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The door of the toy store closed, repeating the creak and the ringing sound Lee

was familiar with. He stopped after two steps, holding a piece of blue paper on the

fingertips of his right hand. The creased note said “Captain Dragonspear ''. The letters

written were apart and distorted. Lee looked determined to find the darned figure.

It was warmer inside. He felt small droplets of sweat running through his

forehead. Behind him the door opened again. He welcomed the cold breeze coming in.

His eyes skipped over a few people walking around and the Christmas lights. Behind the
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counter, a brown door opened and the clerk walked in trying to carry a tiny tree. The

rush inside was making Lee nauseous.

He moved his messy black hair towards the side, pulled out his phone to read the

report. “Survival rate - five percent. Survival rate without surgery - zero point two

percent.” He already had a talk with the doctor’s office the same morning and the chance

he’d survive the year was appalling. He stopped by his parents and asked them if he

could spend the holidays with them. The note was next to little Tim’s bed and Lee

managed to snatch it before he woke up. It made him smile to see Tim growing up in the

same room as he did. He couldn’t offer much wisdom as an older brother. Yet they

shared a mutual passion for laying out superhero action figures on top of their desks.

Lee walked further into an aisle to find the toy. The rest of the shelf was empty.

He picked up the box and headed to the cash register. When it was his turn the clerk

asked him if he needed a bag. Before he could answer his phone started ringing. He

excused himself for a moment.

There was an opening for surgery. The next day. It could be his only chance, the

lady said. She spoke with kind words but the impatience in her voice made Lee nervous.

She was asking him to stop by with the deposit. In cash. Otherwise he would lose his

spot.

“How much?” Lee asked.

“Two hundred and forty dollars”, responded both the lady on the phone and the

shop clerk at the same time.
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Lee reached down to his pocket and pulled out three hundred dollar bills. Both

the clerk staring at him and the lady on the phone demanded an answer.

He paused for a moment and hung up the phone. His arm raised to give the

money to the clerk. Lee looked serene.


