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  A long time ago, I was very poor and often traded my body for cigarettes, Chelada, or food (in order of preference). I had two children - both daughters - and together we lived in a motel on the coast. It was a knotty-pine kitchenette cabin, and came furnished with a teapot, a few chipped flowered plates, some utensils, and bedding. The cabin overlooked a paved parking lot and beyond it, the beach. If a man came to visit, I sent my youngest girl out to find driftwood and starfish and shells. (Her sister was in kindergarten, so always gone in the morning.) There was no market for these trinkets among tourists; but they were precious to my little girls, truly their only possessions. We washed them and kept them along the edge of the porch rail and inside, on the white windowsills, which otherwise were very empty, apart from a pink horse my youngest had found in the woods. That pink horse! How she loved it. Once when she had gone a very long way to gather her treasures - all the way under a natural tunnel inside the cliffs, which led to a narrow beach that would trap you and kill you if you were stuck there during high tide - an old woman with pink hair approached her and sang her a song. My daughter told me about this old woman, but I didn’t believe her. Later that week, my girl brought home a sea urchin, closed. She said that when the sea urchin opened, the old woman would return and that she had promised then to bring us good luck. I got an empty jar from the cupboard - it had once been full of beach plum jelly but had been long gathering dust. We walked down to the edge of the ocean and filled it with water. Back in the cabin, we placed the closed sea urchin carefully into the water, where it sank and stayed closed. The next morning my littlest girl didn’t wake up and the sea urchin had bloomed. It was on her grave that my other daughter placed the pink horse. Then she too was taken - by the high tide - the very same week. She’d gone into the magic tunnel. Now I do nothing but drink Chelada all day, haunted by pink. Pink urchins, pink cigarettes. Pink horse, pink horse, pink horse on the grave - if ever the pink horse flies into the sky, your daughters will come back to life. The pink-haired old woman sang that to me once when I passed out in the sand. For now, there you stand in the dark of the wood - beautiful, all-powerful, and silent. Pink horse, you are everything, and everything is everlasting in you.
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  Once upon a time, I came into the world without breathing. As my mother tells the story, suddenly a window shade opened, all on its own; a golden light spread over the room, and I breathed. There was a huge sigh of relief, but then everything darkened. A shadow covered the room. It was my shadow, a curse I would learn about later.


  On my birthday, I weighed only four pounds and looked like a blind little rodent, I'm told (by my mother), or like a featherless bird (by my father).


  My shadow learned to walk when I learned to walk, and her first word was also my own. When I lost my teeth, she lost her teeth too. The Tooth Fairy left me a quarter; my shadow left me her teeth - under my gums. Over time they grew in. I always found my shadow a comfort, though she bothered me some. There was no getting away from her, that much I knew. As fast as I'd run, she'd run too. And her grey aspect slid toward me from the ceiling at night - a mirror of me made of shadows - even when I dreamed. She always had a vague edge to her.


  And the more I grew up the harsher she got - I don't think she liked the way my growing stretched her so thin. When I became a woman, as my mother puts it, I grew leagues not only in height but in feelings. Soon after that the shadow girl began to trouble me badly. She became very strange: her face held a constant and hideous smile, in the past, she had hardly broken even a tentative grin - just like me, whom my mother has always accused of having a grim demeanor.


  Things got rough for a while, but we've worked everything out now, me and my shadow, me and my little curse.


  Once upon a time, my shadow made things painful for me. The first day of preschool, in the red barn of Happy Acres, I was settling in for a nap, ready to enter a drooly condition of spaced-out bliss on a sky-blue terrycloth mat to tinkling music beside a blonde girl wearing a pink and purple striped top with a zipper down its center and matching shorts. I thought she was the prettiest creature I ever had seen. So, like a monkey, I stretched out my lips and showed her my teeth; I'd learned to smile, of course! But the response I received was quite unexpected. The blonde girl in the purple and pink outfit made a horrid face when she saw me, and turned away. When I told my mother she said, "Don't be silly, it had nothing to do with you!" But that's not true. She saw my shadow, I'm sure


  People try to tell me that everyone feels there is something wrong with them, but there's not. Well, they're wrong. It's the shadows they feel. This, from my shadow girl I have learned. Because I saw, I got used to her; and we were always in it together.


  The first day of kindergarten, we were asked to sit in a circle, to sing. I sat down next to Janie O'Malley. Her freckled face went white under her orange hair. She turned to me with her eyes burning bright, reached out and pinched my hand. Her face was a white globe of meanness. I don't know if it was her face or her pinch that hurt me so much, but I do know I cried. "Go away," she hissed. "Why?" I asked. No answer.


  We had to make rhymes later that year with our names. We'd just learned to read and to write. Oh, I was proud at my clever idea! Words, especially rhyming words, had quickly become my very good friends. "Cathy needs a Bathy," I wrote very carefully, in crayon. I drew a clawfoot tub, white and gleaming. How I loved my nightly baths, a special time alone with my mother and No More Tears. But everything went bad from there. Janie chased me home from school yelling "Cathy needs a bathy! Cathy needs a bathy!"


  That evening, when I looked in the mirror as I brushed my teeth before bed, my face simply burned and I could see it burning. I perched on the footstool into which my name was etched in red and blue and yellow letters - C A T H Y - and the happy colorful letters became black and loomed in front of my eyes. Not like shadows, but like headstones. I heard a rushing inside, and was sick in the toilet.


  That night the shadow girl came to my room. She had been with me forever, since that very first day, but for the first time since then she told me her name. I woke up in the middle of the night, just as always. The moon shining into the room. I looked over to my sister's bed where she slept deeply. Meg-Anne's brown curls framed her face on the pillow. Even fast asleep she looked like the perfect little creature she was; when awake she often played on her toy plastic guitar and sang happily over and over "I am Meg-Anne!" Above her head, the Wonder Woman curtains flapped in the wind; Wonder Woman pointing her finger straight at me, a gleam in her eye. I noticed a movement on the ceiling. A shape on a string, dropping down.


  Soon, on my night table, next to the music box with the twirling dancer inside, sat my shadow, my friend, glowing as the moon glows and as a star sparkles. With her little legs crossed and in a puny green dress, just like my own green velvet dress, the one I had gotten at Grover Cronin's, she looked terribly sad. She cupped her hands over her mouth and whispered "I'm Cathy." Then, she disappeared. I felt my heart beat hard, harder than ever before. She had levitated, hovered over my face. I saw that what I had believed for many years to be wings flapping slowly at her back. She flew not like a butterfly but more like a crow. And I noticed for the very first time that there were no wings on her back - what I had thought were wings was her shadow.


  I told my best friend Lizzie Morgan about my shadow when we played the next afternoon. (Yes, I did have a friend for a time, but nothing lasts forever.) "Oooh!" she said. "Let's play that!" So with our two dolls, who were also best friends, we enacted the scene. It became our most favorite game for several years to come. My doll played me and Lizzie's played Lizzie. We set the dolls up in their tiny toy beds. I'd put my hands over my mouth and whisper "Cathy" and then I'd flap my hands together like they were a bird. Lizzie would sit the two dolls up in their beds and with her mouth make a big giant O! of surprise and of fear. Come to think of it, that's how Lizzie always looked at me: with surprise and with fear.


  In fourth grade, one of the last times that we played the Shadow Game, we used my Polaroid to record it. "The camera is broken," Lizzie said dully, waiting for the photo to develop. The frame was filled with white light, nothing more. No sign of the dolls. Nothing but light, white and gleaming.


  In fifth grade, the year I lost Lizzie's friendship, my class put on "Mary Poppins." For the tea party scene, Mrs. O'Neill had rigged up a table and chairs to hang from the ceiling on ropes. All the girls wore party dresses in pink, blue and green. Boys wore black suits with jackets and ties. We sang about candies and cakes. The table and chairs wobbled and danced. In the middle of the nonsense song about delicious foods everything suddenly went black, and when I opened my eyes I saw my shadow, dangling in a sparkling party dress from the ceiling. Like my dress, hers had ladybugs printed on it, and a clear plastic purse in the shape of a ladybug hung over her shoulder. Dark circles under her eyes. Her shadow-wings were a little bit broken.


  Then everything went bright and I was arm-in-arm with Lizzie Morgan and Barbara Murphy, singing that song. Over my head, I saw the shadow girl, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw Lizzie also look up. She turned to me with terror . . . the dancing went on . . . and then I felt a sharp pinch on my behind. "I hate you, Cathy," Barbara said in my ear. She looked over my head at Lizzie. Lizzie glanced my way, then up at the ceiling (my shadow was gone). "I hate you too," Lizzie whispered. "I hate you, Cathy." Then there was a flash, my mother snapping her camera.
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  When my mother got the photo developed, in between Lizzie and Barbara, where I ought to be, is no one. A bright light, white and gleaming. "Damn it! I left you outside the frame," my mother said, when she saw it. For my mother those were very strong words. I believe now she was angry because she would have no proof later to show me how happy I was at one time. ("But you loved being in 'Mary Poppins' with Lizzie!" she tells me sometimes, making me shout shut up silently, inside my head .)


  When junior high came, things had gotten much worse. No need to elaborate, believe me.


  Still, sometimes, even after what I came to think of as the Poppins Episode, Lizzie would call me at home. Her voice always very low on the phone, as if afraid someone would overhear her. But who? Her mother had always been so kind to me; she could hardly mind if Lizzie called. "How are you?" Lizzie would ask with concern. "I'm fine," I would answer, pretending not to be crying. I was always so happy she called! "Remember the Shadow Game?" I soon would ask, overcome with emotion for our friendship, and things would go quiet on the other end of the line. "I have to go," she'd say then. Click went the phone. The day after she'd call, she would never say hi to me in school. She wouldn't look in my direction.


  I could not believe my good fortune when high school finally ended.
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  That first summer before college started my mother let me stay home and go to the library every day, just as I wanted. I planned to work my way alphabetically through the library's three rooms. I'd start in Non-Fiction, move my way to Adult, and finish in Reference. If there was still time before September, I'd redo Juvenile, which I'd finished by the time I was thirteen. Secretly, I hoped to make my way down to the basement, where Juveniles were kept. How I missed the stories and pictures-the blue, green, and brown fairy books!


  In the backyard, at a rotting picnic table, I would read. Around noon, I would go inside and make a peanut butter and jelly sandwich and wrap it in a blue bandana; I'd pour some water and drop some ice into an empty jelly jar. I'd carry the picnic out to the yard like a girl I'd read about in a children's book. For the very first time in my life since before the pink and purple pant-suited girl at Happy Acres scowled at me, I experienced bliss.


  At night, my shadow visited me. She'd drop from the ceiling in her tank top and undies - what I slept in too - and hovered just over my pillow, her face close to mine. Into her ear, I'd whisper tales I had read. I told her about science, how the earth was heating up slowly. About novels, like the one about the girl whose half-brother named Ram, "overtaken with lust," had impregnated her. Picture books - a baby chicken who lost its mother. "Are you my mother?" it asked a log.


  Meg-Anne had already gone to college two years before so my shadow and I had the bedroom to ourselves. I'd fall asleep reading in bed - I'd covered Meg-Anne's bed with books, and sometimes I'd fall asleep lying on top of volumes and volumes - and then with a whoosh she'd appear. She was as big as I was then - five feet four - and had grown her hair long, just like me. We both had hair past our shoulders, and it was glorious shades of blonde, brown and pink. We wore matching white undershirts, underwear embroidered with the days of the week, and both of us had the same necklace on: I had found two teeny dead frogs in the yard, and shellacked them, tying them onto string. She could not believe I'd made her a present - her face lit up the room with its smile. She'd never smiled before, and the light that came from it was like sunrise, or sunset. I had began to smoke cigarettes, a kind that came from over the ocean in a pale blue box, with their name all in squiggles. They made me sick to my stomach, but I liked it. My girl smoked cigarettes too, as she dangled from the ceiling


  Yes, we'd really changed. You could almost say flowered.


  Yet even though I had started to feel free - I mean not really free, but somewhat free, or at least left alone - my shadow seemed more severe as days went on. While I felt happier and happier as summer progressed, she began to emit an intensity I hardly could stand. She'd suck in the smoke so hard, her cheeks caved in . . . she'd drop from the ceiling so fast the weight of her almost stopped me from breathing. (Your shadow can do that.)


  Her evening appearances remained a comfort for me, however, because she was the only constant friend that I had. Sometimes the shadow girl would tire of my tales, and read me stories out of books that she favored, but I'd shudder and ask her to stop. The stories she read me were from magazines and had titles like "Man-Eating Flower Devours Schoolchildren!" or "Demon Faerie Explodes!" That I disliked the stories she chose aggrieved her very much, and soon her shadow wings had become completely ragged and torn and her flying went haywire. She'd drop down from the ceiling dramatically fast, then she'd make herself scarce.


  But I still enjoyed my trips to the library, my new outfits and hair. I began to wear my grandmother's old clothes. I wore her fur stole, and petticoats onto which I had sewn dried flowers and (very carefully) butterfly cocoons. They would hatch in the fall and I could not wait to see the creatures take wing off of me!


  One night in August, my shadow appeared, and without a word dropped a box right at me. I'd waved my arms in the air. It is difficult to convey, but it was very scary, that black box floating above my bed in the black room, falling down toward me. My shadow was angry at me.


  By the end of the summer, when I was finally down in Juvenile, having devoured Adult and Reference, I started then to take the long way home from the library, through the woods, and pretend I was in a book I had always loved so much about a girl who had to carry her tin cup through the woods to a creek to get a drink of water. I would daydream about this storybook I loved, the first book I'd checked out of Juvenile, as I walked down the path of pine needles.
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  One day, from behind an oak tree, he simply appeared. "I like your outfit," Hans said. Hans Peters, just a boy from Meg-Anne's class who worked at the gas station at Four Corners, about a mile away from the library and near the entrance to the woods. Hans. Hans! What a name. Who would name a kid something like that? I don't even know if it's short for anything. Cathy is short for Catherine; I'm named for a saint. I had on a long white petticoat, under a ratty fur coat of my Nana's. The coat had come with her all the way from Russia, on a boat, and it smelled like the sea, and like honey and roses. "Thank you," I answered, and began to walk faster. Books fell from my arms. Hans touched my shoulder. "What are you so scared of, Weinberg?" he said. "Nothing;" I answered. And it was true.


  "So sit down," he suggested, gesturing to a tree trunk. I sat on the tree trunk and folded my arms. I crossed my legs too, for good measure. I knew what happened to girls in the woods when they encountered man-strangers. Hans stood in front of me. "Excuse me," he said, with a blush. He always was strange, as much of a social reject at school as I had been. He disappeared behind the oak. Silence, and then I heard him peeing. This made me smile - I don't know why.


  But my smile was no sooner on my face than it was covered with a giant shadow - something flapping in the air - a horrific sound. I leapt up and ran home. I looked over my shoulder once, and saw Hans rushing out from the tree, zipping his fly. "Weinberg!" I heard him cry.


  The next day, Hans was waiting for me on the tree trunk. In one hand, he held a bunch of fading hydrangea, and in the other, a little black leather notebook. He thrust both toward me. "These are for you, Weinberg," he said. I thanked him, took the flower and notebook, and continued walking. I know this all sounds very mysterious and strange, but it wasn't. He was just a guy, a hoodlum, really, and I was a girl who had been invisible for years. It was a nice sort of idiotic friendship.


  We met daily at the tree trunk after that, him on his break from the gas station and me on my way home to read. I'd smoke my foreign cigarettes and he'd compliment my outfits. He'd ask what I was reading, and I'd show him my fairytale books. He even liked me to read them to him. Seems he loved to be read to, just like a child.


  In all honesty, I didn't even notice that my shadow was gone. She'd been my only friend for so long; thinking back to those days in the woods, I can't quite wrap my brain around how I didn't notice her absence.


  Well, before I knew what was happening, one day I was lying on my back and he was inside me. It didn't hurt. I didn't cry. When it was over, we both heard that flap-flapping again, and everything went dark.


  A sudden shadow, a sound just like wind but nothing was moving.


  After that I could do nothing but sleep, and my head felt heavy and shrouded. Even when I was awake, it was like I was sleeping, or like I was dreaming of sleep, aching for it. I had no thoughts of the library or the woods. All I wanted was sleep, and my mother. She was so kind - constantly bringing me trays of food, quietly placing them on my night table. And then, one day as she set the tray down, I saw a tiny body scramble from beneath it. It rolled onto the floor with a thud. Then it zipped up through the air like a bee, and flew into a crack in the ceiling.


  When I next opened my eyes, the clock read midnight exactly. I turned on the lamp that my Aunt Sadie had left me when she died. The lamp has a round base that lights up like a moon. It gives off a comforting glow. Sometimes I turn it on and off just to watch the light happen. That night, my mother had left the tray of toast and chicken alphabet soup. I reached for a piece of buttered white toast. I thought about how things had been getting better, around the time I met Hans in the woods, but I was starting to feel funny again - exactly the way I'd felt at Happy Acres when the girl had said "I hate you," and my shadow girl first appeared . . . I nibbled a corner of toast, and sipped some cold sugary tea, and drifted back to sleep with an old song in my head: "I won't grow up, don't want to go to school, won't learn the golden rule . . ."


  When I woke up, my room was all in a haze. I squinted my eyes to all the familiar things: in one corner sat a model of a castle, with a water-filled moat that often leaked; on my desk was a long row of little dolls that were popular then. They came in glass jars, they had name cards attached to them with strings; they looked like teeny beauty queens with wings. (I didn't much like them, now that I think about it.) On the shelves sat my collection of fairy tales from the library. I pulled them all down and pored over their pages. I was looking for a story about a baby in water, a water baby? "The Water Babies"? It reminded me of my dream, or my dream reminded me of the story?


  But soon, I came across another tale I never had seen in all of my reading. It featured a girl who smiled at everything, but nothing ever smiled back. She was a quiet girl who buried her nose in the books. Sometime after she "came into maturity" (as the storybook said), a boy did smile at her. She ran home to tell her father and he promptly sent her off to a bad fairy, who locked her in the basement without any books or heating. The bad fairy would slide plates of food under the door. Perhaps the food was magic; her clothes got smaller and smaller upon her, though the meals were meager. And something else: though it was freezing in the basement, she always was warm. One night, when she was so big her clothes had stretched right over her stomach, revealing it to look like a beautiful moon, a light - which I understood to be the bad fairy in the form of light - slid through a crack in the only window down there, and slid right down the wall and into the girl. And the next day, her clothes started to get bigger. And bigger. And bigger. Soon the bad fairy let her go home, where she was greeted with trumpets and dancing. But she never smiled again.


  When I finished reading I fainted.


  When I woke up I was in bed (as usual) and my mother was bringing me dinner. This time it was crackers and jelly, a tall glass of ginger ale. I ate a few bites of Saltines. "Is the bad fairy on duty?" I asked. My mother gave me a strange and unpleasant glance, and left the room in a hurry. As I came out of the fog of deep sleep, my body began to have a bad feeling. The shadow girl, the sliver of light, a bad fairy. Getting bigger, getting smaller. The black box, the coffin. I was covered in sweat. I fell back asleep, and woke much later again, still sweating. Above me hovered that box. It had wings jutting out of its edges. I batted my arms and heard a small whisper: I won't grow up.


  When I fell back asleep I had the most beautiful dream: me in a meadow, in a gilded storybook frame. Sitting there, I held out my hand. On my palm sat a tiny infant, gazing into my eyes. It stopped my breath-or I passed out or something, because when my mother came to fetch my dinner tray, I had turned blue - just like when I was born.


  They took me to the hospital, and from there, to a special home for pregnant girls. But my daughter, she came out too soon. Months early, tiny and blue - just like me when I came into the world. Yet she never managed to breathe on her own. On her birthday the sky was covered in clouds. No light to spread into a window and fill her with air.


  Now I'm back home with my parents. I spend all my time lying in bed in Nana's petticoats; the butterflies have hatched and flown. I lie here and think of my daughter. My shadow hangs out wordlessly on the ceiling.


  I find some consolation when my mother brings me a new fairy book from the library or a tray of food for my supper; last night, she made teeny pancakes that spelled out my name, C A T H Y. Tonight she has promised me alphabet soup. Of course, my sister Meg-Anne complains that I'm freeloading. Poor girl just doesn't realize. Nothing ever is free.
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  A Petting Zoo Tale


  



  This story takes place in a small house, not too different from any other. From outside, the house looks sweet and simple. Made of wood, poppies growing all around. Painted white. Dog on rope. Though plain, this house, like its couple inside, has a charismatic feel. Often people stop to gaze. Day and night they pause and stare and don't know why. Do you want to know? No one else does.


  The girl of the house has built a petting zoo inside. Though the zoo is a secret, not being legal, it lends the house a certain air.


  So far the girl has two laying hens, a miniature pony, a goat and three rabbits. Partitions made of chicken wire separate the animals, yet allow ample socializing. To offset the look of the wire, the girl has painted the walls various shades of pink. She has draped sparkly gauze over the windows. From the ceiling hang strand upon strand of Christmas lights. These electric bulbs have many settings: blinking, fluttering, glowing, traveling, and the chickens' favorite, a syncopated combination of all four.


  Each morning, before the husband comes to breakfast, the girl goes down the basement stairs to feed the pets. At sunrise animals must be fed. She remembers this from school. Patting the goat's head, she admires its melon eyes. Finding the rabbits in hiding, she scolds. "Bad rabbits!" she says brightly, putting them back in their pen. They do have fun. Yet the miniature horse seems unhappy. This worries the girl to no end, because the entire zoo has been planned around his small majesty.


  Each dawn since his arrival she has braided his mane carefully and tenderly brushed his legs. In a closet sits a tiny saddle, which occasionally she places upon him. She perches a stuffed monkey there for rides, she leads him around the room. This takes place in afternoon when the husband is gone. The girl had - and continues to have - plans to construct an exit from the basement to the yard so the pony can get appropriate exercise and exposure to fresh air. But how might she do so, without arousing the suspicions of that kind husband?


  Each day, indeed, the husband is away at work, "litigating" and "trying," and probably wouldn't notice. Of course he pays his girl much good attention. He tells her in an absorbed and charming tone each evening about his cases, which have a language of their own she finds amusing. Slip-and-falls. Emotional claims. Pierces in the corporate veil. Because his work is so involving, the husband never ventures down the basement, the domain of "ironing" and "washing." In fact, the girl has had the washer and dryer removed to make room for a water trough. She goes to the Laundree-Mat on Division Street for all such needs. The Laundree-Mat is a wonderful place, but not a place he'd want her to frequent. There, you exchange your money for tokens. They have pinball machines with women that moan!


  The husband is really a delicate man. But she could get away with a lot more than a petting zoo, it seems. So very mindful inside, he doesn't notice a thing. How chicken feed is delivered each week. How catalogues to order live monkeys pile up by the bed. How the girl daily carries two perfect eggs from the basement in her hands, and takes them to the fridge and pretends to remove them from a tray. Bent over the newspaper, his shoulders droop down.


  No, the girl thinks. A revolving door to the yard, garlands of red roses on tiny wooden jumps, stacks of eating hay? It could take a while, but eventually the husband would look outside, see the frolicking pony and become quite alarmed. The girl would never forgive herself for upsetting the husband's sweet balance. He must try to keep calm, for how else could he daily don a button-down shirt, a checkered tie? Dress in a suit, as if to accompany an organ grinder through town? All he lacks is the little cap! "Look at me! A working man! Yeep! Yeep!" That sound you hear in the primate room at the actual zoo.


  It's just too sad. The girl must help him keep calm as best she can so they can pay for their excellent home, for her wonderful petting zoo, for her petting. The animals sleep well there at night, the animals in hiding. She loves them dearly, sometimes even more than him.


  



  All good animals have secret lives.
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    Neil Gaiman, Michael Cunningham, Aimee Bender, Kelly Link, Lydia Millet, and more than thirty other extraordinary writers celebrate fairy tales in this thrilling volume-the ultimate literary costume party. Spinning houses and talking birds. Whispered secrets and borrowed hope. Here are new stories sewn from old skins, gathered from around the world by visionary author and editor Kate Bernheimer and inspired by everything from Hans Christian Andersen's "The Snow Queen" and "The Little Match Girl" to Charles Perrault's "Bluebeard" and "Cinderella" to the Brothers Grimm's "Hansel and Gretel" and "Rumpelstiltskin" to fairy tales by Goethe and Calvino. Fairy tales are our oldest literary tradition, and yet they chart the imaginative frontiers of the twenty-first century as powerfully as they evoke our earliest encounters with literature. This exhilarating collection restores their place in the literary canon.
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    Despite the availability of several eloquent gender studies of fairy tales, a popular reference on men and fairy tales has so far been nonexistent. Brothers and Beasts offers a new perspective by allowing twenty-three male writers the chance to explore their artistic and emotional relationship to their favorite fairy-tale stories. In their personal essays, the contributors who include genre, literary, mainstream, and visual media writers offer new insight into men s reception of fairy tales. Brothers and Beasts, the follow-up to Kate Bernheimer's influential Mirror, Mirror on the Wall: Women Writers Explore Their Favorite Fairy Tales, offers new avenues for research in fairy-tale studies.
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        Fairy tales are one of the most enduring forms of literature, their plots retold and characters reimagined for centuries. In this elegant and thought-provoking collection of original essays, Kate Bernheimer brings together twenty-eight leading women writers to discuss how these stories helped shape their imaginations, their craft, and our culture. In poetic narratives, personal histories, and penetrating commentary, the assembled authors bare their soul and challenge received wisdom. Eclectic and wide-ranging, Mirror, Mirror on the Wall is essential reading for anyone who has ever been bewitched by the strange and fanciful realm of fairy tales.

      


      
        

        Contributors include: Alice Adams, Julia Alvarez, Margaret Atwood, Ann Beattie, Rosellen Brown, A. S. Byatt, Kathryn Davis, Chitra Banerjee Divakaruni, Deborah Eisenberg, Maria Flook, Patricia Foster, Vivian Gornick, Lucy Grealy, bell hooks, Fanny Howe, Fern Kupfer, Ursula K. Le Guin, Carole Maso, Jane Miller, Lydia Millet, Joyce Carol Oates, Connie Porter, Francine Prose, Linda Gray Sexton, Midori Snyder, Fay Weldon, Joy Williams, Terri Windling.

        

        

      

    

  


  
    [image: ]

  


  
    Obsessive, prudish, and cold, Merry Gold lives in denial of her own condition. This seamstress—the eldest and meanest of the three Gold sisters—possesses a tarnished past and faces a bleak and lonely future. Guilty about her destructive desires and longing for innocence, her inner turmoil and explosive imagination belie a disarming honesty. The second volume in Bernheimer’s Gold family series, this novel follows Merry from her suburban childhood through design school and a whirlwind of lovers, and into a desolate adulthood. Beginning with a toy seal and ending with mushrooms, this fairy tale set in modern times creeps through cruelty and violence to its inevitable end. Reminiscent of a miniature, fragile ice sculpture, The Complete Tales of Merry Gold glistens with hard-hearted bliss. Kate Bernheimer has once again delved into the internal anguish of the Gold family to extract a magical, carefully stitched tale of strange and happy fear.
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    The Complete Tales of Ketzia Gold is the first in Bernheimer’s groundbreaking fairy-tale roman fleuve. This novel introduces the sad middle sister, Ketzia. Young Ketzia inhabits a storybook world of hallucinatory comedy and terror, surrounded by predatory adults, talking magnolias, and troll-like siblings. Her childhood romance with talented, brilliant Adam Brown flowers briefly into a marriage of tenderness, but Ketzia soon finds herself compelled toward intoxicating self-destruction. Bernheimer draws upon the motifs of traditional German, Russian and Yiddish folklore to shape Ketzia's bewildering adventures. This meeting of nursery rhyme and nightmare transforms everyday objects as childhood photos, wine bottles and metal trinkets take on a life of their own, frightening Ketzia. Marked by a logical illogic and disarmingly sane madness, this haunting and innovative fable creates an emotional landscape that's impossible to escape. With an obsessive lyricism recalling the poetic fictions of Carol Maso, Doris Lessing and Clarice Lispector.
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    The Complete Tales of Lucy Gold, Kate Bernheimer’s third novel, constitutes a new kind of American classic. As a child, Lucy dreams of talking fairies and lives contentedly in the wooded suburbs of Boston. She grows up to be a successful animator of fairy-tale films. Or does she? She claims at moments to be a witch in the woods, and all along, a dark spirit lurks: her dolls go blind and the wind hisses her name. Like Lucy’s sisters Ketzia and Merry, she has a secret, and it’s the kind that lives inside books. Blithe Lucy, unconsciousness Lucy, head-in-the-sand Lucy: she is unable to fasten on anything but brightness. As novelist Donna Tartt has written of The Complete Tales of Lucy Gold, “Lucy’s particular brand of optimism, blind to its own shadow, is very American—she is innocence holding itself apart so fastidiously that it becomes its opposite.” This novel is a perfect end to the Gold family trilogy (The Complete Tales of Ketzia Gold and The Complete Tales of Merry Gold), and the perfect introduction, for new readers, to Bernheimer’s enchanted body of work.
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    In Kate Bernheimer's familiar and spare—yet wondrous—world, an exotic dancer builds her own cage, a wife tends a secret basement menagerie, a fishmonger's daughter befriends a tulip bulb, and sisters explore cycles of love and violence by reenacting scenes from Star Wars. Enthralling, subtle, and poetic, this collection takes readers back to the age-old pleasures of classic fairy tales and makes them new. Their haunting lessons are an evocative reminder that cracking open the door to the imagination is no mere child's play, that delight and tragedy lurk in every corner, and that we all "have the key to the library . . . only be careful what you read."


  


  
    [image: ]

  


  
    "Getting lost in a good book" takes on a whole new meaning in this intriguing and captivating title. In an eclectic toy museum, children are drawn to a snow globe where it is said that, if they look hard enough, they can see the little girl who lives in the castle therein. To their delight, she is visible, as is her entire enchanted world. The girl is lonely when the museum empties, and she dreams of other children visiting her. She awakes with an idea of asking her visitors to leave a photo behind and, as if readers obeyed, the text asks, "Do you see her? She sees you." Using media as varied as clay sculpture and photography, Ceccoli has created a world that beckons young readers inside. The aerial ballet of objects and the playful use of perspective all contribute to the wondrous nature of the place. Children will eagerly enter this special world, pore over the amazing toys, and secretly wish they lived there themselves. This unusual book will jump-start the imaginations of all who are lucky enough to enter it. --School Library Journal
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