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Kristin’s Magical Wish Machine

 


Synopsis: A young barista is given a
mysterious object one night as she takes a walk across campus to
clear her head and try to revitalize herself. The next day she
notices the strange effects of the object, as it gets smaller and
smaller throughout the day. The man who gave it to her appears and
the atmosphere in the coffee shop changes dramatically. Everyone is
friendly and gets along.

 


It was on a near daily basis that young
Kristin would find herself absolutely astonished with the
ridiculousness of mankind. Kristin was young; only having just
turned twenty-two. She already knew how little she truly understood
about the world. It flabbergasted her to see so many people every
day who were so convinced that they knew everything even when it
was clear that they had taken in so little real information.

They had self righteous and profound opinions
about every little thing and were so often convinced that their
simple, bumper sticker cliché solutions to the world's most complex
issues were a sure-fire way to fix each of the world's problems.
However, none of them seemed to have the time to actually
contribute anything to the world.

Instead, they bitched and moaned to whoever
would listen, looked down their noses at people they saw and
depended upon every day, and proudly worshipped meaningless icons
of personality whom they would never meet or even ascend near
to.

Kristin, by no choice of her own, was usually
the captive audience to these people. When she'd first moved and
started working where she was currently, she'd been able to tell
herself that it was simply culture shock that she was experiencing.
When she logged onto her social media accounts each night, though,
she knew that this divisive dumbing down seemed to be spreading
through society like an epidemic.

All media started to seem fake and
manipulated to this very purpose. It saddened her, so she made up
her mind to cast it away. She shut down her social media accounts
and promised to only use her computer to better herself.

Kristin longed to surround herself once again
with her friends; the people who had seemed to understand that the
universe was never meant to be dissected and understood and
constantly oversimplified. The kinds of people she liked just
enjoyed the world around them, one moment at a time.

They governed themselves by their own
principles and had no need to complain about the fallible nature of
anyone who was ever hoisted to any sort of position of authority.
When Kristin and her friends tired of or became saddened by the
things around them, they simply changed their surroundings.

If their immediate environment couldn't be
budged, they moved; just like Kristin had done repeatedly. Now
though, her friends were spread out over the country. Many of them
had started families and serious careers and there was never enough
money or time for a proper visit anymore.

Kristin was starting to feel very lonely. She
was frustrated, and for the first time in her life, she was rather
wedged in place. There'd be no picking up and leaving this
time.

There was school, which Kristin had worked
incredibly hard at and soon she would have her degree and be free
to roam about and explore her adulthood. For the time being
however, she had to maintain nearly perfect grades and attend every
agonizing minute of class or her meager scholarships would come
crashing down around her instantly, crushing her beneath a mountain
of debt that she would never be able to dig out of.

College should have been so much more fun. It
should have been a far more social experience. Instead, everyone
closed themselves off from one another, keeping their headphones in
and constantly staring down at the glowing screens of their smart
phones or doing whatever they could to avoid acknowledging the
existence of any other human around them in any way.

Then there was work; the only way that
Kristin could survive from day to day; the wretched coffee shop.
Kristin had worked her way up from strictly standing behind the
register to barista who also usually had to run the register. It
paid slightly more so it was unavoidable but it certainly didn't
feel like much of a promotion.

Unable to pay her any more money, her
superiors rewarded her hard work and dedication by always dangling
that proverbial carrot in front her face, always eluding that they
would move her up to management someday soon if she worked just a
little bit harder. Management meant another slight raise while
keeping the responsibilities of running the register and making the
coffee but she would also have to come in earlier, stay later and
work when her less than competent coworkers called in.

It would be quite fair to say that Kristin
absolutely loathed her job but it suited her school schedule and
she could usually count on a few dollars in tips to put real cash
in her pocket each day. Her regular check was spent each week
before she even saw it.

 


 


The coffee shop was a strange place. It had
been erected to cater to the hip, sophisticated people of its
bizarre city, but it happened to be in a state that was almost
completely rural. The majority of the customers were self
important, big-haired housewives of men who were making fortunes in
the oil field. There were also the slightly younger, smaller-haired
women whose sole task it seemed were to be the mistresses to these
same men.

They wore yoga pants and were always either
coming from or going to the gym in flashy makeup and expensive
cars, talking too loudly on shining, faux jewel encrusted phones in
tones with which they could best mimic whichever reality show
personalities were hot that week. The women from either group were
usually rude but occasionally one would try something new and be
just disingenuous and patronizing.

There were a few younger people who tried
their best to be sophisticated and cool but they were so far
removed from the rest of world culture, that they rather missed
their mark. They wore ironic glasses and t-shirts that depicted any
one of the handfuls of bands that ever stopped to play in this
city. This group was often more condescending than the others. They
knew everything about everything and they were already certain that
they were too cool for any of it.

The customers that Kristin had the most
affection for were the old-schoolers who never seemed to have
adjusted to a city having sprung up on perfectly usable farmland or
hunting woods. Some were old and crotchety, often complaining about
the prices and the names of the coffee first and then complaining
about its taste.

They kept coming though even if the old diner
down the street still served canned coffee in bottomless cups for a
dollar. When they weren't complaining, though, Kristin liked them.
They were as astonished and confused by the people around them as
Kristin was and many of them lacked the couth to refrain from
stating it openly.

That always made her giggle.

"Are those your sister's pants,” some old
timer would ask a passing young hipster in all seriousness,
completely throwing these young men off their game as they blushed
to explain themselves.

Even though most of the people who walked
through the door of the little coffee shop more often than not
turned out to be real dickholes, Kristin tried not to judge them or
dislike them. She'd promised herself years before that she wouldn't
let the actions of others make her cynical or mean.

There was already enough of that in the
world. No matter how one customer might frustrate her, she greeted
each one as a new chance to be kind to someone. She sensed that the
misery and the unkindness of all these people was only there
because of some deep, creeping loneliness that seemed to be
spreading otherwise unnoticed over the land.

Kristin could tell that it just wouldn't be
fair to bring anymore displeasure to these people, even though
sometimes it was really difficult to keep from spitting in their
Frappuccinos or giving a nice warm cup full of milk to the guy who
talked about his lactose intolerance every day, like it was the
medal of honor instead of the usual tasteless junk he ordered.

If it was within Kristin's power to make
these people happy, she would. All day in the back of her mind, she
wished they were dead. At night, though, she really wished that she
could help them.

 


 


Kristin was feeling quite bogged down. She
analyzed her environment carefully and began to realize just how
little she had done to relax and keep herself grounded since she'd
moved. It had been ages since she'd seen a movie or lounged in
front of the television eating junk food. She hadn't had time to
draw, write, or read for pleasure since she'd enrolled in this
school.

It dawned on her that she hadn't even taken a
walk to anyplace that she didn't absolutely have to be since she'd
moved to town. Kristin knew this wouldn't do. There was too much at
stake now. She couldn't let herself break. She promised to make
some time for herself every day.

After work and class and after two straight
hours of studying, Kristen would put all things aside and go take a
walk, no matter what the weather was like, how behind she was on
her schoolwork, or what hour of the day that moment finally
arrived. She lived very near to campus and she could trust the
grounds to be patrolled and well lit, so this is where Kristin took
her daily strolls.

Usually, she didn't encounter a single other
person. A fat security guard might give her a nod as she passed or
some other student would go hurrying back to their dorm with their
ear buds in and their eyes seemingly oblivious to her presence.
Mostly though, just for that little while each day, she was
completely alone.

The walks made Kristin feel better right
away. When she was done, she'd get back to studying with a renewed
vigor and the workdays and long classes seemed to move by a little
easier. The seasons changed and the days grew shorter. The nights
grew a bit quieter and little eerier but Kristin maintained her
routine. She was pleasantly strolling around the campus one of
these nights when things took a bizarre turn for her.

It was a bit after eleven pm and the campus
was mostly abandoned, as it usually was so late at night. As she
approached the school's theatre, Kristin caught a glimpse of
someone dashing across the grass towards a side entrance. She
stopped in place at the shock of seeing another person so
unexpectedly.

She recognized this person as they trotted
closer, as a professor but nobody that she actually knew. He was
wearing a long, dark cloak with a hood that covered the back of his
head. He was obviously in a hurry and hadn't even noticed her
standing nearby. He pulled his hood forward, hiding his face as he
slipped in through the entrance.

It was strange, but a college campus is full
of strange goings on. Kristin didn't find it disturbing at all at
first. She assumed that there must be some sort of play or maybe a
rehearsal taking place inside the theatre. She approached the open
door and peered in but could see nothing but foreboding
darkness.

There was no sound coming from inside.
Kristin certainly didn't want to be caught peeking in someplace
that she wasn't supposed to, so she pushed the strangeness of it
from her mind and continued her walk. She was not more than twenty
feet away from the door when she heard a crash inside. Then the
far-off shouting drifted into the night air from inside the
theatre.

A sudden sense of dread washed over Kristin.
She turned around just in time to see the professor come tumbling
out of the doorway with his dark cloak flapping awkwardly behind
him. He nimbly scrambled to his feet in an instant, taking off at a
full sprint right towards her. Her bewildered eyes widened as they
met his gaze.

His teeth were clenched and he looked
maniacal. There was a crash and more shouting echoing from the
theatre behind him. His eyes were locked on Kristin's as he ran
towards her with a full head of steam. She turned to run but he was
almost upon her.

"Kristin..." he gasped.

The utterance of her name from the lips of
this man whom she had only seen around campus and had never spoken
to sent an icy chill down her spine. His hand clasped her shoulder,
spinning her towards him just as she had started to move. Kristin
stumbled backwards a few steps almost tipping over but the man
grabbed her arm.

"Kristin..." the man said strangely, almost
begging.

Kristin nodded her in a quick frightened
shake out of nervous response.

"Perfect," he gasped.

A strange smile illuminated his face. The
professor thrust something against her palm that felt smooth and
icy cold. Kristin's fingers closed around it instinctively. The
professor pulled his hood back over his head, gave Kristin a final,
quick nod as a solemn look came back over his face. He stared into
her eyes for a long moment and then suddenly cut sideways, turning
towards the parking lots and sprinting as fast as he could away
from the building.

Kristin heard him chuckle as he dashed away.
Then there came the huffing and puffing of the fat security guard
as he tumbled his way out of the doorway. He clutched onto the
doorframe to keep himself from toppling over with exhaustion. His
sweaty face was almost purple from running.

He doubled over and for a moment, neither he
nor Kristin was sure if he was about to vomit or not. He gasped for
breath and tried to slow the heaving of his thick chest. At last,
he straightened and sharpened his eyes into the darkness. His eyes
came first to Kristin staring back at him, dumbfounded. He craned
his head each way and so no sign of the man he'd been chasing.

Then, he glared back at Kristin. Her fingers
clutched tightly around the smooth little object in her hand,
hiding it from his view. He immediately recognized Kristin from her
nightly walks and she could see on his face that he found nothing
suspect about her at all.

"Did you see...” The security guard wheezed a
long deep breath mid sentence. "Did you see anyone go..." He heaved
for breath once more.

Kristin shook her head slowly side to side
and the guard was clearly relieved that he
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