
Walt Disney / 2 

• 
-

. 

It is the winter of 1940. The world is five 
months into a new war and I am very aware that it 
is wrong to be happy. But I am. I have been prom
ised a trip uptown to see Walt Disney's new film, 
Pinocchio, and my only concern is not being late. 
It is roughly an hour from Brooklyn to midtown 
Manhattan on the BMT, and my sister and her girl
friend are, as usual, dragging their feet. It is just an
other example of the awfulness of children's depend
ence on the adult world to fulfill their most desperate 
wishes. By the time we reach the theater, I have lost 
what little self-control I had left. The movie has al
ready begun. I go into a black sulk and my sister, furi
ous, threatens to abandon me altogether. We climb to 
the balcony in angry silence and clamber across an in
visible and endless row of knees to our seats. The 
sound track, in the meantime, fills the dark with the 
most irresistible music. I can't bear to look at the 
screen. I have missed, I feel, the best of everything. 
But my first glimpse once past the four thousandth 
knee dissipates all my anguish. Jiminy Cricket is slid
ing jauntily down the strings of a violin, singing "Give 
a Little Whistle." (The scene occurs twenty minutes 
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Maurice Sendak. "Walt Disney/2" from Caldecott & 
Company.










