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BAD GENE GENIE

 

 

 

	With an air of déjà-vu, the Acoustic Funambulist walked away from the market stand, holding in his hand a newly purchased lamp and the promise of great rewards. it was a dirty ancient oil device with a vessel resembling a bottle and topped by a wick. But more important, it was a magic lamp and the vendor had assured him that it would bring him considerable satisfaction. It is therefore with anticipation that he rushed back to his hotel room, shut the door, hung the Leave me alone sign and rubbed the lamp. The expected puff of smoke failed to materialize however and it's amidst a foul smell that a mythical being appeared. He was old and dusty, with a bitter stare. He brushed himself off, looked around the room disapprovingly and finally seemed to notice the acrobat.

 

	- "Right, you can choose how to end your existence." he announced flatly as if in a hurry to get it over with.

 

	- "Ah." responded the aerialist unfazed.

 

	- "What do you mean, ah? I said that you could choose how to end your existence." replied the other visibly annoyed.

 

	- "So that's the message?" asked the acrobat innocently and with a tinge of disappointment.

 

	- "Message, what message?" barked the astounded magical entity.

 

	- "The message from the bottle of course." said the funambulist to whom all this was obvious. He noted however, a somber cloud growing dangerously, closing in to cover his sunny tune.
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