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Elijah Weatherspoon took one more look at his image in the looking glass which hung above the dressing table in his candle lit bedchamber.  The flame on the two candles in the holders on either side of the looking glass flickered, as a sudden stray draft of air came from nowhere.  One candle’s flame blew out.  

At any time of the year, his house was drafty.  But it was an old house, and the gas no longer worked.  Nor had the gas worked in a very long time.  He would not have paid the city for gas service.  Coal was cheaper to give heat.  And candles produced enough light for the light he needed.

A grumble arose from down inside him.  Through clenched teeth, he mumbled a curse at the now darkened candle.  Now one side of his face in the glass was darkened in shadow.  And the other side, in the light of the remaining candle, appeared sallow.  

“Are ye falling t’ sickness, Elijah?” he asked himself, as he rubbed that cheek with the fingers of his left hand.  He did not answer that question.

“Ye’ll do.  Aye.  Ye will.  Be on with ye, man.  Be on.  The day’s a runnin’.”  

Just one more look in the glass.  He took note of his own countenance.  Bushy eyebrows overshadowed the deep-set grey eyes.  And the nose?  Straight it was, and it was the most self-admired feature of his own face.  

Never mind that the tip was sharp.  And tiny visible veins formed thin purple lines just under the skin.  But it was a noble nose.  Worthy of any king or emperor.  

But his cheeks were sunken, and his ears were large.  Too large.  Never mind them.  It was the nose which made the face, and with that, he was satisfied.

“Oh but ye was a handsome man in yer prime,” he reminded himself.  “‘Tis a good nose still,” he assured himself, having another look at it, while running the tip of his finger along the bridge of it.  

“Not hooked like that one th’ story book writer man did t’ place on his story character.  Ebenezer.  

“Hrumph!  Even the name’s a measure o’ the meanness of that man.  Fits the likes o’ a miser.  Nay.  I’m not like him.”  Whether the man dubbed Ebenezer by his creator had such a hooked nose or not mattered not to others.  But it did matter to Elijah.

Any man bearing the name Ebenezer would certainly be miserly.  And be cursed with a hooked nose.  That was just the nature of it.  The name Ebenezer, that is.

But Elijah did not consider himself to be miserly.  He had little of worldly possessions to be miserly about.  But he had the means to own many worldly possessions, had he chosen to own such.  But to own many things was not his choosing.  In that he was very miserly.

He stood and buttoned the black great coat in the front.  Then he placed the worn to a shine beaver top hat on his skull, allowing the ends of his thinning silver hair to stand out on the back, and over his ears.  There was nothing of hair above that to the top of his head.  

He swung open the front door of his townhouse to be greeted by a bright, sunlit day.  Ah, but it was not cold outside.  Just the slightest nip in the air.  That was all.  

Spring had come along, bringing tiny green buds to every bough and branch of every tree which lined the street in front of his house.  The crocuses someone had planted in stone pots by the curb were now blooming.  It was a beautiful day.  

But Elijah never saw the crocuses.  Or he never took note of them, if he did see them.  He possessed no sense for things of beauty.  Unless those things were the colour of gold.  That he did see as something beautiful.

He stood with his arms outstretched, his palms were placed against the door frame sides.  He drew a deep breath.  “Ah.  ‘Tis, Elijah.  Isn’t it?  A wondrous day.  What a day t’ seek new adventures.  An’ today is me day t’ seek adventure.”

The truth was, Elijah Weatherspoon followed this routine every day.  Never did he vary.  He had neither mind nor heart for actual adventure.  But he called every new day the same.  A day to seek adventure.

What to him would be adventure, would be to decide whether to choose two pats of butter for his breakfast toast, or just his usual one.  Yes, he was much given to habit.  And habit was comfortable.

He swung his cane as he walked.  Little did he use it as a walking aid.  He did not need such an aid for walking.  But it swung nicely.  

From time to time, a spirit of mischief would see it rattling the pickets of a neighbor’s white painted picket fence.  

And that neighbor standing on his own front porch, seeing this ill treatment of his fence, stood with open mouth.  He stood while shaking his clenched fist at the one who would dare such ill respect of another’s property.  That was followed by the sound of cursing.  But Elijah did not hear that.  His hearing was not what it once was.

***
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“THE USUAL, STEMMONS,” he mumbled as he sat down at his usual corner table in the tavern.  He never varied the table.  Nor did he vary the eating establishment.  Nor did he vary the order.

“Aye, Sir,” the one called Stemmons replied.  Not that the request was necessary, for Mr. Weatherspoon had ordered the same breakfast for the past twenty years.  Or maybe it was longer, but that was from the beginning of Mr. Stemmons’ employment here.  What Mr. Weatherspoon may have ordered before that?  It wasn’t his place to know.

Soon it was brought to his table.  Two eggs, poached.  A slice of ham.  And a stack of exactly three toasts.  And with a small bowl of marmalade on the side.  And one pat of butter for his toast.  Unless the spirit of adventure was upon him.  Then it would be two.  

And two cups of black coffee.  Both cups brought at the same time.  He would first finish one, and the other would follow, though it was by then cold.  It mattered nothing to him.  That was his morning pattern, and it varied not.

“Will that be all, Sir?” the waiter asked, already knowing the answer.  The answer was always the same.  Nevertheless, Stemmons asked.  And he asked the same question every day.  

But that was not the answer this day.  Today would bring a different answer from Elijah Weatherspoon.

“Have ye the paper, Stemmons?” he asked.

“Why of course, Sir,” the waiter answered.  His eyebrows raised in surprise, for Mr. Weatherspoon had never requested the paper before.  He hurried away, and quickly returned with this morning’s issue of The Sun.

The single overhead hanging lamp above the table where he sat, provided a meagerly light to read the print on the paper.  But it was enough for him to see by.  That is, with the assistance of the spectacles he now wore straddling the bridge of his nose.

From the other side of the room, being careful to avoid notice, the waiter Stemmons watched from the shadows.  This was certainly a day to remember for him.  And a day portending something exciting.  

After all, the man who never did anything outside of his normal routine, this day was doing something outside of his normal routine.  This was worthy of seeing, and for the expectation of what the old man might do next.

He was not disappointed.  For after turning page after page, and peering closely at the page with his eyebrows arched down, he laid the paper down.  With an audible “whoop” he motioned for the waiter to come once again.

Stemmons’ days on the job lacked any excitement, and if something were to vary from what was ordinary to him, he considered the day blessed.  Now Mr. Weatherspoon who never did anything different from day to day, was doing just that.  Now what was Mr. Weatherspoon about to do or say?

“I found it!  Aye indeedee I found it!” he exclaimed as the bewildered waiter stood beside his table.  He looked up at the waiter.  

“Bring me ‘nother cup o’ that good coffee.  An’ one of those, what do ye call, those sweet things?  You know the ones.”  

An air of joviality caused his face to beam as he tried to make his hands describe that thing which he could not name.  “Go.  Hurry now.  I’ll thank ye to hurry.”

The coffee request he knew.  He was sure he knew what his customer meant by “those sweet things.”  But in all the years Mr. Weatherspoon had been breaking his fast in his establishment, Stemmons had never known him to order any such dish.  No dessert ever.  

But today was different, and the heart inside Stemmons’ chest beat faster with excitement.  Tonight, he would have something new to tell his wife.

The elderberry jam roll-up was just what Elijah had in mind.  He had seen other patrons eating them, and inside he had always battled the urge to, just once, indulge.  It would add to the price of his invoice for his meal.  

That, was a bitter pill for a man who counted his pennies.  He counted them as though they were his heart’s last beating.  Once counted, he sometimes counted them again.  To ward off the chance that he may have counted amiss.

But today, he would indulge.  And the sweet went down pleasingly, and he liked the taste.  Perhaps again sometime.  Not too soon, of course.  He would not indulge himself so readily.  But sometime later, yes.  Then the final sip of the coffee was downed.  

He paid the invoice.  He even left a silver coin on the table for the waiter Stemmons.  Not too large a silver coin, mind you.  But the waiter claimed it with the gratitude due the gesture.  His wife would make good use of it at the market.

But now the waiter was left holding empty expectations.  What was it the old man found that had excited him so?  The newspaper sheets lay scattered across the table, and with no hint of what it was on the pages that had prompted the outburst of euphoria.  The promised excitement was pulled away as a rug from under his feet. 

Surely Mr. Weatherspoon would be in at his usual time tomorrow.  He would make it a point of urgency to ask what it was the man had found in the newspaper that had excited him so.

***
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ELIJAH WALKED OUT OF the eatery with a spring in his step.  He had a purpose this morning for the first time in many years.  Today would not see him adhering to his usual routine.

Tomorrow, he would redirect his path back to his normal.  But today there was something he must do.  Something he must buy, actually.  He had been seeking it.  Now he had found it.  His feet took him straightway to the street toward the little shop which had advertised it in the paper. 

The street was lined with many other shops of the same order, but only one which he sought.  He had asked for the paper with the hope of finding it among the classifieds.  And by the happiest of chances, there it was.

He kept his eyes steady on the windows of each shop as he passed.  He had not sought the shop by address.  He would look through all of the display windows on both sides of the street until, of all the other merchandise in each window, he would espy what he sought.  Then to the next store window.

Passing each one until...  There it was in the shop window.  His heart leaped for joy.  He had actually found it.  The newspaper advertisement had not led him wrong.

The shop had a weathered shingle over the doorway.  In faded letters it read, ‘The Devil’s Locker.’  Had he noticed the lettering, even in his un-pious view, it would have raised his eyebrows.  At the very least, it would have.  But he paid no heed to the name of the place.  In the window was what he sought.

“Certainly Sir.  May I ask what your interest in this one is?” the proprietor asked while fetching it from the shelf behind the window.

“I had one like it as a lad,” he lied.  In truth, the image had appeared to him in one of his recent dreams.  He did not remember the substance of that particular dream.  Other than the item now held before him.  That was in the dream. 

He remembered only that what he saw before him had somehow figured into the dream.  Nor had he any recollection from the dream why the object made him desire to search for it.

He would not reveal that to the store man, for he himself did not believe in messages in dreams.  Nor did he expect that the seller would believe that.  But there it was.  Just as clear and plain in detail as in his dream.

“How much fer it, me man?” he asked.

The seller did not answer anon.  He had to give it thought.  He had after all, placed a tag with a price marked, on the thing.  A tag attached by a string.  

But now the tag had fallen off, and the selling price was unknown to the customer who held it, and who desired it so.  Here was his opportunity.  For after all, demand can bring its own price.  

“Seein’ you’re a man of discretion, and of excellent taste.”  He ended that statement with a sigh, and continued.  “It pains me.  It does.  It was a treasure of my dear departed grand uncle.”

“Jes the price, man.  The price,” Elijah demanded, not believing the man’s claim of the thing’s origin.

“I’ll sacrifice it fer ye for the low price of a hunnert dollars.  It cost me three times that to purchase it.”

“What!” the other exclaimed.  “Would ye rob a blind man o’ his seein’ cane?”

The seller brought his white apron up with both hands and wiped the sweat from his brow.  He let out a string of sighs.

“Ah, but you’d rob me, Sir.  Oh but...  Well, seein’...”  Here he paused again.  More sighs.  “Fifty dollars, Sir.  ‘Tis a real sacrifice.  ‘Tis.”

Elijah now recognized that he had won the bargaining game.  Fifty dollars was more than he had wanted to pay.  But fifty dollars was a fifty dollar reduction from one hundred dollars.  

That was a win in his opinion.  It had been a very long time since Elijah Weatherspoon had parted with fifty dollars for anything.  But today he would.

“Package it up, an’ mind ye, package it well,” he ordered, as he removed the required currency from his wallet.

With his treasure carefully wrapped, and bundled in his arms, he left the shop, re-entering the street.  Elijah was a happy man.  A glint of satisfaction showing in his eyes.

Then the seller stooped to the floor behind the counter and retrieved the price tag which had fallen off of the object.  Turning it over in his hand, he read with satisfaction, and a grin.  “Fifteen dollars selling price.”
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​Chapter 2
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Two city blocks away was the city square.  Typical of such places, the centre of the square was dominated by the impressively designed building which served as city hall and courthouse.  The area surrounding the building forming a park was made up of grassy areas broken by paved walkways.

Spaced about the grounds, mostly along the path, were black painted wrought iron benches.  These provided for rest, and observation of the comings and goings of the folk who chose to spend their day, or even a brief hour, in the park like environment.

This is where Elijah came to spend a good portion of every day of his featureless existence.  Today he was late arriving.  And because he was late arriving, someone else now occupied the bench which was his.  

It was his because that was where he always chose to sit, and to watch the happenings around him.  Even the pigeons which frequented the nearby ground knew him.  And they offered no objection to his walking among them.  Even though he never fed them.

But today was different.  He had breakfasted differently.  He had walked on different sidewalks.  And he had bought differently.  Thus if he had to choose another bench this day, it would just be one more thing which today he did differently.

One bench remained unoccupied.  That is, it was unoccupied when he first espied it.  Now a woman with a pram – apparently with a babe inside it – was wheeling toward the bench.  Elijah hurried up his pace, for he must reach the bench before the woman reached it.

He did.  He sat down in the centre of the bench, and he did not look in the direction of the approaching woman with the pram.  He would not wish her to think that he had intentionally rushed to take the bench from her.  He would rather it looked to be unintentional, and with no rudeness intended on his part.  

“Beg pardon, Ma’am.  I din’t see ye comin’ tard this bench.”  That would have been his response to her had she challenged his rude act.  But the lady simply turned the pram in the direction of another bench which had just now become vacant.  

The flock of walking pigeons moved in, and gathered at his feet.  With their clucking voices, and their bobbing heads, they moved to congregate about his feet.  For surely, this gentleman would have pity on them, and some seeds, or even bread crumbs would be scattered among them.

No.  Elijah Weatherspoon had no time for kindness for the feathered beggars.  “Be off with ye!” as the toe of his shoe pushed the nearest ones away.  The near ones yielded with some fluttering of wings.  Then they returned.  But now seeing nothing of an offering from him, they waddled away.

The pigeons had moved on.  Their bobbing heads led them to better prospects further up the path.  There on another bench, an elderly woman dressed in fur – real or not, he did not know, nor care – fed them scraps from a bag.  But their feeding was no concern of his.  Elijah had greater things to consider.

Now seated by himself, he began the task of unwrapping the treasure he had just purchased.  The seller had wrapped it in several layers of wide white paper, and with much tape.  He had taped all of the layers together.  And Elijah was not careful about tearing the paper.  

He had to see his prize.  Crudely was the paper torn away.  The paper pieces fell on the ground about his feet.  The pigeons, having returned to the area of his bench, taking fright, fluttered their wings, and with heads bobbing, ran rather than flew away from him.

“Me own prize castle clock,” he whispered to himself in admiration of his purchase.  It was all of brass, except for the clock face.  And for the most part, it did resemble a castle, with tower and walls.  “‘Tis beautiful,” he whispered to himself.

In the centre of the front was the clock face.  A pearl looking face, with hands of brass.  The whole piece was built into a round brass case on the front of the castle wall.  A key was attached with a chain, and the glass front could be opened on a hinge to allow for winding the clock.

Now as he continued to examine it, he began to see it differently.  On the whole, it was nothing spectacular.  Decorative clocks were commonplace.  Practically every mantel in every house boasted a clock on its top.  Even where the design of the clock was different, the theme was the same.  

It was simply an old clock.  Whether the clock itself kept time, as of the moment, he did not know.  It had run down, and was not running.  Upon his returning to his home, he would use the key and wind it.  And some of the brass was tarnished.  
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