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Do you believe?

I don't remember when I stopped believing in fairies. I suppose it was at that time in school when 

you suddenly grow up and realise that such fripperies are for the babes of the family and if you 

continue to worship them you get ridiculed by your friends.  

The problem with this is if you know that something exists that others don't, or won't, believe. 

Take Santa Claus. When you're four or five he is the highlight of your entire year. The one jolly man 

whom you visit briefly, tell your secret wish to and then, without asking anything in return, he 

magically delivers it wrapped in patterned paper and a bow after a taking quick trip down the 

chimney for some milk and cookies. 

Now who actually believes that a fat man squeezes down into their fireplace from the roof just to 

bring presents for people he may not even see once a year? If you took a poll stating the simple 

sentences ' Santa Claus exists' and 'Father Christmas is a myth' how many would chose the former 

over the latter?

Precisely. 

It's the same with fairies. Only those of a younger age can ever convincingly believe in such an 

innocent, blatantly obvious lie. 

Except, it isn't a lie. 

I've seen them. I mean, really seen them. I didn't believe, not at first, but how can you dispute 

something that your eyes and ears and nose can sense? Of course I could see them but I could also 

hear their soft, whispering voices chattering between the flowers and smelt their sweet lavender 

aroma wafting between the waving grass. And now, every time I whiff a hint of lavender, there they 

are, hiding in a corner waiting for me to spy them. 

Sometimes they wave at me. I try to ignore them as much as possible because – seriously, fairies 

don't exist: right? But then, when I'm alone, they hop up onto my shoulder and make me giggle with 

delight at the stories they tell. It's amazing really, how they've managed to survive without the rest 
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of the world knowing that they're real. Because they are real. I know that now.

So my life is no longer defined by the age at which I stopped believing in fairies, but rather by the 

age at which I came to realise their existence was not a figment of my imagination but scientific 

fact. And, when I catch one of the spry little devils, the rest of the world will know it too.
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