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Ruth Goldstein stood arms folded looking out of the window. She was angry, fed up with the constant battles that raged daily between her and her husband over their son. The cross words between them today had come about because she’d giving permission for the boy to see a science fiction film at the local cinema when her husband had said he couldn’t.
Face dark as thunder, she turned to face the man she’d been married to for over ten years, walked over to where he was sitting and plonked herself down on a chair opposite him.
“Why are you so against our Joseph going to the pictures? His pals are going, so why can’t he?” she spoke tight lipped.
Samuel Goldstein was an easy-going man, but there were times when he felt he had to put his foot down, like now.
“Because I told him he couldn’t, that’s why,” he snapped crossly.
“Well that’s no answer. There must be more to it than that.” Ruth wasn’t going to be put off easily, young Joseph was the love of her life and she would do anything for him. She still felt guilty when she recalled how she’d lied the day his teacher had stopped her in the street and told her that Joseph had said he was not allowed to go outside at playtime as he had a bad chest. She'd known it wasn’t true but had said it was, to keep him out of trouble, had even written a letter to confirm it.
“If you must know, I told him he couldn’t go when it was school the next day, that’s why. That child of ours is out of control,” Samuel fought to control his anger, “I tell him he can’t do something and he turns straight to you and you say he can. And your mother’s just as bad, I stop his spending money because he back-chatted and what does she do? Gives him twice as much as he should have, that’s what.”
“Don’t you bring my mother into this,” Ruth jumped up, charged over, and began poking him in the chest with her finger, she was cross−very cross. “My mother,” she said between jabs, “would do anything for our boy. Didn’t she buy him a bike when you said he couldn’t have one?”
My point exactly, thought Samuel, with a sigh of exasperation. He knew he couldn’t win, yet he had no idea how to solve the problem.
* * * *
When Joseph arrived home it was past his bed time. His parents weren’t speaking to one another. “I’m off to bed,” he said. Not only was his bedroom the safest place to be, his computer was there.
“Go to bed, Joseph. No playing computer games until the early hours," his father called after him.
* * * *
The next morning when Joseph rolled downstairs, unwashed and hair uncombed, he complained to his mother he wasn’t feeling well. “I think I’m going to be sick,” he said placing his head on her lap, “do I have to go to school today?”
Ruth lovingly stroked the hair back from her son’s forehead and looked at her husband who mouthed, ‘Yes, he does’.
Hardly a word had passed between the two of them since the day before and she was at her wits' end trying to keep the peace.
“Yes, you do, darling” she said, placing a bowl of cornflakes on the table in front of him, “and I’ve written a nice letter for your teacher saying that now the cold weather is over you are allowed to go out at playtime again.”
Joseph ate his breakfast in silence, spilt cornflakes on the table and brushed them onto the floor, smirked when they crunched underfoot as he left the table. He slammed the door as he left to go to school, leaving the garden gate yawning wide open behind him as he sauntered off.
* * * *
It was nine-thirty and the morning paper had just been delivered. Samuel bent down, picked it up from the door mat and carried it to the sitting-room, where he hoped to sit for a few minutes and read in peace.
“Aren’t you going to be late opening the shop?” his wife called from the kitchen.
Samuel had decided to take the day off; he’d been so stressed of late he felt as if he needed a break, even if it was only for a day.
“I’m not going in today,” he returned, “things have been slack at the shop, so I thought I’d do some catching up on the paper work at home.”
Ruth walked into the room, hat and coat on, shopping bags in both hands.
“So that’s why you wouldn’t allow Joseph to have the day off when he was feeling poorly, was it? You wanted a bit of peace and quiet. Well, I’d like a bit of peace and quiet as well, but will I get it? Oh no, I’ve got to go out shopping. Anyway, whilst I’m gone, tear your head away from that paper, clear the table and wash the breakfast things.”
* * * *
Later in the day, a plastic carrier bag in each hand and head down, Ruth trudged her way along the damp pavement. She was in sight of home. At that exact moment, the only thing on her mind was the prospect of an easy chair to flop down on, a stool to put her feet up on, and a good strong cup of tea to sip quietly.
The house seemed uncannily quiet when Ruth let herself in. That was strange, as her husband was at home and as a rule had the radio blaring. She walked through to the kitchen and placed the shopping bags down on the table.
“Samuel, where are you?” she yelled. She only used her husband's full name when she was annoyed with him. The dishes were still in the sink after he had promised to wash them. “S-a-m-u-e-l,” she called yet again.
Samuel poked his head around the door with a finger to his lips. “Shush,” he whispered.
“What do you mean shush?” she demanded, shrill voiced.
“We’ve got a visitor,” he said, beckoning her to follow him.
Curious to know who it was and what was going on, Ruth followed at her husband’s heels into the sitting room. What she saw frightened her.
“Glory be! What is it?” she screamed, clutching her husband’s arm with one hand and pointing to a tiny man dressed all in green with the other. He had shoes with silver buckles on his feet, a hat with a feather in it on his head, and was perched—legs crossed—on the mantelpiece.
“How did that get in here?” she mouthed.
“I don’t know, he certainly didn’t come in by the door." He scratched his scruffy chin and mused aloud, "perhaps he came down the chimney.”
“Don’t talk daft,” Ruth said as she dug her husband in the ribs. “Birds sometimes drop down chimneys, but not little men." She stopped, considering what he said, and then continued, "You don’t think the chimney needs sweeping?” Determined to test her theory right now, she bent her frame and crept cautiously closer to the fireplace. It was as if the little visitor was not there as long as she didn't acknowledge his presence directly. Taking the brass poker in her shaking hand, she prodded at a glowing ember still glowing from this morning's fire. Sparks flew up the chimney and, peeking in, she saw they didn’t ignite any soot. “No, it looks fine to me,” she said to her husband, her tone puzzled. She reached forth carefully, replacing the poker on the stand. She stepped back to stand beside her husband again.
Ruth slowly turned towards the tiny stranger who sat quietly; elbows on knees, chin cupped in his hands, as though sitting in the front row of the stalls at the market watching a pantomime.
As if released from a spell, Samuel collapsed onto a chair, head in hands. “I think I’m going mad,” he murmured. “I’m seeing things. I need help. I think you’d better call the doctor quick.”
Ruth placed a comforting hand on her husband’s shoulder. “Don’t be daft,” she said. “If you’re going mad, then I am as well, because I can see him as plain as anything.”
The sound of chuckling caused them both to look up. The little man now had their full attention.
“Can it talk?” Ruth whispered.
The tiny person shook his head and wiped tears of laughter from his eyes. “I can, when I can get a word in,” he replied laughing gleefully.
“All right then, if you can talk, you can start by telling us who you are, where you come from, and what are you doing in our house?” Ruth wasn’t smiling—she was deadly serious.
Feather light, the stranger sprang down from the mantelpiece, and perched himself on the arm of Sam’s chair.
“I’m what you would call a Leprechaun. My name is Patrick, I come from Ireland, and I’m over here on holiday in Nottingham because it’s where my good friend Robin Hood came from, so if the place was good enough for him then it’s good enough for me,” he said.
“Leprechauns don’t have holidays,” remarked Sam, sitting up and looking into the eyes of the little man.
“Who said they don’t?” the Leprechaun retorted.
“Me," Sam responded.
“Well you’re wrong." Putting his hands on his hips, Patrick drew himself up to his full height, which wasn't much—his eyes were now level with Sam's, "they do, and I’ve just started mine to prove it.”
“Well not in this house, you haven’t.” Ruth was cross, she’d heard enough, and had no intention of standing around arguing with someone who didn’t come up to her knee cap.
“This house is as good, if not better than any others I’ve stayed at. What have you got against me staying here?”
“Well, for one. . . ” Ruth searched around for an answer. “You’re not Jewish.”
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