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Neil Gaiman - WHEN WE WENT TO
SEE THE END OF THE WORLD by
Dawnie Morningside, age 11 1/4

What I did on the founders day holiday
was, my dad said we were going to have a
picnic, and, my mum said where and I said
I wanted to go to Ponydale and ride the
ponies, but my dad said we were going to
the end of the world and my mum said oh
god and my dad said now, Tanya, its time
the child got to see what was what and my
mum said no, no, she just meant that shed
thought that Johnsons Peculiar Garden of
Lights was nice this time of year.

My mum loves Johnsons Peculiar Garden
of Lights, which is in Lux, between 12th
street and the river, and I like it too,
especially when they give you potato



sticks and you feed them to the little white
chipmunks who come all the way up to the
picnic table.

This is the word for the white chipmunks.
Albino.

Dolorita  Hunsickle says that the
chipmunks tell your fortune if you catch
them but I never did. She says a chipmunk
told her she would grow up to be a famous
ballerina and that she would die of
consumption unloved in a boardinghouse
in Prague.

So my dad made potato salad.
Here is the recipe.

My dads potato salad is made with tiny
new potatoes, which he boils, then while
their warm he pours his secret mix over



them which is mayonnaise and sour cream
and little onion things called chives which
he sotays in bacon fat, and crunchy bacon
bits. When it gets cool its the best potato
salad in the world, and better than the
potato salad we get at school which tastes
like white sick.

We stopped at the shop and got fruit and
Coca-cola and potato sticks, and they
went into the box and it went into the back
of the car and we went into the car and
mum and dad and my baby sister, We Are
On Our Way!

Where our house is, it is morning, when
we leave, and we got onto the motorway
and we went over the bridge over
twilight, and soon it got dark. I love
driving through the dark.



I sit in the back of the car and I got all
scrunched singing songs that go lah lah lah
in the back of my head so my dad has to
go, Dawnie darling stop making that noise,
but still I go lah lah lah.

Lah lah lah.

The motorway was closed for repairs so
we followed signs and this is what they
said: DIVERSION.

Mummy made dad lock his door, while
we were driving, and she made me to lock
my door too.

It got more darker as we went.

This is what 1 saw while we drived
through the center of the city, out of the
window. I saw a beardy man who ran out
when we stopped at the lights and ran a



smeary cloth all over our windows.

He winked at me through the window, in
the back of the car, with his old eyes.

Then he wasnt there any more, and
mummy and daddy had an arguement about
who he was, and whether he was good
luck or bad luck. But not a bad arguement.

Their were more signs that said
DIVERSION, and they were yellow.

I saw a street where the prettiest men I'd
ever seen blew us kisses and sung songs,
and a street where I saw a woman holding
the side of her face under a blue light but
her face was bleeding and wet, and a
street where there were only cats who
stared at us.

My sister went loo 1loo, which means look



and she said kitty.

The baby is called Melicent, but I call her
Daisydaisy. Its my secret name for her. Its
from a song called Daisydaisy, which
goes, Daisydaisy give me your answer do
I'm half crazy over the love of you it wont
be a stylish marriage 1 cant afford a
carriage but you'll look sweet upon the
seat of a bicicle made for two.

Then we were out of the city, into the
hills.

Then there were houses that were like
palaces on each side of the road, set far
back.

My dad was born in one of those houses,
and he and mummy had the arguement
about money where he says what he threw



away to be with her and she says oh, so
your bringing that up again are you?

I looked at the houses. I asked my Daddy
which one Grandmother lived in. He said
he didnt know, which he was lying. I dont
know why grownups fib so much, like
when they say Ill tell you later or well see
when they mean no or I wont tell you at all
even when your older.

In one house there were people dancing in
the garden. Then the road began to wind
around, and daddy was driving us through
the countryside through the dark.

Look! said my mother. A white deer ran
across the road with people chasing it. My
dad said they were a nuisance and they
were a pest and like rats with antlers, and
the worst bit of hitting a deer is when it



comes through the glass into the car and he
said he had a friend who was kicked to
death by a deer who came through the
glass with sharp hooves.

And mummy said oh god like we really
needed to know that, and daddy said well
it happened Tanya, and mummy said
honestly your incorigible.

I wanted to ask who the people chasing
the deer was, but | started to sing instead
going lah lah lah lah lah lah.

My dad said stop that. My mum said for
gods sake let the girl express herself, and
Dad said I bet you like chewing tinfoil too
and my mummy said so whats that
supposed to mean and Daddy said nothing
and I said arent we there yet?



On the side of the road there were
bonfires, and sometimes piles of bones.

We stopped on one side of a hill. The end
of the world was on the other side of the
hill, said my dad.

I wondered what it looked like. We
parked the car in the car park. We got out.
Mummy carried Daisy. Daddy carried the
picnic basket. We walked over the hill, in
the light of the candles they set by the path.
A unicorn came up to me on the way. It
was white as snow, and it nuzzled me with
its mouth.

I asked daddy if I could give it an apple
and he said it probably has fleas, and
Mummy said it didnt. and all the time its
tail went swish swish swish.



I offered it my apple it looked at me with
big silver eyes and then it snorted like
this, hrrrmph, and ran away over the hill.

Baby Daisy said loo loo.

This is what it looks like at the end of the
world, which is the best place in the
world.

There is a hole in the ground, which looks
like a very wide big hole and pretty
people holding sticks and simatars that
burn come up out of it. They have long
golden hair. They look like princesses,
only fierce. Some of them have wings and
some of them dusnt.

And theres a big hole in the sky too and
things are coming down from it, like the
cat-heady man, and the snakes made out of



stuff that looks like glitter-jel like I putted
on my hair at Hallowmorn, and I saw
something that looked like a big old buzzie
fly, coming down from the sky. There
were very many of them. As many as stars.

They dont move. They just hang there, not
doing anything. I asked Daddy why they
weren't moving and he said they were
moving just very very slowly but I dont
think so.

We set up at a picnic table.

Daddy said the best thing about the end of
the world was no wasps and no moskitos.
And mummy said there werent alot of
wasps in Johnsons Peculiar Garden of
Lights either. I said there werent alot of
wasps or moskitos at Ponydale and there
were ponies too we could ride on and my



Dad said hed brought us here to enjoy
ourselves.

I said I wanted to go over to see if I could
see the unicorn again and mummy and
daddy said dont go too far.

At the next table to us were people with
masks on. I went off with Daisydaisy to
see them.

They sang Happy Birthday to you to a big
fat lady with no clothes on, and a big
funny hat. She had lots of bosoms all the
way down to her tummy. I waited to see
her blow out the candles on her cake, but
there wasnt a cake.

Arent you going to make a wish? I said.

She said she couldnt make any more
wishes. She was too old. I told her that at



my last birthday when I blew out my
candles all in one go I had thought about
my wish for a long time, and I was going
to wish that mummy and Daddy wouldn't
argue any more in the night. But in the end
I wished for a shetland pony but it never
come.

The lady gave me a cuddle and said I was
so cute that she could just eat me all up,
bones and hair and everything. She
smelled like sweet dried milk.

Then Daisydaisy started to cry with all her
might and mane, and the lady putted me
down.

I shouted and called for the unicorn, but I
didnt see him. Sometimes I thought I could
hear a trumpet, and sometimes | thought it
was just the noise in my ears.



Then we came back to the table. Whats
after the end of the world I said to my dad.
Nothing he said. Nothing at all. Thats why
its called the end.

Then Daisy was sick over Daddys shoes,
and we cleaned it up.

I sat by the table. We ate potato salad,
which I gave you the recipe for all ready,
you should make it its really good, and we
drank orange juice and potato sticks and
squishy egg and cress sandwiches. We
drank our Coca-cola.

Then Mummy said something to Daddy I
didnt hear and he just hit her in the face
with a big hit with his hand, and mummy
started to cry.

Daddy told me to take Daisy and walk



about while they talked.

[ took Daisy and [ said come on
Daisydaisy, come on old daisybell
because she was crying too, but I'm too
old to cry.

I couldnt hear what they were saying. I
looked up at the cat face man and I tried to
see 1f he was moving very very slowly,
and I heard the trumpet at the end of the
world in my head going dah dah dah.

We sat by a rock and I sang songs to Daisy
lah lah lah lah lah to the sound of the
trumpet in my head dah dah dah.

Lah lah lah lah 1ah lah lah l1ah.
Lah lah lah.

Then mummy and daddy came over to me



and they said we were going home. But
that everything was really all right.
Mummys eye was all purple. She looked
funny, like a lady on the television.

Daisy said owie. I told her yes, it was an
owie. We got back in the car.

On the way home, nobody said anything.
The baby sleeped.

There was a dead animal by the side of
the road somebody had hit with a car.
Daddy said it was a white deer. I thought
it was the unicorn, but mummy told me that
you cant kill unicorns but I think she was
lying like grownups do again.

When we got to Twilight I said, if you told
someone your wish, did that mean it
wouldnt come true?



What wish, said Daddy?

Your birthday wish. When you blow out
the candles.

He said, Wishes dont come true whether
you tell them or not. Wishes, he said. He
said you cant trust wishes.

I asked Mummy, and she said, whatever
your father says, she said in her cold
voice, which is the one she uses when she
tells me off with my whole name.

Then I sleeped too.

And then we were home, and it was
morning, and I dont want to see the end of
the world again. And before I got out of
the car, while mummy was carrying in
Daisydaisy to the house, I closed my eyes
so I couldn't see anything at all, and I



wished and I wished and I wished and I
wished. I wished we'd gone to Ponydale. I
wished we'd never gone anywhere at all. |
wished I was somebody else.

And I wished.



