
The Tooth Fairy 

The bright multi-colored wings sparkled as they fluttered faster than the eye could see, 

but no sound was heard.  She was small, as small as his tiny thumb.  He pretended to be asleep.  

He didn’t want to scare her away.  But through his nearly shut eye’s he gazed upon her radiance.  

It’s incredible, he thought.  He was 11 years old and had lost his last front tooth the night before.  

This was a moment in his life he would never forget, but it wasn’t the only one.   

It had been a month since the funeral.   Dad sat him down two days before to explain that 

mom was not coming home.  There had been an accident.  “She went to Heaven to be with 

Grandma Ruth and Grandpa Lee, Brian.” Dad explained.  That was the other moment in his life 

he would never forget.  It was the day he said goodbye to his mom.  His thoughts drifted to 

memories of her.    

”There is magic in the world, it’s everywhere.  It’s all around you.” She would say to him 

in her grandiose fashion her arms extending outward as if to prove her point - then directing her 

finger at the center of his chest, “You just have to open your heart and let it in.” She’d whisper.  

Mom believed in a magical world, and she believed in fairies.  She would tell him stories every 

night of this world, but especially about the fairies.  She would say, “They are good spirits, they 

look after the land.” Then thinking a bit more, she would add, “And sometimes the people too.”  

She called them guardian angels.   

Brian’s friends did not believe in Fairies (including the Tooth Fairy).  He wanted to 

believe, like his mom, somehow he felt closer to her if he believed.  The Tooth Fairy had to be 

real.  He saw her that night when she didn’t know.   

Her hair was white, white as the snow that falls on the ground during the peak of the 

harsh Alaskan Winter’s.  But it had veins of purple and blue running through it.  There was a 



glow of light enveloping her small figure and brightening the darkened room ever so slightly, as 

she levitated above his head.  Try as he might however, he couldn’t tell where it was radiating 

from.  Her pale complexion was intensified by her cherry lips and unusual sapphire eyes.  She 

had an expression of pure love about her face that was mysteriously familiar to him, reminding 

him of his mom.  He could feel the slight breeze across his face from the flapping of her wings.  

He felt the slight rise of the pillow below him.  Was she going for the tooth? He wondered.  The 

pillow dropped down unexpectedly.  His eyelids had twitched at the movement underneath him.   

Turning she looked directly into his closed eyes.  “You’re awake.” She said not asking, 

but telling.  Her voice was dreamlike, unlike anything he had ever heard before.   

Before he could open his eye’s she spoke one more word, “Sleep.”  

He felt her touch his forehead and his eyes suddenly became heavy.  He sensed himself 

drifting off, her magic overpowering him.   

Rubbing his eyes, he awoke the next morning, vaguely aware of the night’s events, 

though he thought it had been a dream.  It seemed too fantastic to be real, he thought.   But yet, it 

seemed so clear.  He sat up suddenly, remembering the tooth and quickly looked under his 

pillow.   It was gone; in its place was a Gold Dollar and a piece of paper with writing.   That’s 

strange he thought, never had a note left before.  Two words were printed on it – “Always 

Believe.” with the initials - TF.  The writing was strangely familiar – It looked like his mom’s 

handwriting and her style.  The I was dotted with a star and the line drawn so that it connected 

from the last letter and flowed underneath the words like a wave, just like mom always did.   

But it couldn’t be, he thought. 


