted first lines in all of English verse. But
many people have no idea how the age old
tale of the Spider and the Fly actvally ends.
Join celebrated artist Tony DiTerlizzi as he -
drawing inspiration from the classic
Hollywood horror movies of the 1920s and
1930s — shines a cinematic spotlight on
Mary Howitt's 174-year-old warning
against those who usc sweet words to hide

their not-so-sweet intentions...







ill you walk into my puiéur?" i
said the Spldcr to the Fly










“Oh no, no,” said the little Fly, “to ask me is in vain,
For who goes up your winding stair can nc’er come down again.”
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cusning Spider to the Fly, “Dear freod, whit an Tdo, 40
- To prove the warm affection I've always felt for you?

- Thave within my pantry, good store of all that's nice:

I'm sure you're very welcome — will you please to take a slice?”
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“Oh no, no,” said the little Fly, "kind sir, that cannot be,
I've heard what's in your pantry, and I do not wish to sce!”
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The Spider tumcdhm ipund about and went into his den,

For well he knew the sxlly ﬂ qufd soon come back again:

\ e So he wove a subdé/w# M

And s;tlus tabic rcady, to dmc upon the Fly.
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Alas. das' bm{vcry soon th)s silly lxttlc Ely

Hearing his wxly ﬂattcnng'word;: came slévly flitting by'
With buzzmg wings sbc hung nloft. /thtn ncar and nearer drew, ‘
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And now, dear little children, who may this story read,
To idle, silly, flattering words I pray you nc’er give heed:;
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Unto an evil counsellor,
close heart and ear and eve.

e a lesson from this tale.

Spidcr and the Flv.




I)L‘df Slt\‘C.’ Ch\/furcs.

No doubt you've finished our delicious tale and are surprised by this little tragedy, but then again, what did you ezpect
from a story about a spider and a fly? Happily ever after? Spiders are trappers, for goodness sake! We've been doing
it for generations, and we're quite good at it. Even your beloved Charlotte in E. B White's Charlotte’'s Web admitted as
much. But alas, the poor dear never capitalised on her fortune. Now if I were in her shoes, I would be eating bacon.

With the wealth of knowledqe about spiders and our crafty, carnivorous ways, you'd think my web would be empty,
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but not a day passes without a hapless bug or two stopping by. What's a spider to do? To be completely fair, my most
recent dinner quest put up a commendable fight. But I am a talented and persistent hunter with many schemes up my

sleeves. And you can see, I always get my bug.

So what does all this talk of spiders and traps have to do with you? Be warned, little dears, and know that spiders are

not the only hunters and bugs are not the only victims. Take what has transpired within these pages to heart, or you
might well find yourself trapped in some schemer’s web.

Bon k;ppcfif.




