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      Sometimes I wish I could have everything I’ve ever wanted. No worries about cost, practicality, or the realities of life. I wish life were more like a no-holds-barred, anything goes kind of living. Wouldn’t it be perfect if we didn’t have to worry about obtaining things we don’t have? I think everyone would be happier if that stress was removed from their lives.

      I keep this little fantasy of mine to myself, though. My mother would probably look at me with sad eyes and tell me to get a job if I wanted something. My best friend Genevieve—or Gen, as everyone who isn’t her mother calls her—would nod and say, “Me too, Leo.” Everyone else would think I’m stupid or just plain wouldn’t care. Yeah, most likely that last option.

      Which is why I don’t voice this daydream to Gen when I spot a neat looking antique at the novelty store just out of town. Aptly called “The Barn” since the first store was in an old barn before it fell victim to a fire a couple years ago, the new store is much more modest, although it still has various knickknacks and antiques. We’re on the hunt for the perfect Mother’s Day gift, which is next weekend.

      I used to make my mother all kinds of stuff to give to her as gifts. Without much money—or a father to help me out—it was all I could do. Maybe I’m getting lazier or just plain forgetful, but this year it snuck up on me and I have absolutely no idea what to do for her gift.

      I have a small stash of cash leftover from working last summer, but it still needs to last another two months. After a day of wrestling with my options, I decided to use the money for my mom. She deserves something nice this year. She deserves it every year, but this year I can actually give her something special. I just wish I didn’t have to pinch my pennies so much.

      “Find anything?” Gen asks. Her brown hair is braided behind her back and she’s wearing a black and green hoodie from her volleyball team.

      I scrunch up my face. “I guess I could get her this vase thing.”

      The owner looks up from her book and says, “That’s an outdoor planter. It’d be perfect in your mother’s garden.”

      “Oh,” I say. “That won’t work.” My face burns with embarrassment. I thought it was an umbrella holder.

      We live in a small apartment above the drug store in town. The extent of our garden is a clumping of vines growing along the side of the building.

      I eye up some of the handmade jewelry, but my mom doesn’t wear much. I did see a set of earrings I thought Violet Dolan would like—the girl I’ve been crushing on since Christmas.

      It’s a long shot that I’d ever have a chance with her, being that she’s one of the most popular girls in my grade and basically a social media icon. At least among our small town community.

      “What about these?” Gen pulls my attention away from Violet. “Your mom could always use more potholders. They’re handmade. And she loves purple, right?”

      “Yeah, I guess.” I take the potholders from her. “I was just hoping to get her more than this.”

      “So make her dinner too and you’ve got the perfect gift.”

      I sigh, still not satisfied. “Okay. I suppose that’ll work. Did you find anything?”

      “I’m thinking about getting these wind chimes. I figure she could put it out on the front porch so she can hear them when she’s people watching.”

      I smile. Ms. Callaghan loves being on her porch. Even in the rain, she’ll sit out and watch the water drip from the roof.

      “There’s some really cool stuff in here,” I say as we meander back to the counter.

      “Right? My mom loves it in here. I thought yours might too.”

      Everything in here seems to have a story. From the handmade pieces that clearly have a personal touch to the refurbished furniture, light fixtures, or decorations. Each piece is unique.

      As we move to the checkout, something catches my eye. It looks like an old gravy boat. White porcelain with a golden rim and handle. This one even has an intricate blue floral pattern along the side. We had one that looked just like it, but my dad smashed it during one of their fights. It was my great-grandmother’s.

      “Hey, you coming?” Gen asks, noticing I’m not behind her.

      “Hold on, I want to get this instead.”

      Gen flips over the price tag. “It’s only ten bucks.”

      I beam. “This is perfect.”

      After cashing out, Gen and I hop on our bikes and make our way back to town. The weather is just starting to warm up and I plan to take advantage of it as much as I can. It’s hard when you don’t have your own backyard to enjoy the weather in.

      I can’t blame my mother, though. She never went to college. She started to, but then she met my dad, fell in love, and got married instead. Ten months later, I was born. That’s why when Dad left two years ago, she didn’t have any work experience other than the retail job she had up until I was born. So now she works weird hours at Target, which is about twenty minutes away.

      If nothing else, it gives me peace and quiet to finish my homework most nights. Tonight, though, I decide to clean up the gravy boat and wrap it before Sunday. I can’t wait to give it to her because I know it’ll make her so happy. One of the hardest things for her—for us both, really—was parting with some of our family heirlooms for extra money. My dad ran off with most of our savings—both mine and my mom’s—and since my mom has no siblings and her mother only has enough money left to pay her nursing home fees, we’ve been living paycheck-to-paycheck.

      Pulling the gravy boat out of the newspaper the lady at the shop wrapped it in, I set it on the kitchen counter and adjust the temperature of the water so I can wash it off. It’s dusty and glue remnants from the price tag are still there. Noticing the pile of dishes in the sink, I decide I probably better do them as well.

      Half an hour later, the front of my shirt is wet, but the clean dishes are neatly stacked in the rack next to the sink. I grab the gravy boat and get to work. The lid seems stuck on and I can see dirt clogged in the corners of the spout. I pull out the wire brush from underneath the sink and work it into the spout, hoping the combination of warm water and soap will help loosen the top enough to really get in there and clean it.

      As I work at the dirt with my hands wrapped around the outside of the gravy boat, I feel it start to tremble. I hold it still to make sure it’s not going to slip out of my grasp and the trembling only gets worse. Smoke begins to seep out from the spout and I set it down, afraid it’s going to burst.

      I watch as the smoke continues to spill out, despite the water hitting it. I turn the knob to cold, hoping that’ll help stifle any explosion.

      Nope.

      The dish continues to vibrate at the bottom of the sink as more and more smoke escapes, wafting up into the air. I wonder if the smoke alarms will sound, but when the scent reaches me, I don’t smell anything burning. Instead, I smell sandalwood—and Palmolive, but that’s on my hands.

      Turning the water off, I take a step back as the smoke clusters above the sink. I watch in amazement as it forms into the shape of a person, becoming more and more defined and solid as the figure moves to the floor.

      With my heart racing, I stare at the man standing in front of me. He’s covered in soap suds that cling to his baggy red pants, which end just above his bare feet. His tan-colored shirt under his short black vest and gold chains around his neck is soaked and clings to his chest. Gold rings adorned his hands, some fingers even have two rings. Most notable of all, though, is the red ruby situated on the front of his turban.

      After taking in his appearance and flicking away a cluster of bubbles, he snaps both his fingers and the suds are instantly gone. No bubbles, no sign that his shirt had ever been wet. My mouth hangs open at the sight of it.

      He runs his dark hand over his short-cropped beard and smiles at me. All of his features seem to be darkened. Enhanced, almost. Like he’s wearing make-up. It’s even more pronounced when he smiles, which is probably triggered by my open-mouthed stare.

      “Why, hello there. I’m Felix.” He gives a low bow and adds, “Your wish, is my command.”
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