
To be Fae by Eliot Taylor 
  

After eating a plate of two boiled eggs and a slice of toast, Aerith wiped the butter off her 

little finger and pushed the plate away from her. The pile of plates had grown to a modest 

size, but not one that perturbed Aerith enough to make any action - and thus she ran up the 

stairs to get ready in the last thirty minutes she had before her train left. Running down the 

hallway, a little queasy having just eaten, she skidded a few inches off her mark before 

lunging at her bedroom door to be greeted by seven balding strongmen around four feet in 

height. She stopped suddenly and cocked her head to the side. 

. 

“Who are you?” 

. 

“We are faeries.” 

. 

“You don’t look like faeries; where are your wands and dresses and sparkly blue eyes?” 

. 

“What you see in those books are pictures. We are faeries.” 

. 

Aerith was confused at this new revelation. The stories she read all showed wispy little 

beings in pink dresses and glitter, with frail skeletons made of toothpicks that would surely 

break if one was to ever pluck it from the night’s blanket during its tooth extraction 

expedition. Oil dripped from the moustache of the faerie in front of her, creating a little pool 

of grease on her Venetian carpet. 

. 

“Could you move a little to the side, I need to get through.” She said, thinly veiling her true 

mission to save her wealth of fine silks from a lubricated disaster. 

. 

“We should if we shall, and we shall if we should.” 

. 

“You faeries are all riddling.” 

. 

Aerith laughed, happy to see this familiar trait in her visitors. She put on her tie and let a 

leather watch with yellow clock face hug her wrist, securing itself on her arm. Her suit was 

next, and she ran over towards the beech wardrobe – the ribcage housing her necessities for 

the coming day’s work, eight beige suits lined up like toy soldiers. She took the penultimate 

one, suit cascading over her arm. 

. 

“I am going out; I need to catch a train.” 

. 

“We shall come as well.” 

. 

“If you are, then at least try to act like men” 

. 

“Well then we are men, and we shall do as men, and men shall do as us!” 

. 



The faeries shouted in unison. The energy around the room was stifled when a meek looking 

faerie at the back, who despite having a timid voice was quite muscular, protested at Aerith’s 

statement. “But what is it a man does?” 

. 

“If we are men, than what we shall do, a man shall do, and what a man shall do, we shall do!” 

. 

The meek faerie pondered on this, and then with a sudden epiphany, made erect and then 

flaccid his arm in a spasm of motion. The faerie’s solo Mexican wave ignited the stifled 

flame, and the orgy of movement erupted into a Russian dance, all united by their shared 

wavy arms. 

. 

“We are men, and what men do, we shall do, and what we do, men shall do!” 

. 

Aerith became increasingly annoyed, exploding thus: 

. 

“That’s not what men do!” 

. 

The faeries looked at Aerith in disbelief. 

. 

“What do men do?” 

. 

She stopped, not sure of the answer. Perhaps it was the stuff she had read? But if faeries had 

looked like this then perhaps men do not save princesses – she was, after all, not in need of 

saving. 

. 

“I guess I do not know what men do.” 

. 

The faeries all grunted in agreement. 

 


