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The Ninth Birthday Wish

“O Child Step Forth On This Day Of Your Birth, | Ask Your Wish, But Consider Its Worth. | And Remember O Firstborn: It’s Essential You Start | Requesting The Things That Come From The Heart.”

In the country of Dor, a faraway land,

Lived a brother and sister: twins, yes,

But understand...

Bril was quiet,

with bright yellow hair

While Arisa, a red-head,

simply bursted with flair.

Bril loved to read

[image: image]

Arisa lived to climb,
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So they parted ways most of the time.

He with his dreams, and she

chasing adventures,

Each one following personal pleasures.

There was one thing they both had to share:

The Family Sand Box. For that was where

Bril built skyscrapers of great proportions,
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While Arisa assembled objects of varied contortions,

Like dancers, acrobats and gymnasts galore,

Bending, stretching, writhing and more.
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Their ninth birthday being close at hand,

Called for vacation to a getaway land.
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Here a magical pond of Crater Lake blue,

Granted birthday wishes that always came true.
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A message appeared to the twins on their day,

Over the water with impressive display: 
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“O Child Step Forth On This Day Of Your Birth,

Ask Your Wish, But Consider Its Worth.

And Remember O Firstborn: It’s Essential You Start

Requesting The Things That Come From The Heart.”
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As the water turned yellow, 

Bril smiled and then gasped.

Since normally he was pushed to the last,

He wasn’t quite ready, his wish to cast.

Consider its worth? What did that mean?

To swim with sharks? Or big wave surfing?
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Play chicken with blow holes, or swing from some trees?

Eat mystery meat ’til he felt ill at ease?

Should he dive from the cliffs, or spin some hot fire?

Would any of this raise his value much higher?

Is that what it meant, to ask something of worth? 

A trial of danger on the day of your birth?
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Fear tangled his thoughts as it often did,

When wild ideas froze this yellow-haired kid.

He stood there white faced, not moving an inch,
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While Arisa muttered, “This is a cinch!

Just open your mouth and let the words fly.”

She paused. She stamped. She let out a huge sigh.

“I won’t stand still just waiting to die!” 

She pushed Bril aside, and said, “Time’s up! 

Make way for the one who’s really grown up!”

She cried to the pool, gleaming with pleasure,

“To Captain a Ship and find Some Real Treasure!”

That was the wish of Arisa the Young,

Who skipped off and stuck out her tongue.
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As water in the pool turned over to red,

Bril, thoroughly miffed, resignedly said, 

“I want to build ships with magical sand.

Of their worth I’m not sure

But I’ll feel more secure.” 
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The pool turned back to blue, 

As the wind picked up and threw

Bril and Arisa away from that place.

When they landed it was more than clear: 

Once again they had their own space.
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Arisa landed on a sandy beach,

With an oversized bucket and shovel in reach.

But there was no ship, and there was no treasure.
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Looking high and looking low, 

In sand and waves before her face

No sign of HER wish. No fun. What disgrace!
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Poor Bril stood in mist, a cold, white glow,

On slippery, hard wood that pitched to and fro. 

Alarm set in as he peered through the fog,

Seeing glimpses of people, filled him with fright 

He backed away slowly and finding a log, 

Gripped it at once and hid from the sight.
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Comings and goings, footsteps and hoistings,

Someone in charge was certainly foisting

Work on the others with harping and shouting, 

Which gave way to Bril’s doubting.

Was his wish really granted? Did it come true?

For if it had worked, then why would this crew,

That he’d given the slip,

Be here unless...unless...

This was Arisa’s PIRATE ship!
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As he looked up the mast, 

That he held in his grasp, 

Bril made a deep, 

Scratchy gasp.

The skull and crossbones, he was Learning to hate, flapped in the air,

Sealing his fate. 
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He stifled a scream. He ducked and ran,

Realizing for sure that now his lifespan

Depended on finding a safe place to hide.

He dove
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