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This is a work of fiction. The characters and events in this book are 
fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental 
and not intended by the author.



for all of the women in my life





Author’s Note

This book began as an exercise for a graduate class. I wanted to write a 
fairy tale that hewed as close to a Grimm’s fairy tale as I could, one that 
was absolutely devoid of modern irony. It was not easy. I resorted to using 
my youngest child as my primary guinea pig. Five is an age that trucks no 
irony. 

Several rewrites later her face registered my success. Flush with that 
achievement, I wanted more (yes, we know). I wanted to write a human 
development story (a classically inflected romance) in fairy tales that also 
traced, more or less, the evolution of fairy tales, one that would, indeed, 
finally employ modern irony. (The graduate school I attended is Pacifica 
Graduate Institute, home of the Joseph Campbell library and archives. His 
famous analysis of Star Wars and the hero cycle is a marvelous template for 
tracking the ancient roots of modern tales.) 

I employed the Aarne-Thompson tale types as a general guide for how 
to tell the tales, but really relied on tempered intuition, an archetypal 
compass far older than the academy’s imprimatur. While the tales describe 
a character arc, they were written to stand on their own. 

An early reader suggested I subtitle the work: Stories for the Wounded 
Child. Perhaps he was right. Still, here’s to the healing child. May she and 
he welcome the wonders of adulthood, being, as James Hillman notes, as 
appropriate, childlike and not childish.
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I had a dream, or it had me…

—Rex Rains


