CONCERNING FAIRY TALES AND ME

saying a great deal, but it is only because I think
William is more like life as idea.

I shall hope when it comes time to sit in a garden
and fold one’s hands gently, listening to the birds
all over again, watching the blossoms swinging with
a still acuter eye, to take up the books of Grimm
and Andersen, for I have a feeling they will be the
books that will best corroborate my comprehension
of life as an idea. I think it will be the best time
to read them then, to go out with a memory soft-
ened by the warm hues and touches of legend that
rise out of the air surrounding life itself.

There will be a richer comprehension of “once
upon a time there was a princess”—who wore a
great many jewelled rings on her fingers and whose
eyes were like deep pools in the farthest fields of
the sky—for that will be the lady who let me love
in the ways I was made to forget; the lady whose
hands I have touched as gently as possible and from
whom I have exacted no wish save that I might
always love someone or something that was so like
herself as to make me think it was no other than
herself. It is because I love the idea of life better
than anything else that I believe most of all in the
magic of existence, and in spite of much terrifying
and disillusioning experience of late, I believe.
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