
  
    
  

  
    
  



Hold on to your teeth, but don’t forget to smile.








  

  I


The old woman was toothless.

She lost her teeth as a child, as all children do, and again when a cruel dentist pulled the rest.

She had been wearing dentures since she was sixteen. The false teeth never quite fit right. They tasted strange in her gummy mouth.

That’s why she searched for a new smile.

Every evening, she left her dentures on the bathroom counter and shuffled out into the cold night. Careful not to wake the children, she collected their offerings, keeping their baby teeth in jars by her bedside.

She nearly had enough for a new smile.




  

  II


It became a ritual.

At the witching hour, the old woman would place the jar on the nightstand, kick off her fuzzy pink slippers, and nestle into her cozy bed.

She left the jar uncovered so she could reach over, eyes closed, and let her wrinkled fingers feel around. Inside were all sorts of baby teeth—short ones, sharp ones, some still caked in dried blood.

She picked a pointy one and popped it into her gummy mouth, tonguing it into an empty socket and sucking at it, making sure the tooth felt at home.

This one felt just right.




  

  III


The jar had tipped over in the night, spilling jagged baby teeth across the floor like a broken pearl necklace.

The old woman found all but one—the short, flat one with the bloody scab.

Old Scabby.

In the corner behind the rocking chair, a mouse squeaked. Its long front teeth, like ivory gravestones, chomped down on Old Scabby.

“Give that back!” The old woman poked the mouse with a knitting needle, but the mouse swallowed the tooth and fled.

Something tore through the woman’s gums. Her curious tongue investigated. New front teeth poked through.

Long ones.

Like ivory gravestones.




  

  IV


When the old woman gave a baby tooth to a mouse, her front teeth grew long and strong.

When she gave one to a rabbit, the spring returned to her knees.

A tooth to a crow helped recall long-forgotten memories—like losing her first tooth, kissing Billy Blue, and realizing she had been overcharged for fiddleheads by that horrible farmer.

If only she had a baby tooth to give to a wolf… 

Sitting in the sugar shop surrounded by honeycombs and candied cherries, the old woman watched, waiting for a sticky finger to reach up and wiggle a loose tooth.




  

  V


Little Bobby’s dirty finger had been wiggling the loose tooth since lunch. The old woman approached him at the market, offering him a caramel, but his mother pulled him away.

Heavy snow came down. The old woman’s cream coat and bone-yellow hair hid her from sight—the cold muffling her wheeze—as she followed them to a rickety house by the river.

She waited outside and watched, snow accumulating on her boots and brows. The sky darkened from white to gray, the wind numbing her arthritic fingers.

When the last candle finally went out, she knew her time had come.




  

  VI


The old woman explored the dark house. The weathered stairs sagged under her wet slippers, the splintered wood whining with every step. She followed the scent of sugar and dirt, and found little Bobby fast asleep, his mouth wide open.

She loved that. It made it easier.

His snoring tickled as her wrinkled fingers poked into his mouth, searching for the wiggly tooth.

There it was. Hanging by a thread.

She yanked.

Warm blood splattered onto her fingers.

“Ow!” Bobby’s sleepy eyes blinked away the darkness, but it was too late.

The old lady was gone.

The tooth was hers.




  

  VII


The boys played cards in the pig pen.

“I felt a sharp pain, like my mouth was on fire,” said Bobby, his lisp heavy thanks to a missing front tooth. “I woke up and saw her standing over me. Staring.”

”Who?” asked Dupree quietly, dreading the answer.

“The wrinkled witch. She had long front teeth, eyes white like a ghost. And…” He paused.

“And...?”

“She scampered away.” Bobby swallowed. “Just like a mouse.”

Dupree laughed. Bobby was teasing. It wasn’t real.

But as they played, Dupree slid his tongue over his teeth, pressing each one, hoping none of them wiggled.




  

  VIII


As the village slept, the old woman climbed the mountain in her nightgown and slippers. Handbag in one wrinkled hand, she offered little Bobby’s baby tooth to the wolf with the other.

Keen eyes watching, black snout sniffing—the wolf smelled blood.

Fresh.

“Come here, doggy,” she croaked, tossing the tooth to the wolf like she’d toss a sardine to a cat. Milky eyes staring, she crossed her crooked fingers. The wolf swallowed the bloody tooth and licked his chops.

The wolf then stared at her, his red eyes glowing.

Hers glowed too.

The wolf’s claws sharpened.

Hers sharpened too.




  

  IX


Cushioned by darkness, the old woman padded through grass until she found the farm of that crook, Farmer Fiddlehead. She pressed her wet snout against his grimy window and watched him with unblinking eyes that were red as sunset.

The fool drank milk and read by candlelight, then prayed and undressed.

He was alone.

Vulnerable.

The wicked man had overcharged her for fiddleheads for the last time.

And it would truly be the last.

She scratched a hooked black claw down the glass.

The farmer’s wide, fearful eyes snapped in her direction.

She smiled wide, showing him her new teeth.



OEBPS/Images/af848510cb57b31d0a9cb79e51770ae6bcac65962847245fdf46a08ef228d4aa.png
R KR :—-—e\&,‘g\

-

Basy TEeTH

The Forgotten Folklore of
the Tooth Fairy

Sevans

KPZT—~
Lol

A A~ ""—‘%,







OEBPS/Images/1ad3917c14badf5d38c5405ae67ffdfa6fed955d38dee10670074ece7d2f957a.jpg
Basy
TEETH

The Forgotten Folklore of
the Tooth Fairy

Sevans






