Once Upon a Time

Anyone who has watched children growing up and observed the
magic of their transformations cannot help but be amazed by the
process. It is an expected and yet unexpected series of changes that
are almost imperceptible on a day-to-day basis. Yet they relentlessly
evolve from microscopic dots to tadpoles to bug-eyed fetuses to
naked squalling infants to mischief-bent toddlers to dirt-smudged
schoolchildren to adolescents at the mercy of hormonal dreams, Ttis
hard even for a mother to identify the toddler and the teenager as
the same child or chart the changes wrought in a short fourteen
years by time, by society, by the physical demands of life. Much of it
must be taken on faith.

In the same way, we follow the changeling life of a fairy tale across
centuries. It can only be done by a kind of faith in the integrity of
the story and a few signposts. Just as one can check out the whorls
of an adult’s thumbprints against those infant-small prints that
were pressed onto a page soon after birth, so one can find similar
prints on the body of any tale. They are the thumbprints of history,
but they are harder to read than any yellowing birth certificate or a
well-loved photograph in a family album.
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