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Chapter One: The Wiggle
Since the beginning of time, there have been stories of the Tooth Fairy,

a tiny magical being who exchanges money for the teeth of good little boys 
and girls.  As the tale goes, when a tooth is ready to go back to the Land of 
Missing Teeth, it will push, pull, and wiggle until it is loose enough to fall out.
Some even claim that certain, determined teeth have gone so far as to tickle 
the inside of a child's mouth in the hopes that they would be laughed right out, 
but that's probably a wise tale.

By whatever means they choose, once free, the teeth are taken by the 
Tooth Fairy, who must leave something behind in exchange.  Under normal 
circumstances, a couple of shiny new coins are left behind since no good 
Tooth Fairy worth her weight in gold would ever be caught without plenty of 
change in her pockets.  On special occasions, however, children have been 
surprised to find puppies or kittens laying next to them in the morning.  To be 
quite honest, you never know what you might find under your pillow or in 
your bed after the Tooth Fairy has visited.  This is where the story of Kelcy 
and Fabian begins.

It was a cool spring morning, and Kelcy was running around the 
playground among her friends.  A stiff breeze served as a reminder of winter 
as it cut through the light sweater Kelcy’s grandmother gave her.  It also 
brought back memories of the snowball fight that not only encompassed 
Kelcy’s class but the entire school on the last day before Christmas break.  
Accompanying this chilly breeze were the smells of an approaching spring.  
The scent of flowers and freshly cut grass were so thick in the air that Kelcy 
barely noticed what happened next.

Circling around the yard with her arms stretched out like the wings of 
an airplane, Kelcy felt something wiggle in her mouth. Or. . . was it more of a 
tingle? she thought.  Hmmm . . . the only thing in my mouth that could have 
wiggled is my tongue, but I didn't wiggle that, or did I?

The answer to this question would have to wait; however, for by the 
time she had stopped running and caught her breath, Kelcy felt nothing:  not a 
twitch, not a tingle, not even a wiggle.  Poking her tongue into the roof of her 
mouth and into each cheek didn’t help because she found nothing out of place.
With no definite answer to this puzzle, Kelcy decided that she must have 
imagined this, most peculiar feeling.  Back to playing she went, forgetting the 
incident completely by the time Miss Sampson called everyone inside for 
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lunch.
Tired and hungry, all that most of the kids thought about was getting 

something to eat and taking a nap.  Kelcy was no exception, especially since 
eating and sleeping were two of her three favorite things to do.  Play being the 
third thing Kelcy loved, she smiled as she realized how much fun she had had 
playing during recess.  Heading for the lunchroom, a grumbling and rumbling 
in her stomach confirmed that it was time to eat.  

Once inside the lunchroom, Kelcy looked around at all the screaming 
kids who were sharing tales of their playground adventures with whoever 
would listen.  As loud as it was at this time everyday, Kelcy loved the noise.  
To her, it was the sound of pure joy, an expression of happiness that was hard 
to rival.  As lunches were set down in front of the kids, the level of noise died 
down.  Like an ocean wave, silence fell across the room until the only sounds 
heard were the sipping of juice pouches and the chewing of food.

Staring at the plate set before her, Kelcy was bombarded by the 
welcoming smells that wafted up from her plate.

"Oh yeah!"  Kelcy exclaimed, gazing wide-eyed at the feast laid out on
the white paper disk before her.  "Just the way I like it:  Liver and beets, 
Brussel sprouts and spinach, and oh boy, corn on the cob!"

Fighting her natural instincts, Kelcy forced herself to chew slowly, 
savoring each and every bite.  Pacing herself in this way, she hoped to avoid 
the stomach ache she got whenever she ate too fast.  Besides she thought, I 
want to enjoy this for as long as I can.  Still, it was hard not to just shovel as 
much food as she could in her mouth.  The unusual restraint that Kelcy 
exhibited not only allowed her to enjoy her food more but had the secondary 
effect of allowing the little girl to notice a certain reluctance exhibited by the 
other children.  With her mouth half-full, Kelcy turned to the boy next to her 
and asked,

“Little Tommy, why aren’t you eating?”
Now, to Tommy the answer to this question seemed quite obvious 

because liver, beets, brussel sprouts, and spinach were probably the last foods 
he would ever have chosen to eat.  Something he would have told Kelcy had 
he been able to stop staring at the green clumps of spinach stuck in her teeth.  
Failing to draw a response from Tommy, Kelcy turned to the little girl sitting 
on her other side.

"Sarah, what's wrong?"
Discounting the small gasp that Sarah let out, Kelcy’s question was once again
met with silence.  Truly concerned, Kelcy proclaimed the following through 



another mouthful.
"These beets are great, you guys!  And the liver is nice and tough."
This statement was meant for anyone within earshot, because Kelcy 

thought the disgust on Tommy’s and Sarah’s faces were isolated to Tommy 
and Sarah.

As the rest of the room watched Kelcy eat, however, all jaws dropped. 
None of the kids could ever remember hearing, in the entire history of kids, of 
a single kid who liked beets, liver, asparagus, brussel sprouts or spinach 
individually, let alone all at once.  Inside their heads, all Kelcy's classmates 
screamed Eeeeeewwwww, stopping only when Kelcy picked up her ear of 
corn.  Then and only then did the rest of her classmates join in.  Even Sarah 
enjoyed the corn.  That is, once she was able to force the image of Kelcy 
chewing on the liver out of her mind.  Now that no one was staring, Kelcy 
thought she could enjoy her lunch in peace, but when she took her next bite of 
corn, the wiggly, tingly sensation returned.  That’s odd, she thought, as the 
sensation faded away when she stopped chewing.

Had she imagined this feeling?  Had she imagined it when it happened 
earlier on the playground, or was her mouth trying to tell her something?  
Kelcy laughed inside her head, because her mouth never seemed to have had 
trouble speaking its mind in the past.  What, however, could her mouth be 
trying to tell her now?  When nothing more happened, and her stomach 
reminded her that she was still hungry, Kelcy gingerly took another bite.  It 
was then that Kelcy winced because the wiggly feeling came back, and this 
time it was much stronger.  It felt like something inside her mouth was broken,
but as before, the sensation went away when she stopped chewing.  This is bad
she thought.  All my favorite foods and I can’t finish any of them.  Kelcy’s 
stomach growled again.  And I’m so hungry.

Thinking about her dilemma, Kelcy stared at her half-full plate, 
reminiscing about how much joy she felt only a few moments ago when she 
was eating.  She thought about how happy she would have been to relieve the 
other kids of the foods that so disgusted them; the extra beets she would eat, 
the asparagus she wouldn’t spare, the sprouts that made them pout and the 
spinach they ditched.  Today was to be a feast of all feasts for Kelcy, but all of
that could be ruined by some rogue and most unwelcomed tingly and wiggly 
interloper.  Looking at the other mostly full plates, Kelcy thought, First. I 
would have eaten Tommy's beets.  Then, if Sarah had no objections, I would 
have eaten her spinach.  And from there, who knows where things could have 
led.



Dwelling on her situation a few moments more, Kelcy decided that the 
best course of action would simply be to move on.  If she couldn’t enjoy those 
foods, maybe she would have better luck with the one thing that all the other 
children seemed to enjoy.  The savory, sweet, delicious ears of corn, glistening
with butter, drew every child closer as if to share some irresistible secret.  
There of course was no secret, as instead of listening for answers to the 
universe’s biggest mysteries, every kid ravenously chewed off every ear to the
very last one.

Witnessing such carnage did little to suppress Kelcy’s appetite.  To be 
honest, the devilish grins that all her classmates exhibited while eating their 
corn, overpowered her as she sank her teeth into the corn before her.

“Ouch!” Kelcy cried out, her eyes darting from side to side.
Something happened.  Something that she knew wasn’t supposed to 

happen had happened.  If asked what that something was, Kelcy would not 
have been able to explain it.  What she did know, however, was that she 
definitely hadn’t imagined it this time and that whatever else it was, it was 
bad.

Hearing the pain in Kelcy’s voice, Tommy and Sarah stopped chewing 
and looked over to see their friend holding her own cheeks in her hands.

"What's up?!" asked Tommy.
To which Kelcy did not reply.

"What's wrong!?" Tommy repeated.
Once again, Kelcy said nothing as she instead wrinkled her nose.  Though, it 
may have appeared that way to Tommy and Sarah, Kelcy’s pained expression 
wasn’t due to any discomfort she was experiencing at that moment.  It was the 
fear of the pain Kelcy thought she would feel once she released the corn and 
opened her mouth.  After what felt like forever to Kelcy, she slowly loosened 
her jaw to take the corn cob out.  As she extended her arm, corn in hand, every
eye in the lunchroom was on her, because everyone wondered what caused 
Kelcy to scream out.  Noticing the terrified looks she gave her corn, some of 
the other kids momentarily examined their own cob suspiciously. By the 
time Kelcy’s arm was stretched out completely, every eye had turned back to 
her to see what would happen next.

Starting with a gasp from Sarah and an “Oh, wow!” from Tommy, 
word of what Kelcy revealed spread throughout the room.  Before all the other
children, Kelcy held out a corn cob that not only had ears, but now had teeth 
as well.  Two teeth, to be more precise; two of Kelcy’s teeth, to be even more 
precise; two of Kelcy’s front teeth stuck in the corn, to be the most precise.  



Recovering from this initial shock, Sarah exclaimed,
“Eeew!”
This was followed shortly by Tommy’s own statement.
“Hey!” the little boy yelled out. “Your corn has teeth!  Your ear of 

corn has teeth!”
Although not his intention, Tommy’s proclamation caused all the 

children to burst out laughing.  Even Kelcy couldn't help laughing a little.  
Had there ever been an instance of an ear of corn with teeth, everyone 
wondered as they collectively imagined the corn with an entire face winking at
them.
Hearing all the commotion in the lunchroom, Miss Sampson came running.

"What's going on here?" her stern voice booming from the doorway.
In all her years as a cook, she had never grown fond of hijinx nor shenanigans,
and the display she saw before her appeared to fall well within both 
descriptions.
When the kids had settled down enough, all yelled out in unison.
“Kelcy’s corn has teeth! Kelcy’s corn has teeth!”

After which, the room erupted in uncontrolled laughter once again.  
When Miss Sampson saw the toothy corn cob the kids were pointing at, the 
laughter in the lunchroom grew that much louder.  When the teachers came to 
investigate the noise, they too found it impossible not to join in.
And, as will happen in these types of situations, every time the laughter was 
just about to die down, it would erupt anew; everyone getting a big kick out of
the gap left between Kelcy's remaining teeth.  To all who witnessed this 
spectacle, this would be one day not soon forgotten.  As with all good things; 
however, this too had to eventually end as Miss Sampson quieted the children 
down in preparation for naptime.

Shepherded into the all-purpose room each child found his or her way 
to their cot, laid their head down and fell fast asleep.  For Kelcy, however, 
sleep would not come without a fight.  Her head tilting forward and bobbing 
backward, as her eyes betrayed her by closing every so often, Kelcy stared at 
the napkin in which Miss Sampson had put her teeth.  The last thought she 
would have before drifting off to sleep was wondering why her teeth came out 
when they seemed so happy inside her mouth for so long.

As quickly as the blackhole of sleep came, so too did the brilliance of 
the dream world arrive.  In this magical place, Kelcy’s cot lay amidst a field of
flowers that were bluer than blue, pinker than pink, and yellower than yellow.

     “Where am I?” Kelcy said out     loud, even though she appeared to 



be alone.
And, although an answer never came to her question, it did not matter 

because moments later, something wonderous happened.  Lifting her head 
from the pillow, Kelcy squinted her eyes, concentrating on what was 
approaching.  In the distance, Kelcy noticed what first appeared to be a 
hummingbird.  On wings that were a blur to the human eye, the tiny creature 
moved from plant to plant as if searching for the sweetest nector offered by the
flowers, adorning each.  As the tiny multicolored aerialist flitted and danced 
closer, Kelcy realized that it was not a hummingbird.  As the gap between the 
two was further shortened, she could see that it wasn’t even a bird.  
Eventually, the tiny creature’s attention turned to an especially lovely red rose,
at which point Kelcy was excited to see that, before her, hovered the Tooth 
Fairy.

Wearing a beautiful and delicate dress made of blue silk and adorned 
with sparkling sequins, the Tooth Fairy flitted about on brightly colored 
butterfly wings.  To Kelcy’s recollection, this was the most elegant woman in 
the world, even if she was no bigger than a thumb.  Though she tried not to, 
Kelcy couldn’t help staring when she noticed a wand that the Tooth Fairy held
in one hand and a tiny pouch that was tied around her waist.  That’s funny, 
Kelcy thought as she watched the fairy pull a couple of shiny round objects 
from her pouch.

“Those coins are so small. What could anyone do with them?”
Overhearing Kelcy’s comment, the sequined fairy smiled at the little 

girl and giggled before waving her wand at Kelcy’s pillow, which began to 
float into the air.  Bobbing from side to side the pillow floated up in a similar 
manner that a feather would have floated down.  Swooping back and forth, the
pillow rocked as it rose a few feet over Kelcy’s head, where it would stay for 
the meantime.  With the pillow out of the way, the fairy then flew down near 
Kelcy, so she could place the tiny coins on the cot.  Waving her wand once 
again, the Tooth Fairy summoned the coins to grow until they were the size of 
the change that Kelcy’s uncle always put in her piggy bank whenever he 
visited.

“How did you do that?” Kelcy asked, oblivious to everything except 
the Tooth Fairy at that moment.

Without offering an answer, the Tooth Fairy simply giggled once again
before disappearing in a brilliant flash.

When Kelcy woke up, she was pleased to see that her mother had 
arrived and was waiting to take her home.



“Mommy! Mommy!  Guess what happened!”
Bounding out of her cot, Kelcy grabbed the napkin containing her newly 
liberated teeth before racing over to her mother.

“See. Now, the Tooth Fairy has to come,” she said while unwrapping 
the teeth and pointing at her mouth.  “And look at this.”
Kelcy smiled broadly, displaying the huge gap her missing teeth left behind.

“That’s where they were.”
The two then hugged before Kelcy’s mother said, “Well, you tell her hello for 
me when you see her.”



Chapter Two: The Chase
When Kelcy got home, she finished all her homework, ate her dinner, 

brushed her teeth and got ready for bed in record time.  And, as was the case at
naptime, she struggled but failed to stay awake with the hope of meeting a 
special visitor.  In the meantime, high above the traffic and city lights, Fabian 
Augustus; sprite extraordinaire, alternated between flying and hovering as he 
searched through his many pockets.  Fabian was a Mischief Mockian, and 
currently he was looking for the address of his latest assignment.  Making his 
way through the last of his pockets, he finally found what he was looking for.  
Pulling out a crumpled piece of paper, he examined it closely.

“Let’s see,” he said aloud “I’m to visit some kid and give her .”

Confused, the scruffy Mockian paused.  Flying in place, he re-read the note in 
his hand, because to him, it said something he knew it couldn’t have said.

“What?” he questioned to no one in particular as a cloud nonchalantly 
floated by. “I’m supposed to take her teeth back to the land of missing teeth?  
Teeth?  What are teeth?”

Closing his eyes, Fabian searched his memory until everything he 
learned about teeth came back to him.

“Yuck! Why would anyone want those?”  he exclaimed.
Resuming his forward motion, Fabian continued on his way to the address 
provided.

While he felt that this was all a big mistake, he wanted to verify a few 
things before heading back home.  Afterall, he had never failed to complete an
assignment, and he wasn’t about to start tonight.

“Taking teeth?” he muttered to himself.  “That doesn’t sound very 
mischievous!” he complained. “Not mischievous at all!”
Though, a job is a job, he thought as he contrasted the millions of stars 
overhead to the lights of the city below.

Finally making his way to Kelcy’s house, Fabian flew around until he 
found the correct window.

“Okay.  Front of the house, second floor, second window from the 
right.  Got it.”

Peeking inside, Fabian could make out the top of Kelcy’s head as 
moon beams made their way into the little girl’s bedroom.



Tangled in her blanket, Kelcy slept peacefully.
Reading the note one last time, as if its message could have magically 

changed, the tiny Mockian exclaimed.
“She doesn’t look very mischievous, but one can never tell from the 

top of someone’s head. Still, I don’t think I’m gonna like this assignment.”
Turning the paper over, Fabian read the back and immediately began to

chuckle.

Assignment Number: Six billion, eighty-nine million, nine 
hundred thirty-two thousand and four. 

Agent:  Tooth Fairy number 54
Child: Kelcy Foy

“Tooth Fairy!  Do I look like a Tooth Fairy?!”  Fabian exclaimed to an 
owl perched in a nearby tree with its back to the hovering Mischief Mockian.  

“I mean, look at these beautiful things,” he said as he took hold of the 
wings protruding from his back.

To most, the battered, torn, and dirty things would have scarcely 
deserved the praise heaped upon them, but Fabian beamed, as he admired the 
bent tip of the wing towering over his left shoulder.  For the owl’s part, it was 
either unimpressed or completely oblivious to Fabian’s complaints.  It was 
afterall, an owl.

“Look at this uniform,” Fabian boasted while patting his chest, stirring 
up a large cloud of dust that caused the Mockian’s smile to broaden.

The owl shivered, its feathers bristling as if shrugging off whatever 
dream it had been enjoying before Fabian’s interruption.  

“And what Tooth Fairy has this type of physique?  This nice of a 
smile?”

Silently, the owl spun its head around until it looked as if it were on 
backwards.  Blinking, the owl stared at Fabian’s toothless grin.
Having gained the owl’s attention, Fabian smiled even more.

"So, let's see.  What does a Tooth Fairy do after they take the teeth 
anyway?"
Hoping for a suggestion, Fabian looked over at his big-eyed nighttime 
companion, which simply spun its head back around and stretched out its 
wings.

“Impressive wingspan, my friend.” Fabian said as the owl retracted its 
wings and turned so that both its head and body were now facing the sprite.  
Once the owl had settled back down, the Mockian’s thoughts turned to a class 



about Tooth Fairies that he had taken years ago.  From those memories, 
Fabian was able to answer the last question he posed to the owl.

"Let's see.  I'm supposed to take them back to the land of missing 
teeth,” he said, before thinking for a moment. “and, in return, although I have 
no idea why anyone would want those things in the first place, I'm supposed to
give this kid Kelcy some coins.  How stupid is that?  I'm outta here."

In an instant, Fabian's wings were buzzing, and his body began to lift 
off Kelcy’s windowsill.  He had done a lot of strange things in his life but 
playing a Tooth Fairy was not one of them, and he had no intention of starting 
tonight.  But, maybe . . .  he thought.  Maybe I should take care of this one for 
Tooth Fairy fifty-four.  Then she would owe me a favor or maybe even a wish. 
As the wheels in Fabian’s head turned, he formulated a plan before winking at 
the owl.

“I can do this,” the little sprite said as he pulled out and opened a 
pouch that was in one of the pockets of his overalls.  From the pouch Fabian 
extracted a powder, which he then sprinkled over his head.  Shimmering in the
light of the moon, the powder fell, creating tiny but brilliant, multi-colored 
sparks wherever they landed.  Amid this, minuscule fireworks show, Fabian 
began to shrink, which caused the owl to perk up.  Smaller and smaller Fabian 
became and just when it appeared that he would shrink no further, a few stray 
sparks were seen, which were promptly followed by yet another reduction in 
size.  Before the owl’s eyes, Fabian went from too big to tackle, to something 
the owl might be able to take in a fight, to a nice bite-sized morsel.  By the 
time the last of the shrinking powder ignited against his body, Fabian had been
reduced to the size of a large dormouse.  Though too far away for the Mockian
to hear the grumbling sounds of the owl’s stomach, Fabian knew his reduced 
size put him at quite a disadvantage.

No newcomer to the pitfalls of the shrinking powder, the mouse-sized 
fairy sprinted straight for the rooftop before the bug-eyed bird could even 
finish its plan of attack.  To the winged predator's surprise, its prey was much 
faster than it appeared.  The owl, however, was determined to capitalize on the
evenings first meal, which was practically delivered into its claws.  In an 
instant, the owl was in pursuit.  As the owl’s talons scraped together like two 
sharp knives, Fabian sped toward the inviting opening of Kelcy’s chimney.  
Flying close to the chimney, Fabian knew his wings were more suited for 
vertical flight.

“Ha, ha, ha,” Fabian laughed out loud as he began to pull away from 
his pursuer.



Whether due to his taunting laughter or the owl’s determination, Fabian was 
soon disappointed to discover that not only was he not continuing to pull away
but that the owl was now gaining on him.

“Uh-oh.”
When he looked back, he thought he saw something that he could not have 
seen.  Owls can’t smile.  Can they? Fabian thought, as the owl’s improbable, if
not impossible smile drew nearer.  I guess it’s time for top gear.  As Fabian 
beared down, flapping faster as he began to pull away again, he watched as 
two impossible things occurred:  The first being that the owl’s smile began to 
fade.  The second being, as mentioned before, that the owl could even be 
smiling at all.

Confident that he was in less danger than the owl assumed, Fabian 
flew above the chimney, looped upside down, avoiding the owl’s razor-sharp 
talons before disappearing into a cloud of soot he created when entering the 
chimney.

“Sorry, but good luck with the rest of your hunt.”
Disappointed and hungry, the owl returned to its perch to scan the ground for 
something less challenging.



Chapter Three:    The Favor

Peeking from the shadows of the fireplace, Fabian verified that he was 
alone.  Looking back up into the chimney, Fabian also verified that the owl 
had not done anything as silly as trying to follow him inside.  When he was 
certain that the only threat he would face would be coming from inside the 
house, Fabian entered the livingroom and tiptoed across the floor, unaware of 
the black footprints he left behind with every step.  This is going to be a piece 
of cake, he thought as he made his way to Kelcy’s bedroom.  Now, all I have 
to do is get the teeth from under her pillow and put some coins in their place.

Reaching her bedside, Fabian looked down at the little girl before him 
who, from the smile on her face, was having a pleasant dream. “So, this is 
what a good kid looks like?”  The soot-covered visitor whispered, noticing 
how angelic her smile was compared to the devilish grins he was used to 
seeing.  Lingering on this for only a moment or two, he eventually turned his 
attention back to the task at hand.  Now, Fabian realized that the correct thing 
to do would be to use another powder to return himself to his normal size, but 
he had already decided against it.  I only have enough Bigin powder for one 
more transformation, he thought, realizing that if he used it up inside the 
house, he would have to shrink himself once again to get out.  And then, I'd 
have to fly all the way home with every bird and his cousin chasing me down.

“No, I'll just save this for later," he said, patting the pocket just beneath
his right arm. "Now, let's see . . . coins, coins, coins."
Kelcy stirred, causing Fabian to freeze.  Only when the little girl 

stopped moving did Fabian start rummaging through the thirty-six pockets of 
his overalls again.  And only then did he realize he had no coins of which to 
speak.  Under normal circumstances, this would have been a bad sign that 
would have urged Fabian to return home so he could give this assignment to 
its rightful owner.  Tonight, however, was different.  Getting in the good 
graces of one Tooth Fairy could mean getting in the good graces of all Tooth 
Fairies, including the one Fabian liked.  This situation called for a little more 
thought than normal, and who couldn’t spare a little more thought? the 
Mockian pondered.

“What would I ever need change for?  The bus?” he muttered before 
being struck by his next idea. “Let’s see . . . maybe I have something else that 
I can leave instead.”



Emptying his pockets, Fabian found frogs and snails; slingshots and 
army men. There were spitballs, raspberries, mean nicknames, and dirt, 
handful after handful of dirt.  Fabian liked dirt.  In other pockets he found bad 
grades, left socks, and firecrackers, but in all of his stuff, there was not a 
single coin.  Not a quarter, not a dime, nickel, nor even a penny. 

“Well, I don’t think she would be too thrilled to find any of this stuff 
under her pillow,” he said, after considering and rejecting the idea of leaving a
pack of used gum.  Even though used gum was the best thing for sticking in 
your enemy's hair, it just didn't seem appropriate for this situation.  Sticking 
the pack back inside pocket thirty-one, Fabian thought of what else he might 
do.  If only she were a bad kid, I could be certain.  What to do? What to do?

After thinking for an hour or so, frustration was beginning to set in, 
and Fabian was on the verge of giving up and going home.  After all, how 
could he complete this mission without leaving behind some coins or 
something else that Kelcy might like?

“Maybe I can convince the Tooth Fairy that she still owes me a favor.  
At least for my effort,” he said, rummaging through his pockets once again 
and once again coming up with nothing appropriate.  “I can’t believe that I 
have nothing to give to a good kid. I just can’t believe that . . .”
As the words left his mouth, however, an idea came to mind, a brilliant one he 
believed.  “A stupendous one, if I say so myself,” he cried out. “That’s why I 
am the best Mischief Mockian to ever live.”

With a proud grin, Fabian found the paper with the assignment on it 
and a pen he kept in his fiery red beard.

“Let’s see,” he said, jotting on the paper. “I’ll just change this to say, ‘I
owe you coins.’"

Rereading the message, Fabian smiled.
"There now, that's done.  I'll simply leave this note so Kelcy will know 
that the Tooth Fairy

was here and that the Tooth Fairy owes her some money."
Tapping his pen on his lower lip, Fabian realized something.
"I guess I'd better write in an amount." 

With that, he crossed out the words ‘coins,’ and wrote in ‘one million dollars.’
“Hmm. Maybe I should make it two million. Nah, I don’t want her to 

get greedy.  One million dollars it is then.”
Looking at the note one final time, Fabian walked over to the bed and 

tried to lift Kelcy’s head, so he could place it under her pillow and get the 
teeth, but something was wrong.



Wow! Her head must weigh a ton, he thought as he struggled with all the 
strength he could muster with his down-sized body.

“Come on, Kelcy, a little help here please,” he moaned while tugging 
on her ears. Working up a sweat and getting no closer to his objective, Fabian 
realized that he would have to get to Kelcy’s teeth some other way.  “Maybe if
I crawl up under one side of her pillow, I could reach her teeth and put the 
note there at the same time.”

With that said, he pushed against Kelcy’s pillow, but it wouldn’t move,
and on all other attempts, it still wouldn’t budge.

“All right, let’s try something different.  If this doesn’t work, I’m outta 
here.”

Taking several steps back, Fabian ran toward Kelcy’s pillow at full 
speed, hoping to get up enough steam to move what seemed to be the most 
massive head the little sprite had ever seen.  In an instant that was both 
fortuitous and unfortunate at the same time, Kelcy rolled over, allowing 
Fabian to slide right under Kelcy’s giant-sized head.

Wow, it’s really soft under here, he thought.  After caressing the satin 
of the pillowcase for a few seconds, Fabian remembered the task at hand.

“Now, all I have to do is take the teeth . . . which, by the way . . . yuck,
and put the note here.”

Carefully, he placed the note where he thought Kelcy would be most 
likely to find it, and then he pulled a handkerchief from his pocket.  Gingerly 
picking up the teeth, making certain not to touch them with his bare skin, 
Fabian placed them in the handkerchief, which he then balled up.  Hesitating, 
he stared because as disgusting as the idea of teeth was, there was one thing 
about them that he had always wondered.  Maybe, just this once…  They can’t 
be that bad, he thought.  Slowly, he unfolded the handkerchief, and far from 
being grossed out, the first thing he noticed was how white Kelcy's teeth were.
In his mind, other than the oddly shaped crown and pointy ends, they 
resembled little pearls.  Continuing to stare, he couldn’t figure out why anyone
would want to throw them away.  They’re beautiful, he thought, his eyes 
growing wider with every passing second.  After a while, however, the sight of
them saddened Fabian, for he had no teeth of his own and since Mockians 
didn't grow teeth, he probably never would.

“I don’t see the big deal about these things,” he said as he wrapped 
them back up but not before taking one last look. 

They're so shiny, he thought. Maybe I could get something for them.  
Maybe they're worth a lot of money.  I think I'd better put them somewhere 



safer than in my pocket. After all, they could always fall out and then I'd have 
no proof of fulfilling this assignment.  Giving it a few more moments of 
thought, a safer place came to mind.

"Well, that's that," he said as he put the teeth away.  "Now, if I can 
only get out of here without being noticed, this mission will be considered a 
success if I say so myself."

No sooner had the words left his mouth did Fabian discover that 
nothing is as easy as it may first appear.  Flapping his wings in preparation for 
departure, the little Mockian found himself trapped in a satin prison as Kelcy 
roll back over.

"Uh-oh!" he mumbled into a mouthful of pillow as he pushed against 
the weight of Kelcy’s head.

Well, you've really done it this time, he thought.  In recent memory, he 
couldn't recall messing up an assignment this bad but, Then again, Fabian 
considered.  I’m not a Tooth Fairy, so he chalked it all up to inexperience.  I 
guess I'll just have to wait until she wakes up and sneak out. All I have to do is
stay awake until morning, he thought as he let out a big yawn.
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