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EDITOR’S NOTE

6 TEDESRITEITT

I n fairy tales, all things are interdependent, mysteriously and

Bl insancly entwined. 1 often describe them as containing a
deeply ecological world. The Green Issue is devoted to new fairy
tales, with a special consideration for nature.

In the unbridled individualism at work in the literary
forms most dominant today, I sense a devaluing of the natural
world in relation to the human. In fairy tales, the human world
and the animal world are collapsed. The collapse remains open to
wonder and change. In this way, fairy tales provide the possibility
for narratives to shine a different sort of terrible light on the natural
world. This world is transparent, imperiled, abstract, and new. In
this world, clarity and wonder go hand and hand.

I hope you like this gathering of diverse new writing
and art, devoted to the form of fairy tales. The sheer volume of
responses to the first issue of Fairy Tale Review shows that fairy
tales continue to be one of the most viable art forms. It is my belief
that we must preserve and celebrate fairy tales, even as they are
marginalized by more commercially popular narrative modes.

Since the debut of FAIRY TALE REVIEW I have been asked
repeatedly whether I think fairy tales are enjoying resurgence today.
This new question stands in stark contrast to the old question I
was asked for many years, before I was lucky enough to bring this
journal into existence. It was, “Does anyone still read fairy tales?”
Then, the utterance of the phrase “fairy tale” in connection to
serious literature or art was met, generally speaking, with frank and
bored condescension. Yet so many scholars, writers, and artists have
now written me beautiful letters, thanking FAIRY TALE REVIEW
for celebrating the complex fairy-tale tradition. For a long time I've
believed that fairy tales have never waned in importance; they've
simply been quieted by more aggressive art forms.

[ write and edit from the idea that one knows fairy tales
as a form of reading bliss, through their compositional elements.

work from the premise that there is something strange to love about
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fairy tales, and will be in the future.

The next issue of FAIRY TALE REVIEW, The Violet Issue,
will be published in 2007. A book imprint of the journal will also
debut in 2007. As it turns out, fairy tales are not a thing of the past.
They are still cackling away.

Kate Bernheimer

Assistant Professor

MFA Program in Creative Writing
University of Alabama, Tuscaloosa
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