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The Wish
A little boy stood at the edge of a fountain and threw pennies into it. James watched. It didn’t make sense to him, little more than pretend play. No wish of his had ever come true from throwing pennies in a well. Wishes wouldn’t get his job back or pay his rent. The boy glanced over at him.
“Hey, Mister, you look like you could use a wish,” he said. “All you halfta do is aim for the Lady’s hand.” He gestured toward the lady pouring water into the well with one hand. The other hand was outstretched, palm up. With a grin, he handed a penny over to James. “Go ahead.”
James aimed for the Lady’s hand. What was the point? It landed right in the hand.
“Your wish will come true for sure! That was a great shot, Mister!”
“Thanks, kid.”
The problem was, however, that he hadn’t made a wish. James walked away from the fountain. After a few paces he glanced back. Did the Lady just wink at him? He blinked. I’m just tired.
*****
James woke up with a jolt. Something was sneezing in his bedroom. He groped for the baseball bat beside his bed. “I’m giving you to the count of three. Get out of my apartment.”
Whatever it was let out a startled yelp, “Please, sir, I live here.”
“One, two… wait, what?” James flicked the switch on the lamp. Something shuffled in his open closet. Eyes peered out at him from the darkness reflecting the light of the lamp. His grip on the bat tightened. “Who are you?”
It came out of the closet dragging a sock. James blinked. Its eyes were almond shaped and all black. Its brown leathery skin was wrinkled—old and worn. It sniffled and blew its nose on the sock.
“Nyx, sir,”
“Okay,” That didn’t quite answer what he wanted to know now. “You live here? I’ve never see you. What… just what the hell are you?” He couldn’t keep from blurting the last question. “This has to be some sort of fucked up dream.”
James’ alarm clock sputtered static that was eerily like a laugh. With a jump, James was up and standing with his back against the wall, his feet hip distances apart and the bat ready to hit the next thing that moved.
“He’s a brownie, nitwit. He keeps this place clean when you’re not here,” the alarm clock said after the static laughed died out. “You never noticed before, huh?” The numbers on the clock blinked a few times and then it seemed to look at the brownie. “Don’t fret Nyx, he never noticed me either.”
“You mean you’ve been here all along?” James asked. Definitely a weird dream. Surely the alarm clock—an inanimate one—would go off soon and wake him.
“Well, yeah,” the alarm clock replied with a tone that could have been followed by a “duh.” “Along with all the others that live with you. A bit thick, aren’t you?”
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