Fairytales are glimpses into the soul of man because they are made by man and meant to be read by man.  They express, in fairytale language, our deepest longings, our most passionate desires, and our greatest fears.

When we see the knight clad in shimmering brass, we root for him in his larger-than-life mission, to rescue the princess in the face of not merely daunting scenarios but literally impossible odds.  We know what love there is throbbing in his bosom.  We are the prince precisely for the reason that we all secretly want to know that exceeding love and be that exceedingly passionate about something.  We all secretly want to be that princess and be loved with this quixotic, irrational sort of love.  We all want to be that prince that is assaulted by hell’s ferocity but escape as the unmatched victor without scathe or singe.  We are immersed in fairytale morality because it teaches us that we are all great, every-day heroes, yet we are all so very miniscule, because we all can be every-day heroes.  Every fairyland has its immutable innocence, a land that we have never seen except in our dreams, except in these fairytales.  When we see the witch in black, we know how evil she is because we know evil, and this precisely because we know the evil that lies in us.  When we see the witch punished at the end, we feel a great sense of security because justice is being served yet feel all the wicked still as we fancy that our wickedness is yet unpunished.  
Christianity resonates with reality as no other worldview does.  Where else do you find a maddening, extravagant tale of love where the Hero not only braves the mighty dragon and slays him but He braves death itself, willingly submits to it, and vanquishes it thereafter?  Where else is a system that appeals to man’s intimate desire to be great but teaches him not that this desire is not wicked but that this desire was meant to lead him to understand not only his lofty claim to royalty but also how abysmally tiny he is?  Where is the worldview that instills in us a savor of unseen worlds while reviving our own desire to salvage the beauty in our current one?  Where else is a teaching that so thoroughly condemns evil for none other than its being evil?  Where else is the teacher that demands we all must be judged for our iniquity?  You may find one that appropriately satisfies one or two of these, but show me the one that satisfies them all, and I will show you truth.
I say that Christianity is grander than the sum of all fairytales with all their make-believe stories because it far excels them all and all their grandiose claims.  Christianity is no man’s fairytale; no, it’s the very tale of God.  In it are no fairies, only God, and therein lies its greatness.
