
Wish 

 

The feeling of the cool, night breeze… 

the fresh fragrance of the leaves and plants.. There, I laid beside my elder sister… Lying on the 

grass at the top of a hill, we looked up at glimmering stars that littered the night sky…  

“Oh look, a shooting star!” Freya pointed out,  

“Woah!” I exclaimed.  

“You better make a wish, Floyd.” She said before closing her eyes, making a wish, her hands 

clasped. 

“I-I will!” I quickly closed my eyes and clasped my hands together… “I wish… I wish to become 

an astronomer just like father!” 

​

Then, after wishing, Freya let out a light chuckle, a fond smile on her face as she heard my 

words. 

 

“What?” 

“Wishes won't come true if you say them out loud, silly… Did you hear mine? No, right?” 

An embarrassed blush spread across my face. “That..- mph..” I huffed, feeling upset, looking 

away from my sister’s gaze, her dark cobalt eyes, reflecting the light from the stars, as if she had 

whole galaxies in her eyes. 

 

“You really want that?” Freya asked, her voice in a softer tone. 

“You know I do..” 



“Huh..” She hummed.. 

 

 

RUMBLE 

 

I gasped as I was suddenly stirred awake from the loud noise of the thunder strike nearby. Sitting 

up, I looked around and eventually calmed down as I saw Freya lying, peacefully asleep on the 

small bed beside mine. Freya had always been a deep sleeper.​

 

”That dream again..” I thought to myself. It was of me and my sister when we were little 

children, she was 15 and I, 13, being 2 years younger than her. Mother and father died weeks 

later after that night due to a rockslide crashing into their carriage... Those days had always been 

important memories for me, because it was when I pledged to myself that I would follow my 

dreams and my father’s footsteps as an astronomer. 

 

I stared into the sheets blankly for a moment, the sound of the thunderstorm outside waning as 

my head filled with empty thoughts… Then, I shook my head and sighed, getting up to check the 

date on the desk calendar on the study table, “Friday.. 20th of March…” I read out before going 

to the bathroom to take a shower, and then brushing my teeth at the sink right after. I stared into 

my reflection in the framed mirror… 

 

6 years have passed since that day.. Now, I am 19 years old.. I study astrophysics in a prestigious 

university and work part time on Saturdays at a nearby bakery, and meanwhile during Mondays 



to Tuesdays, Freya worked at the bakery as well, on Wednesdays, she takes singing classes and 

was a caretaker from Thursdays to Fridays. She was always such a hard worker, and most of the 

money she earned would end up being for my university expenses.. to support me in my dream 

of becoming an astronomer…sometimes even putting aside her own aspirations.. in which I am 

extremely grateful for… 

 

 But, somedays, she would be hired by Uncle- no, Mr. Hendrick, to work as a cleaner in his 

office during the weekend. Mr. Hendrick was father’s friend. He worked as a landlord and was 

successful at it, owning many estates in the big cities, including the previous mansion we used to 

have when we were children. Me and Freya aren't as fortunate as before when mother and father 

were still with us since we had to hand in most of our parents' things to Mr. Hendrick, who 

supposedly was promised by father to have ownership of some of his belongings. Freya and I 

shared the feeling of always finding him odd and we disliked how he would talk about our 

parents.. Though, we didn’t have much of an option to complain back to him since he offered us 

money every month and gave us an affordable apartment to stay in. As much as I found it 

irritating, I could live with it.. just as long as we could get what we needed and live a good life in 

return. 

 

… 

After drying and changing myself into a formal student attire, 

I walked to the kitchen to make breakfast for the both of us, just some eggs and sausages, and as 

I did, I heard footsteps nearing from behind. ​

​



“Floyd? You're cooking today?” Freya asked as she stood beside me while I cooked our meal on 

the stove. I’ve gotten taller than her.. 

“Yeah, I don’t want to be the sibling with bad cooking…”​

“So you're saying that you think you can surpass my cooking skills?” She chuckled out.​

“What? No way… your cooking will still be the best. I only meant to do this so that you can lay 

off from work for a while.” 

A moment of silence… then, feeling a familiar, warm touch on my head, I paused. My sister was 

my hair.. I let out an annoyed huff. “Hey.. I just fixed my hair.” I pulled away to save my hair 

moments before becoming a mess, though, no real anger in my tone.  

“Come on now.. You're becoming way too serious..” Sister sighed out. 

 

… 

 

I walked straight to campus after finishing our meal, there we were taught and learned.. The 

complex equations and theories..  I enjoyed everything.. It felt like I was fulfilled every day I 

attended class, this was my nirvana, my paradise, my heaven… 

When class ended, a small group of people were all given letters about going on a two-week 

education exchange trip to another astrophysics university in Germany to further expand their 

knowledge, ‘Date: Wednesday, 10th of April Fee: 1000 pounds’, it read. Being among them, 

despite being a grown man, I couldn't deny that I was over the moon for this upcoming event.  

 

Going home with a more spirited attitude than the mood I had just woken up with earlier, I told 

Freya about the good news and all the details of the trip, and as always, she was willing to help 



me to pay for the fees. ​

 

April 7, Sunday, 9:30 pm, three days until the trip, I was asleep when I was woken up by the 

sound of the bed across mine squeaking. I squinted my eyes open, seeing my sister in full make 

up on, her long brunette hair put up into a bun, she was in a silk dress, it wasn’t really what she'd 

normally wear, nor was it what any woman would choose to wear around these parts of the city. 

She then left the room 

 

*”Where is Freya going this late at night?”* I questioned myself, before choosing the decision to 

follow her, not even bothering to change. 

 

I slowly and cautiously got out of bed as well, staying a few meters away from Freya so that she 

wouldn't notice me. As I kept following her, she eventually stopped in an alleyway, she was 

talking to someone… it was… Mr. Henrick.. I hid behind a wall and carefully listened to their 

conversation.. 

 

“How long will I have to keep doing this…?” The sister muttered, her voice too soft to hear at 

first. 

“What?” 

“I said, how long will I have to keep doing this?” She repeated to Mr. Henrick, her voice stern 

and clear. 



“Ha, do I have to keep repeating myself? As long as you’re under my control, you will keep 

doing this.”​

“But I’m tired–” 

 

SMACK 

 

I flinched, my fists clenching. Mr. Henrick had just slapped my sister… 

 

“Your parents were millions deep in debt, and now they left their children with that burden to 

deal with. Pathetic isn't it?” The elder man said, having a cruel, apathetic look in his eyes while 

my poor sister just kept her head low.​

​

“Now, come on, my clients are waiting.” 

 

As she was dragged by the man, I wanted to yell and reach out to her but my voice was gone… 

my hands trembling, I was a coward.. I felt so powerless…​

​

At home, I stayed awake sitting in the living room, waiting for my sister to come back. The 

apartment, a mess, I had gathered up every valuable item and all the savings we had. When Freya 

went back home, I saw her, her long hair was all messy, her make-up was smudged, the tired, 

dull, used look in her eyes, which she usually covers up with a cheerful facade around me. Her 

eyes widened as she saw me.​

​



“F-Floyd..?”​

​

I slowly walked to her and held onto her tightly as I sobbed weakly on her shoulder. She knew 

that I knew what she had been doing this whole time… ​

​

That night was the last night we spent at that place, we ran away and took refuge in another city.  

 

… 

 

Two years have passed since we’ve fled… We lived in a smaller and cheaper apartment. I work 

as a substitute teacher while Freya works at a restaurant and always has her singing 

performances there. I had to drop my scholarship since it was too expensive, but I couldn't care 

less… ​

​

One night, while my sister and I sat on top of a grassy hill, looking up at the stars… I spoke up,​

​

“I suppose you were right all those years ago… about not saying your wishes out loud…”​

Freya hummed. “Right, yours didn't come true.”​

“Nope…”​

“Well… mine did… I wished for a happy life… and here we are now…”​

She has a soft fond smile on her face, eventually, one appeared on mine too. 


