CONCERNING FAIRY TALES
: AND ME

SoMETIMES I think myself one of the unique chil-
dren among children. I never read a fairy story
in my childhood. I always had the feeling as a
child, that fairy stories were for grown-ups and
were best understood by them, and for that rea-
son I think it must have been that I postponed them.
I found them, even at sixteen, too involved and mys-
- tifying to take them in with quite the simple gulli-
- bility that is necessary. But that was because I was
- left alone with the incredibly magical reality from
morning until nightfall, and the nights meant noth-
ing more remarkable to me than the days did, no
more than they do now. I find moonlight merely
another species of illumination by which one reg-
isters continuity of sensation. My nursery was al-
ways on the edge of the strangers’ knee, wondering

who they were, what they might even mean to those
who were as is called “nearest” them.

I had a childhood vast with terror and surprise.
If it is true that one forgets what one wishes to
forget, then I have reason for not remembering the
major part of those days and hours that are sup-
‘posed to introduce one graciously into the world and
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