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Prologue

If  you  ever  read  these  letters,  you  may  wonder where they came from. 

I  don’t  know  whether  your  house  has  an  attic.  My grandmother’s  house  had  a  wonderful  attic.  It smelled of pine from the rafters and floorboards. A few  skylights  turned  it  into  a  bright  and comfortable place during the day. It was filled with countless  mysteries.  Two  old  sea  chests  with heavy  cast  iron  locks  stood  in  a  corner,  next  to  a pile  of  old  carpets.  Dolls  with  curly  hair  and  gold-embroidered  dresses  sat  on  miniature  rocking chairs,  black  leather  riding  boots  hung  from  the rafters,  and  fencing  swords  were  lined  up  like soldiers  along  one  of  the  walls.  A  wooden  trunk was  full   of  precious  linens  and  lace,  wrapped  in thin tissue paper. Another trunk, smelling of moth balls,  contained  shiny  black  top  hats,  smooth  kid gloves, and black woolen winter coats. Dust motes danced  in  the  slanted  beams  of  light  when  I wandered around, looking for treasures. 

One day, I went to the attic to sort through boxes of  files  left  to  me  by  my  grandmother.  The  boxes were stacked on top of each other and very dusty. 

I  sneezed  and  coughed  as  I  worked.  Finally  I reached the last box. When I opened it, a strange fruity scent tickled my nose. I took a large pile of files out of the box and turned to put them on the table  for  sorting  when  I  noticed  another  plain brown  envelope  on  the  bottom.  There  was  no writing  on  it.  I  bent  down  to  pick  it  up.  When  I opened  the  envelope,  the  fruity  scent  became stronger.  Puzzled,  I  pulled  out  a  small   stack  of paper, held together by a pale blue silk ribbon and covered  with  a  sheen  of  glitter.  The  sheets  were so fine that they were almost translucent. 

On top there was a note in my uncle’s handwriting. 

The note said: “If you find these letters, treat them with care. They were special to me.” 

When  I  pulled  on  the  ribbon,  it  fell   apart  with  a whisper  and  lay  on  the  floor  like  a  silvery  blue strand of wavy hair. 

On top of the first sheet I saw the words: “My dear Nikko!” Nikko was my granduncle; he had died many years ago, long before I was born. 

Now, my mother always told me that I must never read other people’s letters unless I was invited to do  so.  On  the  other  hand,  my  granduncle  clearly meant  someone  to  find  these  letters;  otherwise, he would not have kept them or left his note. 


I sat down on the wooden floor boards and began to  read.  The  fine  spidery  print  made  me  think  of ancient  typewriters  which  clanged  loudly whenever  one  had  to  shift  to  the  next  line.  I  read everything  right  through  to  the  end.  By  the  time  I finished,  it  was  getting  dark  outside.  Glitter  had come off and covered my fingers. 

I  carefully  placed  the  sheets  back  into  their envelope  and  took  them  downstairs.  That  same evening,  I  sat  down  in  my  office  and  copied  the letters.  As  it  turned  out,  I  was  right  to  do  it  so quickly. 

By the next day, the sheets had begun to crumble. 

Apparently the fresh air was too much for them. I wondered  when  my  granduncle  must  have  placed these  letters  into  their  envelope.  I  counted backwards and realized it must have been at least over  80  years  ago!  But  the  letters  are  safe,  and you can read them now. 


Respectfully yours, 

Althea
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Written from Tooth Fairy Administrative Headquarters

My dear Nikko, 

thank you for your note! 

Do  you  realize  that  you  almost  had  me convinced? I was very tired when I passed by  your  bed  and  found  your  note.  For  a moment, when I read that you lost twenty teeth  and  that  they  all   went  down  the sink, I believed it! 

Pretty impressive letter, my dear! Nice try. 

Better luck next time. 

Love, 

Tooth Fairy
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Written from an undisclosed location Dear Nikko, 

thank you for your note! 

I appreciate your interest. Most children do not ask these questions. 

Meanwhile,  I  am  sorry  to  tell   you  that  my supplies  are  quite  exhausted—in  other words,  I  am  running  short  of  things  to leave for children who actually have lost a tooth. When it is your turn, I hope to have something nice. 

As  to  your  question—well ,  that  is  a  rather private matter. But since you ask so nicely, let me assure you that in the eyes of some I am  considered  quite  stunningly  beautiful. 

Needless  to  say,  I  have  a  full   set  of  shiny teeth  in  all   the  colors  of  the  rainbow.  My skin  is  iridescent  blue,  and  I  have  long flowing silver hair. 

You  also  asked  whether  there  is  anybody that does not like me. Well , I must confess that  a  certain  rather  evil-minded  lost-hair fairy  spits  at  me  whenever  she  sees  me floating past. I do not take that personally, however.  She  is  probably  just  plain overworked and tired. People lose so much hair all  the time that she simply can’t keep up  with  it,  even  if  she  focuses  only  those who lose their hair due to illness. 

Now,  I  must  run.  .  .duty  calls  or  rather, teeth are calling for my attention. 

Love, 

Tooth Fairy
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Written in transit Dear Nikko, 

thank you for your nice letter! 

I am currently very busy; I have a hard time keeping up with all  my assignments. In any event, I usually visit only once at a time for each incident involving teeth. 

Then  again,  I  do  enjoy  the  feedback—it  is rare that anybody comments or writes me notes.  So  in  this  instance,  I  make  an exception,  because  I  did  want  to  respond to your letter. 

Your new questions are interesting. Would you  like  to  have  a  job  as  an  investigative reporter?  Maybe  we  can  discuss  this another  time.  Meanwhile,  here  are  some answers. 

No,  I  normally  do  not  wear  wings.  Since time  immemorial  tooth  fairies  have traveled  through  the  world  using  the principle of levitation. Ask a grown-up what that  means.  It  is  a  great  privilege  to  be allowed  to  use  levitation.  Young  fairies have  to  pass  a  three-hour  examination before the Board of Fairy Examiners before they may levitate. 

The other day, a young fairy, in training to become  a  fairy  of  lost  travelers,  fooled around  in  an  airport,  happily  levitating around  parked  airplanes.  The  Board  of Examiners does not look kindly on this sort of behavior. As a penalty the Board had the poor  youngster  scrub  the  floor  and windows  in  the  fairy  supply  store.  Believe me,  that  is  a  very  unpleasant  job—what with  fairy  dust  sticking  to  everything  and making you sneeze (I had to do this myself once).  After  that  she  was  sent  back  to school for three more years! ! 

However, I do have a set of lovely light blue wings that my great-grandmother wove for me out of fairy dust. These I wear for very special occasions—for instance, when you lose a wisdom tooth. 


Speaking of teeth, I have to run. 

Love, 

Tooth Fairy

Written from an undisclosed location Dearest Nikko, 

what  questions  you  ask!  You  make  me think about things I have not really thought about  for  centuries.  You  know,  I  miss  you too. 

Why do I do what I do? Well , I am not sure how to answer that. I love this job. Besides, I  like  traveling  through  the  night,  looking up at the stars, and visiting children all  over the world. 

What do I do with the teeth I collect? That is really the most important aspect of my job. 

I  take  the  teeth  to  our  garden,  where  I plant them in a bed especially prepared for them.  Lovely  sweet-scented  flowers  grow in their place. 
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When the flowers have finished blooming, they  set  seeds.  These  seeds  I  harvest regularly and spread in the cribs of babies where  they  turn  into  new  teeth.  So  just imagine—the  teeth  in  your  mouth  have  a little  bit  of  all   the  children  that  have  gone before  you,  and  when  I  come  to  pick  up your teeth, they in turn will  transform and become  new  teeth  for  the  children  that come after you. 

Do  I  like  other  fairies?  You  are  touching  a sore  point  there.  Just  this  morning  my garden  fairies,  who  are  supposed  to  help weed  and  water  the  garden,  got  into  the tool  shed  and  stole  a  whole  box  of  fairy dust.  They  played  with  it  and  spread  it  all over the clouds. You may have noticed that sunset today had a peculiar shade of bluish purple  that  you  don’t  normally  see.  Now you know why. After that they got hold of the  garden  hose  and  drenched,  but drenched the stacks of spare fairy wings on the  porch.  Can  you  imagine  how  soggy they looked? 

But  then  the  garden  fairies  started  to dance  at  dusk.  They  twirled  and  laughed and  sang,  just  as  the  stars  were  coming out, and I forgot all  about being annoyed. 


So, my dear Nikko, sleep well ! 

Love, 

Tooth Fairy

Written from an undisclosed location My dear Nikko, 

Happy New Year! 

I appreciate your letters and your interest! 

You  ask  difficult  questions.  How  tall   am  I? 

This is hard to answer, because I am a little self-conscious  about  this.  I  am  unusually tall .  That  is,  depending  on  my  mood  and how  much  water  I  drink,  I  am  about  the size of a giraffe. In my line of business that can  have  advantages—reaching  into windows  or  chimney—and  disadvantages

—I bump against ceilings and door frames. 

But even if I say so myself, I am really quite graceful and elegant. 
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My  eyes  change  color,  depending  on  the season or holiday and where I go. I love to celebrate, and there are lots of holidays to celebrate.  So  in  December,  my  eyes  are white with specks of dark green for all  the snow on dark fir trees. In the fall  they are usually bright glowing orange. I am fond of using  the  colors  of  flags.  When  I  go  to Ukraine,  my  eyes  are  blue  and  yellow.  In New  York  City  I  like  to  mirror  the  color  of the Empire State Building. You get the idea. 

You  ask  where  I  live.  That  is  a  closely guarded secret. Don’t ask me again. I can’t even  give  you  a  hint.  If  I  did,  the  Master Fairy  of  all   the  fairies  would  instantly dismiss me, and I would have to retire and live forever on the island of Saint Helena—

essentially just a rock in the ocean, truly a sad and depressing place. 

My  dear  Nikko,  brush  your  teeth  regularly and take good care of them. 

Warmly, 

Tooth Fairy

Written from an undisclosed location My dearest Nikko, 

I have been so busy. You cannot begin to imagine  what  has  been  going  on  in  my neck  of  the  woods  (what  an  odd expression that is!). 

I  told  you  about  the  garden  fairies  that sometimes get into trouble. Well , this time around they really did it. I mean they got into such a lot of trouble. 

The  two  youngest  ones,  Doremi  and Fasola,  stole  a  bag  of  tooth  flower  seeds, hitched  one  of  the  red-winged  ponies  to the  Master  Fairy’s  ceremonial  carriage, and  went  for  a  joy  ride.  When  they reached  the  clouds  above  the  mountain chain  in  the  Southwest,  they  decided  to empty the bag of tooth flower seeds. 

And because these seeds are so powerful, they  sprouted  overnight  along  the  ridges of  the  mountains.  Some  archaeologists are  already  scratching  their  heads  about how in the world human teeth made their way on top of these mountains. 
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Needless  to  say,  these  two  silly  garden fairies  are  now  grounded  for  three months,  and  they have  to  clean  out  the stables  of  the  red-winged  ponies all by themselves  every  day.  And  those  ponies are  wicked.  They  are  not  above  pinching you and spitting on you for the sheer fun of  it.  This  does  not  help  me  at  all .  I  still have  to  work  overtime  to  replace  the tooth  seeds  that  were  lost  by  carefully going  over  the  fields  and  collecting  all seeds  that  might  have  been  forgotten during the harvest. 

Anyway, that is why I have not responded to your previous letter, much as I enjoyed it.  Besides,  since  you  did  not  actually produce  a  tooth,  the  "Regulations  and Guidelines  for  Interactions  of  Fairies  with Human  Grown-ups  and  Children"  instruct me to delay a response or to not respond at all, depending on the particular case in question. So I figured I had some time. 

I loved your picture. Truly, I did. Especially the  ceremonial  wings  and  the  halo  you painted on top of my head! 
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Just the other day I had this lovely dream of having a little green and yellow striped pony  that  I  could  ride  up  and  down  the beach
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