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Philippa Pearce’s Who’s Afraid? and Other Strange Stories
Its Theme and Technique

Michiko YORIOKA
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LOWIMEDKRNLY — A A b Ex B3840, PEOMERGEORENL—-EF A%
HTHE LT/, fEEICE ST, MERZOLENETTHY, I 2BEWR%OL
FOLOBIZECRILDL ) b0 BHTEL V2] EE X/ Zh T, K720
A=N—FF 27 VORI L AFHAD X v &= TH A9 M.

U7 ZD8ER T, FHRAMSE ICEEMNICEMT 205, TSR LEREISZVWED X
VMR TH B LS. BlE, ZOEBED % 2O “Samantha and the Ghost” "+ = »
Y EWE TlE, FARDAZY <, MREADRDEIZHD ) v TOKRIZHENDE
ANOWE X RO T, BOWICEAT A, MENERKRTY) Yy IOENFODPLEL 700, ME
WY THAEETERAPREIEONTD A2, < U HIIERICRDIT-MEIL, 5 THRD
ENIFET LD LYY, BT THHLVE, BEY 2T A4 X OHEDZ ETARFEE
. MEZETFHAEZSIE L EL2wL, —F, MEEZEN LW~ Hid, MEOFED
MEReEny, omEkrms. Rl WATH-ENZ, MHTH-7-28, HOOESE
WAL, JEATE, MELL > THTDORBEOEZIIR > TRHI LA RO TV LY
ERFET. MERHRLINMT, FHEIR L7200 ThHL. Y925 H) & T5H LM
EZDIRHDH, TF/EKTITLV, & F 9. (She heard, from behind her and above, the Ghost’s
pleading: “Come again—please, come again....”) *’

EANPOTCEGPBI LG, BWHIZATAZLRBBLWVWI ETERV.
720 T AZERTORETy OREXLRTOE, BEAOBWETHE. N—vBoIa-—%k
AN, THOEEAIZT 47 M) THADELVENENLNZWTLZOZEE M) RTwDL 0
THbH. PADOLIEEZTHLEANDLERE LD - THLODEELS P HH ) DY, TDOFED%
MBS HADIE, RICE->THMETH > THLBP LRV, P28 HE ) BAOW
Zid, AFOHSOLBIVERIHAE L TVDA, 2 v EFHORESICE ST, T's
LWwE AR, BibE, ZEML, MEICKAE LT, (She shouted, “You were a great, fat
lazy old pig!”) (19) #HiZ%F LT (“Youre an ill-bred, uppish, rude little girl!”) (20) &, M
ZAD LT L, BEALFRORECTCI—F T AR OB, ZEAPMETHALIZ LEENS
L, b ryHOBRBICEBIIE S ZHMEOEIL, (He was, indeed, grossly fat, and very old,
too, with floating white hair. But he had a boyish look, that, without being exactly attractive, was
at least pitiful.) (21) FHO X HICHY 28 ZFHThH Y, EnxrFH. WROHML, Bl X
D LEANDOIE PR T

COWEWEOE L X1x, (“My dear girl, in life I was used to quarrels. What I never got
used to—can never get used to—is being alone. Loneliness....” He shed tears.) (22) W& O J
DB OMA % ITHLBE, BEERRE LY, 7 rHid ) —ERVW/ o ERLTWAKNT
5. VIRISICH b0, BAE S LTEEEROML, MlEE2 205 X9 128
LT L, RECHEELZEND, FELZTHOSTEICHEEIICLS. PREMELR, Z0OX
312 [ZAEFHORBELBAMEIZE > THITh, BEVWELTVwH 72D, HELE-T
N5 DTHA.

HNEFROEVEIOEE, YTADBELET AT —<Thb. FIzIE TTIITALO/NSS
Vi kg A Dog So Small D% Tld, EARDLERVIIN LT, HOMLBEEATNELR -
At E T A, AL LAEICERE, RIS, BEORLIERLTNS. FHRIEANL
LEBEC O, A9 p. FREBAOMEDIBEIMP L) JLIZONT, LHF
BOESERKIE [BAETEL, F2okEMaE, dHO0MR—=>50IET LIS
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——ZEWVWZ ETHE. FHREDLOLNLR o TELEIRNYZL, BAIDL )T CELLILAT
ORI EFBLTWAE., FHEEANGE, FLC T72F Ly, O FIUTEVWDW 212, BE
ERITZODDHFLEDVRRDLDTHA .

FHRPEBANLRICAEFTTEI LD %R, BAOMA20 LD, BEADIZ DA, [H
BPHO 2R oTwdnE, ZOL)READBY T AR, THICE > TEAZEBET
LHECKELRBREZR-TEEZRL). Y= HOHBEIHMER, ZAD HRIF, 2EXE®
RETVWBIZH L, BADOKATH S THMHIE, &, BEOEANOKRELZMEL LTEVWHNRE
ERHoTVAD. Y 0 HIIEANOMELOHESVEW)IATERLERLEL T, EAOHE
EDBDEZDWMAEHNBDToHS.

FERIZ, BADMEPEREATHWLRIZANT, ZORODAALIIA v -V %F2 L
TAHEERVDDH. YT ADHEHBE The Shadow-Cage and Other Tales of the Supernatural @ “The
Strange Illness of Mr Arthur Cook” TH 5. /N7 X ¥ —FEANDWMENBILETHHY, T TiEd
EDEZDENDETH 7L TAHIZ, WEO—FIF| oL TET, AEELBHEL ¥ REBT
. ZORREZHGOEELRVEPBRESTLOTHE. EAOHMEIIESDH LTV 72558
LEINLILIIHKEL LR oW 7-DTH 572, (In Mr Baxter’s old-fashioned mind, the man of
the family was the one to do all the gardening.) ¥ — K DEER, E 5|2, —ADEANDELE LK
OESEBEZAEZFD, MEOHBIZX 5T, FHABIZHSL IR .

I AR & RS 2w, THWABWAR— )L “The Yellow Ball” Tid kDWIE & 12, KA
FWELEATH R - VLILHMEL L >THND., TA T4 T7TOHHFL L, FHOARD
REILEV, EMEFEELZDIDLEL TS, MOKDLELALSBEREROD o 72HE WA VIR~
WIZIX, KOERDHY, ZADOWHHBZDR-IVTEATHWSEE, BALEGEH, FZoXds
ZDOR=—NVZBOEITEDOPRZSL. LHL, ZORKIRLTEDOR-LVELCDbR LI ELL
Vi, BT, RELWHIDY T -3, K= L2 W0l nEne, KOBhLD R 7.

“Wait, Con. I think I know.” Thinking, foreseeing, Lizzie knew. “The ball’s destroyed; it’s a
ghost-ball now; a ghost-ball for a ghost-dog. Look, Con!” They could not see the thrower at all,
but they thought they could see the ghost of a ball; and they could certainly see the dog. She
waited for the throw and then—on the instant—was after the ball in a straight line of speed, and
caught up with it, and caught it, and was carried onward with the force of her own velocity,but
directed her course and began to come back in a wide, happy, unhurried curve. The yellow ball
was between her teeth, and her tail was up in triumph—a thing they had never seen before. She
brought the ball back to the thrower; and the thrower threw again, and again she ran, and caught,
and came loping back. Again; and again; and again. (151-152)

TMEDK) # THIEOR— NV, DIV T vy ME, RAEZVWKROBEVWEDLE S ZZEOTFE7-
LORHBGEE, NBHLBWEMTTEDT, HEDFEVGED) 2E 2 45,
TFHPE=FBDOIUL T, BEEL L THMEOHFEZ RO LESLH 5. THEVDR S LW
“His Loving Sister” & W) EmIZEHTLHMEIL, HRVORE LWIHITH Y, Z20ORMEICE
W, ¥7 ZADOROMEWEEDOEETHS TKPIT, “At the River-Gates” 12, VL3 5.
PRPIT, BB TICBWT, BFIITo TOBTA, ROK, KEOBTKME B2k
FEIEBREH LTV HELE S XBE, BIII2E VI b0THD. BOBH, R TEFI
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WL, EW)ERESZIINADOTH Y, KBEXYIF-0, BELIZEFOMETH 72,
COWER, KERTABRELERELYHBEL TCOW /L LZFEOLD B, TORENIL
SRS, FHICET EVIOIRICE T b,

FRIZH LT, 20 THERVOR I LWl Tk, BT, LLrEOKEV) L) 2%
LRI EDRA TRV, HOBRECHELBETHRTRLZOTHL. MIHIEL
T NEHOERT, BOOFEAANZTTLLLD, FEX R LAELALREORHROE
DB H DI LI EBEMROKRE S, BLOMEOHBTHRIN TV S, WA H DI
KTVBT ERZHOEHORHAD, WL EFHRTIT o 728, BIIELRELS R T/l ed
bbb,

My mother went quite clost to him. “Lizzie’s here now, isn’'t she?”

“Yes,” he said.

“l want to see her,” my mother said.

“Well,” he said, in a flat voice, “you have seen her, haven’t you? She’s always here now. With

”

me.
“Lizzie died in Canada ten days ago, The letter said she didn’t want to live any longer, They
said she died of a broken heart.” (96)

A EDRTIHAL I LIl > T B, WRHPHDE AT o TRADE, HITHT
BIBADEELNLTIER L, WEOLEYIETLIHDIETHo72I EDE L. WiEI
BT L0, BEOMTEBEL L THEYBRL CEIV2Y, ZoWER, TOLFED
By LTEDED SN, (When I was a child, my best friend lived next door.) (87) Z ®%)
E %13 (What I have often wondered since is this: Did his loving sister go with him?) (97)
FEINTWD, MEOFMAE, HIZE > TRBIHTAEROBE LT, 72, AHOKY
SEDESERTLDEBBEEN-DTHS). THOZHFEERL, MAOBEICIBEBETIL
S DTMEDELEDS, A LR, ENbhEznA—/—FF 2 7 VOHRELE L TEZOEK
AT D THL. LD TAMT, OBELEEE ThIMEYHELEOLET ADOFET
H5.
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A ODHENEE TETWL E W) BEY RAE, FHEMENEA, BhTHWDOH
KA ELA L 72D, LEEICETRO,» 2L ED, THIOE, ZALPOBEHTHRA &
B DS B . RIS L o CHI AR S FHORTHLERMOL, fFmiCX-o THICRZ
DWIZEBLEON, FyH Yy A= =) 7108, (Marianne Dreams, 1958)
Thot. THRBROTFHROBBT HELBEDHE LLYETHY, THOTTHLEH
L, B OIHEEDBEPVEN DT LN EmTH L.

HEDH LW LB T HIRBEMHLEBRLTWADTH LY, FHlbbBFUSOF
BEATICHE 2 TV B DS 2. WED S TS LS ERBRT 59 A~ ZROMEmDH
T\ g, “Black Eyes” & T2 hdio T b DAL 7, “Who's Afraid?” Td 5. “Black-
Ewyﬁ&,¢ﬁvl4y®§m,%if%ot:tw&wﬁﬁ@wvyﬁﬁﬁwu<5.m
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THF > TCELREORNWSEARIE, VoA vORRERBDVLESTWT, BRWEHTHL. FORE
DRV LAPRMEE G2 HEEE L TELDNTHS., VI ¥k, HS ORI TEEOH
ThY), ZOREDHIWMENTFTALI LD TEDL L. ZNRBHAIELZH 572, (“But his
eyes aren’t made of ordinary black wool, and they’re are not stitched in an ordinary way. The
black wool is magic, and my mother is a witch.”) (44) ¢ E-TV =4 v 28 H» 7.

W FDOWTL ED, BAHLL, AELEEIZ (“Didn’t you see the look my teddy gave
your father out of his magic black eyes?”) (45)#% 2R ¥ DX % EAH Y. FE DBEKIL,
WLEDHONDE Y 2 A Y OFIZANTONED, ZOYWEOREIIVWEDAZHMONVY » FDOHILH
5525, EIGGIALAL)E, BOOBEEL "BETHL, LE-72DIE, YA rikwn
LHD7zHOTIRRL, Wy FDLDEAENLRDL—EOIFHIER, LHIETIIL WIS ) H.
BEOWMBOM TRIFEEED N 2 2NV EFBFRER, VIV FORGKRESEIE, Y24~
DRILVIBICELT, BODBBEINAFLERBSEL-0DLDTH-2LER 5.
Vo FOLDOEER, ORI 24 v—FRICHELT, BERWATLHELT L EOEBEEN
KBE L > THND., LOBEZ, WELOLMOLY Y FDHILH 72072 H, wEdbhb
VA YDORYLTT 4= XRT—FHWT, WRERY AR ZABUHET THIFSN TS,
FTHONMIZIZERLZEZEL L -0 THBONEREHE L VO REOFELLMED, VoA
DEEZHRL TWA.

BEBOMTHEY 24 i, VIVIFDBRRIFB>TOLDRZEY 2056, BOIKEL 7
HRFOBRSITWE LA, HLICH LT, THEAZERL, 20ELAIE THHFDOLOR
POFADELITZ, L5 LTW5E,

Jane hugged and hugged her own dear teddy to her, and the yellow fur on the top of his head
began to be wet with tears. Against her will, she was weeping for what had happened—for all that
had happened. She wept for Black Teddy. She wept for Lucinda, too. Now, at last, she felt sorry

for Lucinda; and the sorrow was like a pain inside her. (56)

723, FRADOAEEZDIHEOKL EHED LD 2HTHN, Z2hcs LT b8
EDIINTHRL T L2002 WRBEICATTTWE, BGEOKEE Y LT, 2080
BENOHEBL, BuR)ORFELERLTVA.

“Who'’s Afraid?” D513, FHEBOELER COBHIZ, WEBDLNZF ST, BOLRERIZSW
BOWEVETEPEY s —DRBTHL. WEZOFHRELPRT I THI LR, Vs
—BEHBORBWERICENSL. ZOFEIEBY 205, HRBICROPLO3BNTELT
WA, AR TELRE, GHBNY s —2Ho T MAEFETHL. BUELRTROIFLA,
WLEDHHLNAEZLITHERT, BATWAEY a —DBRFIFH Iy 2B, ZYLED 5.

’

Joe’s whole body was shaking. He felt as if he were shaking to pieces. He wished that he
could. His great-grandmother held his shaking hand in hers. Dicky Hutt took a step forward into
the room. Joe had no hope. He felt his great-grandmother lean forward a little in her chiar, tighten-
ing her grip on his hand as she did so. In her low, slow voice she was saying: “Who—" And Joe
thought, He won’t bother to answer her; he’ll just come for me. He'll come for me....

But the low, slow voice went on: “Wh0000000000000-" She was hooting like some ghost-

— 301 —



FHBLFRECE 395 (A - L&)

throated owl; and then the hooting raised itself into a thin. eerie wailing. Next, through the wail-
ing, she began to gibber, with effect so startling—so horrifying—that Joe forgot Dicky Hutt for a
moment and turned to look at her. His great-grandmother’s mouth was partly open, and she was
making her false teeth do a kind of devil's dance inside it. (104) (F##E %)

MAGVROSEHBOFLED, T4 v F—0BBBEENTVEH->TWET s —%, EHEIZ

BoLEMLIDOTH A ), L?E@E’lﬁﬁ Bohs iy ™H———
(Whoo00000000000-) &, AFHELZMWFETEHZRL., Lird, AME VI Ty bt Tn5

DT, Va—%BPITTELTA v F— ’% Y. HHENC - THhS, Ja—1d T
WP OTIEBLLAWAT, WiT oo T Thoa7y ZTE5HAS.

FATBR AL DI, BAETFHOBEDL ) B EH - 72WiER, ETAD7T—< & LTE<H
ENTWAE., TOEMOEE, GHEEE Y 3 —OCRIE, BEODLDTHBED, HXDitik,
Va-—OBPOTELENINT LY s —ORFLIE, RALFHROENINT L5F5HOM
ErH L (EKLTWAS. (Joe's mother said, “Well, she’s outlived all that. Outlived everything.
Too old to be any use to herself—or to anyone else. A burden, only.”) (105) "Z AT D% H
Vv EL ST EBICHLT, Vs -3y EbL%RVAY, (Joe said nothing; but he wished
now that he had kissed her cheek, to say good-bye, and to thank her.) (105) LD H T, Bk
2%, SHHBNOBRBFOSELOELVTWAS, HBIEHELTHBHIZILLRZVWRAOR
FERRL, —H, Va—-0OILAhboETER, FHOBEANOBRELERL TS, ¥
7 2% Tom’s Midnight Garden D% EZDOHF T, [BIXH S AR, BHOLNIIFHE S > Tw
72, Bz bidAAL, BAOEZPIITHE L 7m0 B0RE] EFEVTWS., FHAEANIEE
WEEZDHDIE, BEADITED RIS, B LR UAI»ERVZTALTHA .

4

r/\l/)l/'é/vf)"3< S72E¥Y v Ay “Mr. Hurrel's Tallboy” i3, B ICIZMEYRE TRV,
FOWME | L TLEZLHAANHIANTVS, BRLAZZAOREM, NLIVIAIMESTC
TEMOXEY 2 12, MFEOVENRE L, ZRICEBOSTRVTNE.

All that was no surprise to me. What [ was not prepared for was the aweinspiring magni-
ficence—the majesty of the tallboy, Its surface of polished wood glowed richly; its head reared
almost to the ceiling. It dwarfed into insignificance the figure of Mr. Hurrell, who stood beside it.
Yet he had made it; it was his, It was as if, all those years, ordinary-looking, ordinary-sized Mr.
Hurrel had had this tallboy inside him, imprisoned, cramped, struggling to get out. Now it was out;
and it stood there in its full splendor: a masterpiece of furniture.(108)

WAL, FORET Y AREATHEELODL I, HDWE, NLIVSADLEPPL LT
L, RELETEIINT T B LD IS TWE, #Y V AEMOHEREZERL & 50F
DL, BRI DLBDLNEMEFELRERL TV,

INLILVEADEL, NLILEADERIERTWIIROY = 7412, AEREZSHHIR
MDD THL, BPOSEICLAE, Do F 13U ENHLL R, EFBM LR
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B WIDTHAE., BE, VEIBFERTHELIGHD "HE ) I LT TCWEEEZRWT
Wb, TOYEOATHRESE, V2 TA40BD T8 02 OFREIILR>THAZEN) B
Thh.

Wendy lay on the floor, dead—a glance was enough to confirm that—with the tallboy on top
of her. She still held in her grip the ax—our ax. She had evidently been attacking the tallboy with
the ax, particularly chopping at its legs. In her fury, she did not foresee the consequences—or
perhaps she did not care. She had severed one front leg compleltely; the other one was splintered,
and broke. The tallboy had tottered, and the upper section had fallen forward, all its drawers
shooting out ahead of it in their smooth, deadly way. She had not sprung back in time to escape,
and the upper drawers had caught her about the head and face and neck, and the fall of the upper
casing upon her had completed the tallboy’s counterassault, or self-defense. The contents of the
drawers lay in confusion all about the body, white cotton and linen stained with Wendy’s blood.
(116-117)

VLT A, AL oT, TRLTRAE! FLTRL !y EMU, EY Y RIC
FTUNH, EVREZENRIIH LT, BCHETALESH 72O THE. T2 F 4D
BRI D TED LiF 725 Y 2T AT LB s e &) I OPE R,
HHVIE, BRIELOEHIE, AS2ICERTIEVWERW, EEFTHLVENGZANDETH L Ty
YA DEORBRENOFEATFEL, PEIZRABEL - EXL0NDE I ITIRAT
Wb,

HY Y ADBERBIL, RO TKOLP~NREIFAINTURICR 7. LIL, FOROBEIHD
DL, ZORK, FEAEFLEIBEIRVI)I ZEVWEF—> bhazdb o, BIFTIIL
WERTWVWLTWENELENMIZADTHAH. (.. but another voice that was hardly a
voice at all—an undertone that implored mercy, that pleaded for its life ....) (119) #hix "F o

Tl EBERDIDTHE. VER, BOPLET V AEGOHELELZRL, RBIZFOBE
EDOHLADFEZFWTWAE. fEEYT R, BRIOTELNZ ™, SHORB&EL %,
DEZ THROBE ) X > THREBRSET 05,

ANFPRERE O THEY B L7 WOROARRE LR L35I, WMYOEGORBHEL DS
DI BAEMB WL D d B, YT Al The Shadow-Cage and other tales of the supernatural O 7;
M0 “Guess” IZB VT, FOADFE*HUGIEIEK V22 - F—22, LWIKBOBE% L
2O (REDEFEDHLL) 2BHERTVDE, FARDILERT 4T 2 2DE% 724
Mo 72PN E N, HoEVIBIKR-TLE ST, BRIFEOBROLHIT, KOKD
TWWRBE2RDIDOTH 7. ENPOEDLE, KOBEBELRLT L2 - F—2 2L WS D4k
&, JBELEBIZHRAZDTHA.

HROKRDHEDHIEL AR, WEEIMEDO LI, BICRZLVWHELERE-7-05, Thh
HD7z 5T E, “The Road It Went By” TH5b. X XA LB EADFIZELRIZV 5 7>
DD, EETHEL T LR EADHFWLTENIRA <.

This afternoon I was prattling to him as he dug. Suddenly he said, “Hush!” and ceased work
to bend almost tenderly over the mess of earth and root and stems that he was handling. (This
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was not the first time he had behaved oddly in Mrs. Hartington’s garden. Before now I had won-
dered what my uncle was hearing or hoped to hear, when he screwed his hearing aid so firmly into
his ear as he weeded, Young as I was, I had decided that he was not really preparing to listen to
me or to the birds or perhaps to any ordinarly thing in the garden. (60)

B SAR, BEEOEAYEMIIRE, 221087 baoBRE ANOTH 7. K
BAE, WNELEEYMZTH - TWEDY, OB, FFTHY, RLTHELZELRVOD
Thotz. PHEIZIGTHOLWVH, FXEAR Thhy ‘I LIERM2rEXDDOXHRD R
MIHRWZL, RKUNICETTWDTHE, FRELDOLPTHIAFELLTTNL L) LD
ERBEETn S,

WD LNTH, JROKLELDE, o b MUMLELODOFELZRLGAL I EPESIZH
&b, “The Hirn” &, ZOKADOREFEL N2V ZMEmMTHSL., B BREMm L
HED, FOMET L CHAANLADOFGFTICH IO T, EHMDPOLDEEDNRLH T L2017,
HBEREL, BEHHOBEATIIHLIHREYMBT A LIILE. KADPYVHE SR, HIZA
STHEDLD, FREKREYVHEIL/ZIZTTH L0, HOFIPOANIKITIE L DIZEM 2005 &
B b, (He was angered at how long it was taking him to get out of this wretched grove
of trees.) (132) HICHZ AMWETIE 2L, FAEORE, K4DE, HOOREOMIZ, M
@%ﬁ%é.%h%#,@%ﬁi@%%@%i&ﬁbfw

Young Edward Edwards listened ....

It was very quiet, Everywhere round him was now still and very, very quiet. But, all the
same, though there was something—not a sound that began and ended, but a sound that was
there, as the wood was there. The sound enclosed him, as the wood enclosed him. The sound was
of someone trying not to laugh—of someone privately amused—quietly and maliciously amused.
(132)

BOKIPPEOFNI T BN, HHEIFICHYBETIA, TRE2ICHT - THR Bt
IO ALAENEE. BOARL AT TOT, BEAEIIDE > TADR LB 7ZVEBETS -
7o, ARICLETFOHRDD - - LWL, ZOWEOHADOANL DB TEWEZONTR LY
FaFEE, BEMOBRODICHIET ALY - FO L) HAMICE 5T, BVEKRSH L.

5

BEREANGLE V) DI, AEEVHITFVIZ OEMERAENFREICL - T, BWlRLe LY
RELTERESET A7 3y O—3BETh%G, Fl/NEHE L EE D DI R %5
HiE, BEOCEMAEF -7 L, bR 70y b ThY, TROEMESTLXARTHAS ).
N OMBIE DE XD 7Oy FOWKEEHYRO L S WIRIE, 714 8 ET AR
OB THHLEFTZA.

V7 ADEREIIEmT S, B%iﬁ@¢fﬁ&k?h@$@%LTw#,Lﬁ%b%%w
BB DB OO PRV A — S —F F 2 TV OHES, FIOMTIEET AR, BRE
&%%%?&.W&?&K%@ii&X—N—T%l5w@m%$keﬁéﬁ1w6®téﬁ
p. —olIE, SHEREROEIHT A L1, KAOBIE#HTE > T0hIzHIZ, TLRE
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AV, WEZDONVTY YIRS TITC DR REDIGHDY, KIZRZELITKRD L HITEDR
NT\w3%. (Against her will, she was weeping for what had happened—for all that had happened.
She wept for Black Teddy. She wept for Lucinda, too. Now, at last, she felt sorry for Lucinda;
and the sorrow was like a pain inside her.) (56)
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.. in any good book for children, we should expect the two parts of an author’s life to come
together: his own childhood experiences or interests, recreated fictionally, and his own maturity,
reflected in the significance he chooses to give to them.... Children themselves are facting toward
maturity and taking steps toward it: an adult who stands still, peering backwards into their faces, is
very soon going to become an embarrassment, and useless—even an obstacle to their advance.

In a good children’s book, however, the child-characters, although not actually growing up, al-
ways appear capable of it. The children’s writer not only makes a sataisfactory connection between
his present mataurity and his past childhood, he also does the same for his child-characters in re-
verse—makes the connection between their present childhood and their future maturity. That their
maturity is never visibly achieved makes no difference; the promise of it is there.) *’
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