Gift from Above
By Dannondorf


Ness liked to think that someone was watching over him and his friends, ready to reach out with a helping hand if and when they ran into trouble. This was naturally a comforting thought, as his quest to save the world had almost killed him several times. Knowing that someone was watching over him gave him the courage to press on despite that, even as the seemingly impossible odds crushed his normally optimistic thoughts. The idea of a protector, guardian, friend, or whatever the being looking out for him was made him feel safe, as if he were back at home under the supervision of his loving mother, who would never let anything bad happen to him.

Who was this omnipresent person? Ness didn’t know. Neither did Jeff, Paula, or Poo. The latter three doubted that there even was someone keeping an eye on them, but Ness knew better. So far on his adventure, he had encountered a myriad of wrapped gifts, each one in a different and seemingly random location. They were all the same: a small box enclosed in white wrapping paper with a simple red bow. He felt they were meant for him, as even the ones that were in plain sight for every wandering soul to see were unopened. Surely if they had been placed a significant period of time before his arrival, they would have already been opened. The only feasible explanation was that someone was always just ahead of him, leaving these gifts for him to find right before he came to each area. It was unlikely at best, but what other explanation could there be?

The first gift he came across was actually in his own home. Tracy had taken his cracked bat and tried to fix it with superglue for him, and when she finished, she wrapped it up as if it were for a birthday or a special holiday. Ness opened that gift on the night the meteorite landed in Onett. All his sister had succeeded in doing was smearing the sticky substance all over the bat, but he smiled and thanked her anyway.

He had been surprised that night when on the walk from his house to where the meteorite landed he spotted a present identical in appearance to the one he had just opened. He approached it cautiously, staring wide-eyed and curious at what at the time seemed an incredible coincidence. When he reached it, he did not even bother to mull over whom it was meant for. He assumed that Tracy must have wrapped it and set it outside for him to find, as odd as that idea seemed. That there was nothing but a bread roll inside corroborated this. Who else but a child with no financial resources would consider a bread roll a present? He treasured it, regardless, and it came in handy later during a tough battle.

He had expected that to be the last gift he encountered, but they kept coming. In caves, in the paths connecting cities, in buildings: he encountered them everywhere, even in places he was sure no one but himself, Paula, Jeff, Poo, and his enemies had been, and not just in Onett; he found them all around the world, from Eagleland to Winters to the Deep Darkness. Right away he came to the obvious conclusion that his sister could not possibly have been the one who left all these presents for him.

But then who? He spent a great deal of his quest trying to figure this out, but all for naught. In the end, he decided that who had left them wasn’t important; the gesture—and the assurance that someone was looking out for him—was more than enough to make him happy without knowledge of the sender.


Most of the time, the gifts contained inside the packages were as simple and unnecessary as a small snack, but they always put him in a good mood. He eventually came to rely on them for spiritual pick-me-ups when the trials before him seemed too great to overcome. Every time he felt like he couldn’t follow through with his mission, he would come across another present, and he would suddenly forget his anger, doubt, and frustration.

After a while, he started keeping a record of the presents he found, always anticipating the next one like a little boy waiting for his Christmas gifts. He needed the presents, almost as much as he needed his companions. He needed the presents because he needed to know that the chosen four weren’t fighting alone. Each present he found made their situation seem more hopeful, made their goal seem more realistic and less like the dream of some pollyanna child. That someone would go to such lengths to help him even though the person (presumably) wasn’t strong enough to help them fight warmed Ness’s heart.

Though Ness tried to convince himself that he was satisfied not knowing the mysterious person’s identity, the question always stuck in the back of his mind. Who? He presently pondered this as he had done many times before. Perhaps the generous entity was a supernatural one. Having fought ghosts before, he knew they were real, so who was to say that it wasn’t a ghost assisting him? If that were true, his best guess would be Buzz Buzz’s spirit, but even so, Ness had a hard time imagining a bee lifting boxes and placing them all over Earth. Now that he thought about it, he didn’t think ghosts could lift physical objects anyway.

Oh well. Thinking hadn’t resolved the issue before, and it wasn’t going to now. Ness silenced his train of thought, for he had more pressing matters to consider: things like his fatigue, his new body, and his upcoming battle. He looked down at his hands, his new hands, his metal hands connected to his metal rectangular-prism-shaped arms and the block of metal that made up his upper body. He and his friends, their minds in robot bodies, were presently in the Cave of the Past looking for Giygas. After too many battles to count, after nearly a year of traveling across the globe, they had finally cornered him. All they had to do to save the world was win one last battle.

But the group was already so tired. They had immediately been ambushed by several dozen Nuclear Reactor Robots, Ghosts of Starmen, and Ultimate Octobots upon leaving the Phase Distorter. They had only barely managed to defeat their foes, and the battle wore them out so much that they were no longer in any condition to fight. Had they fought in their human bodies, they would have been covered in their own blood. It would take a miracle for them to achieve victory against Giygas in their current state.


Exhausted, they trudged on. The entire cave (save for the black bottomless pits below) was a pale steel gray, much like their own robot bodies, and every area looked the same. They walked past monotony for what seemed to their tired minds an eternity until a pair of new colors came into view. Ness spotted a red and white speck in the distance. No…it couldn’t be…could it?

He led the group in the direction of the dichotomy and broke into a joyful run when he was close enough to recognize the object: it was another present! He instantly forgot his fatigue and opened the wrapped box. He expected it to be a food item, but was taken aback when he found a Legendary Bat, a weapon more powerful than any he had handled before. He gripped it, and all of a sudden he wasn’t dreading his upcoming fight anymore. He was looking forward to it.


Ness silently thanked the person who had been kind enough to give him this new bat. He was going to smack Giygas upside the head with it.
