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‘Tisanoldtale, but not oftentold. Andwhether or not thelrishtale-tellerisingreen|reland or dusky New
Y ork City, how couldtheoutcomebedifferent?

Michael Coffey isatried and true-green believer in Leprechauns and, unlike most New Y ork City
inhabitants, hecan spot them-- wearingall sortsof disguises! Some, hesays, ook Jewish, someAfro-American,
somePolish, and so on, andthere'seven somewholook Irish, believeit or not!

Wil every faithful servant of good-ol d-1rel andwoul d belessthanfaithful tothegreensod, nottomention
theblarney stone, if hedidn't consider it hisgod-fearing duty tofindthat pot-o-goldwhich, asall good I rishmen
know, thosepesky, untruthful, deceitful liarsall havehiddenfromhonest I rishmen!
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Trembling with aterriblefrustration, face streaked with tears, hischin shivering aswith adangerous,
feverish ague, Michael Coffey carel essly wiped white beer foamfromhispressedlips. “ Goonouta' that,
John O’ Dancy. You belikeall the others. The Little People are here, inthegood ol’ U, Sand A. Indaid
they are.”’

John O’ Dancy walked up and down the long bar pushing out foamy, cold mugs with handles big
enough for the kind of men that inhabited Irishmen’s. Although he wastall and rather muscular, he was
agentle, good natured man, who offended no one deliberately, but listened quietly when listeningwasto
be done, and told the truth as he saw it whenever asked.

A man of averageheight compared to most, and al sotothosegathered about the afternoon discussion,
Michael Coffey had just asked for an opinion, which John O’ Dancy rendered as soon ashe’ d pushed up
hisred deeve-garters, hiscommon habit beforespeaking. “ Y er daft, Michael,” heanswered kindly, wiping
away spotsfrominfront of David Israel at Michagl’ sright hand. “Herein New Y ork City, inthe heart of
Manhattan, at Thirty-fourthand Seventh, inthegrand Irishmen’ ssaloon, herein broad daylight, what with
all thesefoinebusinessmenlookingonandall, | say it again—and mindyou, now —there' stobenohard
feelings— Michael Coffey — amanmust tell thingstheway seen, and not mollycoddlealong— so| say
it. Therejust ain't no Leprechaunsin this heretavern, thishere block, this neighborhood, thisherefoine
city, nor inthisU, Sand A, nor theworld over, for that matter.’”’

David Israel — who always wore a pull-over black, Siberian, fur cap, even inside Irishmen’s, --
snickered. Sodidthoseothersgathered about thelong, curving bar, grunting or chortlingaccordingtokind.
David had been talking pleasantly enough to a friend, Simon Green, once named Greenstein, both
commiserating over thelot of certain races. “How miserableisour race,”’ the smooth faced Simon had
commented, blowingfoamfromhisfreshbeer. “ Pograms, quotas, plagues, discriminations, Hitler, Stalin,
KuKIlux Klan, Black Muslims, WhiteMuslims, Fundamentalists, Pal estinians, religiouscults, exclusion
clubs, and now therise of the American Nazisagain. . . . Better had we never been born.”

David had answered, “ That’ sso,” nodding hiscovered head vigorously, and also blowinghard onhis
beer, so that thefoam madewhite spattersacrossthe shiny black mahogany bar. “Who hasso much luck?
Not one in one hundred thousand. . . .”

It was always thuswise, whenever Michael Coffey got to drinking a tub or two. He'd start on
L eprechauns. Dancy, whenasked, would deny their very existenceinhissoft, sweepingway, unintention-
aly getting Michael all upset, so’s Coffey’ s cheeks reddened and his heart quickened; and David, if he
wasn'’t picking on Michael for amost religious assertions about L eprechauns, wasidling away the clock
with fanciful often true stories, Jewish humor and gossip, or commiserating with one of his peers.

Dog, rough-hewnand powerful, towered over Michael gloweringlikeapuffinginferno. Nooneknew
hisname, except perhapsMichael, the samethat Dog had followed since early childhood, they say. Since
Dog talked seldom, if at all, one must rely on Michael’ s often dubiousjudgment asto what Dog thought
andfelt, except at timeslikenow, whenit becameclear that Dog resented unthinkinglaughter at Michael’ s
expense.

Toavoid Dog’ scloseattention, and Michael’ sinanefixation, each man turned toward hisneighbor.
By now Michael’ sfistswere clenching and unclenching and big tears still tumbled carelessly. Had they
not seenit all before? Well, evenin New Y ork City apaying drunk has been known to be removed from
the premisesfor obnoxiousnessand similar crimes.

Soall thementurnedtoeach other, except Simon Green, theelderly, wizenedlittlefellow withagreen,
French beret atop hisheadthat reminded of either ayarmelke, or maybewhat artistswear tokeep paint from
scattering through their hair while they paint. Simon wasnew at Irishmen’s. Claiming to know much of
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theworld fromworl M y travels, he practiced peace— whatever that was— and sought to heal hurtsand

unitedivisions, so heasked Michagl, very pleasantly of course, if Michael understood Gaglic, thinkingto
change the dangerous subject away from imaginary L eprechauns.

Michael wipedadirty, brownjacket sl eeveagainst dripping eyes, and though hewasbewildered at the
turn of subject, he could see no reason not to answer. “Aye. If it'singood ol’ U, Sand A American.”

Well, whenthey all guffawedagain, Michael clamped hismouth astightly ashecouldwithout hurting
theredfever blister there, and he pushed Dog toward avacant tabl e near the Thirty-fourth Street window,
and away from unholy disbelievers and jokesters. “1 was born Irish and have been so ever since,” he
mumbled with somediscomfitureat Dog. “ A man’ sheart can take but so much. Then noseshasgotta’ be
rubbedin,”’ hefinished cheek-red.

Michael usually mixed metaphorsbecause, intruth, hewasbornaNew Y ork City Irishman. Dogwas
asimple-minded personbelievingimplicitly inMichael, and now that thecarel ess, stimul ating laughter was
nolonger directed at them, hisown heavy featuresrel axed, jowlsdroopinglower, eyeswideningandfixing
onMichael almost exactly likeal argeblood houndwho cares. Suchfaithful attachment escaped Michadl’ s
attention, of course. He' d saved Dog'’ s life several generations ago, and never ceased reminding Dog,
overlooking very nicely numerousrepaymentsin kind. “It wasal down in me grandfaither’ sbook.”

Dog nodded.

“Am'tye veseenit?

Dog blinked.

Asthoughanartist’ sbrush had suddenly wiped acrossMichael’ sreddenedface, makingit goldenand
cherubic, he smiled brightly. Waving hisbroken, dirty fingernail at Dog, he began to sing low:

“Tiddley, tiddley or not,

| saw the man and his pot,

Leprechaun high,

| saw him go by,

Right near thisvery spot.

Filled to brimwith gold,

They had all they could hold,

Day by day,

They traveled away,

FromIreland’ sfamineroad.”

With progressive iambics, Michael’ s voice got louder, so that soon John O' Dancy’s wiping arm
stopped. Hisred hair flicked backward between parted fingerswhen heglanced at Michael . Othersheard,
too, and they turned. Unknowing, and, if the truth be known, uncaring, Michael sang ever louder:

“Tiddley, tiddley or not,

| cry for the men and their pots,

Leprechaun high,

Naiver againt’ go by,

Right near thisvery spot.”

Holdinginhisright hand hisbeer mug that wasfoamedtothetopagain, David | srael advanced halfway
toward their table. George McGarth, thereputed broker from Wall Street, who madethe Irishmen’ strek
every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, tried toturn David back, but hisslender handsand armswerefutile
against David’s. Laughingand shouting viciously, David snickeredwith, “ That’ syour proof, daft Michael
Coffey? A little piddling kid' s song about L eprechauns?”’

When Dog started to rise, steaming again through deep, black eyes, Michael, whose mood was
strangely calmer, stayed him with ahand.

Michael, himself, rose, facing David | sragl squarely, while everyone el sewatched and nodded. Said
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Michael elligerannt §/A,E‘B,|0\C9e. Andwhat if itis?Mind ye, I'm not saying am’t or not. Just what if ‘tis?’

Almost leering, David waved hismug carelessly thisway and that. “ Tiddl ey, tiddley or not, indeed.
Tiddley winksor not, morelikeit. Thenheguffawedloudly, repeating, “ Tiddley, Tiddley or not,” several
times, each one more obscenely spoken.

Thosethat |ooked closely could seeMichagl’ sfistsclosing again, at the sametimeasthe squinting of
hiseyes.“Alright. So’s‘tis. Meown grandfaither passedthetruthinfull, andjust asl tolditt’ yeall.* Twas
thepotatofaminewhat didit,” hesaid. “ If thelrish had littleenough to eat, andimmigrated here, tothe U,
Sand A in 1845, what d' yethink happened to the Little People?Hardly ‘ nough to feed themselves, they
did, those what stayed behind, so how werethey t' feed the Little People? Huh? Tell me that?

“SotheLittle People came here, tothe U, Sand A, just like me respected and deceased grandfaither
said.”

Davidlsrael had had just enoughliquid Bar-Mitzvah supplementsfor hisbrother’ sboy’ ssakethat he
was unaware how dangerously helived. “What did they look like? ' he asked, most soberly.

WEell, Michael had to answer, because the question sounded civil enough - -and everyone else was
watching and listening, too. “ They’ reat most no higher than aknee, and sometimesthat high, with long,
straggly beards. Beforethey cameto America, they livedin old treerootsand cavesand placeswheretall
folkwouldn’t.”’

“And what of their little pots of gold, Michael Coffey?’

“Aye. That too! They brought them right along.”

“And they’ re amongst us, L eprechauns, just afoot or so high?’

Michael’ sface reddened. He was puffing again, asthough winded, and hisbig fists began to clench
andunclench again. And hismind hurried and scurried about, too, listening carefully tohisgrandfaither’ s
explanations. He sighed: “No. They look taller, they’ velearned. They’ ve found some way to grow.”

David' sshrewdtrapwasclosing, and hesort of hunched down, likesomany New Y ork Jewish people
dowhen they’ ve got their quarry marked and ready for the paradox. “ And you can tell them apart?Isn’'t
that so, Michael Coffey?Y ou canlook amongushere, andtell which onesarethe L eprechaunsand which
onesthereal tall folk?”’

Michael nodded dumbly, because thiswasthe part he couldn’t explain. Or if he did explain, where
noonebelieved. Hesaid, “It’ stheway they behave, and walk, and how they mock and swagger about when
they’ vethe upper hand,’’ hisgrandfaither had explained.

Hecouldhear it now, hisgrandfaither, explaining andtippling, that old-country jug bonkingwitheach
tipple, and thethintrickle, trickle asfresh liquid was siphoned back in *til the old jug brimmed again. So
he nodded dumbly, tearswelling upward, symbolsof frustration and lovefor abel oved, old man, solong
ago.

David spilled beer when he doubled over hooting loudly, a sound that might have echoed from tall
mountain peaks and along deep-rifted valleys, given accessto New Y ork City streetways.

Everyone el se chortled and hooted too.

Michael and Dog pulled up their collars and faced the whistling outdoor wind, athing they’ d rather
do then listen to the humping and hacking and chortling back at Irishmen’s.

Everythingwouldhavebeenalright, or at | east thesameasevery other day inNew Y ork City, if David
I srael hadn’ t outdonehimself. Just asMichael Coffey and Dogwereleaving, Davidranuptothedoorway,
gpattering most of therest of hismug’ scontentsontheway, and laughing loudly still, shouted, “1 suppose
you' Il be bringing usone of the Little Ment’ see, soon, Michael Coffey?”’

Peal sof unkind sounds swept out of Irishmen’s, into the cold, blustery daylight, and seemedto press
like sharpened sticksagainst their backs.

Even so, thisoneincident alonewould not have prompted Michael Coffey to dowhat hedid. Having
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spent most of aI?FeﬁPArﬁglﬁNaN Y ork City, or at least hustling inthe small cracksthat go to gluethetall
buildingstogether so’ staxiscan thrive and trains can rumble, Michael Coffey wasnot actually so easily
roused.

WhileDavidlsrael’ smocking wasunusual initsseverity, it wasal so of anature experienced by most
fellow New Y orkers, and could have been easily slept off with asimple bottle of Plain Label Wine.

Michael and Dog could have pushed against the chilling east wind two blocks to the Empire State
Building, wherefriendswoul d gather withthem, sharingand sharingalikefrom Plain Label. Or they might
haveheaded hurriedly west onelong block and upto Forty-first, whereinthePort Authority Buildingthey
couldramblealong slowly, keeping comfortably warm, except they darenot tarry for fear of being moved
outside again by the ever-present New Y ork’ s Foinest who inhabit the large building like trolIswaiting
beneathabridge. Or they might havestrayed onto seventh avenue, into TimesSquare, wheretouristsoften
take pity on those with scruffy appearances by dropping coinsinto pleading hands.

Reflectingonhisplight andfeeling sorry for himself, Michael wonderedif half theliesthat peopletell
about usarenot al true, and so hetramped with Doginamost desultory manner up to Forty-second Street
and Eighth Avenue, where so many of the new porno photos were displayed behind large glass cases.

Andthoughitwasstill daylight, Michagl’ sinner visionviewed themulti-hued, garishnight lightsthat
linedthestreetsup and downjust asclearly ashe could seetheimageof atruelrish Leprechaungivenhim
by hisfoinegrandfaither.

They halted so Michael could better study alargebillboard advertisement, aphoto-artwork of amost
interesting femal eof theoppositesex who, eventhough exposedtotheview of every scurrying party, was
portrayed with very littlethat covered bumpsand curves savetwo small diamond pointsand atiny patch
no bigger than would fit the eye.

Dog stared, too, but few knew whether hisblood surged like Michael’ s, which was not unlike other
normal New Y ork City male’ sblood, with some exceptions, thosethat lived at theY, M, Cand A, anda
few other known places.

While they conspicuously gawked at the scantily clad femal e photo, a German Shepherd dog with
shiny silver-and-black coat had earlier somehow freeditself of itslegal |eash and was sniffing about the
same Eighth Avenue, but probably for adifferent reason. InNew Y ork City thereare so many conflicting
odorsthat it'seasy to understand why suchadog, withall of itsfull, fine, matureresponsesat ready, would
be confused, and especially when the mistress’ hand isno longer at thereins, so to speak, to give proper
signals.

His name was Tufftuff — an unlikely name for a German Shepherd — and he'd lived in apublic
building at Twenty-thirdand Seventh Avenueall of hislife. Now he' dstrangely wanderedfar afield, each
block, each step, each sniff both an exciting adventure and an extraordinary and painful experience.

Just as Michael Coffey’sinterior blood began to warm and flow smoothly from the concentrated
viewing of Sally Tease, the smiling girl glassed against the theatre marquee, and the wall, too, Tufftuff
sniffed his way to Michael’ s pant-leg, huffed, and, apparently on verifying just the right pheromone,
humped one leg aspraw! and discharged along, yellowish stream on Michael Coffey’ sright leg.

It was warm and Michael tried to ignore the familiar sensation, but when the wind blew, and the
sensation of cold penetrated, helooked downward just as Tufftuff’ sright leg al so camedown and thedog
wandered off, probably to be picked up for illegal loitering not long afterward.

Michael cursed. “ That bitch!”

Though Dog’ shead was covered, he scratched at it through the dirty knit weave, because hethought
Michael was cursing the picture.

“Look at that,” Michael continued, pointing at the scandal ousdog with trembling finger. “ The bitch
pissed over meright leg. It was me only pants, too!”’

Dog glanced down, growled, and then menacingly looked about for the femal e woman accused by
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Michael Coffey, Eut was unableto tell who among those hustling by were probable culprits.

“A dog, Dog. A German type bitch, you blithering idiot!”

Tufftuff wasmale, not femal e, and so had Dog spotted the frightened apartment-habituated animal,
he would have remained confused. He probably would have stayed just as confused, anyway.

Weéll, that wasthe second thing that hel ped to change Michael Coffey’ speaceful life, that and David
|srael, whose unflattering, piercing laughter still pressed against Michael’ sback.

Coincidentally, Davidlsragl’ sblack, warm, glossy furred Siberian cap camebobbing through bustling
throngs, andthat wasthethirdthingthat hel ped changeMichael Coffey’ slife. Atfirst hewantedto scrunch
down and backward, into the theatre doorway, until he noted that David’ shead wasdown, like everyone
else’'s, andthat Michael hadn’t been spotted at all. So Michael’ seyesfollowed David, takinginthedlick,
new, black jacket, thehighleather bootsthat a waysgleamed brightly, except during rainsand snowswhen
slush spattered everything, and especially heviewed with envy the neatly pressed, dry pantsthat walked
with lsrael, matching each step.

“1 thought from the beginning thiswastheend of it,” Michael said to Dog from theside of hismouth,
“and | wasrightfor itisnot half over yet,” and hetugged at Dog’ stattered coat, ordering, “ Come. Noone
inNew Y ork City will noticeif they haveafollower, and noonecares, | east of all smug, busy-minded David
Israel.” That began and half ended the third incident which changed Michael Coffey’ slifeforevermore.

Il

Michael Coffey and Dog squatted besidethelow-bulging sky-light They could easily spy asMichael’ s
tormentor strodeinto hisownapartment, carefully locking everything behind him, pushingbolts, snapping
buttons, hanging chains, until the apartment was properly sealed.

When Michael began hisdaring trek behind David Israel, Dog led, because if there was any part of
Dog' sbrainthat wastheleast bit active, it wasthepart that gotitself involved withfollowingtrail sthrough
New York City. Sniffing, Dog could almost distinguish one scent from among tens of thousands that
hustled everywhere al ong blockways, down through gloomy subterranean caverns, acrossshaky bridges
andthrough echoey tunnel s, into stalwart buildingswith glamorousapartments, or sleezy hotelscrawling
with cockroaches, and every kind of throbbing busi ness establishment.

It was uncanny. When Michael was younger, and he’ d first put Dog to test, they’ d followed aWall
Street messenger and hislittlebrownenvel ope, fromtheA, T and T officestothe United Nationsbuilding,
through Queens Midtown Tunnel, back again, through and around Grand Central Station, into subways
and back out in the late evening to Central Park, wherethey’ d finally been able to snatch away hislittle
brown envel ope, the Central Park being asure placefor such activities.

Whenever Michael had known they’ d lost the diminutive fellow, Dog would scratch his head, ook
about like some soulful apewho’ sbeen caught away from abelovedjungle, and he' d sniff onceor twice,
and point, and off they’ d go. Sure enough! The prey would be found!

Whether t' was by taxi or train or bus, Dog could distinguish the spoor.

That's the way it had been that first time. And everytime Dog recovered the scent, so to speak,
Michael’s imagination came equal to the exploit, building in his mind visions of untraceable stock
certificates, bundles of syndicate money tied together with little paper bands, or, at the least, nicewhite,
crystalline powdersthat could be swapped on the streetsfor almost anything.

Whenthey did get their handsonthemessenger’ slittlebrown envel ope, swoopingit out unexpectedly
from beneath hisarms, it contai ned one half-eaten sandwich and an applecore, whichwasoftenMichael’ s
luck, making him feel at the time that his cup of miserieswasfilled to the brim, and already half empty.

Still, that first timehad been akeen, invigorating experience, what with Dog peering and sniffing, and
Michael at first quitedubious, andthenwarmly grateful, and thenwildly enthusiastic. He' dpounded Dog’ s
back, saying “Dog. Y ou got class, mental tel epathy, or something the same, and asgood asadog’s. Why,
I’ll bet you could follow any animal through any junglein thiswhole, foinecity!’’
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Doghadn’t| |vedN\ ong enough to receive praise from theworld, what with considering hisbirthright

and environment and other problems. He' dlet hishig, soulful eyessparkle, and he’ d stiffened up hisback
which was otherwise humped just alittleasif he' d been pushing against all thecity’ swildsins, andhe'd
swaggered.

They was close, was Michael and Dog!

So here they were, on the apartment rooftop, with the chilling winds from the cold Atlantic Ocean
shiftingdust and swirling confetti fromNew Y ork’ slast spectacul ar parade. They squeezedtogether tightly
for warmth, and to reducetheir visibility evenif David glanced upward, whichwasunlikely sinceit was
dark now. David Israel would not see well through the skylight from theinside.

David removed hisblack, Siberian fur cap.

Michael gasped. “Why would you look at those ears!”

Sure enough, there was just the slightest of pointing to them.

Next cameoff David’'s heavy wool scarf, and then hisdslick, new, black jacket and high leather boots,
and so on.

Davidfinally plumpedhimself intobed, and got thelightsout. All wasqui et, except for thecomforting
din from the streets below, the whir and buzz and growl of automobiles now and then garnished by the
frightful bansheewail of policecar or firetruck traveling without regard for human lifeor limb.

Mulling over thosenear-pointed earsstirred Michael’ sthinkinginto afierceheat, and when headded
David slarge, round eyesthat could every onceinawhilesquint until they wereevil dlits, theblazeroared
upward, and when he thought of David’'s peculiar ways of behaving, the blaze consumed every Irish
passion, whichisdifficult for any thought to do.

Heremembered how David had thrust himself forward asthough to attack, and then back again with
alight dancing step and afrolicing that embellished aterrible arrogance and demanding mockery.

And what of the gleeful jeering at Michael’ s rational explanations on the Little People? What of
chortlingandhacking at Michael Coffey, himself?All theway tolrishmen’ sdoorway, David hadfollowed,
hehad, and there, mug in hand, he’ d shouted obscenitiesinto thevery streetsat Michael’ sback! What of
that little, peculiar twist and mischeviousgrinwhenhecocked hisheadtolisten, and somany other smaller
but equally strangebehaviorsthat now camecrystal clearinMichael’ sinner visions? Quietly speakingto
Dog, hesaid: “ That David Israel hasall the symptoms mefoine grandfaither taught. He' sLeprechaun!’”’

And sothat’ show Michael Coffey cameto build abarrel about abunghole, whilepurifying hismind
with thinking and other highly combustibles.

Dogmerely grunted. Hewasnot al| that knowledgeabl eabout L eprechauns. Indaid, hewasnot all that
knowl edgeabl e about most things.

Thenit suddenly dawned on Michael Coffey that he held the explanationin hisbig, Irishhandsasto
why David I srael wasso eager toridiculehimat Irishmen’s. Thinking on how clever were L eprechauns,
and how dangerous, and al filled with frightening magic, Michael shivered. “Why if me morta soul
weren’t protected, it might beendangeredright now!”’ hewhispered withamazement at hisnew, startling
insight, also thinking of thethriceblessed St. Gerard’ smedal that hung onathin chain about hisneck. St.
Gerard, the patron of lost causes, had joined him during childhood when he' d won acataechism contest.

“I"'mgivin’ yethis,” Father McLaughlin had said, shaking hiscurly, red hair bewildered, but with a
vigor hedid not feel, “becauseye' ve bested the best, Michael Coffey. It sfor lost causesandye' deserve
it.”

Father McLaughlin never did learn how during the test Michael had carried wee, tiny notesin his
palm’s hand, so Michael had won fair and square.

Michael and Dog worked their way down cold, iron ladders, and home again, which was an empty
basement inan overlarge building at Broadway and One Hundred and Fourteenth Sreet. Inside, all about
them, wereold couchesand chairs, cagesandropes, laddersand paint, bucketsand canvas, fencewireand
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ironrods, pl umt%g guESE) |Aes and used appliances, and so on.

Michael’ s dreams were normally not of the ordinary kind — like where death claws upward from
ancient coffinsat legsa tremble, or when spiritsfly by HisHonor whilehisHonor’ sarmsflapvigrorously
up and down like a fearful, plummeting bird, finally toppling and bouncing or caroming from stiff
protuberances, such as stately buildings and other natural obstacles. Thisday wasthe same becausethe
night was no different, and when he and Dog turned in, crawling between assorted blanket layerstaken
fromrowsof shelving, theterrible nightmaresreturned.

Hetossed and turned about and thevisionsfinally cametotheforefront of hismind, but receded again
just ashewasabout to understand them. Hehad to awaken, finding that hesweated profusely, eventhough
the temperature was not much above outside’ s despite the burning of dry kindling bundled from the
breaking up of old furniture scattered aboui.

After downing agoodly swig of Plain Label Wine, and again wishing it were grandfaither’ sDublin
IrishWhisky, Michael roused Dog. It wasnearly daylight anyway, andwhileswiggingat PlainLabel he'd
cometoamarvel ousdecision. Handing Dog thenear-empty bottle, hesaid: “Look. That David | srael owes
us something. Doesit matter that he’ s L eprechaun, if he owes us something?’

Dog kept drinking, downing most of theremaining shareswhich, sinceMichael hadn’t stopped him,
wassurely already approved. And since Dog hadn’ t corrected Michagl, Michael congratulated himself for
being such awise man that has his after thoughtsfirst.

Itisnot always possible to distinguish between overcast skiesand sunshiny morning on Manhattan
streets, but Michael could tell it was mid-morning by the ebb in traffic flow, which reachesits peak just
beforenineo’ clock, when everyone strivesto makeit to their business places at the sametime.

By thetimeMichael and Doghadreturnedtolsragl’ sskylight tofindthat thedevilishmocker wasgone,
and no oneel seabout, sunlight had al most penetrated M anhattan’ supper reaches, which, by itself, isquite
anachievement.

Michael poked Dog intheribswith asharp elbow, asignal used so often before that Dog needed no
further conversations. Hewent towork at once, while Michael wandered about in search of “ constables”
and a safelook out, as was always his thoughtful way.

Just as Dog had no peer intracking above, through, and below New Y ork City, hewasal so an expert
at window cutting, lock picking and variousenforcement arts, which expertiseheput touseon Michael’ s
signal.

When Dog was younger others made daily mockery of his size and clumsiness and slow thoughts.
He' d been surrounded by The Tigers, other young gentlemen nine, ten, eleven and twelve yearsold that
had banned together for self-protection and to emulatetheir older brothers, Thelions, the samewhat ran
thewhol e, foine neighborhood. Dog had wanted to join with The Tigers, but hisclumsinessstood in his
way, soto speak, causing himto cough at thewrong times, or to stumbleor to do something embarrassing
that would surely prevent gang members from swiping candy or snatching a handbag, or something.
They’d al descend on him in anger. The last time they’d kicked him down his hand had fallen on a
doorknob which it spasmodically clutched and brought upward swinging wildly to bust heads and
scattering thebunchinall directions. By thetimetheir stitcheswere plucked out hewas permitted to run
withTheTigersall hepleased. Whilethisnew adjustment ledto Dog’ sinner satisfaction, outsiderswould
sometimesshaketheir head wonderingly, whileinsidersacted frightened of him, likeasif hehadn’tall his
marbles, or some such. They’d quiet down when he arrived, or spaced themselves some distance away,
even during exciting and profitable gang ventures.

Thedoorknob had becomeshiny over theyears, likepolished gold, and Dog still carrieditinhisouter
coat pocket, or, if the weather were warm, in hisright hand pants pocket, whereit bulged suspiciously.

Dog and doorknob had been through muchtogether: 1t’ d gotten him permanently out of school when
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the pri nci pal ha?jFlééAkEe%CI% m in a special room. He'd used it to pound through glass and wire-mesh
windows; he’ dknocked out theolder BigJohnMorrell once, after Michael Coffey wasbeatento abloody
pulp; he' d played withit, throwingit up and catchingit over and over, whenever nervousor disturbed, or
if hejust couldn’t find anything better to do; besides being heavy in his pocket nest, he' d often clutch at
it simply to bereassured.

So now Dog at Michael’s signal took out his precious brass doorknob and battered the skylight
window until the holewasbig enough for them both. Never mind thefalling glass, or the crashing noises,
becauseno onewould bother to check ondisturbances, andevenif they did, sowhat?NosaneNew Y orker
would interfere, or get involved, though daylight it was.

Dog hung by his hands and dropped first, after which he caught Michael.

Michael headedfirst for thecl oset wherewasstored foi neclothing, thesameworn and displayed from
timetotimeby Davidlsrael. Inalmost aflash he’ d discovered pantswhose pressmust havecomefromthe
saints, so sharp were they, and blue, too.

Hewhipped off stained trousers, and popped into | srael’ s pants, though they fit tightly, indaid.

Ittook Michael hardly notimea tall to get himself completely accoutered: brilliant yellow shirt, with
silkenandgreentie, canary yellow suitcoat withvest, shoesof thesoftest black |eather—andwhenhewas
finished, and admiring himself inthelong mirror hanging ontheinside bathroom door, hewasadifferent
Michael Coffey." Therearenofoiner gentlementhanussow’ sears,” hesaid, overlookingthefact that Dog
couldn’tfitintolsrael’ sclothinga'tall.

Dogwasrummagingthrough utensilsand suppliesinthecorner near | srael’ ssink. Hefoundtheliquor
supply and sgqueezed three bottles of expensive Scotch beneath one arm. He was stooping over so’s he
could slip abourbon beneath the other. Normally Michael would have been delighted. Not today, not in
thesefoine, colorful clothesthat made anew Michael Coffey stand out like ayoung paradise bird.

Disrobing and laying hisnew duds carefully on David’ sbed, Michael ran water in thetub until suds
were high. He dlid in, and scrubbed himself thoroughly, after which he dressed again frominside out in
all of Davidlsragl’ stight-fitting finery.

“’Tisapity there' snonefor you,” Coffey told Dog as he ordered the big man to bathe, too.

WEéll, now, Dogwasn’ t averseto cleanliness, solong ashecould swig hisdrink alongwithit, or along
with anything elsefor that matter, so he popped into Michael’ swater, soaking and swigging.

While Dog swigged and soaked, Michael Coffey rummaged, pulling out drawers scattering their
contents every which way until the place looked like vandals had entered, which they had, in away.

Now andthenhe’ d pick up something, peer at it carefully, and stuff itinoneof hisnew, clean pockets.

Oncehefound awhisky bottle containing hundreds of bright, shiny coins, and heset it asidefor Dog
tocarry.

When he found a secret compartment where everyone always has secret compartments, below a
dresser drawer, hewasvirtually speechless. Hundred dollar bills! Hundredsof hundred dollar bills! Quick
asawink, and beforeDog could see, hestuffed theminhisnew coat pocket, nervously patting at thebulge.

A tiny bit of avarice must have cropped up in Michagl that day, because hewasn't satisfied still.

They atefreely asthey searched, and Dog drank heavily. Michael impatiently broke open suitcases,
poured out cannistersof sugar and flour, drew out oven racks, flinging them acrossthefloor, spilled over
thegarbage cannister from beneath thesink and pawed through thelitter —though carefully so’ snot to soil
his new attire— opened picturesfrom behind with afoine switch blade he' d found, cut open mattresses
and chair and sofa cushions. . . .

When hefound thebiggest prize, it waslaying right ontop of thedresser inalittle pictureframe, just
likethat letter he' d heard about once in school, that pearlined one, written by Edgar Po’ boy.

Itwasn’ tthepicturethat wasstrange, beingjust somehillsall coveredwithgreengrassand asprinkling
of yellow and whiteflowers. It wasthe frame, designed with heavy, yellow metal, maybe gold itself, or
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at least gold-covered.

Atonecorner wasembossed apefect four-1eaf and greenclover. Beneaththeclover wasthepot o’ gold,
coinsheaped handshigh abovethepot, and shiningliketheglitter that wasin Coffey’ smind and eyeready
totinkle and clink asthe heavy pieces drained through histhick fingers.

“Now what, according to St. Patrick, would aNew Y ork City Jew bewantin’ with the lucky clover
and pot 0’ gold?’ he mused.

The clatter of pansand clash of glass cameloud from the kitchen alcove.

“Sure, andif that isn’t their emblem!”

Hisbrainhadfired up again, and hewasmorethan ever determined. Hethrew clothingfromthecl oset,
and searched everywhere, high, low, sidetoside, until at last, onthevery top closet shelf, hefound another
honest clue. It wasawalking stick. It’ sshaft was strong, unbending, cleverly crafted from agnarled root
that could only have grown dangerousthornbushesin Erin. Ashisthoughts boiled and burned, he culled
onepassing, soto speak, wherehisdear old grandfaither had explained about “ They’ refunny old menin
green capsand they livedirectly beneath thornbushes, pulling green sod over their holesso’ sno one can
findthem.”’

Michael studiedthestick carefully, findingthat at itsoneend, wherethehand easily fitintoitsnatural
shape, it was big enough to knock any tough Irish head to the ground, and on the knob, just like on the
golden pictureframe, wasthelucky, green and four-leaf clover and a so thefascinating, glittering pot o’
gold.

Michael grinned, and then cackled, and thenlaughed uproariously, swinging the stick to and froand
twirlingit, and hejigged, too, while he sang:

“Tiddley, tiddley or not,

| see the man and his pot

Leprechaun high,

I’1l get him by and by,

Right near thisvery spot.”

1

Wizened, little Simon Green was now considered an old-timer at Irishmen’s, and now and then he'd
taken to removing his yarmelke-like cap, hanging it on the hat tree like other full-blown ones. He was
holding hisbeer muginhisright hand asheleaned agai nst the polished bar, staring at thenearly undressed
figurethat John O’ Dancy had hung, along with acalendar of the new year, not morethan afortnight ago.
“Oy, what are morals coming to,” he said to no one at all, except maybe John O’ Dancy, who was up to
his usual wiping and polishing and minding of hisown business.

Barwork wasdack, it beingtooearly for theearly morning rush, andtoolatefor thelatenight laggards,
so only Simon and John O’ Dancy were together.

“1"ve not noticed your head turnin’, Mr. Green,” O’ Dancy reminded.

“1’m staring only so my eyeswon'’t forget what my heart haslearned from the Torah.”

“The Torah teaches cheesecake?’

“The Torah teaches everything.”

Puzzled but for a moment, John continued wiping out ashtrays and polishing glasses, and then he
asked, “But if it teaches everything, then why hasn’t it taught your heart how to avert your eyes.”’

Just then the door swung open and a breathless David | srael steamed inward and beat at the bar.

John O’ Dancy pulled out aglass, poured and pushed thefoaming muginto David’ splace. Davidwas
saying: “It’ saholocaust. My place! It’ storn stemto sternwhen | got homelast night. Y ou should seethe
place! Drawers emptied, and garbage strewn, clothes scattered, and bottlesand cansand. . . .”’

“A holocaust should not be named lightly,” Simon reminded grimly.

“A genuine pogram!”
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“With your %%ﬁ;?” shiTKicking about, you' ve had a pogram?”
“Clotheswere stolen, mattressestorn, and couches and pillows, and featherslike one was readying
for tar and feathering. A blizzard of featherseverywhere, | tell you! They broke through my skylight. A
tragedy, aterribletragedy!’”

“The Diasporawastragedy!”

“Thieves!”

“Goniffs? So tell me, what did they take?’

“Ten thousand dollars, and new coins I’ d saved for my nephew’ s chupeh!”

“Oy! You wereright thefirst time,” Simon Green said, hollow eyed. “ A holocaust! Here, John O’
Dancy, buy my nebich friend David Israel another beer,”” and he clattered some more coins on the
countertop.

®

v

AstoMichael Coffey, well, hefirst got Dog to shed his street-soiled garments, and Michael dressed
Doginfinery amost equal tohisown. Dog, himself, took tolookinginmirrorsor window glass. Hissporty
new suitcoat, though just aweebit small, was checked yellow and black and most attractive, and showed
off hisbig musclesand broad shouldersbetter than aproper fit might have done, or so Michagl told Dog.
LikeMichael’s, Dog’ sneck wasall decorated and protected by agreen scarf. Michael’ swashel dtogether
nicely with afoinethreedollar pearl stickpin, whileDog’' swithazirconiumthat glinted and sparkled and
drew the eyestogether withitssize and brilliance.

Michael had relieved the walking stick from Leprechaun bondage, and now — together with his
brilliant yellow shirt, newly purchased green cravat, canary yellow suitcoat with matching vest, black, soft,
leather shoes— he whirled and twirled the black knobberry stick with apassion that swept aside those
approaching like the King and Queen of England themselves.

What a great, wonderful man was Michael Coffey!

And wouldn’t he soon purchase morelovely clothing?

And another thing. He and Dog gave up Plain Label Wine. Their new apartments on Sixth Avenue
and Forty-fourth Street, wherelots of writersand such hung about telling tall talesto one another, suited
them and their fancy collectionsof Irish Whisky.

Michael was aroused early every morning by apersonal call from the desk. He' d shower and shave,
anddressinfoinery, after aswigor two of genuinelrishWhisky, and then he’ d makefinal adjustmentsin
the big dresser mirror while he waited on Dog.

They’ dbuzzfor theelevators, stepinsidelively, and maybeMichael wouldhumalittlelrishditty while
dropping slowly downward.

Michael alwaystipped the elevator boy handsomely, pushing at his new broad-brimmed, black hat
with his knobberry cane, as he' d seen done in the movies once or twice.

And hetipped those same politegentlemenwho opened doorsand whistled for taxisandthelike, never
failingto beappreciated and being thanked with asmile, abow, and aningratiating manner whichwasquite
foreignto Michael’ spast way of life.

Irishmen’s was off limits — for obvious reasons — and so they’ d taken up at Torney’s Pool and
Billiardsat Kenmareand Cleveland, near Delancey Street. Neither Michael nor Dog played pool, and so
they’ d pass on into the backroom which waslocked to all except specia guests, and where Baldy Jivers,
Jm Torney, himself, Luke McNivers, Afro John, and several others pushed out their capital and strived
for gains, just likeWall Street stock investors.

Oh, Michael was more than welcome by good friends at Torney’ s Pool and Billiards!

By and by, though, it cameto passthat Michael Coffey’ s purse suffered. He awoke one morningin
aterriblesweat. “Whenyoulay downwithfleas, there’ susually adogaround,”” hemumbledwhileshaving
and thinking of those scalawagsat Torney’ swho’ d topped his king-high straight with ared-heart flush.
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Count| ng hi g Fnomgi W%I chconsisted chiefly of pocket coins, hegrowled (although somemight have

said hewhined) at Dog, “Come here.”

Dogaobliged, nervously scratching at hisuncombed hair and feeling around the pocketsof hissagging
pajamasfor hisbrassdoorknaob.

“D’ye seethismoney?’

Dog nodded, even grunting a response.

“Sure, and ‘tisall we have between us and pure, adultered starvation. What are we to do, Dog?”’

SinceDog had never had much say about what they wasto do before, thethought scattered histhinking
further, and he scratched hishead harder.

“Thismoney camefrom the Jewish L eprechaun, turned normal, Dog, andit’ sup to usto find out the
secret.”’

Whether or not Dog understood wasnot tooimportant. Theconversationturned onasignifcant point,
the money in Michael’ s hand, and their need, and their goal, and aworthy goal it was. Dog relaxed.

Michagl’ svision enlarged again, ashe stared at hisproud visageinthe big dresser mirror. Insidethe
new gleamof hisvisionwasahugeironpotall filledwith sparklingyellow light that camefrombig, round,
goldencoins.

Michael had beguntorealizethat many peoplewereactually L eprechauns, but therewasonly onefull
grown adult that Michael Coffey wassurewasL eprechaun growntall. Soit wastoward David I srael that
Michael directed hisincreasingly nervousattention.

Hegot to hangingabout | rishmen’ sagain, sporting clothing that rivalled GeorgeM cGarth, theal leged
Wall Street broker who looked every thread and button the |, B and M salesman.

Except for GeorgeM cGarth, who cameonMondays, Wednesdaysand Fridays, and David I srael, who
popped in mostly thesamedays, and Simon Green, and two or three othersfrom various places, both near
andfar about Manhattan, only John O’ Dancy, thebartender and half owner, remembered Michael Coffey
and the towering, silent Dog.

John O’ Dancy — who was always wiping away beer foam, or cleaning the big mirror on the wall
behindthebar, or shiningthebar itsel f withapolishingrag sprinkledwithared|iquid whosescent wrinkled
the nose — looked up, startled at the sudden appearance of the two, and for a moment he just stared,
mustached-mouth gaping and then at last said: “Why, it' sMichael O’ Coffey and Dog! How can that be?
Apparel bedazzling t’ the eye. Sure, now, ye've had abit O’ luck, Michael Coffey.’”’

Michael needed and absorbed that very greeting, for heat oncethrust out hischest and walkedtoward
thebar asaman of means, which hesurely was. Totell thetruth, he’ dbeenjust abit fearful that old cronies
would scorn hisways again.

“Aye. ‘TisMichael Coffey, for sure,” repeated George M cGarth. Having completed hisfifth round
of suds hisfeelingswere mellow and cordial. He' d also spilled beer on his pin-stripe suitcoat, and he'd
forgotten to close hisfly completely, and he’ d wiped hisleft sleevein bar ringsthat John O’ Dancy had
not yet cleaned. Compared to theimmacul ately arrayed Coffey and Dog, McGarth’ sappearancewas, to
say theleast, Sleazy.

GeorgeMcGarth had lived most of hislifetimeinastolid concrete condominiumacrossfrom Central
Park, near the Traverseat Sixty-fourth Street, he’ d been explainingto John O’ Dancy. “It’ scomfortable,
without too many strainsand worries, except that wife of minewho nags, and ajeal ouslady-friend, both
most difficult to keep apart from one another.’”’

Such storieswere old and natural barroom undercurrents at Irishmen’s, so John had grumphed and
nodded and gone on his busy work.

“Now youtakedaylight hours, suchasTuesday and Thursday,” M cGarth had continued. “ It supearly
and off to General Motorsofficeswherel say hello to everyone coming and going. | hang up my hat and
coat just likeeveryoneel se, only my closet ispersonal and an expensive, recessed ebony panelling. | seat

MicHAEL COFFEY'S JEWISH LEPRECHAUN 12
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myself inapl ushogxeggﬁ I\/C(?chai r and then begin answering personal mail —well — I don’ t answer it, but

| dodecidewnhichof twosecretarieswill. Thenitsoff tovisitwith TomLittleby of Standard Oil, New Jersey,
just acrossthestreet, and together wegoto Cameo Fries’ at American Telephoneand Telegraph, or toany
one of adozen other offices. Y ou know what? Everyonehasabar. Yessir! And either wedrink there, or
we go out, to some swanky place, where ordinary drinkslikeyours, John O’ Dancy, cost ten buckseach.
Yessdir! I’'m not jockeying. Ten bucks!

“But you know something?It’ s Irishmen’sthat | like. It syou, John O’ Dancy, that | come back to,
againandagain.’”’

“Well, that’ sfoine, Mr. McGarth. And we like your company, too.”

“It hasn’t spoiled me. Not abit. | mix with anyone. I’m democratic.”

“Sureyou are, Mr. McGarth. Now tell me. Did you have just a sniff, maybe, of something alittle
stronger than beer today?’

M cGarth changed the subject, sidling upto Michael. “How haveyou been, Old Man. Got rid of those
Leprechaunsyet?’ And he chortled and banged at the bar something fierce.

Dog began scratching his head and doubling up hisfists, and he made a noise deep in histhroat.

Patting Dog gently, Michael raised hisleft fist for attention, having forgotten that he'd had to leave
behind hiswonderful cane. AsothersbesidesM cGarth gathered about, Michael’ sinner thoughtsfluttered
like squawking blackbirds. “ Sure, and ‘tisstill truth. Why, I’ ve known Irish atheistswho wished to God
they believedin God. Now thetruth, Mr. McGarth! Canyou belrishand not believeintheL ittlePeople?’

“Hal Hal” M cGarth sl appedthecountertop andreared back. “ Little Peoplebuy up stock, andwefleece
‘em. Sure| believein Little People, and why not?’

“Look about you George McGarth. What d'ye see?’

Sipping and winking at John O’ Dancy, McGarth answered, “Why two fine gentlemen. What have
you donewith yourselves, Michael Coffey?”’

Michael sighed. Itwasgoingtobeeasy. “Well, now. When agentleman wearsfoineclothing and eats
well and domiciles comfortably, would you say he’ s changed hislife about?’

David Israel had not been seen by Michael, and was now closing, mug in hand. “Y ou’ re surely not
daft any longer, Michael Coffey?Y ou’ ve gone straight, and brought to hand a success story?’

Foramoment Michael’ sheart quivered. Hewasback onthestreetsagain, hand held out for any coins,
withanlrishbeggar’ scoat, madeof holessewntogether, theragged clothflutteringwildly inthecold, east
Atlanticwinds, eyeswateringand sniffing. Thenhesaw that Davidlsrael, thetrueL eprechaungrowntall,
wasmerely testinghim.“Aye,” heanswered bravely. “ Tisthetruth. Nomorechasing after theLittleFolks,
Davidlsrael. Memindistouched with moreimportant things,”” and he crossed hisfingersbehind hisback
ashesaidit.

David, reflecting but briefly, grimaced and said: “ That reminds me of thefool who went to hisrabbi,
saying ‘I know I'm afool, Rabbi, but | don’t know what to do about it. Please advise me.’

“The Rabbi said, ‘If you know you're afool, then you are no fool !’

“‘Then why does everyone say I’'m afool? complained the man.

“TheRabbi said, ‘ If youdon’ t understandthat you’ reafool, but only listento peoplesay you are, then
you surely areafool!’”’

Well, eventhough thelittle story wasn’t too well understood by Michael Coffey, it broketheice, so
to speak, and everyonebegan talking, drinking, and passing storiesand liesabout likethey were popcorn,
peanutsor free pretzels, which iswhat placeslike lrishmen’sisfor.

George McGarth talked on about stocks and bonds, and hisgreat life on Wall Street.

John O’ Dancy turned up the TV set, and they all stared at the World Series, one shouting for one,
another cursing and shouting for the other, which iswhat the World Seriesgames arefor.

Davidlsradl, likesomeothers, moved back tohisold, favoritel ocation at thecurved portion of thebar,
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his mouth stilled antl e Brow furrowed with deep thought that seemed to darken whenever he caught
Michael’ shig, guilty eyesglancing hisway.

Dog, likeMichael, warily guzzled one brew, and then another. Being more used to good ninety proof
— or higher —thelight al coholic content passed on and through them both not unlikeacool, light, spring
breeze.

Intime David Israel paid histab, shouldered on his great coat, and stomped noisily out, carelessly
saying goodby to anyone who cared to listen.

Shortly following that, Michael Coffey and Dog also departed, scurrying asfast aspossibleto catch
up to the sight of David without being seen doing so.

Dogsniffed out David’ strail all theway downtown, nearly totheedgeof theHudson River, until they
stood outsideadoorway, insideahallway, insideamodest, grey officebuilding. Thediscretely labled door-
sign announced: A. Ashville, M.D.

“Now why inthewhole, gloomy world would an Irish L eprechaun, turned Jew and tall, comeall the
way down hereto Exchange Street tovisit adoctor without clients? ' Michael mumbledtohimself and Dog,
not expecting nor getting any answer from either one.

Itwasn’ ttruethat Dr. Ashvillehad noclients. Evenasthey stood outsi de shufflingand scratchingand
moving about to make themsel vesinconspicuous, several patients came out, al dressed likel, B and M
salesmen. Otherswalked in, too, dressed in the very same uniform: hat, suitcoat and vest, neatly pressed
pants, white shirt and discrete tie usually fastened with afashionable Windsor knot.

Puzzling deeply over thisbewil dering devel opment, Michael devel opedaterriblethirst, soheand Dog
skittered down to Beaver street where was found a place that could salveit.

When evening settled over the upper reaches of Downtown, there was little activity in the streets,
except maybeafew night watchmen going and coming, somecleaning crews, and hustling taxisand such.

Michael remembered his mission despite many thirst qguenchers. So Dog and he leaned toward one
another asthey worried their way back to A. Ashville, M.D. Michael sang abit, and then in hiskindest,
most humbletone, paid Dog agreat compliment, saying: “Y ou know, old friend. It'smen like you who
can savetheir ill-gotten gains, that makesthe world turn about,”’ and then he hiccuped.

Dogjingledthecoinsinhispocket nextto hispreciousbrassdoorknob. Thecoinswerethoseoriginally
takenfromDavidlsragl’ sjar and givento Dogthat momentousday by thevery generousMichael Coffey,
himself.

By thetimethey’ d reached the same grey building, darkness had descended between the buildings,
leaving most of thestreetseerily lit withtaxisrumbling and spewing odorousexhausts, thecustomary wail
and whine of police car or ambulance hustling lonely off in the distance. . . .

Michael straightened both of them before the tall building, pushing imaginary wrinkles from his
clothing, and he cautioned Dog to walk straight, and then he brazenly led hisfaithful companion directly
toward the seated guard, and around the guard, and to the elevator doors, where he pressed for acar.

“Dresswell and act arrogant, like atrue American,” he' d often explained to Dog, “and they” 1l not
noticeyou everytime.”

And soitwasall trueagain, likeall truths, good for the moment.

They rode upward. On egress from the elevator, they faced alocked outer lobby door.

Therest was up to Dog, and his specialized and wonderful New Y ork City knowledge.

Click!

The outer door was opened.

Click! and Clunk!, and they were past the outer lobby and into Dr. Ashville' s private office, where
they could lurch about without fear of being overheard, so thick weretherugs.

While Dog searched for something of value, like abottle containing properly aged spirits, Michael
aimed himself at an imposing filing cabinet beside the glossy desk, and he began a careful search,
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accompanied by alow muttering monolog. When hefound afilethat said just asclear aslanguage could,

“lsrael, David”, he whooped, and then caught his traitorous mouth with hishand.

Shushing Dog, who had yet to makeany noiseat all, Michael noisily tipped over the bul ging cabinet,
gathering thefilesinto armloadsand pushing theminto alarge, plastic wastebasket, at once setting them
tofirewiththedoctor’ sowndesk-lighter, apair of intertwining serpentsgiventothephysicianby amedical
supply salesman, hiscompany’ s name also inscribed thereon by phosphorescent colorsthat could glow
brightly inthe dark.

Michael shovedthe“Israel, David” filebeneath hisshirt, and together they hustled out to the hallway
wherethey bounded downflightsof stairs, sometimesstumbling, but usually abletotakethemtwoat atime.
But before they reached ground floor, and like awell rehearsed team —which in away they were —
Michael held up ahand that stopped Dog and gingerly opened the doorway from the stairwell to afourth
floor hallway.

No one was to be seen, so Michael waved Dog onward, and together they searched, and, located a
firealarm. Michael triggered it, and they rushed into the stairwell again and downward.

They crackedthebottom stairwell doorway, peering about itscorner likemischieveousboys—which
inaway they were, except they were older —and they waited nervously for the guard to respond to their
alarm.

Thewhole, grand ruse worked, or amost.

Theentranceway guard left hispost to enter an el evator which, now that theal arm had sounded, could
only be activated with aspecial key.

Michael and Dog got free of the building, aright, and bumpedinto oneof New Y ork City’ sstalwart
policemen, who collared Michael without trouble but had yet to reckon with Dog.

Once, long ago, Michael and Dog hadbeeninsimilar straits, except that instead of oneof New York’s
polite, under-paid foinest, they’ d been surrounded by agang of wild oneswho swarmed like lemmings
about and around the avenues and streets looking for thrills, power, money, kicks, blood, or whatever
floated by for themoment. Inthislastinstanceitsleader wasahalf-crazed Puerto Ricanwholovedtotaunt
victimsbeforeorderinginhismobwhich consi sted of Chicanos, Blacks, and somefew scarred Caucasians.
He always began his harassment with practiced, theatrical style, having pieced together his act from
portionsof television programsthat featured hard-line, fundamentalist gospel preachers. These TV shows
werealwaysonat hisdecrepit apartment homebecause hisgrandmother got her kicksfromwatchingthem
goafter sin: homosexuals, prostitutes, murderers, drug dealersand users, alcoholics. . . . Shecouldidentify
easily withmuchthat wasbol dly preached, and oftenexplicitly represented, sothat it stimul ated and turned
on her ancient juices.

Who' d want to watch an ordinary ballgame with those fascinating alternatives?

The Puerto Rican, whose namewas Dom Emanuel, had pointed ashaking finger at Michael Coffey
andDog, and he’ d shouted: “ Miserablemen, putting hollow halloween masksover facesand featuresgiven
you by God! Who among us makes himself into beasts? How could your mother know you? Y ou are
gluttonousand sinful. No Christiansor proper New Y orkerswoul d alow themsel vesto be caught ashave
youtwo. Y ou areneither Baptists, nor Christians, nay, not evenNew Y orkers, and | shall haveyour heart.
Whenyour soulsbelong to me, | shall eat, and grow strong. Get down on your kneesyou foreigners! Get
down and pray, | will at least giveyou that.”’

Some of Dom Emanuel’ s boys crossed themselves, as he liked to have them do during such rites.

Some of thegang membersgot their switch-bladesreadied, snickingthemloudly, and when Dog had
seenand heardthose, hewasat | east sufficiently New Y orker toknow that he’ d better not waitonMichael’ s
directionsand approval for self-defense, and sincehishand wasalready inside hispocket holdingonto his
golden ball, he withddrew them together, and he began adreadful , fearful battering that seemed to bowl
over al the praying and non-praying alike, without regard to their status before God.
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Onviewing theciwescendi ngwrath, Dom Emanuel had choked somethingthat soundedlike“ Ulk!” and

then he’ d scuttledinto dark sidestreetsasif thewail of apolicesirenhad at | ast centered on him, and New
Y ork’ sfoinest was already pounding at histail, which, in away and manner of speaking, it had.

Weéll, hereweare now, with Michael who’ sbeen caught by hisown good coat collar, fair and square,
and hereisDog, hishand just coming from his pocket even asthe policeman’ snightstick isbeing raised
toward him.

Dog’ sreactions, the more naturally instinctive and swifter, pelted the doorknob into their captor’s
head, and the stick was heard clattering loudly against the hard cement walkway at the same time the
policeman came down, hishead having collected anew bump for hiseffortson behalf of civil peaceand
order and thefoine citizens of New Y ork City.

Like Dom Emanuel had done, Dog and Michael quickly took advantage of the policeman’ sfall, and
scuttled into sidestreets. When they exited the narrow, dark and dirty lanes they collected the very first
taxicab and then hometo Sixth Avenue and Forty-fourth Street.

Michael congratulated Dog, patting him on the shoulder. ‘ Y € ve done the right thing again, me big
pal!”

Dog felt warm and he grinned broadly, such wastherarity of Michael’ sIrish commendations.

Theywereintheirlair again, nicely settledwithacold glassof Scotch. “Y € vetruelrishspirit. Noman
from the old, green sod is at peace except when he’ sfighting.””’

And so, with that paradox, Michael began studying the“Israel, David” folder where, of course, the
wordswereoften complex, andthewritingwasnearly legible, it being that of aduly licensed and certified
medical doctor of the healing arts profession, although Michael did seem to grasp its essence. Visits
occurred once each month, usually every thirty to thirty-four days. With each visit arecord wasinscribed
called CCwhichseemedtogointothefolder after David’ snameeachtime. And eachtimeit wasthesame,
acertain number and thenthe mysterious CC, then somebig name, perhapsaforeignlanguage, or maybe
even asecret code. . . .

“Well, now,” he spoke to Dog, who waswatching Sesame Street on TV with the sound turned low
so’'s Michael wouldn't get upset. “’ Tis al scientific. How am | to make sense of this wholly garbled
account?’

Dog impulsively loosened histongue though his head and eyes hadn’t turned toward Michael, and
surely knew not Michael’ sdilemma. He growled, simply,” Rusty!”

Surprised and delighted, Michael slappedat hisleg.“Y € vegotit. Rusty isclever, having been caught
but once or twice with the goods, and they say he studied at college, too.’”’

The name was Rusty Delevecchio. Some rumors held that Rusty was connected with the Mafia
Delevecchios, but Michael Coffey paid little heed to rumor. Any Mafia person worth his keep would
certainly have abetter stakein life than had Rusty, who might be found on Bowery Streets one night, or
in thefoinest nightclubsthe next, depending on pickings.

The Mafia Delevecchios spelled their name Delvecchio, although Michael’ s thoughts were keen
enough to recognizethat such careful distinctionswere not oftenreliable. Hisgreat grandfaither’ sname
hadbeen O’ Coffey, but when hisgrandfaither, HisHonor Himself, had comefromIreland’ sgreen shores,
theimmigration person had unwittingly changed it to Coffey.

Theimmigration official had beennamed O’ Stuyvenson, whichitself had been changedto Stivenson
by an earlier German official, presumably one whose name had a so been changed, and so on.

Rusty Delevecchio traded in anything that could be converted to liquid assets, such asgenuineU, S
and A coinsor greenies. Henever called U, Sand A dollars“dollars,” or even hundred dollar billsmoney
because heinsisted that they werenot “real money.” Money isgold or silver, not printed piecesof paper,
no matter how nicely engraved,”” he' d argueto anyone, with great erudition.

“ButtheU, Sand A hassaid‘tismoney,” Michael had bewilderingly argued back. “ Besides, you can
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spend it, and get whatever one desiresfor it. So how isit not money, if that iswhat money is?’

Rusty’ s glasses were old-fashioned, steel-framed, and thick-lensed, and he was skinny, with along
face that reminded some of ahorse, but not Coffey. Hisarms and legs were skinny, too, aswas his body
trunk. Every once in awhile Michael thought of Communists, because surely, anyone with Rusty’s
appearanceand hisattitudetoward money that bought things, must becommuni st— like Republicans, who
always spouted about “ preservin’ the Constitution” - - anyone who talkslike that must be communist.

Rusty would say: “ Sure. Y ou can buy thingswithit, Michael Coffey. But consider thefollowing: By
controlling primeinterest rates, whichistheratethat banksmust pay to borrow greenies, they control the
inflationrate, that and thefederal deficit. Didyouknow that theinflationratefor greeniesisexactly equal
to theamount of deficit spending?”’

“No!” Michael had said, still tryingtounderstand thevery first thing explained, that thing about * prime
interestrates,” and so hismind hadn’ t quiteopened all theway asyet, although hismouthwassurely open
enough.

“Well, whenthebanksget their primeinterest defined by thenon-federally controlled bank, thenthey
set their lending rates, and that determines how much they’ Il chargeyou for aloan.’’

Michael still waited, ‘ cause he’ d never had aloan, and so was still foggy.

“Theamount of greeniesloaned out to peopl e like you and me determines how many greeniesthere
areincirculation, andtheamount of greeniesincirculationinexcessof our earningsdeterminestheinflation
rate. Seehow simpleitall is?’

“What’ swrong withinflation?’” Michael innocently asked.

“What’ swrong?Well, man, it sameansof enforcedtaxation. Last year thislittleold greeny herewas
worth, say, tendollarsin purchasing power, or gold. Thisyear it' sworth ninedollars. Wheredid theextra
dollargo?’

Michael looked, but the bill seemed to bethe samesize, andit still said, “ Ten.” Sowhy wasadollar
missing?*“| dunno, Rusty. Isthereadollar missing?’

“You blithering idiot. Y ou dumb Irishman. Haven't you heard what | said?’

Scratching at mental memories, Michael had come up with, “But | heard that the government was
workingontheproblem. They saiditwasoil prices, or demandsfor higher wages, or somesuch, that forced
ustolivewithinflation.’’

“Youknow, you'rejust abig, dumb Mick after all. You believeall the garbagethat’ sspilled onyou
from television and radio by the very people who create inflation, the politicians, the people who spend
moregreeniesthanthe U, Sand A Treasury has, and then useinflation on us peopleto tax uswithout our
permission.”’ Shaking hishead, Rusty spit andlooked away. Thenhetriedagain: “ L ook, Michael Coffey.
If | steal money from you, and tell you someone elsedidit, that’ stheway inflation is. Understand?”’

Michael nodded. He could understand stealing. But what did that have to do with making ten dollar
billsinto ninedollar bills? He d never seen aninedollar bill!

“Now look. If inflation makes greenies buy less, which it does, then who gets robbed?’

Michael shrugged.

“Thewidowsand orphans, the poor, and thelower middleclass, that’ swho getsrobbed. If you' vegot
enough property, like corporationsand rich folks, inflation merely makesthe value of the property stay
steady, even though the greenie value seemsto get greater. But if you're poor, like you and me, and we
haveno property, or if we' vegot ahundred greeniesinthebank, thenwesuffer. Our greeniesaren’ t worth
asmuchasthebank paysusininterest after ayear, andwe' veno property torisewith apparent valueduring
theinflation.”

That’ show Michael knew Rusty wasa Communist. Rusty always got back to wanting to talk about
theeffect of inflation on poor people, andthat’ sexactly what that Communi st back at Bryant Park had done
that day he and Dog had stopped to listen.
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While someothﬁM Fgécgbout listening with akeen ear, contentedly absorbing it all, others had hissed.
The Communist had had along, straggly beard and acoat as tattered as had been Michael’sand Dog’s,
so he couldn’t have known much, or even al of it.

Theway Rusty talkedto Michael about inflation, and called hima®big, dumbMick,”” andall, Michael
Coffey knew hewasaCommunist, and so hewent about finding Rusty asseldom aspossible, or evenless.

Hesighed.“| guessit’ snecessary.” Dog’ sattentionwaswholly devotedtoSesame Street,SoMichagl’s
forefinger tapped hisglassonthebureau’ stop. “Half whisky and another half added,’”” hereminded Dog.

\%

They tracked Rusty Delevecchio to a small coffee house in Greenwich Village, which was to be
expected considering the man’s dangerous philosophies. On viewing the pair decorated like modern,
strutting, peacocks, Rusty whistled, and ordered two coffees* specially doctored, and paid for them too,
which wasasign of Rusty’ s recent good fortunes.

Payingthewaitress, Rusty shrugged. “ It’ sjustasinglegreenie,” hecommented, probably tryingto get
the conversation back to how the U, Sand A screwed the general public and lied to them about inflation
Causes.

Michael, determinedto makeRusty stick to hisowndifficult problems, flipped out the“Israel, David’
record, but with the name blacked out.

“Ah! Someone’ smedical record. Y ours, Michael Coffey?’

“No. I’mdoingthisforafriend, | am. Tell mewhat that littlesquigglin’ linesays, right thereat theend
of mefinger. Hethinksthe doctor issteppin’ out on hiswife, he does, and maybethat’ ssalt and Peter, or
some such, written in Latin or Greek or some other foreign language. Canyedo it, Rusty?’

Rusty peered at thewriting closely, hiseyesthrough thick lenseslarge, likeowl’s. But even hecould
not determine the nature of the meanings, pronouncing thewords clumsily.

“Find someone who knows, and what it does. | can pay you, Rusty.”

That wasamagic word, and it also introduced Rusty’ sfavorite subject. “With what? Greenies?”’

“Aye. Now tell me, how many dol—, uh Greenies, will it be costing me, to know what that writing
is, and what it does to people, and how it’sbeing used on mefriend?’

Rusty rubbed at his chin. “Well, | don’t know. I’ ve got a pocket full of greenies already. They’re
decreasinginvaueevery second, youknow. If | tell youl candoit for ahundred, by thetimel get answers
back to you, I’ d be getting less than ahundred. . . .“

“Well, now. How muchin gold. | can aways buy alittle, and bring it back to ye.”’

Rusty really wanted to talk about inflation, so he was caught unprepared, and he asked for an ounce,
knowingfull well that theouncewasgoingto cost morethan hisoriginal estimateof onehundred greenies,
and besides, by thetimehegot Michael’ sanswer, thegold would cost Michael more. “Canyou affordit,”
he asked, still wanting to change the subject, and thinking thisawedge.

Unfortunately Michael accepted the price. Rusty sighed. The duo departed abruptly. On the way
Michael puzzledthrough hard thoughtsontheraising of Rusty’ sfee. “It’ sback to catwa kingand burglary,
SO’ swe can pay our honest contract when due,”” says he.

VI

Now that Michael Coffey had proof that David I srael wasindaid L eprechaun turned tall and Jewish,
he and Dog proceeded to set their trap for his capture.

They moved back to and reorganized their old, hiding place at Broadway and One hundred and
Fourteenth Street. Beneath theknick-knacksand rubbl ethey found enoughwireand assortedironbarsand
ladders so’ sthey could make arespectable cage.

Rusty hadtakenalongtimetodiscover that David | srael wasreceiving hormonal shots, somestrange,
new, chemical substance that was originally derived from pituitaries, or some such part of animals and
cadavers, but now manufactured through chemistry, and that the shotswere“regulating,” that they were

®
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just asnecessary tor David | srael’ sdaily well-being aswoul d be heroin taken from the street, or alcohol

to Coffey and Dog.

“Why ‘tis plain, ordinary hooked, he is,” Michael had responded to Rusty’s highly technical
information.

“1 don’t know about that, but | know that it cost a bundle to learn what I’ ve given you. Ordinary
pharmacistsdon’t know, becausethestuff isn’t onthemarket. When | inquired of my chemist friend, that
| rely onfor explosivesand special mixturesfromtimetotime, well, hedidn’t know anything either. Says
the Handbook of Chemistry and Physics, or any of thestandard pharmaceutical references, had nomention
of it, either. Saysitsorganic. Claimed to know that. Then he had to write away to some foreign chemist
friend.

“It’ slisted asavital research agentin certainforeign medical journal s, but eventhosearehardto come
by,andso | went....”

“Butwhat isit goodfor?What doesitdo?Man, | don’t understand all thosewordsthat you be heavin’
about. What doesit do? What’sit good for?”’

“You'rejustabig,dumb, Mick,” Rusty said, wonderingwhy hehadthisterriblecompulsiontoexplain
about greeniesversus genuinemoney or any of hisclear expositionsto imbeciles. Hewasready to move
out to the mountains where there was nothing but clean air and billy goats. But then Rusty could hardly
imaginetheway tothemountains, so hedidhisnext best, calming Michael’ srapidly reddening and puffing
cheekswith, “ A special type of growth hormone!”

“Aye, growth!” Michael repeated, hiseyesclearing and facewhitening again. “What isthishormone
thing?’

“Body chemicals, fluids that we all have that make us get our proper size. Some people have a
deficiency, sothey never grow up, andthey stay midgets. But if they get pituitary extractsearly inlife, they
cometo proper size.”’

“Thisbe pituitary extracts?’ Now hiseyesshined, probably scattered reflectionsfrom the closer pot
o’ gold.

“Not exactly. It' s more involved, but certainly related.” Rusty sighed. How could he explain such
complexitiesto onewho’ d never had elementary chemistry, or could not understand his own country’s
monetary system?* It doesthesamething, butit’ sdifferent. Takemy wordfor it. Foreign research papers
show that when applied to animals,like mice and rabbits, it makes them grow.”

Well, now, that wasall Michael Coffey wasreally payingtohear, so, witheyeswideopenandglowing
brilliantly fromreflected yellow light shining brightly in hisvisions, hepassed over afull ounceof goldto
Rusty Delevecchio, and neither thewaitressnor the complacent Dog could havetold whoseeyeswerethe
shinier, Michael’ sor those that reflected the newly earned gold.

When Dogand Michael returnedtotheir secret, rent-freebasement at Broadway and Onehundred and
Fourteenth street, they drank together to cel ebrate, and then they made acagefrom scrapsthat wereto be
foundintheir freebasement home. Michael got Dog totiethewholerickety wireand ladder arrangement
to overhead pipes, so there’ d be no crawl space anywhere, and then he got one of the stored refrigerators
running by tying into active electrical linesthat ran helter skelter and then upward somewhere.

Since Dog had managed to locate and later sell to a chop-shop a Ford panel truck that had no one
guardingit at all, they had enough money to stock the refrigerator with food and beer, and then Michael
sent Dog after asmall portable camp stove.

Michael stood back toadmiretheir work, lookingevery whichway for cracksand small placesthrough
which alittle one might escape.

He also tested the wired bindings, finding that they held even when helevered them roughly with a
rusty crowbar.
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In his mi nd(’)g e}DAeE qu/?:l already captured the Jewish Leprechaun, and had him caged before him.

David seyeslooked out between makeshift bars, pleading that he befreed. A tear dropped big enoughto
drownacat. Wrinkled handsthat got morelined by theminute, asMichael stared, clutched at barsandwires.
Michael guffawed and then cackled, bending over toslap at histhighs. “Well, now,” hesaid. “Y ouwon’t
be hidin’ behind your Jewishnessvery long.”

The eyes seemed melancholy, and when David' s image spoke, wasn't that a quiver in its voice?
Michael was exuberant. Hetook another nip and that made hisvision stand out better. Then another nip,
and another. Soon he was dancing about like Paddy O’ Toolein afiddlin’ contest, singing lustily:

“Tiddley, tiddley or not,

| see the man and his pot.

Leprechaun high,

| seethem go by,

Right near thisvery spot.

Filled to brimwith gold,

They had all they could hold.

Day by day,

They travel away,

From Ireland’ sfamineroad.

“Tiddley, tiddley or not,

| cry for the men and their pots.

Leprechaun high,

Naiver againt’ go by,

Right near thisvery spot.”’

Sure, it wasagainst al reason that Michael should see David Israel whenhewasn'treally there. And
it wasagainst all reason that he’ d built the cage, too. So now why would it be unreasonabl e that hisears
should began to hear David Israel speak, and argue about their relationship?

“That's a pretty little ditty, Michael Coffey,” the voice seemed to say. “But we're no longer
L eprechaunhigh. Andwhy wouldwecarry our potsof gold?No onecarriesgold any longer. And haven't
wemixed and hidden ourselveswith normals, taking on disguisesin every race, relgion and nationality?
Y ou must be very clever tofigureit all out with no help at all from decent people.”’

It seemedto bejust thetouch. Michael Coffey expandedvisibly. 1 don’t mindtelling yethat meschool
dayswerefilled with exciting interesting science and such.”’

AsMichael seemedto speak, theimageof David | sragl beganto shrink. Slowly theman changedfrom
Jewish towrinkle-faced Irish, and hischin sprouted along, tangled beard, and hishead got bigger witha
funny looking and tall cap onit. Hisskin got to looking like ableached, dried prune, but green. Hisears
becamelong, until both the ears and the long beard flapped with each little movement.

“Ahhal | seeyoufor what you really are now. | got you. Now | want that pot 0’ gold, thewhole pot,
mindye!”’

Thesad eyesshook withitspumpkin head. “ That goldisearned honestly, through therepair of shoes.
We cobblefootwear for fairies, and they give usfairy gold. It would do you no good, Michael Coffey.’”

“No good? No good, you say? Now why wouldn’t fairy gold do me no good?’

“Fairy goldisdifferent from ordinary gold, being gathered from sunsets and the wings of mothsand
thedust of theflowersinYinTi Lodland. If sunlight shouldreachit, it’'ll turntoayellow liquid-likebutter,
and you' I never be ableto unstick the sticky goo forevermore.”’

Just then Michael took another nip, and as his eyes were averted, the little fellow seemed to have
vanished. Michael cursed: “ | forgot that onceyoutakeyour eyesoff aL eprechaunyounaiver see*emagain.

He beganlooking all about the dingy basement, afunny feeling having cometo hisback that hewas
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being watched.

“Sure, and ‘tis probably King O’ Quinn hisself,” Michael told himself.

Theway amarsh frog is constructed, its eye and muscle are triggered whenever afly approaches at
just theright distance for itstongue to reach. There need be no confusing signalsto the brain to mediate
theresponse. Inthe sameway, when Irish Michael O’ Coffey saw thereal visage of the great and clever
L eprechaun, whowasprobably shrewd King O’ Quinnhisself, Michael’ sbigmusclesand heart triggered.

AndjustasMichael’ sreflexeshad sprung, heknew so hadtheKing' s,for nothing so heartensthelong
daysand cold fog-ridden nightsthan the fun of outwitting the Irishmen called dull, for spite.

Thousandsof yearsinoutwitting and—thetruth must out— just occasi onally being outwitted by such
stubborn Irishmen— could not removetheglory and fun of it all. The King of the L eprechaunswassure
to’'vefelt that inner surge, that certain instinctive response, just as Michael was now feeling.

Such feelings can probably be known and felt by certain Irish personalitiesand the Irish Leprechaun
asthey face-to-facematchwit and canniness, eachwithweaponsforged by aeons-long mutual pummelling.

Alas! GoodKing O’ Quinnproved thecanniest and wittiest again, becauseMichael’ swhole, glorious
vision disappeared, just as had thelittle encaged one, when Michael stumbled and fell, and blacked out,
snoring loudly in adrunken stupor.

When Dog got back, he held acase of Irish Whisky and the camp stove and he was about to set them
downanduncork abottle, but Michael, waking withafierceheadache, madehim storeit for another “ more
propitiousoccasion,” and headded, “’ Tisgood or bad luck that Irishmen cel ebrate and we' ve had al ot of
it, so now let’smake way for the other kind."”’

Well, Dog knew what Michael meant, soit waslater that evening that they wereagainleaning against
the newly glazed skylight at David Israel’s, the cold Atlantic wind hitting their backs and making them
shiver.

Dogdidhisthingwithhispreciousbrassdoorknob, new glasscrashing and splattering below, and then
Doglowered Michael downward, jumping himself after first hanging by hislong arms. Michael wasjust
that much closer to the big pot 0’ gold, and feeling jovial.

As soon as Dog straightened, wiping thick hands on soiled pants, Michael went directly to thewall
switch, flicking it on.

All bedlam brokeloose. Whistles blew, horns honked, lights flashed on and off, and the screeching
of metal against metal worked itsway through the cacaphony.

Bewildered and— if thetruth be known— scared, they stood their ground, peering thisway and that
beneath the sudden, harsh glare.

When an intensely sharp popping explosive report sounded, they werefighting for their very lives.
Something strong and heavy and with asmany handsasan octopushad risen over them and crowded them
together and tugged them inexorably upward.

No matter how they pushed and shoved and jounced about, their feet found no purchase. They were
bagged and netted proper, and hung halfway up thecelling by meansof atough, thick steel cable. Nor could
they cut through the fabric of the netting with their New Y ork City street knives, it was that tough!

Imagine how depressed they must have been, hanging by the hour amidst cold air that poured like
NiagraFallsfrom the broken skylight, Michael first leaning on Dog, and then the other way, nothing to
be heard but theterrible persistent drip of sink faucet, thelonely whistling of the raw wind, and thewild
screech and clash from streetsfar below.

It wasaseriously chastized, crestfallen, humbled Michael Coffey whoseeyes seemed to plead when
David Israel camehomeat | ast.

For Isragl’ spart, heheld no shocked expression, no grimacing features. If anything, heal most seemed
tomock that L eprechaun dance Michael had imagined of | ate, kicking heel stogether, and prancing about,
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smili ng and gri nn| ng, ancf thenlaughingloudly. Hesaid: “ So. It wasyou, Michael Coffey. | thought so!”

“Aye. You have us David Israel. You'll be sending for the constables now, | suppose.’’

But Davidwasn'’t doneyet. Hehad to prance about and clap hishands, and turn hishead thisway and
that. “What have you doneto require the police, Michael 7’

“Well, now. It sobvious, isn’'tit?We vebrokeninto your place, unlawfully | might add. And so now
you've caught us.”’

“But why did you break in? Why pick on my place, Michael Coffey? Aren’t we good old drinking
buddies? Why my place?”’

Michael had thought on that for along time while the Atlantic wind chilled their bones, and he was
still unsatisfied withthereply. “ Accident, you might say. Had | known thisplacewasmefoinefriend and
drinking companion from Irishmen’s, why Dog and | am’t not likely t' ve doneit.”’

David actually seemed to follow the reasoning for he stopped smiling. “ Thereisthat, | suppose. But
aren’'t you two the same gentlemen who were here before?’

“Not on me grandfaither’ s coffin.”

WEell, then, youwon’t mindif wejust makeafingerprint comparison, will you Michael Coffey?Here.
Stick out your right hand, through the netting there, and I’ Il quickly takeyour prints. If they’ redifferent,
you are as freeto go asacanary, and nothing morewill besaid.”’

Michael knew when he was beaten, so he confessed to it. “Aye. I’'m your man. So bring on the
constables.””’

“Not so fast, Michael Coffey. Why have you come here twice? Why have you picked on your old
drinking companion, David Israel ?’

Michael sighed again. “1 confessit. We stoleyour money, David, and we' velived off it. I’ || seethat
every centisreturned, | will, won’t we Dog?”’

“So it was money, wasit? Tell me, Michael Coffey, were you and Dog the same gentlemen who
invaded my physician’ soffice, and walked off with my personal medical folder?’

Well, up to now Michael’ sfeatures had been as calm asalap poodlelicking sugar fromitsmaster’s
fingers. He' d beenin and out of the lammer many times, and though it was not as pleasant asmight be,
it was endurable, and could somehow belived through. But how to explain the physician’ s office?If he
said“no,” there dbetheunfair and dirty matter of fingerprints, so he spokewhat bubbled to mind at once,
soto speak, saying, “Aye. Dog and | followed, hoping there’ d be more commercial transactionsat trail’ s
end, or, glory be, more cash. Glory, glory be, David Israel, we am’t never seen such amounts of money,
and we just got greedy.”’

“Greedy wasit, now. Tell me, Michael Coffey. Why did you get so greedy with my personal medical
file? Did you sell it, maybe? For how much? And who to?”’

“Ask Dog, ‘tisthetruth. We burned all thefiles.”

“Ah, | wasafraid you' d say that, Michael Coffey. Y ou see, the police guardian for that building got
intotheofficeintimeto extinguishyour small blaze, and when recordswerereconstructed only minewas
missing, they said. How do you explain such acoincidence, Michael Coffey?”’

Michael was caught, he knew it, and the Eastern Atlantic wind was chilling him no warmer. Before
long constables would search, and they’ d find Rusty’ s report, and they’ d know that he knew about the
hormonal thing. So hehad to confessit. Gulping, hisvoicetremulous, hesaid, “Y ou’ re L eprechaun, and
we' ve caught you fair and square.”

“Caught me?’ Theprancing and prissing below the net ceased. Davidlooked up grimly. Hiseyeshad
jiggled. Now they stilled, and drilled into Michael like little laser beams burning through and through.
“Leprechaun? So now I'm Irish?’

“Aye. Like me grandfaither said, you' ve grown tall and made yourself Jewish, and all.”’

It seemed that David didn’t know whether tolet hiseyescry or laugh. Hewiped them to satisfy both
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conditions and then turned most serious. | remember astory told among our people. It happened when

theNaziswereconductingtheir terriblehol ocaust that began after Krystal Noch, when all Jewishwindows
weresmashedtobitstoterrify us. A group of themonstershad surrounded oneof us, anold man, and asked,
‘Tell us, Jew, who caused the war?

“TheJew, being sharp, thought quickly, andsaid,* TheJews,” andthena soadded, ‘ and automobiles.’

“The Nazisdid not understand, so they asked, ‘ Why automobiles?

““Why Jews? asked the old man.

“Do you understand the point, Michael Coffey?”’

“Aye.

““Then answer it. Why Jews? How do L eprechauns get to be Jewish, and tall?’

Michael, gulping, quickly explained, “ They disguise themselves. They got ways.””’

Reflectingdeeply, Davidat last said, “ Thank you, Michael Coffey, for thetruth. We' Il not let thecops
take you, my friend.”” David' shead was turning slowly back and forth.

Michael began to smile. “Y ou’ re daft, did you know that, Michael Coffey?’

Silence.

“Daft men are put away?’

Michael frowned.

“When daft men are put away, they never, never again get seen by polite society.”

Michael cleared histhroat to speak.

“Won't do any good to plead. My mind’ s made up. Y ou’ re so daft that you need professional help,
andtheStateof New Y ork hasdesigned, constructed, and they maintainanice, specia placejustfor people
likeyou.”

Frightened at last, Michael croaked out with, “1’ll tell! 1’| tell them all about you and your hormonal
shots, and how you was a L eprechaun and how you used shotsto grow tall, so’ syou’ d look normal, and
then you disguised yourself tolook likean ordinary Jew. A Leprechauniswhat you are, and turned Jew,
iswhat you are. L eprechaun! Leprechaun!’’

“l want youtotell, Michael Coffey.” David shouted back, swinging hisarmsboth waysand looking
fierce. “Tell everyone. Tell about it. Let the secret out. I’ m counting on that!"”’

VIl

“Tell meall about theL eprechaunsagain,” Dr. Samuel Benovsky kindly asked thesaddened Michadl,
who was seated on the hard chair in away so that window light blurred sight of the physician’ sface, as
it shafteddirectly intoMichael’s.

Michael was wearing aloose cotton and white gown, and he was already weary from repeating the
story. Now why didall doctors-- and nurses, too, for that matter -- want to seeaman'sbottom frombehind?

PerhapsDr. Benovsky wasweary of theineffectiveinterrogation also, but herefusedtolet on.“Yes.
| wanttohear all about theLittleMenfromIreland. Theonesthat cameover duringthelrishpotatofamine
of 1845 and brought their potso’ gold. Y ou know,” he urged perhaps over politely. “ Tell it to meagain,
Mr. Coffey. Anddon’tleaveout thepart wheretheLittleMen, after gettingtheir—let’ ssee,”” — bent over
notes, squinting — “their hormonal shots and becometall, and then, ah, hurrmph, Jewish.”’

Michael squirmed. Now he realized he shouldn’t have told the truth. There was no one to believe,
excepting maybe Dog, who'd gone on to City Jail because he was certified not crazy, and his own
grandfaither believed, may the Saints preserve, and, yes, David | sragl, the scoundrel himself believed.

Michael’ smouth got dryer while the doctor waited patiently, folding his hands over a soft, bulging
belly.

“Well,” the doctor prompted.

“1-1-guessl wasjust making upatale, Soir. That wassomething meoldgrandfaither didwhenexcited.
| didthesameashe, isall. There—theream’t noLittleMen, nohormonal shots, or anythinglikethat, Soir.’’

MicHAEL COFFEY'S JEWISH LEPRECHAUN 23

Copyright 2002 Perry A. Chapdelaine, Sr., 7376 Walker Road, Fairview, TN 37062-8141



SPONSORED BY

l,.@ THE ARTHRITIS TRUST MicHAEL COFFEY'S JEWISH LEPRECHAUN 24
- glv: AMERICA :
aking it all up, Mr. Coffey?

“Aye, Soir. Indeed, Soir.”

“Then why did you steal Mr. Israel’ smedical records?’

“Weéll, now, | didn’t know how to read what was inside, and thought there might be a clue to more
of Israel’ swealth. It was an honest mistake, Soir. | be an honest robber, and that’ sall.”

“Ah, yes. | supposeit could’ ve been like that. Do you mind if we make some tests, Mr. Coffey?’

Michael beamed. “No Soir. Of course not, Soir. Any testsa'tall, a'tall.”

“That’ sfine, Mr. Coffey. | believeif you passthetests, and after ashort observation period, we may
find more suitable quartersfor you.”’

“Thetests, Soir. Will they belong in the making?’

“Hmmm. Well, I’ d say perhapsthreeto six months should do. Observations and all, you know!”’

Thereitwas, aperiod longer than Michael couldtolerate, and no way out! Hewas placedinthe open
ward with othersto be observed, and though he wasn’t warehoused in acell, except at night, there were
barsabout windowsand doorways, and guardsinwhiteuniforms, and stern-faced nursesthat gaveout pills
and directed activities and made notes from time to time about how everyone behaved.

Terribly despondant at first, andwandering fromcorner to corner, Michael’ seyeshardly saw what was
beforethem. Hespoke seldom. Little by littleashebecame acclimated, he began blending inwith others.
There was a little wasted-away fellow who insisted on wearing his bed sheet over clear nakedness.
Guardiansand nurseswerekind enoughto permit theshameful sightinstead of poppingthosehorriblepills
inhismouthevery few hours. Hewal ked about staring and repeati ng phrasesover and over. Heconfronted
Michael with that terrible stare, handstrembling, and said, “Y ou were born el sewhere!”’

“Aye, that | was.”

“Were you progressing upward or downward?’

Puzzled, Michael tilted hishead.

“Animal, vegetable, or mineral ?’

“I’"m sorry, mefoinefellow, | don’t understand.”

The hollow-cheeked one grinned grotesquely. “Upward! Ever upward! | sense your incarnation.
During thelast life you were bandha, and my brother thelizard.’”’

He stuck histonguein and out repeatedly, until Michael had to back up. Then, “My brother isdead,
but helives,” saidthestrangeone, first shedding bigtears, andthendryingthemandgrinningwidely.“Y ou
aremy brother.”” Heclutched Michael’ sshoulders, hugginghimclosely. Michael warily triedtodisengage.
Backing fast, he bumped into ayoung man who couldn’t keep his privates covered, and every time the
patient let it all hang out, someone had to come over to him and cover it al up again. Apparently words
wereineffective, becauseit wasall donein silence.

Michael scurried away, but thefirst one caught up, pacing himquitenormally, and saying, “ It’ sbeen
eighty-four thousand years, you know.”

“Hasit now!”

“Weweretiny then, fighting over fish scraps. Remember?’

“Avye, that | do,” Michael humored him.

“But thenyougaveupyour lifefor mine, and | for yours. Wasn't that abeautiful, honorablething for
both of us?’

“Aye, that it was.”

“ And here we are, on ahigher plane, on our way to mukta, to greater freedom. Isn’t thiswonderful
my Brother?’

Therewasanother patient who bounded about Michael likeakangaroo, and though hedidn’ ttalk, the
nut bothered Michael as much. It wasthejolting and bouncing that disturbed Michael’ s peace, it was.

In one corner, near the early morning windowlight, two played checkers, and Michael enjoyed
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watching themuntil Me realized that they were every-other-moveplaying alternate sides. Michael’ seyes

shed tears, which hewiped away with thick thumbs, at the sametime glancing sadly about theroom. One
fat manrocked back andforth, holdingkneeswith hisarms. Another litttlemantriedto catchfliesthat were
unseen, zooming and snapping hisarms and hands fast after them.

Several played cardsnear the steamradiator, and got to arguing something fierce between each play.

Michael seated himself besidethewindow onalow benchwherehecouldlook outsideandsigh, feeling
sorry for himself. Sureandit’ [l bealong, long threeto six monthsfor observation.

A patient closeto hisownmiddle-age, withahead mostly bal d but bristling hereand therewith stubby
hair that sought to penetrate the bal dness, sat beside him. Hewhispered: “Mename’ sPatrick Kavanagh.
Y ou be the new one, Michael Coffey?”’

Warily, Michael agreed, wondering what religious or mental freak had appeared now to harasshim
and makelifemore miserable. “ Aye.”

“Shhh, man. Don’t talk loud. They’ll hear you.”

“Who?’

“Thewatchersfor the Little People, iswho.”

It had to beatrap, and part of the observation and tests. “ Areyedaft, man. What Little People?| see
that onelittlefellow over there, trying to suck all ten fingers, and nevermind whether or no hehearsus.’”’

“Ah, you' rethedy one. Knowing all about those L eprechaunsthat come over from sweet, dear Erin
during thepotato famine. | saysto meself, now there goesamanwhat can betrusted, agenuineman of the
old, sweet and green sod, aman who'’ s seen the truth and hasfought hisway through hard timesto bring
it to thereal people, just as| meself did.

“Tell me, true, Michael Coffey — and don’t be fudgin’ it.” He peered dyly from beneath thick
eyebrows, “’ Tisyour filel peepedinto.” Then, lowering hisvoice, “’ Twasoneof theL ittle Folksthat sent
you here and locked you up, for true, wasn't it?”’

For thefirst timein hismemory Michael’ stonguewastied up so’ she couldn’t speak. If hesaid yes,
thismight beaspy for thephysician, andif hesaid no, thisman already knew hewasaliar. Consequences
of lying to theinsane, and in this hell-hole of aplace, were most difficult to comprehend.

“Patrick Kavanagh canbetrusted,” cameanother whisper fromthesideof theman’ smouth. “Y oujust
hear me out, and hush. Seeif metaleisto bebelieved.” Helooked about to be sure one of the guardians
hadn’tsidledcloser. Then, “ It wasat theWal Mart StoresExecutive Officesl worked, amaster janitor and
all, when| stumbled on thisgigantic organization made up of corporation executives. | got behindinme
duties, and not thinking anything wrong with it, stayed behind to finish up. “ There| was, sweepingina
small room, and polishing and emptying out overflowing ashtraysright besidethelargeauditorium. Then
| heard dozens, no, hundreds of voices and snuffling and feet scraping and banging down of seats. There
wasasmall door between the auditorium and meand naturally | wasaweebit curious, and so | stuck me
ear to the door after cracking it slightly, and heard them call off names. D’ ye know what | heard?”’

Michael shook hishead, that hedidn’t.

“Therewasthe Chairman of the A, T and T, and others from Exon Mobil Corporation, Ford M otor
Company, General Electric Company, Chevron Texico, ConocoPhillips, Citigroup, IBM, American
International Group, . . . “

“Hold on, Patrick Kavanagh. Y € ve memorized the yellow pages of the whole telephone book.”’

“. .. Hewlitt-Packard, V erizon Communications, Home Depot, Berkshire Hathaway, Altria Group,
McKesson, . . . “ continued Patrick without a halt, and so on, through “. . . .Cardina Health, State
Farminsurance, Krogers, FannieMae, . ..” and onwardtolist thewhol eof the unblessed Fortune 500, and
some 600’s, too.

Patrick paused and nodded, pleased with himself. Still whispering, hejoggled closer. “ They wasall
L eprechauns, every onethat attended. Said so themselves. Called themsel vesthe United States Confed-
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eration of the L il Pagni&from Ireland, and they discussed things, they did.”

Thethin man with hisbed sheet wastoo near. On being noticed he came over to them, holding hands
high and pronouncing: “ Each thing hasmany aspects. Do not takeaone-sided view. Thosewith perverse
belief shall become perverted. Thosewho avow shall becomevowless; stay your anger, pride, deceit, and
greed, do not disturb the soul, the shedding of karmic particles. ... "’

“Come,” said Patrick, tugging at Michael’ sgown. “ That be Gustav Bergman. He' snuts.”’

Michael went along, but he was clearly disturbed. He wondered who wasreally nuts? He, himself,
wasn'’t crazy, for sure. What of this Patrick Kavanagh? Patrick spoke with the same mother tongue, ina
manner of speaking, and heknew much about the Little People. Did heget hisknowledgefromMichael’ s
medical folder?Or wasPatrick, likehimself, dupedintothisplace, victimized asaninmate, or by theLittle
Peoplethemselves?

They found aquiet corner again, not far from the man who twitched. “ Old man Sladek hasn’t moved
except to jerk since | been here, whichisgoing onayear,”” Patrick whispered.

“A year!” Now Michael wasdisturbed. “A wholeyear, just for believing in the Little People?’

“Aye. Likeyou, | toldall truth tothe physician, and | went about telling everyone. Themorel toldthe
truth, thedaffier they called me. Thenthey started meon pillsuntil they saw progress, they said, but intruth,
the pills damaged me, asthey must have known they would.’’

Michael shivered.

Patrick looked about, screwing up his mouth’s corner. He whispered, “Know who el se attended?”’

“No,” Michael’ seyeswere already as big asthey could get.

Again the catalog recital came spontaneously to Patrick’s long-sealed lips. “Boeing Company,
AmerisourceBergin, Target, Bank of America, Pfizer, JP MorganChase, Time Warner, .. . “

“Holdit! Holdit!” Michael declared loudly, withawave of hishand. “1 don’t need another catalog.”

“. .. Proctor & Gamble, Costco, Johnson and Johnson, Dell — that computer company — Sears,
Roebuck, SBC Communications, Vaero Energy Corporation, Marathon Oil, MetLife, Safeway, ...” S0,
undaunted by inmate Coffey, Patrick’ srecital went tothevery end, covering every continent, every large
corporation. Explainingfurther, hesaid, “ Don’ t youunderstand?All thebiggest international cartels. From
Netherlands, Britain, Germany, Saudi Arabia, Switzerland, Italy, France, Japan. . ..”’

"What hasthose big companies, thosecartel things, havet’ dowiththeLittlePeople?’ Now Michael
waswhispering.

“They’ recontrolled by theL ittle People, and eachwasthereat that A, T and T meeting, and eachwas
aLeprechaun, disguised, and growntall.”’

“No!” Michagl’ sface whitened as he looked every which way for spies.

“Every singleoneal eprechaun!” repeated Patrick, sothat Michael’ sbonesseemedtogrindtogether.

“Every nationality, too! Black AfricanLeprechauns, Swedish, German, Arabian, British, Oriental —
every color and race— and all Leprechauns grown tall and powerful.”’

“Thetruth?” Michael’ s palms were sweating. Sure, he knew one Jew that was L eprechaun, but so
many? Y ellow and Black, too? Swedish and German and French and Arabian?

Maybe David Isragl had disguised himself, but certainly not the whole world? No. This Patrick
Kavanaghwasclever and had peeredinto histhick medical folder. Storieswasall, to get closetoMichadl,
andthenlater he’ d snitchtoauthorities, and Patrick would naiver, naiver get out. Michael decidedhe’ ddo
best to disassociate himself. Clearly Kavanagh was crazy, like all the other people locked in here that
twitched and jerked and spouted devilish foreign religions -- if hewasn’t aspy. Michael grew fearful of
contagion, for it had begunto seem that maybethewholeworldwascrazy, except, of course, himself, and
maybeDog. At last, having thought it through carefully, he stood up, patted Patrick’ sshoulder, and said,
“I1t was nice meeting you, Patrick Kavanagh. Perhapswe’ |l meet again sometime.”’

And he walked away.
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Itdidn' t help. Patrick cametrundling after. * Y ouhaven't heard theworst, Michael Coffey,’” hisvoice

husky in Michael’ sear. “Hold, now. | got one morething to tell ye.”

Well, what else could Michael do? The man was virtually hanging onto his gown, and attracting
attention, so Michael seated himself again.

“What d'ye see on me head?’

“It’ sbald asahen’ segg with little sproutstrying to start up again.”

Patrick nodded. “When | kept on about the Little People, they shaved it, and put methrough electric
shock. Calledit therapy.’”’

“Electric shock?’

“Yes. They put grease at your head and templ e, and then shoot strong el ectric currentsthrough your
skull and brain. It scramblesmemoriesand makesyou forget, but not beforeyou clamp down your tongue
and get rigid all over and nearly bust your gut.’”’

“They did that?’

“Aye. Several times. That’ swhy | whisper. | don’t want themto know that | still remember about the
LittlePeople.”’

®

VIl

Dog wasout of Prison at last, having come that route by especially good behavior, and also because
hewasjust too abysmally ignorant to know that onedoesn’ t protect guardswhen another prisoner attacks.

Hewasn'ttoo unhappy inhiscell, with three others, becausethey had tel evision, and nicewalks, and,
if one wanted, could work at something, which wasn’t too bad for passing time. What irritated his
insensibilitieswasthat no oneelsewatched Sesame Street, and it wasdifficult tofollow someof theother
programs heavily laced with violence and profound, complex plots.

SinceDog hardly ever talked, and sincehehad an uncanny ability to bebigwithout being obtrusive,
he got along well with most everyone. There’' s someto this day that can’t remember his appearance, or
anything about him, except hisnickname, “Dog.”

Thewarden’ sofficecouldn’ tidentify him by any other namethan Dog, and sothey gavehimanumber,
7345629, also calling him Dog Doe, so’ she’ d have afirst and last namejust like everyone el se, although
when they wanted him they’ d call for 7345629.

Dogrambled along fromday to day complacent and nearly ascontent asif Michael werestill directing
histhoughtsand energies.

What broke the comfortable pattern was Big Joe Turk, abeefy oriental and onetime show-wrestler,
who went after one of the guards.

Thereisn't much to say about the guard except he was medium height, wore abrown shirt and grey
pantslikeall the other guards, was elderly, perhaps sixty-two, and seldom smiled.

Big Joe Turk clamed innocence for his armed robbery conviction, which was probably true,
considering the nature of our judicial system, itslack of objectivity and reliance on pleabargaining and
fictional “truths’ whichareessentially courtroomlies, that s, testimoniesfor whichtherehappenstobeno
immediate, verifiablerebut.

Whatever the case, no onewould ever learnfor surewhether or not Big Joe Turk happenedtotell the
truthabout theliestoldincourt, especially thewarden, theguards, thejudges, the prosecuting attorney, his
ownfreeattorney, or anyone el seaboveor below thegreen sod. Hesaysit beganthat day sevenyearsago
whenhewasmakingtheclass-A wrestling circuit. He' d accidentally brawled withtheM asked Marvel —
abeefy bodyguard of onehighupinthesyndicate, and schedul edto becomeworld championwrestler. The
planned ball et arrangement got accidentally out of hand, startingthetrigger that put BigJoe Turk into prison
with Dog. He says that the Masked Marvel — Joe Pul ovotche — was a vindi cative son-of-a-bitch with
connections, and he, Big Joe Turk, wasto be the next fall guy for him.

Of coursethe courtstold him not to use that kind of language, and he sputtered and fumed trying to
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think of an appro%ﬁét%%%jc&tivewhi chwouldalsobeaccurate, ‘ causehe’ d sworntobetruthful, and, since
itwasajurytrial, hewasnever againabletoexplainthecircumstancesproperly. “| wasframed,” hefinally
toldthem.

He had also explained to the attorney general, and hadn’t been believed.

When the robbery had taken place, a night watchman was slugged from behind and the neck
deliberately broken. Joe Turk’ stowel wasfound near the scene, with hisname embroidered red on blue.
A coffeecupwithhisfinger printswasal so at the scene, and $17,167.67 missing fromthetruck-stop safe.

Fromthereit wasaquick slideinto prison, where Big Joe Turk’ sbulging features simply fumed day
by day, waiting for any little pin-prick to burst out the full explosion of hisburied resentment.

Theguard wasn'’t thinking when he pushed hisforefinger into Big Joe Turk, asking him to step back
inline. Had he thought, he' d have known better than to touch any prisoner. He' d been told, for sure.

So hetouched Big Joe Turk and that, together with the machismo of males pent up together, and the
furiously boiling resentment pushing against Big Joe' shiceps, altogether it caused an explosion, and Big
Joe Turk began throwing theslightly built old man about like asoft rag doll, growling and posturing asif
he were auditioning for a Tarzan movie.

Dog didn’t think either, and it would have been amiraclefrom St. Patrick if he had. Hereacted most
quickly. Somewhere buried deeply in hisearly memories must have been afigure much like the elderly
guard’'s. Hebounded over tothedying man, huffed and puffed several times, andwham! Big Joe Turk was
down on theiron walkway, hisback being grilled by the cold steel.

Other prisonersstirred. Sincethey really didn’ t carewho created theadded mental stimulation: Big Joe
Turk and the thin, elderly guard, or Big Joe Turk and Dog —they were quite happy.

“Kick himintheballs,” one shouted at Dog.

“Kill him, Turk.”

And likewise.

Other guards had seen thefirst action, and they were already on their way.

Dog, of course, had long ago converted nearly every ounce of mental energiesto physical, and even
though Big Joe Turk was muscular and skilled, he was no match.

Weéll, theshort of it wasthat theguardlived. And, after extensivestudy and review and evaluationand
reevaluation, Dog’ s part was praised, and hewas et from solitary confinement and honored by adinner
withthewarden, who afterward did what hecouldto get an early release, whichincluded returningDog’ s
precious brass doorknob on departure.

Afterwards Dog took to hanging about Irishmen’s, more or less unobtrusively. He wanted news of
Michael Coffey.

The Salvation Army wasanother of Dog’ sfavorite hangouts, wherehe' d do anything: sweep, clean,
peel potatoes, keeptheunruly inline, and altogether wasaval ued hel per inreturnfor board and keep. And,
hecouldwatch Sesame Street onanold, black andwhite TV set, whichwasalright, becauseit wasn't colors
that provided hismental stimulations, but the rapid changein subject matter.

WEell, oneday at Irishmen’she overheard David Israel talking to Simon Green and John O’ Dancy.
Simon Green, blowing foam from his beer, wastelling about his recent experiences on thejury, saying:
“Oy, what atime! Thestate prosecutor roseto question us, and hewent downtherow oneat atime, asking
names, ages, relatives, religion. | tell youitwasagrilling. Was| athief?”’

“No one could think that,” David said.

“The prosecutor asked, ‘Do you know the accused?

“l said, ‘“How could I know him?

“Hesaid, ‘Have you seen him before?

“l said, ‘Why would | see him?

“Then the judge spoke, and he asked, * Why do you answer every gquestion with a
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question?
“1 asked, ‘Why not? and the judge dismissed me.
“Oy, what atime!”
John O’ Dancy got quickly busy at the other end of the bar, rubbing and polishing and turning his
face so that no one would see hisface laugh.

Davidnodded, and supped at hisownbrew, thinking over Simon’ splight and theweirdwaysof courts.
Then heremembered Rabbi Breitbart, and hisrecent experience with the schiemihl robber. * It was near
Passover when Rabbi Breitbart waspassing through thisdark neighborhood with hispocket full of money
when he suddenly found himself looking into the hole of arobber’ s gun. ‘Hand over your money,” said
the robber, atall, gangly youth with pimpleson hisface.

“What could Rabbi Breitbart do? He handed over the money.

“ Astherobber waspushingitin hisbelt, the Rabbi pleaded: ‘ How will | buy clothesand food for my
family?Passover ishere. Do you think my wifewill believel’ ve been robbed? She'll say I’ ve stayed out
and spent it on drink!

“*Sowhat? said the young hoodlum.

“‘Can’t you helpmeabhit? Makeit look like I’ ve really been robbed?”

““What isit you want, old man?

“‘Here, I'll take off my cap and coat, and you put bulletsin them, just through the edges. Nick them.
Please’

“Well, the young hoodlum obliged, each time Rabbi Breitbart pleading with him, saying, ‘ Please! Just
onemore. It'sgottolook real!” “‘I can’'t,’ theschlemihl said at last. ‘My gun’ sempty,” “After which,
Rabbi Breitbart laughed and pummelled the rascal until he' d gotten all his money back, and thegun.”’

“Oy! And why not?’

John O’ Dancy ceased his eternal wiping for the moment to join in, and he and another named
Sean O’ Faolain got to listening to all the stories, and telling some of their own. John said: “ That
reminds me of Frank McHugh who used to hang about the old neighborhood bar when | was akid,
alwayssnatchin’ at the pickled eggs and pretzels. There' s some what saysthat Frank McHugh lived on
pickled eggs and pretzels, and | guessit wastrue.

“Anyway, inthosedaysthereweren’ t many cars, except amongtherich, and certainly noroads, either.
All the Irish wakeswere big and bountiful, likethey do inthe Old Country, taking half the day and most
of thenight, too. See, when the horsesbegan toward the cemetary, they had to bewatered frequently, and
what better place than the closest pub? So Frank McHugh always managed to hang in there, living on
pickled eggsand pretzel suntil abig wake came by, whichwasofteninthosedays. He' djoinin, and carry
on at the burying like the deceased was one of his closerelativesthey was burying. None could cry and
carry onlikeFrank M cHugh, so considering the shapethey wasall in by thetimethey got that far with the
ceremony, most were relieved and proud to have Frank McHugh with them.

“Well, thiscertainday wasaprotestant funeral, which didn’t ssemto bother Frank McHughat' 11, and
he’ d managedtojoininontheonesolitary carriagethat had spiritshidden aboard. Tumblin’ out of it and
joining theall protestant crowd, he and the otherswere quite asight, crying and blowing their nosesand
carryingon.

“ Naturally Frank McHughthought it wastogoonall night, ‘ causehehadn’ t noticedit wasn’tanlrish
burying; and hewas already too far into the good spiritsto notice all the cold stares.

“TheEpiscopal Bishop mournfully prayed hislast, saying, ‘ God Giveth and God Taketh Away,’ just
asthe poor soul was lowered downward.

“Frank McHugh'’ seyes shed copioustearsthen, like afloodgate had |oosened, and heturned to face
the startled protestant mourners, shouting out with * Now what the hell could befairer than that?

Thattalegot Sean O’ Faolainquotingold proverbs, like* Deathisapoor man’ sdoctor,”” and*“ A crow
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thinksits own young white,” and “ Never was door shut that another was not opened,”” and so on.

Well, onethingledtoanother, swapping storiesback andforth, somelrish, someJewish, somestories
from one of thelesser nationalities and races, until David got around to mentioning what Dog wanted to
hear.

“That daft Michael Coffey will rot inthe crazy housefor al | care.”

Itwasn’t newstoJohn O’ Dancy ashewiped away thebeer foam, shinedthegl assware, served another
beer to anew customer, and cleansed glasses again.

But to make polite conversation, he asked, “Whereis Coffey?’

David Isragl told him and George M cGarth, who' d comein right behind, laughed, and slapped both
Simon Green and David Isragl on their backs.

Dog may have been slow, and he may have been dull, and he may have been just theleast bit stupid,
but hewasnoidiot, and he had surprising attributeswhich were used now and then. Now he knew where
Michael Coffey was, and he knew that David | srael — maybe even George M cGarth, the reputed stock
broker — had something to do with it all, though he wasn’t clear in what way.

Many yearsearlier, when Dog wastall, muscular, youthful, he' d been walking along Kosciusko St.
in Brooklyn, hands in pockets, hunched and pulled inward like the wind was chilling him and he’'d
shriveled to conserve heat, which it probably was and he probably did. A sudden scuffling and short,
choked-off scream had caught hisear. Turning to ook behind he saw ayoung woman wrestling with an
older man, probably awino or oneof the other standard street variety. One hand wasabout her throat, the
other about her waist. Her legs were striking backward and flicking forward ineffectually.

Dog would never becriticized for anxiety over hisneighbor’ s problems. Like so many othersof the
New Y orker breed, hewascomplacent regarding street life, hisunspoken, unverbalized mottobeing, “ L et
the Strongest Dog live!”

So, while he had some mild curiosity as he walked toward the struggling couple, he was not unduly
curious.

She brokeloose, running toward him. She clung to him, babbling hystericaly.

When Dog instinctively straightened, the man completely misunderstood Dog’ sintentions, and so
skitteredinthe opposite direction, leaving the young woman clinging frantically, and crying bitterly.

SuchwasDog'slife!

Just by being, and exercising his many muscles now and then without strong volition or motive, he
stolidly marched safely throughlife’ smany pitfalls.

That brief encounter had blossomed into arelationship no less strange than the one between Dog and
Michael Coffey. MarshaFairmont quitenaturally matured into womanhood, and cameto ownthelargest
auto partsyard in Brooklyn, called the Neely-Bend Parts Place.

Therearesomewho’ |l tell youitisasdifficult for aused auto partsplaceto grow in Brooklynasitis
forayounggirl, or atree, but thosearedisparging remarksmadeby outsiders, peoplewhovisitthe Greater
New Y ork regions but once or so every ten or twelve years.

MarshaFairmont wasawomangrownin Brooklyn, and thereisatreein Brooklyn, probably out near
Forest Hills, or near the Aquaduct Race Track. And the Neely-Bend Auto Parts Place is right down
adjacent to Twenty-fifth Street and Ninth Avenue.

Shewasamost effective auto parts manager, with theability totear any vehicleapart and put it back
together again in a matter of days. She had al the necessary tools, the heavy equipment, and the
aggressiveness, and she had a mind to use them.

Asafemalein man’s dominate universe, she acted tough and was. Whenever men flirted, she got
tougher, not that she didn’t like the attention. She did. She was afraid, however, that just a little
encouragement woul d bring about thewrong kind, and so shewasatough moll among predominately male
workersand customersand all.
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All, that is, except Dog, and Dog could do no wrong, reminding one or another of a Great Dane, a

Laborador Retriever, a German Shepherd, and so on.

So when Dog heard David Israel talking about “They’ Il never get him out,” and laughing with the
reputed stock broker, George McGarth, over Michael Coffey’s plight, Dog’s inner visions brought to
foreground the early greying hair and wrinkled eyes of Marsha Fairmont. He proceeded to her business
place at once.

She was amidst the intricate task of splicing together two different car bodies, the welding torch
sputteringand burningwithafrightful, bluelight that pierced unprotected eyes. Dogwaited patiently, and
when shelifted her dark protective hood, her eyeswerethefirst tolight up by hisunexpected visit. “Why
Dog, youoldsalt. Comeonin,”’” sheinvited himto her inner office, wheremost of thefloor waspiled high
withold generators, aternators, startersand voltageregul ators.

Taking histattered coat, she* Tsk, tsked,” and sputtered about until shefound acoat beneath piles of
old paperswhereshe’ dlaidit monthsearlier, anticipating hiseventual visit.“ Takethis,” sheordered, rolling
up hisold one and tossing it into an open waste drum.

He seated himself where she pointed, hanging onto the new, light-brown coat as though it were a
sensitiveteddy bear, botharmsfoldingover it, but only after placing hispreciousdoorknobinto oneof the
pockets.

“Dr. Pepper?’ she asked.

He shook his head, no.

“Ah, then acold brew?’

He nodded, yes.

And soit wasby jerksand indirection — aone-sided conversation, if that’ swhat it was— that Dog
cameto communicate about Michael Coffey’ splight.

“Now let me understand clearly,” Marsharepeated. “Michael Coffey isbeing kept in theasylum?”’

Nodding, yes.

“Ishe crazy? Y ou know. Does he act queerly? Differently? Is he dangerous to others?”’

Shaking head, no.

“Why did they put him there?’

Clearing throat, wiping sweating brow — for long speeches made Dog hot as though with fever:
“Stealing. We break, enter. Jail me. TakeMichael.”

Shelaughed huskily. “ Stealing? Breaking and entering? Crazy?’ her handswaved all about the old
generators, alternators, starters, and above on shelves and on nails where carburetors and fancy hood
ornaments and gleaming-bright chrome hub caps piled high or hung loosely. “L ook at those. Which are
stolen, and which not?” How many customers bring parts that are stolen? How many get caught? How
many caught end up called crazy?’

Dog’ sbrow furrowed. Hismind wasunableto connect a | the questions, and besidesthey’ d cometoo
fast.

With asensitive, motherly motion, Marshapatted hisshoulder. “I' [l look intoit, Dog.”’

IX

Marsha Fairmont had hired her own attorney, Heinreich Pale, 111, who was of the firm Abernathy,
Abernathy, Long, Long, and Willistein, and since the matter was between the State and Private Rights,
Davidlsragl’ srightsnot beinginvolvedat al, it had becomeamatter of constitutional |aw toeasily spring
Michael Coffey.

Besides, the courtswere already chock full, and so pleabargaining wasin order inlight of thefaulty
documentsrevealed to’ ve gotten Michael Coffey committedinthefirstinstance.

Beneath the great, gray building at Broadway and One hundred and Fourteenth Street they felt safe,
at home. Certainly here, among the discarded debrisof ageneration, amidst scuttling small creaturesthat
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peered di reetl?/FfﬁoerﬁRtl)%ﬁi nd bright-reflecting eyes, there was no need for the farce and veneer due
civilization, whichinMichael Coffey’ scasewasmoreadefens veposturethananything elsemorerefined.

Michael Coffey threw hard hisempty Plain Label Wine bottle at the far wall, whereit crashed into
scattering glass. “Weowethat David I srael, that misbegotten L eprechaun another thing or three, Dog,”’
hegrunted almost incoherently.

Sincethiswastheseventieth or so utteranceof likekind, Dog grunted. Hewoul d havemerely grunted
inany case.

Coffey’ seyes, now reddened and glittering, danced acrossthewirecagethey’ d pieced together of iron
ladders and wired together odds and ends. He sighed. “ Ah, Dog. We'll get our man -- sorry, Leprechaun
--we'll cage‘imyet. That wewill. Mindyenow, I’ [| not beso vindicativethat he' |l suffer overmuch. Just
atouch, mindye', toremind himnottomesswiththeO’ Coffey’s, thetruelrishfromthegreen, greenland.
“Pass me another Plain Label. That’ sagood lad!”

Michael and Dog celebrated, beneath the large, gloomy, empty building at Broadway and One
hundred and Fourteenth, their permanent home, so to speak. The more Michael drank, the more hiseyes
glittered, andthemorehecouldenvision David I srael insidethat makeshift cage. “He' [l grow smaller and
smaller, hewill.”

He flipped off the wine bottle cap, flicking it at the makeshift cage, and pushed the bottle to his
feverishly waiting lipswherehegul ped at the necessary fluids. “ Sosmall, I’ Il hold himinthe palm of me
hand, | will.”

Dog had gottentheold TV jury-rigged into thewiring again, and Sesame Street featured Kermit the
Frog who announced something about Little Red Riding Hood. Dog’ s attention now raptly glued, could
no longer be swayed by Leprechaun talk.

Michael glanced about theimpenetrablegloombeforewhispering, “ Therearethousandsof ‘ em, Dog.
Learned it from another Irishman falsely declared looney just ‘ cause he uncovered them down at the A,
T and T building.

“Think o’ that! Thousands of ‘em. And each with their own potso’ gold!”

X

Michael Coffey took tofollowing David I srael again, Dog leading and snuffling, Michael watching,
being ever so cautious. “We' vegot to stay away from the Leprechaun’ sapartment, wherethetrapsare,”’
he unnecessarily reminded Dog.

Downinto subwaysthey went, where palelightsflickered and strange peopl e hustled from stairwells
todoorways; andthrough streetsthey el bowed, protectingthemsel vesfrombeingthrownrudely into streets
crowded with horn-blowing taxis where engines raced and spewed their nose-sniffling odors; and they
darted hither andthither into any small openingsbeforeanother pedestriantook prior advantage; andthey
wearily flowed with crowds into department stores with weary shoppers and snapping clerks; and they
hopped into jerking, snarling busesthat brazened away, making openingsin the cluttered streetways.

Sometimesthevery cost of itall kept Michael Coffey and Dogout ‘ til weehours, just locating enough
loot to pay transportation expenses. "Never you mind, Dog," And though he did not understand it's
meaning, Michael would say, “We'll get al of our hard earned money back, andwith U, Sand A interest,
too.”’

Dog would clutch at his brass doorknob, grunt, and off they’ d go, searching out another apartment
wherethedoor couldbeeasily jimmied, and another radio set, sound system, VCR, CD player or television
set would mysteriously disappear with them.

When they did capture David Israel, it came about only by accident and coincidence together, soto
speak. They weretrailing behind David near Penn Terminal, at Seventh Avenue and Thirty-first Street,
when David stopped to peer upward.
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Israel had taken to carrying hisnew cane with him, aduplicate of the kind Michael had fairly found

insideDavid’ sapartment that day andhad socleverly “liberated.” 1t wasclearly embossed at thehand knob-
endwiththelucky four-leaf clover andthelittlepot o’ gold. David wasswingingit first oneway and then
another, as though he were a blind man making hisway down Thirty-first Street.

The stick stopped waving, and David Israel stopped, too, when he looked upward, following the
building’ sheight asfar aseye could go.

Beside them was avan, its sides in golden letters proclaiming, “Mana’ s Pizzas.”” The van’s rear
doorway was open, and no one was about at all, which was certainly an error for anyone delivering
anything on Manhattan streets.

Michael and Dog noticed thetwo thingstogether, likethewell-oiled and polished street-team they’ d
learned to be— David spausing at just theright place, and thevan’ sdoorway being open— andtogether
they applied their normal good sense and more primitiveinstincts.

FirstwasDavid Israel, swinging hisIrishstick sideto sideand suddenly stopping, and thentherewas
the van, standing quietly asthough waiting for thislucky moment.

Michael’ swhisper directed Dog to “L ook to seethere are keys, and if the motor’ srunning.”’

Since David' sattention was distracted upward, where two men sat on ascaffolding, either cleaning
windowsor scouring brickwork, Michael hadtowatch boththeir proposedvictimandthevan. Dogeasily
loppedintothick traffictothedriver’ sside, and, pushing hishead abovethevan, nodded that it wasready
and running.Hewaved an affirmative at Michael.

Michael waved back hoarsely half whispered. “ Get David.”

Rushing behind the screen of people shielding them from David I srael, Dog’ strusted doorknob rose
and came down so suddenly that when he caught David’ s unconscious form and stick together, those
scurrying about must have thought hewas helping the stricken figure. They wereunlikely to interferein
purely private business mattersin any case, thisbeing New Y ork City.

Dog easily toted David I srael inside the van. Michael slammed therear doors, turning thelatch, and
then hurried tothedriver’ ssidewhere he madethe engineroar onceto get themotor’ sfeel, and thenthey
squeezed out into the slow-trickling traffic, and soon were away .

Itall cameback easily, theshifting and thrusting, thetwisting and watching andfast accel erationsand
quick stops. Why, hefeltlikeamighty Irish King ashesat up so high overlooking yellow taxicabs, pushing
andthrustingregally throughtheconfused stream. “1 got him!” he shouted to no one but himself and Dog,
who could hear through the open vent between them. “ The terrible Jewish Leprechaunismine!™”’

Andall theway back to Broadway and One hundred and Fourteenth Street hesang“ Tiddley, tiddley,
or not, | got the man and hispot. . . .”

David Israel was thrust into the makeshift cage, and when he awoke he looked miserably about,
straining to see through bleary eyes. He touched his head with hisright hand, feeling therealarge lump
that made him wince. Lightsglared at him from several sidesand at hisback wasadamp brick wall. He
waslying on acot that sweated mustiness and carel ess spiders. Springs squeeked with each bewildered
motion. “Wheream|?” hebrightly asked, and*“ What’ shappened?’ all asthough mumblingthroughabad
dream.

Dog sat quietly besidehisprecioustel evision, watching how to makecream piefrom carrotsand celery
and other things supposed to be good for people, including Dog.

Michael rocked silently inanoldrocker, trying totimetheback and forth movementswith thesqueeks
in David’ sbedstead, and thereby moving peculiarly.

David stood, hislegsrubbery, and helurched forward until hishandsfound and clutched at iron bars
of theladder andrailingsthat madeup hiscage. “1 don’ t understand— I’ mat Seventh Avenueand Thirty-
first looking up at workers, and now this, now here? Where am 1? What' s happened?’

Michael’ stonguewasstruggling between hisduty to confessand hissatisfactory welling of pridethat
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wanted him to g?ga'% '\ftE \?\Ilgéi ndaid amoment of great power and revenge for Michael Coffey. And what
better way, then to quietly wait and to watch what the little magic person would do in these unusual
circumstances?

“Turnthelightsdownward,” David Israel squeeked. “They’reblinding.”

No answer.

“Where am |? What’ s happened?’

No answer.

“1 hear television— or radio. Someone’ sout there. What' sthisall about?’

Still no answer.

Davidlooked about, eyesbig and soulful. Michael could not keep histonguefrom chuckling, and he
had to bite down.

“1 hear you out there! | heard someonelaugh. Whoisit?What’ sall this?’ David’ svoicerosehigher.
“Answer! | demand it!”

Well, that last wastoo much for Michael’ s struggling tongue, and it gave up to agolden moment for
gloating. “Demandisit, David Israel! Demand, now, isit?’

“Isthat you Michael Coffey?’ David’ svoice had slightly softened, but wasstill harsh, striving for a
domination hedid not feel.

“Aye, and it isthat daft Michael Coffey. What d’ye haveto say for yourself now, David Israel?’

David’s features might well have been poured from rubber. He stepped backward. His eyes grew
overlarge. Hepeered about, and then had to squint again, because harsh lightsglared into them. Heshook
hishead and shook it atimeor twomore. “No. It can’ t be! What havel, Davidlsragl, sonof my father [ sragl,
doneto offend The Almighty? On my mother’ sgrave | swear no harm to any living creature, nor to one
Michael Coffey.”’

“Harmisit?’

“What harm, Michael Coffey, excepttolaughfromtimetotimeat your daft ideasabout L eprechauns
turning Jewish.’”’

Michael wasupfromhisrocker now and clutching at thebarssothat David saw afacefilledwithgreed
and hatred and onethat might havefrightened thegraciousStatuteof Liberty herself.” Look at me,” Michael
shouted racously, drowningout Dog’ sprogram. “I’mme! Michael Coffey! Coffey of theO’ Coffeys! Me!
One foine gentleman that was called looney and put away as looney. Who did that thing to me, David
lsrael ?”

Seating himself onthe squeeking bedsprings, David took out hiswhitehandkerchief, and wiped sweat
from hiswrinkling brow. “Y ou did that yourself, Michael. It was your daft story that got you there.”’

Weéll, therewastruthinwhat David|srael hadto say, and had Michael’ seyesandinner visionnot been
filledwith the Old Country’ spot 0’ gold, sparkling and glinting beneath the gloom of the basement, he'd
probably havelistened and rel eased the pathetic smaller man. But that golden light led him deeper, and it
became the only subject to dominate, like a fiendish, shadowy figure chasing after some weakling's
immortal soul. “I meanto haveyour gold, David Israel,” Michael’ steeth permitted.

“Mywhat?’ David' sshoutwassoloudthat it echoed back and forththroughtheremainder of thedark
basementway causing littlefeet to patter and skitter along thewallsand into corners.

“Don’t be belittling me, David Isragl. | mean to haveit!”

Well, their captor was maybe the world’ s foinest actor, or perhapsjust aman who simply couldn’t
understand New Y ork English. “You're daft again!” he’'d shout, or “Please, please. Don’t make this
mistake. Kidnappingisaseriouscharge, afederal charge. Y ou'll landintheBigHouse. They’ |l throw away
thekey. You'll not bereleased for ages, and you' |l be stooped and old. Michael, I’ll swear I’ll not say a
thing to another. Just release me. I'll go to the bank and draw out three thousand - four - five. . ..”

Butthroughitall Michael’ sgreed andlecherouseyesspokelouder. “ Thegoldor nothing,” he’ drepeat,
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until |t became arefralEn ahymn, awhole song and story spoken together.

It took the whole day, and that night, until the next night before David Israel was convinced that
Michael would only be satisfied with apot o’ gold, though Michael had never mentioned what size was
the pot supposed to be. And David decided that Michael must be humored the best possible under these
degrading circumstances.

Theglaringlights, at last, wereturned off. Michael pushed abow! of some soft substancethroughthe
ladder-barsfor their captor.

“What isthis?” asked David, pushing gingerly at the warm stuff with an index finger.

“Gruel,” Michael answered pleasantly enough.

“Gruel?’

“Porridge. Oatmeal. The very best Dog could buy.”

“Oatmeal 7’

“Sure, and isn't that what Little People like? According to me own grandfaither. . . .”

“1’m not Leprechaun!” screeched David again, jumping up and down with frustration. “Michael
Coffey, you big, dumb Mick! How can a Jew be a L eprechaun? Answer me that?’

Michael placed hisrightfinger tohisright nostril. “ Aye. | know al aboutit. Y ou’ veall takenhormonal
shots. Disguised yourselvesasbusinessmen, yehave. From |, B and M andfrom A, T and T, and du Pont,
General Motors, and all the other business enterprises, ye have. You've disguised yourselves, for
protection, as Jew, or Negro, or Puerto Rican, or Polish, or German, or Arabian — aye —and even as
[rishmen.

“ Andthenthere’ sthelittlematter of your shots. Y etakethemeach month, Davidlsragl’’ — Michael’s
finger wasnow wagging at thebewildered prisoner —“ eachthirty days. Andif yedidn'tye dreverseback,
and that’ swhat thisisabout, itis.’’

“Reverse back? To what would | reverse back?’

“Aye. When we deprive ye of those hormonal shots, ye'll get your proper size, you will. Ye'll be
L eprechaun again, and that’ swhat thisisabout.”’

Clutching at hismakeshift barsagain, David’ sface reddened and he near-spluttered while heforced
himself to speak, softly, saying, “Now listen to thisMichael Coffey! I'm reminded of an old Jewishtale,
Michael. It demonstratesfutility and foolishness. Two rivalsover ayoung female suitor werewaiting at
the bus stop. One saysto the other, ‘Where are you going?

“‘Downtown.’

“* Ahah!” saidtheother, * Y outell meit’ sDowntown because you want meto think it’sUptown. But
| happen to know its Downtown you’ re going, so why do you lie to me?

“There’ sno way factswill convince you against your will, Michael Coffey.”

“Aye. It'sonly thewholetruth I’'m for, and maybe more,” said Michael quite agreeably.

David Israel spluttered and shook and threw his mush at Michael. The bowl was caught by twisted
wireswound through theladder bars, and the porridge wasflung outward over the pleasantly gleeful and
self-satisfied I rishman.

MicHAEL COFFEY'S JEWISH LEPRECHAUN 35

X1

Genera Motor’ sPresi dent John Sebastianwasabout to turntheclock back acentury and ahalf, though
hewouldn’t haveimaginedit, andwould havedeniedit had heimaginedit. Sittingin histower-high, plush
office, facing the eastern sun, and all surrounded by shining chrome, moss-soft carpets, el derdown sofas
and aswift computers, modern communications networksthat had almost magically worked itsway into
cartelsand trading blocksand industrial agreementsworldwide, and faced by three of the most beautiful
and most efficient secretariesin thewhol e, wideworld, why woul d he, John Sebastian, want to turn back
theclock?

Hehad the standard businessattireand was hair-trimmed like other corporation presidents, the same
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copied dili gen?rypl\)%ﬁlocsAel ower salesmen: neatly cut and combed short businessman’ shaircut, nobeard
or mustache; slightly taller than average, though not tootall, either; pressed suits, razor sharp, andlint-free
andfresh-new appearing withwhiteshirt andtie, thoughthetiewasnot tooloud of color; vest with pockets
long outdated and of useto no one; aplain, neat face, nosenot too long, nor to short either; eyesthat were
dark andthat couldlook steadily intoanother, ferreting out whether or not aliebreathed alivebetweenthem;
andsoon....

John Sebastian could shake handswith anyone while making them believe they were special, and he
couldcarry onpoliteconversations, alwaysleaving*“ detail s’ to* others,” and often he’ d brag that hecould
“buy degrees,” implying asoft disdain but tol erant attitudetoward theacademically oriented which served
to placethe better educated, the* specialist” in proper placesand niches.

If constructed and designed and functioning so perfectly inthe M adi son Avenueimage, thenhow and
why would he want to turn back the clock?

It wasreally Michael Coffey and hetogether who did it. And whileinitsown way it was akind of
miracle, the experience was neither miraculous nor extraordinary, but ordinary, reminding of ancient
memoriesburied deeply, of another place, wheretheair smelled sweetly and clean, andwheregreengrasses
tasted of honey, andwhereone' slifewasnot all caught upinthehurry and monstrouseffort tomakemoney
work for money, and people, too.

Sebastian was seated at hisgreat, shiny, solid black-wal nut desk withitssensitive push buttons, onan
early morningwiththeeasternsunlight just catching thetop offices, when hisvideo-phonepurred, saying,
“Gary Isaacsontheline, Mr. Sebastian.”’

Weéll, that was ordinary enough.

President Sebasti an activated thevideo-scanner, whence Gary Aloysiusl saacs, called Gary Aloysius
by closefriends, shouted most hysterically: “David Israel iscaught and kidnapped!”

“Wait now. David Israel who?”’

“Davidlsrael. Doyouhear?’ |saacs voiceshrilledlikeabansheecryinglonely and scared|ateat night.

John Sebastian sat back, pushing hisfat further into soft cushionsuntil they hissed back. Thinking hard,
hetried toremember thename, but alas! Therewerejust too many, andtoolongago. Thenit cameto him.
| srael wasanephew on hismother’ sside. Theman was once named Secretary or Treasurer or something
of The Organization, now dubbed The Org, and David’ d been more or less instrumental in seeing that
critical debentureswere properly handled, and. . ..”” Heinterrupted hisown thinking: “Youmean. ...?’

“Y es. Some crazy Irishman wantsgold. Here! In thistwentieth century and al. Daft heis! Crazy as
aloon. Thinks that when he keeps David Israel caged long enough, he'll revert to size and come out
L eprechaun and, with the truth out, al of uswill be easily amendable to blackmail.

After along, terrible, unpunctuated silence, staringat Gary Aloysius' drawn scanner visage, Sebastian
sighed and said, “Come on up, Gary.”

The long, terrible silence stretched even further as John Sebastian’s mind toyed with the whole,
dreadful concept. Wasitfromoneof Walt Disney’ smovies?Or fromhisownmind?Wherewasit that fresh
westerly winds blew salt spray across green meadows, and were so strong that gusts seemed to blow his
thinking back tothegood, green sod?He seemed tofall on hisfacetasting the green surf, when hismouth
opened with asudden fear as O’ Tool€ sbig handsreached for him.

Windy gusts seemed to catch at histall hat, spinningit away likeawizard' sconeinthegloom, never
to be seen again.

Thewind of memoriesblew over and about hisinner visions, setting the sky turning at afrightening
speed, andthelrishsod mixedwithit until thestarsandtiny whitemossflowerschanged placesinbig, silent
swirls.

Had it beenalongtime?Or falsememories? Another country?Reincarnation?Had hereally escaped
O’ Toole sfat clutches.
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Hechuckl ed?ch%\hfvll_:rRllgsAof hisvisionbringingtoearsandfeet afast fiddle, and tasty honey-sweet/sharp
drink to histongue, and dark, deep, happy cavernsthat echoed and jumped with liveliness.

A muffled sound brought him from hisdeep reverie, and then aloud, indignant voice, “ Y ou can’'t go
inthere!”

Hesighed. he' d forgottento tell hisfirst and second secretaries.

Histhird secretary was saying, politely, “May | helpyou, Sir?’

Then his door flung open so that the disheveled, sharp-featured youth with long sideburns and
semidetached nose — as some said it — could hurry toward him.

“Get thedragonsout!” the newcomer shouted ashejerked athumb toward thethreefollowing ladies,
each face severely perturbed.

With practiced ease, asthough waving amagicwand, President Sebastian waved hispudgy armat the
three, ending with apolite gesture that pointed Gary toward the ornate, overstuffed chair nearby.

Gary’ sclotheswere race-track garish: bright red stripes that swept upward and downward, lemon-
yellow pants, wide, pink layerson dark black covered hissilken shirt.

AgainJohn Sebastian sighed. Ohif hecould but trade hisconservativebusinesssuit and plush of fices
for Gary’ srole! Herewasyouthful Gary, caught at not morethan twenty-seven. Dark black hair, shining
white original teeth, surging testosterone, abundant with energy, fresh, excited. . . .

Andwherewashe? At least forty-seven, destined to sit in stuffy board meetingsuntil time’ sending,
or at the end of time, whichever. . . .

Gary stared, saying nothing.

“What isit?’ asked John, perplexed.

“Your dragons. Can they hear?’

John chair-swiveled hishuge bulk forward, flicking two switcheswith hisright hand. “ Secure.”

Wiping hisforehead with abrilliant purple handkerchief, Gary’ seyes moistened, so hewiped them,
too.

Sebastian leaned forward to listen.

“Michael Coffey’ shisname. Called no morethan anhour ago. | wasbalancingalovely pan of golden
eggsand bacon with one hand and hol ding thereceiver with the other when thevoicesays, ‘I’ vegot your
closefriend, Davidlsrael’.

“l said, “Who?

“*Davidlsragl. I'mholding himfor gold.””

Asif hewereplayingafinepiano, Sebastian’ sfingerstapped away, stopping now andthenwithcertain
words. Shocked, annoyed, he asked, puzzled, “ Gold?’ and then hisfingers tapped again.

“Gold!” Gary’shead nodded wildly.

“What did you say? What did you do? Promise anything?’

“I"'mnotexactly stupid. | said, * Areyoudrunk, man? and‘ Davidwho? followedby ‘What d’' yemean
gold? and soon.”

“That should have settled anyone, except maybe a crazy Irishman. So what happened?”’

“1 finished my eggsand bacon. Worried some. MaybeDavid | srael washavingalittlejoke, inhiscups
early, you know.

“Then | got to thinking about David, how discreet he waswith hisdrinking, and how sober he acted
most of thetime. * Would Davidlsrael play suchajoke’ | kept askingmyself. Couldn’t get throughtheracing
sheets, it got so bad.”

“And?’ Sebastian prompted.

“The call came again. Same voice. Determined and mad. ‘Listen t’ this recording’, it says, voice
slurred, and so | listened. No mistaking it. David’ sfor sure.”

Sebastian leaned back, making his chair squeek just the slightest. His fingers stilled their aimost
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noiselessdrumming.

“*They’ relettingmerecordthis, Gary,’ thevoicesays, weak and echoey like. * Michael Coffey. Crazy
asalooney bird, heis. Thinks|’ man Irish Leprechaun turned Jewish and normal. Holding me until | go
back tosize, hesays. Gary — man—you’ vegot tohel p. Y ouknow what happensif | don’t get my monthly
shots. . ., and then the voice got shut off.”’

Sebastian swiveled again, so he could ook outside. Faint, pink contrails seemed to tie together two
of thetallest buildings as the morning light came ever brighter asit crept into their steep canyon walls.
“God!” whispered the expletive, hismind already racing over measuresthat would recover David | sragl
fromamad man’ sclutches. Hismindworked swiftly, incisively, having aready ticked through possibilities
and personalitiesfor hisbeckoning. Pudgy fingersplungedtoward thecomputer buttonsthat tied compl ex
lines of communication into aworldwide network.

When he' d brought into motion a dozen forces he again looked up at Gary, whose thin hands were
wringing one another indecisively. Sebastian’ stone was strong and authoritative when he asked, “How
will he contact you? Or you him?’

“He'sto call again at two p.m.”

That answer set more wheelsin motion. Thistime, when Sebastian wasthrough, therewasjust abit
of smugness. Hesaid, “ Perhapsthe crazy Irishman isunaware that modern computersidentify and trace
every telephonecall, and we' || know his number and location instantly. Oncethelocation isknown, the
Orgwill movein.

WEéll, now, Michael Coffey was not aware that modern computers and switching networks could
instantly traceany telephonenumber, andknow thecall’ soriginat once, too. Hisvision of atelephonetrace
wasthat of atough, beefy, cigar-chewing detective who got on onetel ephone and ordered an operator to
“tracethat call!” and then sat about chewing onthecigar, and getting strange, provoked lookson hisface
while his fingers twiddled with something at an overcluttered desk. Usually, according to Michael’s
memory, thetel ephone operating systemtook solongtotracethecall through such asnarl of mechanical
switchesthat by thetimeaman held adecent conversation, thetracewasmadeonly throughthemajor relay
stations, which did the mean, cigar-chewing detective no good & tall, meaning that in the end detectives
had to rely on wits, afterall, if any.

Knowing that hisown witswere sharper than any race-track tout like Gary Aloysius, he only needed
towatch carefully thetimeexpended on adi stant pay-phone. A ccordingtothemovieshe' d seen, not more
than two minuteswere safe. So, at two o’ clock, he set hisbig, open-faced watch on thetelephone stall’ s
shelving, and hedialed Gary Aloysiuslsaacs number.*It’sme, Michael Coffey,” hegrandly announced,
hiseyeshbig and red, but also yellowing with the glitter of gold.

“Yes. ThisisGary Aloysius.”

“You know what | be after, man. The gold. Do we make atrade?’

“How much gold?’

“The whole pot, man!”

“The whole pot? How big a pot? How many cubic inches? How many ounces? Man, nobody uses
potsto measure gold, or anything else. . .."”

“Don’t betryin’ none o’ your sneakin’ trickson me. It’ sthe whol e pot or nothin.”’

That’ sexactly when Nyrere’ slarge paw descended onMichael Coffey’ sshoulder and hewascaptured
by the Org for sure.

GeorgeNyrerewasaman nearly aslargeasDog, with strong-linedfacial featuresthat posed acraggy
facemadefromskinasblack ashisAfricanheritagepermitted. Tight, kinky, black hair and big, browneyes
hovered over Michael, who wasforced to drop the reciever.

Theblack man, though genetically African and Polish, was nonethel essfrom Sutphin Boulevardin
Queens, wherehe' dbeenborn, educated, andstill lived. Asachild he’ dwanted to study horology, but soon
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learned that the trée o'? repairing time-pieces was a dying art, modern manufacturing processes and
technol ogy having bequeathed mankind throw-away watches and clocks.

He' dlater workedfor theNew Y ork Police Department, which, though served with honor and dignity,
could not satisfy hisquesting mentality.

Theopportunity to serve President John Sebastian on hispersona guardwaswel comed, and paidwell,
too.

Surrounding Michael weresmaller men, but still larger than Michagl . They clusteredtogether and about
so that passersby would not see the sudden abduction, for that’ swhat it was.

Onemanwaved an arm. A hearse, highly polished, somber black, darkened windows trimmed with
bright chrome, pulled al ongsidethecurb. Another grim faced and qui etly efficient youth openedrear doors
fromtheinside, and Michael wasvirtually tossed inside, and zoom! They were off.

Three men sat quietly about Michael’ stwo sides, athird at hisfeet, afourth at hishead. Clearing his
throat, Michael said, timidly: “Well, now. It takeseight L eprechaunsto hold oneordinary mortal ?” Noone
spoke, no one smiled, no one acknowledged that Michael existed, other than as a protected package.

XII

“Ye'll not begettin’ David Israel thisway, you know!” Quiet. “Y e can torture me, and | won't talk.
Might aswell give up now!” Steady stares. “Did they take away your voice when they passed on your
height?’ Nothing. Shriekingloudly, likeafrightened banshee: “I1t’ sthegold or nothin'! Y ehear?Gold or
nothin'!”” The ride got uncomfortably long, bouncing and stopping and turning swiftly. Although the
hearse was airconditioned, it was not turned on, and the windows were cracked enough to permit some
air circulation. Michael sweated, running hishandsaround hisstiff whiteshirt collar. Histongue, too, ran
around and about, all along the inside of hischeeksand lips. At last their hearse seemed to go down and
down, circling around as they descended. When they stopped, Michael was roughly jerked out in some
huge, echoey dungeon where surrounding bright lightsintimidated him. They passed swinging overhead
dim lightsdown dank hallways, doorway after doorway, until at last they crudely thrust himinto asmall
room where steel rumbled and clashed loudly as a ponderous door closed behind him.

“Mother Mhachree,” hewhisperedtohimself.“’ Tisthelooney binagain, for sure, or near enoughlikeit."
Heturned and shouted alast epithet throughthegrill at thedoor: “ Y € [l not begettin’ David | srael

back.”
Nothing. No whisper, no shoe steps. Silence.
X1

President John Sebastian had blanketed the city withmenlike GeorgeNyrere. Therewasan old, true
saying,that what was good for General Motorswas good for the U, Sand A and it went equally well for
what John Sebastian ordered to be done: Good for Sebastian equalled good for General Motorsequalled
good for U, Sand A. Q.E.D.

Next he'd called on an associate, a man obscure to the common citizen, but high up in the
communicationsindustry, whence orderscamedown like plummeting geesethat acertaintelephonewas
tobelocated geographically, theaddressto berelayedtoacertain person at once, by themagic of computer
Speed.

Sowhen Michael had called, he’ d nochancea'tall, really, because even though Manhattanisalarge,
complex warren, General Motorstogether with all the other Fortune500islarger still. Setting about men
hereandthereinstrategiclocations, andtracing thecall instantly, brought oneor another groupwithintens
of secondsfrom Michael’ s pay telephone.

Sebasti an had not reached hisemminent position by |eaving big decisionstoinefficient board meetings
and carel esscommitteesand conferences. Oh, hedid fromtimetotimecall meetingsand et them quibble
and kibbutz on little things, which was alright, so long asthey arrived at what he' d already decided.

And he'd already seen to along string of yes men who, though outwardly huffy and puffy and
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independent appearing, iInwardly they wereasmeek and gentleaswel |l trained corporationexecutives, sales
representatives who reported every industrial nuance up their heirarchy in a manner not too unlike the
military’ sintelligencesystem.

Heleanedback inhischair, never noticingthat it still squeeked, hewasthat preoccupied. Theproblem:
A daft Irishman held David Israel, nephew on hismother’ sside. David needed hismonthly medicine, his
shot. The crazy Coffey wanted gold. Make a note. Why gold?

Opening his drawer, he fumbled for an antacid, popping one in his mouth.
Solution: Strip away the daft Irishman’ sveneer. Find David Israel. Medicsto stand by.

Meanwhile, outsidethesmall, privatecubiclethat madeup Michael Coffey’ sprison, Doctor Amendus
Dulleacarefully scribed notesashe secretly watched thefrantically frustrated Michael Coffey pacing up
and down, hands clasped behind back, pacing, pacing, like a nervous tiger. The patient’s hair was
uncombed, histieloose and hanging, hiswhite shirt collar open, and hissuitcoat tossed carelessly onthe
small cot.

Of course Michael had no ideahewasbeing observed. Had heknown he' d have stopped hisnervous
pacing and thumbed hisnoseat theair, and he' d have shouted morefrequently, saying, “ If it sDavid | srael
you want, you pay for it!"’ or “Me dander’ sup, begorrah!”

After John Sebastian had decided on hisprivate action to captureMichael Coffey, he'dcalledfor Dr.
Dullea, author of The Psyche Turned Inward, The Correlative Phenomena of Brainwashing Here and
Abroad, The Secrets of Madison Avenueism, How the People’s Airwaves Condition the People, Imprinting
the Bare Psyche, and another twenty-three erudite articlesin professional publications.

It was whispered that he’ d been trained in Russiaor China, and al so with Y oungman himself, of the
Y oungman, Y oungman and Y oungman Advertising Agency of Manhattan.

Truth was, hewasmerely abright, astute specialist with mother-in-law problems, and he sometimes
drank too much which, for anative New Y orker, isnot initself very unusual.

“1"ll need more background material on the subject,” he’' d informed Sebastian.

When the President snapped hisfingers, George Nyreretook Dullea snote and handed it to ayoung
lady with long, brown hair and flashing blue eyes, who smiled easily. Sheleft the room withiit.

“How long will it take?’ Sebastian asked of Amendus.

Tapping his ball-point pen against a cheap yellow pad, Dr. Dullea made just the slightest effort to
frown. He paused. Then, “Hard to predict. Perhapsfive, six weeks.”

“GoodLord, no! Davidlsrael needshismedicinebeforethat. Thirty daysat thevery outside, according
to hisdoctor. And what if he’ snot fed during those thirty days?’

“1 know. | know. I'll pushit, but | can’t swear we can strip hismind so fast.”

Sebastiansighed, afifty or fifty-sixthtime, he’ dlost count. Hepatted Dr. Dulleaontheshoulder. Rising
toleave, Sebastian added, “ Do your best, your very best. 1’|l want to learn about this peculiar request for
potsof gold.”

X1V

Until Dog’ sstrangeattachment to Michael Coffey, thelatter had been pummelled and pounded from
oneend of histerritorial imperativeto another, and so hewasnot unused to punishment. Had they begun
with meretorture, he might have sustained hiswits.

They got to him through food and drink.

One evening Michael Coffey was resting comfortably, though swearing at their blindness and
stubbornessnot to seethat David | srael would berel eased unharmed soonashisdemandfor thepot o’ gold
was met. The next, he was sprawled acrossthe cot, eyes glaring upward, wide open, as though the very
gatesof hell had switched places, and flameshad spewed wildly, hungrily toward him, which, inacertain
way, it had and it was.

“Michael Coffey!” alow, boomingvoiceseemedto speak, asif it’ d comefrom hollow tombsand had
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sgueezed through moldy sepul chres.

“Michael Coffey!” It waslong, drawn out, echoey.

“Aye," hismind answered without apparent volition.

“Y ouareatthecenter of aninfinitechaos. It hasnoformandisunknowable. No matter how you strive
to break outward, thereisincreasing turmoil. Y ou cannot think, nor can you will toform athought. Y our
desireisended, Michael Coffey.”

“Aye. Medesireisended.”

“Very good. Now listen carefully, Michael, for your very soul depends on what you do.”

“Aye. Me soul depends onwhat | do.”

“Very good. When you awaken, Michael Coffey, you must namethe addresswhere David Israel is
held.”

“Aye. | must name the address where David Isragl isheld.”

“1f you createtheslighest thought, thesmallest desireto break fromthesigil that bindsyou, acrawling
chaos shall erupt and you will evaporate like an evil vapor. Do you understand me, Michael Coffey?’

“Aye. A crawling chaos.”

“Now you will sleep, Michael Coffey. But you will awaken with thissound,” and there was asharp
finger snap.

Michael Coffey’s eyes closed and he snored a gruesome sound, now and then turning and jerking
across the cot, one hand flopping downward, the other across his chest.

The door opened and the voice s owner entered. It was, of course, Doctor Amendus Dullea.

Trailing closely, ayoung, petitewoman, with big blueeyes, carried aminiaturerecording instrument
and assorted white handbags. She seated herself beside the flabby Amendus, who also carried two small
folding stoolswhich he placed beside the grumbling Michael.

Amendustook up Michael’ sright arm, baring back large, blue arteries, while the young lady set up
certain devices. “ The balance, it must bejust sooo. . .."”” Amendus explained.

WhileDoctor Dulleaquietly set up hisdiabolic chemica sandmodernritestoforceentry intoMichael
Coffey’smental condition, Dog got to worrying the best he could, which was not in the usual sense of
pacing and chain-smoking, or twitching and cursing.

Hisfavorite television program had blanked out for some unaccountable reason, both Plain Label
Wine and imported Colorado’s Coors Beer stacks were depleted, and also David Israel was taking
advantageof Michagel’ slong absencewithanavalancheof talk, all designedtoget him-- Dog-- torelease
theprisoner.

“Now listentomecarefully,” Davidlsragl pleaded, hisfingerstightly graspingtheconcretereinforcing
bars, rebar, that made up oneend of hiscage. “Y ou can’ t chew with someone el sesteeth. They’ ve caught
your daft I rishman. Evennow they’ researching through hismindtofindthisaddress, andwhenthey come,
they’ Il bring adozen, perhaps two dozen of New Y ork City’ s policemen. When the kettle boils over, it
overflowsitsownsides.’”

Dog grunted and turned his head just enough to acknowledge David’ s presence, and then hefelt for
hisbig, brass doorknob inside his new coat pocket, auniversal answer to all things unpleasant.

“It’ soff tojail. Prison. Inevitable! Maybetothesanitarium. They’ |l probewith medical fingers, your
skull will burn. They’ 1l changethings, Dog. If ajugfallsonastone- -woetothejug! If astonefallsonthe
jug-woetothejug!”’

Doggot up, shuffledtothe TV, and slammed against it with ahand that could havetaken off ahorse’s
head. For amoment it flared with raster, and then died again.

“You're paying me no mind, Dog. Do you like those hot, sweaty cells, crowded with inmates of il
repute?Doyoulikebeansand potato soup?What of thelong shower linesand lack of al coholicbeverages.

Copyright 2002 Perry A. Chapdelaine, Sr., 7376 Walker Road, Fairview, TN 37062-8141



% SPONSORED BY
¥ -}
® W g THE ARTHRITIS TRUST MicHAEL COFFEY'S JEWISH LEPRECHAUN 42

No Iad iends%éﬁ?l'ﬁe arrow-maker iskilled by hisown arrow, heispaid out of hisown work.”’

Dog pulled the electric plug from the jury-rigged overhead socket, and pushed it in again. The
television still would not work.

Well, Dog’'s mind simply wasn't being sufficiently stimulated. David Israel’s chatter was not
especially confusing. He knew his duty, as given him by Michael Coffey, so Dog paid no mind to it.
Besides, hedidn’t understand al the complex allusions, which fact wasequally difficult for David I srael
to absorb.

Dog faced ableak period, with no Sesame Street, no brew, and nothing el se except the gloomy, dank
anddampdark all filled with theslow drip of wall-clinging moi sture, the soft scampering and skittering of
hiddenfeet, and echoesthat mounted themsel vesinsidethehead until they sounded afiercedinthat seemed
to reverberate with an increasing crescendo — well, Dog was unusually, unavoidably irritable.

Hesat till, staring at the blank TV screen, hearing only thelong, hollow echoing of David’ slogical
pleas and irrational homilies. Then, suddenly, as though atoggle switch had been joggled, he heaved
himself upward and stomped out, with David shouting at the gloom, “Better you ask the way ten times,
than to go astray at once!”

David did not feel like shouting at the skittering mice and silent television set, although he was
beginning to understand that the resulting effect might be the same as shouting at Dog.

Now that Dog was out of sight, David at once began working twisted wires and shaking the cageto
findaweak place, hisfacegrimand set, nevermind cutsand brui sessustai ned by hissearchingfingersand
ams.

Meanwhile Michael Coffey’ spH level was minutely adjusted by injection. Histemple and portions
of hishead weregreased, where el ectrical probeswere placed, |eading to an apparent el ectro-encephal o-
graph whose impulsesfed into asmall computer set beside the pleasant young lady.

SomewhereinMichael Coffey’ sdimgenetic past must havebeen either agreat magician, oramedieval
mystic, or perhaps ancestors who' d bedeviled The Great Ones, those who come from between angles,
outside of man’s own space and time. It was aso possible that Michael Coffey, whose life had been
saturated, soto speak, withfairy tales, both grimand pretty, with al coholicbeveragesand a soweak living,
was now experiencing hisbody’ s delayed reaction to the many foreign, unnatural drugs placed into his
system.

Archetypeshovered through thefringesof hiscal culating processes, so that it seemed that Old Ones
from dark starsbreathed their spawninto hissoul, which becamethe primal earth fromwhich multitudes
seemed to swarm upward and outward, until the mightiest rose up from the deeps and frowned with a
scurrilousfury on all mankind, mostly made up of duplicate Michael Coffeys.

His eyes opened wide and staring at the crisp snap of Amendus Dullea’ s puffy fingers.

“Michael Coffey, respond when | ask you questions,” the voice droned.

No response.

“What isyour name?’

“Michael Jonathon O’ Coffey.”

“Very good. Where do you live, Michael Jonathon O’ Coffey?’

Obviouseffort to answer. No response.

Amendus checked the dialsat hisfeet, increasing theflow of certain chemicals.

“Doyoulivein New York City?’

“Aye.”

“Manhattan?"

“Aye.”

“What isyour street address?’

Obviouseffort to answer. No response.
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Amdusfrg\fvﬁgcfal ﬁés too early,” hewhispered to his pretty, young assistant. “\We' rerushing
things. Too definitive. Not enough background. Maybe helivesin the streets.”

“Doyouliveinthe streets.”

“Aye.”

“Do you have a permanent place?’

Obviouseffort to answer. No response.

“Damn,” Amendus swore beneath his breath.

“Do you know David Israel 7’

“Aye.”

“WhereisDavid lsrael ?”’

“Safe”

“Heissafewhere?’

“Inacage.”

“WhereisDavid |sragl’ scage?’

“Safe, itis.”

“WhereisDavid |sragl’ ssafe cage?’

Obviouseffort to answer. No response.

Amendus adjusted flows and frowned again.

“Safe - safe- safe-,” Michael’ svoice repeated until it became amumblethat slowly died. Hishead
drooped and his eyes closed, and he did not even twitch when they laid him down for honest rest.

Then, Glory be! the good news happened. By the timethey’ d completed their sterile computer runs
and statistical and medical evaluations, David | srael wasfound!

Having twisted wires until they’ d weakened and parted, he’ d pushed through the cage’ s makeshift
wiringwithafurioushaste, scampering fromthebasementway and runningfull tilt tothenearest bus, which
took him among the great Whiteway throngsto where he' d called hisfriend, Gary Aloysius | saacs.

Well, now, the emergency was off, and David | sragl was safe and sound, except maybe for abit of
denting of hisvanity, and scrapings at knuckle and fist.

Gary Aloysius patted him and hugged him and near-cried.

President John Sebastian called hislegionsback, |eaving but oneinstructionfor Dr. AmendusDullea.

To GeorgeNyrereheexplainedthat hehad*” certain definiteplans’ for thecrazy Irishman, and he put
thetroops under Nyrereto work at other worthwhile projects.

“What of Dog?’ Nyrere asked, worrying over the size of the man.

But Sebastian orderedthat he, too, beforgotten. “He' safollower. Won' t doanything without Coffey’ s
orders. Leavehimbe.””’

Doctor AmendusDulleagotimmediately busy. Certain chemicalsand artsgo handin hand and do not
requirethecrackling flow of electronsto stiffen musclesand to forcethe mind’ sforgetful ness. Amendus
donned his white cape and hood, opened up his modern alchemy book, prescribed and mixed and
administered, and when Michael Jonathon O’ Coffey wasat last released at Christie and Canal Street at
oneo’ clockinthemorning, hewasjust another tottering bum, brown paper sack inhand, PlainL abel Wine
bottle mostly empty inside, sweet, cheap wine dripping from bewhiskered chin and oozing from tattered
dirty clothing. . . .

Ah! Thelot of the Irish who chase after tricky Leprechaunsfor fairy potso’ gold!

XV

Even large corporation CEOs make mistakes, though admittedly seldom, for such would be the
embarrassment that the very fibre of our free, capitalistic enterprises would shiver. There are times, of
course, whengigantic monopoliessimply fail to gather together enough votesto provideprotectivetariffs,
or to keep down little, pesky entrepreneurswho believein aliteral-minded way in “free enterprise.” Or
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someti mthey n%iFéAFﬁAoE\I/qgﬁooktheappropri atestimulation of statelegislaturessothat licensingmonopolies
“for thegood of thepeopl e’ shealth, safety andwelfare,” will keep priceshigh; or they might onthenational
scenefail toget congresstovoteenoughmoney for not raising crops, or livestock, or for not manufacturing
automobiles, or for not supporting onemodeof transportation agai nst another, or tovoteinaspecial energy
subsidy, or by not keeping syndicates and unions happy by supporting the vast, intricate, trillion-paper
generating products of thetax collecting industry. . . .

Any oneof theselittlepolitical failuresmight count against the executivefrom timeto time, causing
somelittleembarrassment.

Thosekindsof eventsandfailuresareto beexpected, now andthen. Butin-house, insidethepanelled,
deep-pile-bedecked furni shings, theofficesand boardrooms, whereaman’ sdignity, positionand prestige
are directly correlative with the size of seat bottom (comfort the softest and swivel radius the most) the
squarefootage rugged over, windows (numbers and where placed), quantity and youthful ness of gopher
girls, and so on — the place where real power lies—errorsthere areinexcusable, if caught.

Sowhenever small errorsarenoted that mi ght cause somelittlechaoti c perturbation, they arebrought
to the immediate attention of amain man. Then is great scrambling, a huge concern, a hullabal oo that
permitsthehurrying and scurrying of much honest work: reports, commiteemeetings, new directivesand
rules.. ..

But, once President John Sebastian commanded, hiswill wasdone. Thereafter no one, not aperson,
would again mention the possible peril that Dog posed. On looking backward one or another might
remember the oversight, and perhapswish they’ d somehow brain-washed Dog, too. Such peoplewould
alsofail to remember that Dog’ sbrain had been washed at birth and remained clean throughout histotal
lifespan.

Michael Coffey, meanwhile, lived on, ahulk and adilemmaat the Bowery, acommon figure at the
Salvation Army soup lines.

Dog fretted and was saddened and disconcerted, a shambling and searching animal grieving for his
master.

Manhattanishuge, and animpossi bleplaceto searchthoroughly, except for thegeneticfreakslikeDog
who probably areeasily explained as descendents of other Manhattaniteswho, following Darwin’ slaws
related to survival of, and variations of, species, are better fit to survive in such otherwise abnormal
surroundings. Hesniffed and peered, and moved about fromtheisland’ stiptotoe, and sidetoside, knowing
in hisslow pounding heart that Michael wasalive somewhere. Hecouldfedl it. Hisbonestoldit. At night
he' d dream of a place to search, and sure enough, he' d find the place, and look under ashcans, through
boxes and debris, scattering mice and cats and dogs and humans alike, all to no good findings.

Michael lived, Dog was certain. Michael was on theisland. And he, Dog, would find Michael. No
moreloyal follower had man.

Meanwhile Michael had taken to panhandling. He'd thrust forth a grimy wine-washed paw and
pleaded for adime for “acupacoffee.” More often than not he’ d be turned down.

Severa timesduringaday he’ dstrikeit big, with sufficientincometo purchasePlainLabel Wine, after
which would come those glorious moments when wild demons could be turned off: abhorrent haunted
forests, citiesmadeof dream substanceinhabited by evil, twitching thugsandthingsand witchesandlittle
men with golden tongsthat ripped out swollen tongues and forced them into strange geometries, so that
no word made sense a'tall, where space twisted the senses and skewed thoughts into more horrors —
anguish, perturbation, dread, menace. . . .

Michael oftenseemedtolieboundinsometerriblelabyrinthandjust beyond, someunpronounceable,
unspeakable formlessnesslay in wait should he break hisbindings.

Shewasan elderly, thin-faced Salvation Army angel, and she’ d often seat Michael Coffey besidea
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dirty window overlooking éespondent shufflers, andthereshe’ d speak softly tohim, asking, “ Whatisyour

name, Sir?’ asthough he were somebody other than acommon New Y ork wino, and on hisway down.

There d bealong, long pause. He' d stareinto her soft eyes. There' d be aquizzical puzzlement and
wrinkled brow with blinking eyes. Then, “Michagl — | think.”’

Another pause. Menscuffling at theline. Platesclacking. V oi ceswhi spering. Fan blowing. Thenwith
more certainty, “Michael — uh— Coffey.”

“Here, let mehelpyouwithyour bowl.” She' d pushthevibrating metal utensil back to Michael, whose
fingerswerenear shakingit off thetable sedge. Then she’' dask, “What did you do, Mr. Coffey? Towhat
skillsareyoutrained?’

He' d screw up lips and wrinkle forehead again, and he' d think hard, which is when those terrible
supernatural forcesloosed, and he' d save himself in the nick of time by clamping teeth and jaw, forcing
the horriblethoughtstoflee.

Thekindly woman’ snamewasPrudence Carnera, and somesaidthat shewasindeed related to Primo
Carnerawho, in 1933 had knocked out the great Jack Sharkey in the sixth round, aNew Y ork City fight
of somenote. During the sameyear he' d also beaten Paulino Uzcudun going thefifteen roundsin Rome,
only to be knocked out by Max Baer in 1934, also aNew Y ork City fight.

Maybe she wasrelated to the great Carnera. Who knew?

She was so tiny, so wizened, so utterly motherly and feminine that no one accused her of the
relationship to her facefor fear of embarrassing either themself or her.

In away Prudence watched over Michael Coffey, seeing to a certain daily nourishment when she
could, and trying now and then to bring back his muddled senses. Since her motherly instinct covered a
multitude of daily hordesjust like Michagl, or worse, shewas exhausted by day’ send. Still, between her
and asecond female angel, Michael would regain his senses, and again take up hisancestral hunt, so to
speak.

ThesecondwomanwasRussian, andif it hadn’t beenfor theterribleRussiansthat terribleNew Y ork
winter, Michael might never haveregained hisold confidence and senses. Likewise, without theterrible
Russians, Dog might never again havefound Michael, whichisnot tobelittleDog’ ssniffing and searching
abilitiesor talents, for New Y ork City — Manhattan—isindeed ahugeplace. Why, amanlike Dog might
spendalifetimesnoopinginalleysand behind dark hallwaysaveraging asmany asfifteen per day, and till
not have half covered the mighty island.

Michael’ srecovery began quite ssmply. One of the United Nations ambassadorial staff members, a
young woman named M odest Dargomi zhsky-Bellingshausen, acomposer by birthright and inheritance,
an aide by political survival, jockeyed back and forth between New Y ork City and VVolvograd.

Sinceher real namewassimply Dargomizhsky —that isher father’ sname— and the same composer
who’ d been ousted from official Soviet circles during her early childhood, and the same who'd been
discredited and had thereafter mysterioudly disappeared, M odest took thenameof her step-father, ascientist
who had had unimpeachabl e Soviet connections and was placed in afavored position subsequently also
supported by an independent Russia. So her name had become M odest Bellingshausen.

Later, when she' d gotten old enough to reason things through, and to realize that all was not as it
appearedinM other-Father-UncleSoviet Union- new Russia, she' dgonetogreat troubleto attachthename
Dargomizhsky to Bellingshausen, thereby becoming M odest Dargomizhsky-Bellingshausen.

Whilepoetswerebeingjailed, and great writerswerebei ng ousted fromtheir homel and, and scientists
being forced to rethink reality, and so on, Modest rebelled in her own peculiar way. She' d lived for long
waiting on that sudden, harsh knock at her door, that quiet surrounding of officialdom that would probe
into her secret thoughtsand expose her for what shereally was. Whenit did come, shewas, to her surprise
and bewilderment, asked to become an aide to an important United Nations official.

Such was her step-father’ smighty influence!

Copyright 2002 Perry A. Chapdelaine, Sr., 7376 Walker Road, Fairview, TN 37062-8141



SPONSORED BY

£ )
) ; F, THE ARTHRITIS TRUST MicHAEL COFFEY'S JEWISH LEPRECHAUN 46

-_.I_I - |-" A
By now, of ggurgel?rghcé’ d worn her hyphenated name so long it woul d have brought about suspicion

and investigations had she changed it back.

So, let slegping goats bleat! as goesthe old expression.

Back to Michael Coffey. In a way, then, Modest Dargomizhsky-Bellingshausen was directly
responsiblefor Dog’ ssuccessful search— her andthebig, Russianairline, Aeroflot, and sacred M other-
Father-Unclelndependent Russia, and awee, tiny bug so small that not even the sharpest Irish eye could
have discerned it without amost powerful microscope, called avirus, which caused the “ Russian flu.”

Michael’ spast sicknessesmight very well haveincluded theHong Kongflu, theVietnameseitch, the
German measles, the French scurvy, the Swedish polkadots, or any of ahundred germs and viruses and
other diseases, but none gave himimmunity against the Russian flu.

Soyou see, inavery direct way, the coming together again of Dog and Michael was brought about
by the new Russian revolution, the earlier Communist pronouncements, and those very early libertarian
French men who, during Marie Antoinette’ serawrote The Manifesto.

Further back than that isdifficult to trace.

Michael came down with the most horrible shaking and fever, and at first Sister Prudence Carnera
thought hewas simply suffering from the snakes again. The symptomsbegin with an over-indulgence of
alcohol coupledwith adepletion of vitaminsand mineral s, of ten accompani ed by insufficient nourishment
and general weakening of theimmunol ogical system, althoughintruth, PlainLabel Winehasbeenknown
to attack perfectly nourished folks, too.

Thenervoussystem beginsto chitter and fireaway at thingsunseen and unspoken, and to someextent
asmall, wee portion of social paranoiacreepsinward.

The eyes, blood-shot and weak, ook outward to stare at walls and ceilings, where comesto lifethe
most grotesque shapes and shadows; long, slinky red worms striving with broad undul ationsto reach the
projector; great scabrousarmsthat comefrom necrophagusesof themost ancient and dusty lineage; long,
silent, glidingwingswith clawsred and dripping; facesthat howl and eye socketsthat stareempty andwith
foreboding; spidersthat crawl until the skintriesto sheditself, shivering, shivering, endlessly shivering.

®

Mis-firing nerves shake the muscles so that limbstwitch and jerk — vocal cords|et out ear-piercing
shrieksand calls.

Sometimes the affected will lurch upward, eyes open and staring, body dashing through the post’s
railings and tables and glassware, scattering themwildly in all directions, ignoring bumps and cuts and
bleeding wounds. . . .

Sister Prudence’ s thin hands fluttered to her mouth when Michagel’ s bloodshot eyes got wide and
staring. “They’ vegot me!” heroared through themission house. Andthen he’ dsing, “ Tiddley, tiddley or
not; | found theman and hispot,’”’ laughing uproariously, so that the men bel ow standinginthesoup line
would al so began to shiver and scrunch their necksbeneath turned-up collars. Some crossed themselves,
and turned away, fearing that evil spiritshad gloomily set upon them all.

Wéll, intime, Sister Prudence cameto the wise conclusion that amedical doctor was necessary and,
not abletoreachtheir regular physician, adoctor Salvatore Bivoni, shetook it upon herself to call abrash
young man just beginning his practice at Catherine and Henry Streets.

“It' stheRussianflu,” Dr. Johan M acFarlane explained after aquick diagnosis, blinking hisyouthful
eyesin the dungy atmosphere. He at once prescribed rest, aspirin, vitamins and minerals, and plenty of
liquids, which seemed strangeto Sister PrudencebecauseMichael’ smain problem seemedto beanexcess
of fluids.

“Of course! Water andfruitjuices,” shecaught herself intime, sighingand clapping her tiny, nervous
fingerstogether.

She also made arrangements for the New Y ork Public Health Service to see to shotsfor all of her
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“boys.”

Feversarestrange, interesting symptoms, not yet fully appreciated by either man or medical profession.
Sometimesfeverishmindswill bringtoforefront archetypesof daysaeonspast whenman’ sancestral lines
merged and struggled for dominance, until oneor the other twisted DNA/RNA strandwonover, bringing
about new modes and senses and abilities. These gene shadows may be seen as monsters that want to
swallow us alive, or as benign motions that move soundlessly with a placid unconcern for us watching
nearby. Occasionally one side or the other of the chain dominates, and we follow with our minds along
evoluted narrows where no man or beast will ever follow, nor would want to. These shadows within
shadows arelessthan spirit; more of amathematical probability hardly capable of being foreseen.

The fever may strike at the roots of our pleasant childhood, bringing to mind fresh, sweet odors,
mother’ slove, the beckoning handsof ol der guardianswith the good taste of flour and honey onthem; or
perhapstoremember friendly fun-filled daysrunning and shoutingin schoolyards, ball batsswinging and
friendsshouting and competing, shrill laughter and occasional crieswithfountainingtears. ... Suchvisions
are common, and pure and lovely, if they are of pleasant times.

Againafever can burrow itself deeply within theflesh, finding misbehaving cells, killing off some,
weakening others, leaving miracleof miracles, aman sanely alivewhowasnot |ong beforedoomed by the
finest seers. Such has happened with syphiletics and some few cancer victims, to name but two kinds of
Cases.

Fevers, while cleansing aputrid soul, or clearing aburdened conscious, can also weaken and bring
to death’s gateway a lovely soul, where visions from man’s inner sights are projected against dying
ectoplasm, whereangel ssingandplay harpsall day, daily, and, whereloved oneslook downonus, smiling,
casting no fear, beckoning, beckoning. . . .

Thenthereisthefever that prophesizesman’ slot, and fromwhich comesthespringwellsof spirit, the
great religions, the great religious leaders, and aye, fanatics. For what isagreat religious leader in one
context, from one childhood conditioning, isto another azeal ot with strangeideasand awarped sense of
humor.

Thosewho suffer thekind of feversthat projectintotime’ swindsmay seethevery starsrevolveabout,
taking billionsof yearswith each cycle, and they may seehereand therethesprinkling of lifethat may yet
be, may never be, isnow, never was.

Thesewellsof religious consciousness and conscience draw upon our beingnessand, whenthey are
not misleadingusintofoolishrulesandsigils, they draw together our genes, our cells, our fibers, our organs,
our organi zations, our personalities, our spirits, ourselves, and make usstriveto follow anideal image.

Such happened to Michael, for the fever not only cleared away the foreign drugs and suggestions
introduced by Dr. AmendusDullea’ shypnosi s/drug/painimplants, butit sought tobindtogether Michael’ s
geneswith hissoul, leaving Michael awinded but sanelrishman, if thetwo termsdon’t conflict withone
another too much when used together.

It also left him with avision.

All that was after Dog found Michael, who had lain groaning and crying and shivering and sweating
for days.

MicHAEL COFFEY'S JEWISH LEPRECHAUN 47

Dog had pretty well covered all the old haunts, and somevery, very old haunts, and he’ d pleaded for
help in his sound-stingy manner from Marsha Fairmont at the Brooklyn Neely-Bend Auto Parts Place.
Marshahad tried to find Michael Coffey, too, without success.

Theway Dogand Michael werebrought together iscomplexinthetelling— likeany good Irish Fable
will be—but nonethel essatrueseriesof L ucky I rish coincidences. M odest Dargominzhsky-Bel lingshausen
arrived at the Kennedy Airport at 2:00 p.m. Tuesday. When her baggage had passed customs, using her
diplomatic immunity and without being inspected, she tipped a porter an American dollar bill that had
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rubbed |tself agansthg%Ropen lipstick inside her purse. That lipstick had been temporarily borrowed by

Madam Anna Diaghilev of the Russian Ballet, and Madam Diaghilev was just passing through the
infectious stage of the Russian flu, though she herself was not sick, or only lightly so.

The porter, whose assumed name was Gustav Mackensten, and a short, thin, middle-aged male
Vietnamese (namechanged) who' dimmigrated to Americanot|ong before, had afavoritehabit of kissing
hisday’ sfirsttip, which he proceededto do at oncewith M odest Dargominzhsky-Bel lingshausen’ sdol lar.
Heal so contracted the Russianflu, and thereafter generously passed along hisluck toevery person hewas
near.

It happened that M odest Dargominzhsky-Bellingshausen was not yet through hel ping to bring Dog
andMichael together. WhentheRussianfluwasinfull swingabout New Y ork City, having beenvectored
in by oneor another travel er after Gustav Mackensten’ s splendid hel ping start, shewas again ordered to
takepapersback to M other-Father-Uncleland, fromthe United Nationsbuilding at First Avenueand Forty-
second street. At thehotel closeby, shecommandeered ataxi totakeher firsttoaplaceat Allenand Canal
Street. Dog wasthere coincidentally and about to turn left, having already scoured certain blocks nearby
in search of Michael. When the taxicab carrying Modest darted into arare, open space, it caused Dog to
stop suddenly and turn hishead slightly.

By such arandom, unconnected experience, Dog turned right instead of |eft, whence hisheart began
pounding rapidly, his hands and feet began to sweat, and his nose wrinkled. He' d suddenly developed a
demanding compulsion to sniff. And, it wastrue! He had Michael’ s scent at | ast!

Hefollowed hisinstinct — which was now concentrated in hisnostrils— straight down the street to
adecrepit sign and sparkling clean windowswhere milled about many foine New Y ork citizenswaiting
toenter themissionfor shelter andfood for theday. Thereit was, inside, that Dog spotted Michael Coffey
at last, resting on acot, but now and then shouting out wildly, with eyes strangely glazed and open at the
sametime.

It was a sad experience when he found Michael Coffey sick and dreaming such wild and horrible
visionsthat even Dog knew were untrue. Sister Prudence, finding all of a sudden such big, soft, caring
handstowashandtowait onMichael, prayed her own soft, silent prayersthat night, for shedid dearly dread
losing oneof her “boys’. She' d alwayshaveafondnessfor the sight of one human taking care of another.

“Shh! He' ssleeping now, poor dear,” Sister Prudencetold Dog, who merely grunted, althoughaclose
watcher might have guessed at atear inthe eye’ scorner.

When Michael awokedayslater, hisfirst visionwasthat of thefaithful Doghovering gently over him
and placing cool towel sat hisfevered brow. Michael indeed knew himself andthat hewasheal ed, hismind
being clear of thingsancient and terrifying, hisbody being cleansed of dreaded chemical and hyponotic
implantsthat were supposed to last alifetime.

Hiseyessparkledandhiscaptivating Irishgrinlitupthedingy roomwhereabarelight bulb hungfrom
along-frayedelectriccord. “Glory be,” hesaidwithacheerful, liltingvoice, “it’ sall true. TheLittleFolks,
andtheir gold!”

Reachingover totakeDog’ sthick wrist and squeezingittightly, hewhispered, “ Don’ t breatheaword,
mefoinefriend. Just you and me!”

Thusit wasthat Michael Jonathon O’ Coffey’ s sanity, so to speak, returned, and Dog and he were
together again.

MicHAEL COFFEY'S JEWISH LEPRECHAUN 48

XVI
At the beginning bellhopping one of the biggest hotels near Times Square was pure delight for the
reformed and mostly saneMichael Coffey. Sister Prudence Carnerahad seento hischanging ways, taking
pridein the saving of asoul, and abody, too, for that matter.
Michael wore a glorious, red uniform with double rows of brass buttons and red pants with white
stripesthat lined legs both inside and outside. Oh, he did blink once or twice when hefirst saw thelittle
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red hat he must ggr'la\ glnEﬁ%g?rish head. The bellhops hat reminded him of Saul Antonio’slittle monkey’s
hat. Thelittle creature would posture and grimacefor penniesto be placed in atin cup while Saul turned
the crank on his hand organ.

OtherwiseMichael appeared to becontent, what withaway of surviving, andwith hisnewly wonand
secret knowledge. Why would Little People go to such troubles over him if the pot o' gold were false?

Ah, well! Biding histime, he dressed himself daily according to his new supervisor’ sinstructions,
pressing thesharp pant | egsbetweentwofingerswhenever necessary and brushingimaginary lintandhairs
from hissplendid, red coat.

Hewasahandsomefigure of aman, not hardly into middle ageyet. He' d admire his stance and new
uniforminthebigmirror behindthebellhops' closet door. He' d stick out histongue, noting with pridethat
it'dlostit’ swhitecoating, though— alas! — not itswaveringways. Hesighed. Between Sister Prudence
and Gerald Tan, his new supervisor, he might haveto die sober. . . .

He couldn’t quite ascertain Sister Prudence’ s motives. His own female relatives had had ways so
foreign— or maybeit wasthe other way about — that Michael Coffey, himself, had become strange and
foreign. Now why would alittle, thin wisp of awoman like Prudencewant to clean up the Bowery riff and
raff? Why would afemalewith the energy of St. Patrick himself want to useit on their likes?

Heshook hishead, noting that thejowlsnolonger flabbed back andforthfromexcessive, Slack weight.

A buzzer signalled over themirror, which must have comefromthe supervisor’ scubicle, facetiously
called adesk, but appearing to Michael no morethan astall for ahorsethat’ s been cut off at the belly so
that only twolegsare necessary to be housed. Michael frowned. That Gerald Tan wassomethingelse. No
senseof humor, alwayssnapping hisfingersthisway and that, then pointing at baggageor taxicabs. Then
Michael’ sface relaxed, for the queer oriental had promised to consider Dog the very next opening, and
Michael needed Dog, especially to carry the heavier items.

Feeling somewhat ambivalent — which isanormal condition for an Irishman — Michael hurried
outside. Inwardly hewasstill HisHonor, the most clever Michael Coffey, and oneof thevery few inthe
whole, wideworld who knew of Leprechauns, and how they’ d taken over awholeworld, but outwardly
he was just a splendid middle-aged bellhop, with just a touch of greying hair, who was fast learning
ingratiating manners, and who perhapsasabellboy relied too easily on hispast street-panhandling skills
and experiences.

Guestsbegan comingin by taxicabloads. Oneafter another they came, suitcaseby suitcase, trunkload
after trunkload. “ Glory be! And for sureit’sabig convention,”” Michael at last deduced, for he hadn’t
learnedtofindandreadtheposted signsandliteraturescatteredliberally about andtelling of coming events.

During the hustling up and down, Gerald Tan called him over to aquiet corner where he asked that
Michael contact Dog, explaininginan accent that could only havecomefrom New Y ork City, “ Get your
frien’ ovah heah right ‘way. Didn’t ‘ spect Charliet’ be gone, or Louie, neither.”’

Gerad Tanwasaquiet, small, thinman, acollegegraduatefromthe College of the City of New Y ork,
wholivedoriginally intheBronx. WhentheY ankee Stadium had been built, hisgrandparentswereliving
inalean-to-shack behindalargejunkyardwithafenceall about so highthat only thosewhoknew theinside
could interpret the sounds. They’ d come from mainland Chinayearsearlier, and considered themselves
fortunateto bein America, theland of great opportunities.

Gerald’ smother had been a shy child with eyesthat reminded of big, black almonds, and soft ways
that might have won any emperor’ s heart. Unfortunately she' d lost her first three children and, without
tellinganyoneat al, including Gerald’ sfather, she’ dfound away to bring homelittle Gerald Tan, origins
now lostinantiquities. Hismother —foster mother —thequiet girl — had died young, and Gerald had had
to beraised by two aging foster grandparentsand hisfoster father, Randal Tan, astrong-willed, muscle-
bound ditch digger, before the times of backhoes and other excavating machinery.

Randal hadinsisted that Gerald becomeeducated, which hedid. Now hewasensconced safely inthis
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big, Seek hotel, Srere Slendeliers sprinkled shadows and soft lights against costly tapestriesand thick,
bright rugs, and the sl ow trickling whisper of running water fromthelargefoyer fountain disguised harsh
city noise.

Having taken thejob asbellhop to pay hisway through school, and having succeeded, like hisfather
wanted, hefound that liberal artsdegreesare poor skillsfromwhichto earn one' sliving. “ At best,” he'd
say frequently, “they train youse to be acorporation yes-man. At worst, they keep youse from earning a
wage-nichein society for four years.”

So Gerald Tannever quit hisbellhopping position, andwhenthesuperficially jovial and aging Negro,
Sylvester Roosevelt, retired, they placed Gerald Tan in the key supervisory slot.

Strangely different from most New Y ork City bellhops, Gerald believed that basic salaries should
cover everything, and whilehedidn’t discouragetipping, heinsi sted that nothing bedoneto encourageit.
Many who attempted the by-passing of thisextremely strangerulingin“Gerald Tan’ sHotel,” left soon
afterward. Itislife sblood, tippingis,toNew Y ork City bellhops, and withoutit, thejobisjust not thesame,
lacking sparkle and appeal, or the daily challengeinlife.

Of course those who could adapt to Gerald’ sways, and who expended energies on ly and devious
waysto work out tips, still made out, the secret challenge becoming even more enjoyable to some.

Alas! Michael Coffey wasnot suchaonebecause, except for visionsof gold and the* very necessities
for survival which all menhad aright to help themselvesto” Michael was an honest Irishman—if those
termsarenot too muchinconflict. Poor Dogwaseven|essabletowheedl etipsin secret, becauseif Michael
pointed to atrunk or set of bagsand told Dog to fetch, Dog would do just that, never looking up or down
or sidewise or intheleast expecting thetip, grateful in hisownway to have someone decidefor him, and
especially to haveit a'sobeMichadl.

Sol guessitwasthesmall sizeand quantitiesof histipsthat kept Michael’ snoseand vision, soto speak,
ontheLittle Men and their hidden wealth.

This surging convention was another experience that tied Michael’ s nose and vision together. He
carriedinbagsfor oneroyal couplewhosecard said, President John Sebastian, General Motors. Just that!
Simple, unembellished, clear, black on white: President Sebastian, General Motors.

Think of that!

Andhiswomanwasclothedwiththefinest cloth, silky andfinely spun, designed withasmooth suavity
seen only among thevery foinest lady’ smagazineslike Vogue, Harper’s Bazzaar, Mademoiselle, and so
on. Her stolemust have cost hundredsof golden coins— whoops! — thereit wasagain, rightinMichael’ s
mind. Even while he stood at attention and quietly behind them, one hand at the baggage cart, staring at
some poor dead animal’s discarded skin and fur about the lady’s shoulders, his mind had dlipped
unwittingly toward the most desireabl e shiny substance, the gold.

Thentherewasanother littlefellow, wizened and wrinkled with bigthick glasses, and Michael learned
that he wasfrom the Microsoft system.

Think of that!

Almost like being from the head of thewhole U, Sand A!

As the baggage piled up at the lower entranceway, the babel about the check-in desk increased.
Michael’ sthoughts hurried and scurried about asdid hisfeet.

InMichael’ smindwasafaint senseof dgjuvuafeeling that perhapsherelived an ancient experience.
He asked himself, Now where have their faces been seen before?

“Boy!” came Tom’s quick shout and finger snap, and Michael was through with futile daydreams
again.

One conference room overflowed with charts and graphs and machines constructed interestingly,
flashing and chattering, and al so booths decorated with unfurled, overhead banners, announcing various
commercia products. Menandwomeninsi deeach cubiclesmiled and nodded and demonstrated wonders.
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Some p ou(t)Ti'tA\ehrAaEthJlrcé about stocks and bonds and gains and declinations and such, none of which
interested Michael, or, if the truth be known, none was understood by him.

Openroomshereandtherewerereservedfor small panel meetings. Inone, aSearsCompany lady told
of their effortsto keep at |east fifty-one percent of their merchandisetop of theline.

Now why wouldn’t they go for one hundred percent ? Michael asked himself in passing, butthenhe'd
never been inclined to merchandising, except taking what was needed for ordinary living purposes.

Later he had to carry an amplifier to the banquet room where an executive from General Motors
directed traffic. Michael was asked to get six chairs placed in astring behind the table on adias which
overlooked hundredsof other smaller tables.

Everywhere people clustered together and broke apart again. On each person big tags embroidered
in green and decorated with theleaf of asmall plant— “Glory be! “ Michael’ seyeswidened — thelrish
Shamrock! —told all who each was by name and who wastheir parent company. Michael counted Mary
Lloyd of Mobil Qil, Frank Greshamof |, B and M, William (Bill) Cleveland of Ashland Oil, FaraProh of
Gulf Oil, Sandy Barileof. . ..

Later that evening, as Michael Coffey stood near the fringes of the huge conference room, heagain
notedthelucky clover withitsidentical four leaveshungdirectly behindtheMaster of Ceremonies, anearly
bald United States Steel executive calling himself Jacob Huysmans.

Just as Jacob Huysmansrose to speak, grasping the microphone at the center of the speaker’ stable,
Michael had the sudden and surerealization of who these peopletruly wereand what they must be about.
It waslikeastark, cold, frightening chill that ran from thetips of histoesup and up, to makerigid every
muscle all the way up and including those that must be now locked in hisbrain.

Hecould amost hear Patrick Kavanaugh fromthe Asylumwhisperinginhisear again: “Tell metrue,
Michael Coffey — and don’t befudgin'’ it, .. ., it'sthe Little People what sent you here?”’

And then in that very same ear he heard that very same Patrick Kavanaugh list off all the names of
America shiggest corporations, and then onward to beginlisting namesof al thebiggest conglomerates
inthewhole, wideworld. “Don’tyouunderstand?They’ reall of them controlled by theLittle People, and
each of the Little People L eprechaunsgrowntall.’”’

Ohwhat aterrible, terrible bit of whisperin’ it was!

Michael had been standing besidethedoor to the huge banquet roomin case hewasneeded. He stood
at attention, but now so stiff he’ d becomethat St. Patrick might haveused himlikeastick todriveout snakes.

Jacob Huysmans began speaking. They’d eaten: fried chicken, wrinkled, cold and green peas,
aluminum-wrapped baked potatoes, | ettuce sal ad, and such. When Jacob had risen and clinked ateaspoon
on his near-empty waterglass, the thrums and humsdied.

Jacob began talking about something called “new product lines,” which meaning Michael failed to
penetrateentirely, considering hisstate of mind, and Jacob Huysmanswent onto embel lishacertain point
withatale, saying: “ Theminister was asked why parablesare so prominent inthebible, and why they are
listened to morethan straight narrative. Theminister replied that he' d answer the question by meansof a
parable:

“Truth, — said the minister — usually walked about the street unclothed, asnaked asthe day hewas
born. Everyone, of course, was scandalized and wouldn’t permit Truth in their door. Whenever anyone
saw Truth walking around, they turned and ran away frightened.

“ AsTruthwandered about lonely, heoneday met Parable. Parablewasclothedinfine, bright materials
that dazzled theeyeand wasapleasuretolook at. Parableasked, * Why do you walk about naked and with
such asad expression on your face?

“Truth shook hishead and replied sadly: ‘I’ m getting older every day and everyoneavoidsme. I’ ve
no friendsand my lifeisgoing fast.’

“‘That’s not true,” said Parable. ‘ They don’t avoid you because of age, but because you have no
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cl oth. "mol d((e)rFt al\lllﬂE)I/q(IJ%/?and they don’ t avoid me. Peoplefind meattractive; they runto speak withme

andtovisitfor long. Let metell you the secret. They don't like things plain and unvarnished, but dressed
up prettily and even alittleartificial. I’ l| send you some of my clothingandyou'’ || seewhat adifferenceit
makes on your relationswith people.’

“Truth followed Parable’ s advice, dressing in his gay clothing, and behold! Truth was no longer
shunned. People welcomed him and he, like Parable, also becamethelife of every party.”’

Michael had to get away from it all. Such adireful, confusing, untruthful gathering!

While Dog was bound to Michael Coffey by strong emotional ties, and while he' d follow Michael
about here and there, and even search for him when separated overlong, and while they would help one
another whenintrouble, Dog simply could not follow Michael’ snew, strange, teetotalling habits. Inside
Dog’ shig, red uniform that nearly burst from bul ging muscleswhenever he bent to tote, wasapint flask
cleverly designed to fit flush against hisbroad chest, curving just enough to hug it closely.

Michael dragged Dog down to the boiler room where hisown sudden sweat would not be noticed in
thehissingsteam. Dog pulled out hisflasktosipat it. Wiping hisbrowsrepeatedly, asthough moisturewere
accumulating rapidly, Michael huskily whispered: “ Tisthem! Hundreds! All withtheir littlegreenfour-
leaf clovers, and giant clover behind the banquet table, too!’”

They seated themselves at a scruffy, used sofa, placed there by Bernard Shifley, the Black Chief
Custodian, whosescarred desk wasalsonexttoit. On Bernard’ scluttered desk wasasmall calendar whose
leaves could be removed or turned with the passing days. Dog burped and pointed histhick forefinger at
oneof theleavesfacing them. It said “ St. Patrick’ sDay, Observed by Irish Societiesand With Parades,”
and also, printedinred, “March 17”.

Michael followed Dog'’s pointing, and he sighed: “Aye. Tis the very diabolic nature of the Little
People. Am'tyeseenit, Dog?They’ sJewsand Protestantsand other wickedreligiousupthere, andthey’s
Hungariansand Italiansand Africans, all mixed uptogether. Sothey usethevery day set asidefor Ireland’ s
grandandgloriousSaint, named Patrick after driving off snakesand heathens, andthey bandtogether. D’ ye
really think that protestants and heathenswould be celebrating thisday?’

Dog blinked, saying nothing. The demand of thoughts on his brain often caused it to freeze up, just
asthe thought of certain Little People caused Michael’ s heart and soul and fiber to focus, to vibrate in
rythmicunison.

“1"vetheword of acompatriot onit, too, named Patrick Kavanagh. Told off names of every one, he
did. Likescripture, hedid. Nomanwould memorizethewhol eyellow pagesof thetel ephonebooksunless
itweretrue!’’

Dog tippled some more.

Michael’ stongue twisted and turned and wanted out, but he clutched at it with sharp teeth, looking
the other way. “What are we to do, Dog?’

Such decisionswere his, anyway, so the question was purely out of politeness and habit. He got up
and began pacing: through thelong, sweaty pipesthat bled hot water up to every room, back past rows of
tanksgurgling and siphoning, around and about thesmal | storageareapiled highwith boxesof cheap, hard
toilet paper onrolls, and al so small soap cakesindividually wrapped, cleansing powdersand liquidsand
broomsand mops, andthen he' d soar about thegasheater roaring blueflamesto makesteam, and then back
again to Dog, whose flask rose higher at each nip.

Michael could stand no more, and hegrabbed thesilver vessel from Dog’ sthick fingers, pushingitto
hislips, gurgling down swallowslarge enough to make hiswrinkling eyeswater with relief, after which
histongue behaved properly — at least for an Irishman — again.

Well, Michael and Dog sipped quietly together, just the soft hissing of aleaky steam vent filling up
echoes. When the flask was empty, Michael’ smind was as clear asDog's, and he knew what had to be
done. “Burn‘emout!” hisslurring tonguerepeated, and so together they saturated the storeroomwith oil
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from anearby can.
XVII

Sister Prudence Carnera ssoft, empathetic eyes once again watched over Michael during hissecond
recovery. Hisbleary eyesat |ast opened to aworld of coughing and hacking and creaking of cots, where
open bulbsdangled fromlong, frazzled cords, and glared harshly into weakened eyes. Hewas confused,
but still ableto releasetwo important thoughts: The Little Men ? Did they all burn? And Dog ? Is he safe?

Just then Dog shuffled by, large handstightly wound about the handle of abroom which he pushed
back and forth between cots and along the narrow walkway. Michael sighed, relieved.

Prudenceleaned forward from the hard, narrow bench beside the cot, permitting ahopeful flicker to
cross her patient but lined face and she pursed her lips.

“One must give them a second chance, and a third, and a fourth, forevermore,” she often quoted
whenever asked about repeaters.

“1’m so happy you' vecomeabout,” Sister Prudence said now to Michael, propping hishead with his
oil-soaked and smoke-grimed bellhop jacket that could no longer be seen asred.

Michael felt himself, pushing shaky handsal onglegsandfeeling hisbelly, punchinginsideand about.
“Aye. That | am, Sister Prudence. But how did | get here? There seemsto be abit of ablaze and smoke
and fumes roaring every which way, and me and Dog crawling up narrow cement stairwells. . ..”’

Heremembered alittlemore, like when he danced about their makeshift conflagration shouting and
cursingat theL ittleOnes. No paganWel chman could havehooped and hollared sowel | withflamesleaping
their ancient rites about overturned boxes. Groaning, he grabbed at the painin hishead when hetried to
rise.

“1”mso happy you and Dog survived,” Prudencesaid, patting him back down. “Why, youmight have
beenkilledinthat terribleblaze.”

“Indaid,” Michael agreed. Then, with aglance sidewise, and wary, “The others? Did they. . . .“

“Don’t fret yourself. They're al safe. Every one of them. The fire was restricted to the basement
storeroom, and only smoke drove them out temporarily. | understand that you two will be rewarded for
calling the alarm and showing such presence during the danger. Y ou’ re both heroes, you know.”’

Startled, Michael could not remember asingle blessed thing for which they should be rewarded.

“Why, if youand Dog hadn’ t started thefirehoseinthenarrow hallway, gettingwater downearly, the
whol e basement might have blazed, perhapsthewhole building.”’

Thinking back through the pain, he remembered the pagan dance, and the coughing and hacking, and
finally heand Dog crawling up the stairwell. Now where did the firehose comefrom? Pain struck at him
something fierce, when hestrived to remember, but even so hefaintly recalled clutching at something for
afirm hold and then falling down the stairwell after it. Had he turned on the water? Or had Dog? It was
just too much for hismental state, so he groaned louder.

“Y ou poor, dear, man. Hush and sleep. | won’t mention the smell of you-know-what onyour breath.
Rest, and get well again. Y ou’ ve become ahero, Mr. Coffey.Y ou and your friend, Dog!"’

And so it came about that they were called heroes again, standing before Gerald Tan, who himself
stood small and erect, eyes front, and both facing Paul Howe, the hotel chain’s president and board
chairman, atall, thin, gangling man who had flown in from Miami, Floridajust for the brief, expansive
occasion. Hisdresswasimpeccably correct: single-breasted and white sport coat, matching white pants,
whiteshirt withasilken sheen, hand-paintedtie, whiteshoesthat glistened beneath flickering foyer lights,
abig diamond ring on both hands and awatch with platinum band embel lished by pearlsand rubies. His
hair was smoothed straight back, and like many men hisage, he’ d takento secretly darkening hisgreying
hair with atreatment so that now hishead wasamost asblack asif hewere again thirty yearsof age. His
facehad beennicely lifted, so that the skinwasnearly assmooth ashisyounger self. Only hisbearing and
brown skin splotches at the back of hiswrinkling handstold histrue age.
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Behind M icﬁZel hél\rEl It%e bewildered Dog wereother bellhops, eventhosefromthelate afternoon and

night shifts, and they were all standing in astraight row, erect and proud.

Paul Howewasreading: “. . .toyou, Michael Coffey, andtoyou— ah—ahem—Dog—,"” helooked
quizzicaly at Gerald Tan, “ That right? Dog?’

Tan nodded, eyes attentively straight.

Howe continued after clearing histhroat: “We' re proud to give this medal, this badge of our proud
tradition. Servicebeyond call of duty, and bravery, forestalling aterribletragedy,” Helooked up, glanced
fromrighttoleft, and adlibbed, “Why thewholebuilding might’ vebeen damaged,” and then Michael was
orderedtostepforwardwhere Gerald Tan pinnedthemedal on hisright breast, after receivingitfrom Paul
Howe, and then the process was repeated for Dog.

Now he, Michael, was a hero, and Dog, too, for that matter!

®

Michael fingeredthelovely gold-gilded medal after they wereal oneinthesmall roomnewly provided
for them “for life.” By now hewas as confused aswas Dog’ snormal condition, and so he flopped down
onhissideof theroom, rolling over and over inthe soft mattress. Then hefondled hisbright golden medal
again, pressing it between near-trembling fingers.

Pushingachair beforethecolor-TV, Dog slouched himself and dialed and punchedin Sesame Street.

“Surethisisasoft kind of living,” Michael told theroom, itself. “ And thismedal is shiny and pretty,
but will itbuy anything?L ook at it, Dog. Seethegleam?Why | could scratchitwithmepenknifeandthere
would be pure dross and probably mostly so.””’

Dog found the proper station and settled in.

Michael’ sinner eyesviewed that huge pot 0’ gold again, the very samefirst seen and later described
by hisdeceased grandfaither; and also therefluttered to Michael’ smind theimageof Davidlsrael, who' d
beennearly forgotteninall thehorriblegrand excitement. Heclenched hisnewly won medal sotightly that
President and Board Chairman Paul Howe' sprofile nearly squirted off of it. “ Aye, and we know athing
ortwoabouttheL.ittlePeople.’” Hiseyessquinted dangerously, asthoughthey’ d beengoneonalong, long
journey, and at last they’ d come home.

XVIII

CarlinNelsonwasashort, mostly stocky street hoodlum not morethan eighteenyearsoldwith brown
unruly hair, sharpfacial featuresandwithagift for imitationand gabthat oftendistracted Michael fromhis
reasoning.

Dog wasquite naturally seldom distracted.

“You'll takethisstolencar, see,” Michael wasinstructing Carlin, “and we' |l follow themark until he
gets off the Broadway bus.”’

“Which number’ Il hetake?’

“Never mind. We'll watch. Whichever he takes, that’ sthe one we follow.”

“It' dbeeasier if wewent directly to hispad, you know, likel donefor Tootieand Libeth, you know,
wherewegot thekitty that brought inthescratch. Meand someboyscould, youknow, get thislittle Jewish
fellow and bind him, sack him, and no one' d bewiser.”’

“No, no!” shouted Michael, eyeswidening. “Am’t hisapartment off limits?’ Hisface reddened and
he puffed out sweaty cheeks. “Wecan't goto the building. | can’t tell youwhy. Just take my word oniit,
we cannot.”’

“1 know some very good boys. They’re cool, man! Cool! It'd be much simpler. .. .”

“No, no, no! Nobody isto know. Just me and Dog. Me and Dog. Understand!”

Weéll,intimethey got Carlin Nel sonto understand that hewasto drivethestolen car withMichael and
Doginsideuntil Davidlsrael got off near hisapartment buildingandthen, injust ablink, they weretodrive
up beside. Dog wasto snatch the mark, and wham! The door wasto closeand they’ d skitter off asfast as
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New Y ork traffic permitted.

Carlinwas an expert at thisline of work, but Michael had seen the whole plan work to perfectionin
at least adozen movies. One waited patiently inside one’ s automobile sipping on coffee from aplastic
container and munching stalerollsuntil the mark showed. Then onefollowed discretely, the mark never
turning onceto seethat he' d picked up afollower. Whenever convenient, oneplaced one’ sautomobileso’s
themark’ scar couldn’t get by. Then one hopped out, plucked up the mark, shoved himinyour own car,
and roared off.

Therewasthealternative, onewaited until the mark left hisor her vehicle, and then the swooping and
plucking could be done, doorsflying open, handsreaching and grabbing, then stuffingthemark inone’'s
own vehicle, and then racing away. That’swhat Michael’s mind envisioned, that last, and he’ d seen it
successful on wide screen, too.

Everything seemed set and foine. Carlin got the stolen car aright, afoine, black l[imousinewith floor
space for the proposed hidden mark.

Right afterwards, everything went bad.

First, Carlin couldn’t get the car through New Y ork City traffic fast enough to pick up David' strall
at theright place, being Irishmen’s. Dog solved that problem, correctly sniffing out bus 406 which took
off toward The Great White Way.

David debarked at abusy intersection, and it was simply impossibleto park, so how could they wait
patiently?

When Carlin, at Michael’ s shrewd orders, tried double parking, atall, broad-shouldered New Y ork
City policeman appeared asif by magic.

“Glory bel” Michael exclaimedwhileCarlinwasbeing bulliedand orderedtomoveon, “ | thought they
all hung out about the Port Authority Terminal.’”’

So they missed the place David entered, and Dog couldn’t get out right there to sniff him out.

When they did get parked off on some remote side street, and set out on foot, they weretoo late, and
Dog was unable to pick out the bus number from just odors and intuitions alone.

When Daviddetrained again, and they accidentally spotted him, and he’ d scooted underground, Carlin
began cursingviolently.

“Now, now, meman!” Michael soothed. “ There’ sother days, and nights, too, for that matter.‘ Tisonly
thefool hasluck!”

But that didn’t calm Nel son, thesight of big dollarshaving aready stimulated histhoughtsand mouth
sufficiently, so he cursed moreloudly.

Next day wasanother, and sowasthenext, accordingtoMichael, and sothey wereand it was. Because
of risk in keeping the same stolen automobile, they changed license plates each day. Then they were of f
again, after poor little David I sragl!

Luck wastruly Irishthisday, and they wereabletofollow David all theway to hishomeblock where
Dog wasto get out the right side when they slowed. Hewasto hustle up to David, and Zoom! they’d be
ontheir way.

Theproblemwasthat Dog hadn’t quitelearned hisleft fromhisright, or, at best, he got confused and
methodically had to straighten everything out in hismind before selecting one side or the other, just like
he' d learned on Sesame Street. Meanwhile, since he was rushed by Michael’ s prodding and must make
achoice, he got out the wrong side. David was just about to open his apartment door.

Waving arms and whispering huskily, Michael spattered angrily, “ Over there! Over there! Y ou big
lout. HE sgettin’ away!’”’

Theluck of thelrish, whichisnot alwaysbad, but sometimesgood, wasnot good on thisnext attempt.
DavidIsrael had long been onthelookout for just thissort of unpleasant manuever, and he hadn’ t ridden
up and downtown without precautions. So, just assoon as Dog got straightened, and Michael wassighing
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with some reli ,FCah? |ﬁﬁd son was roughly snatched up from the driver’s side while Michael, was

snatched equally crudely from the passenger’ sside. Dog was bei ng battered by four or fivestrong-armed
men and one genuine canine type dog that snarled and growled and bit deeply into the calf of hisleg.
Michael must rely on Dog, who at | ast began 5linging bodi esabout thestreetway likeused confetti fluttering
at Macy’ sChristmasday parade. Onebeefy detective—for that’ swhat they were—Private Eyes—went
flying through glassthat had recently advertised Chinese and Jewish foodstogether.

Another detective flew, sprawling before a yellow taxicab that skittered with sudden screeches
stopped by the curbstone.

A third wasslowly rising up from scraped kneeswhen, in acrouch, helunged low to tackle Dog and
the real dog together, causing the German Shepherd to snap and tear deeper into Dog’ sflesh.

Dog wasterrific, but no match for foive determined and brave men. So between Michael’ sfrantic,
uncontrolled pummelingand Dog’ swild, superhuman energy, they managedto shakeloose, except for the
real dog’ ssnarling and growling asit chased them helter skelter down the darkening street.

“Here!l” Michael shouted, and Whoof! They were saved by aquick revolving door.

Whatever happened to Carlin Nelson is not known to this day.

XIX

Dog kept rubbing his leg where the bandages had covered the German Shepherd's deep bites.
Meanwhile Michagl paced back and forth inthe small hideaway shack, now and then stopping to kick at
thewoodbox next to the stove, or at the makeshift tablethat slanted so that utensilswanted to slidedown
one end; or he whacked away at the loose planks that let as much wind come through as wanted to.
“Organized, they are,” he kept mumbling, but still loud enough to ooze from the shanty’ sthin dats. His
brow was knit into deep lines, and his hands and fingers were red from where he' d beat them into one
another. “Organized, they are!” Again he kicked and slapped, with feet and hands.

Taking a six-pack from a brown paperbag near his elbow, Dog broke out one can, popped it, and
swallowed with huge gul ping motions, returning to rub hisleg with his hand when freed.

Michael said, “Organized, they are!” ashekicked at a can on thefloor.

At last agleam of Irish brilliance came to Michael’ seye and mind. “Now why didn’t | think of that
before?’

Dog wastrying hard to remember the Sesame Street character who lived in the garbage can: Oscar?
Groucho? Oscar the Grouch?

“Sure, Dog, andwhy shouldn’ twedoit, too?Why not organize?’ Withtheenunciation Michael’ seyes
widened and glowed and he began a dance that was his New-Y ork-bred interpretation of an Irish Jig,
though morelikely across between old time sgquare dancing and modern free-form .

When hetired of the tuneless stomping, he stopped to twist hishead in acertain way that made him
feel clever, and he squinted hiseyesto makethought comeeasier. “ There’ sthisfellow, areal gentleman,
anlrishmant’ boot, that’ll joinwith us. Patrick Kavanagh. Knowsall about the Little People—who they
are— what they do — he does.”’

Thenthewholebeautiful planfloweredfull intoMichael’ smind, and Michael Coffey sangfor thefirst
timein many aday, rendering with: “Tiddley, tiddley or Not, I'll get them in my pot.”’

Itwaslusty singing, it was, and somehow freshening, and between him and Dog they cleaned out three
six packs beforethe detailswerelaid bare.

If onetravel swest, crossing theHudson River by tube, bridge, or ferry, onereachesplacessofar from
civilized society that not long ago Red men inhabited the place, and they left behind odd names, like
Weehawken, Hoboken, and so on, and those newer pioneerswhoinhabit the placeshavenamedthewhole
“New Jersey”.

Somewhereon Weehawken’ swesternoutskirtswasthejunkyard. Inthevery center of many elaborate
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devices atterethéhtAeErRél%lter was the ancient, abandoned shack, their new hideaway made of packing
cratesand sheet metal and dats, withatall, rusty smokepi peprotruding throughitsroof at suchanawkward
anglethat makeshift guywires had been attached to hold it upright. Still it wobbled and fluttered in slight
breezes, sometimes making the shack itself thrumfiercely.

All about the shack were odds and endsthat creaked and groaned with thewind: sheet metal, wet and
sagging packing crates, old mattressesthat hung frommetal bars. Several raggedtiresburned sulphurous,
black smoke. Whenever it twistedinward by light breezes, theugly cloud stiffled nosesand watered eyes.
Here and thererats peered out from beneath dark, long channel s that wound beneath mounds of ancient
litter.

After theterribleattack on Michael Coffey and Dogthey’ dfledtheBig City, andthey’ d cometothese
alien New Jersey shoreswherewasfoundthislittle-used junk yard containing everything fromoldrusted
automobilebodiesto concreterodsand old stoves and tanks and bedspringsand small odds and endsthat
seemed as scattered and numerous as beech sand, and the whole bound by atall fence shielding passing
cars.

They'd taken to living in the shack, Dog dreaming of Sesame Street and television sets, Michagl
dreaming of sacred revenge to be brought upon the Little People now grown tall.

“They'realinit!” he’ ddeduced. “ Onecockroach knowsanother,” and“Who can afford detectives?”’
heargued. “Not little David I srael, Leprechaun turnedtall and Jewish!”” Andthenjust asillogically he’'d
dream of that big, heapin’ mound of gold that L eprechauns hide from true mortals, such aslrishmen and
Michael Coffey, himself.

Lateritwas, inthemadfruitionof Michael’ snew plan, that Michael and Dogfound themselvesoutside
theSanitariuminNew Y ork City, thesamewhereMichael, himself, had beenincarcerated. Thedark gloom
of night had setin, broken by theharsh glareof artificial streetlightsthat seemed to dome over thefearful
sky withyellowish, cavernousceilings. Michael’ sfingersto lipscautioned Dog, for hishig feet did seem
to make more crackling noisesthan anormal person’s.

Dog’ sright fist clutched at hisdoorknob. Hiseyes, big pupilsand watchful, revolved slowly, and his
earscockedtolisten.

“OK,” whispered Michael, “ Thisisthefirst gateway. Cut through with the hacksaw, but be careful .
Useoil so’ sthere’ sno squeeking.”

That Dog did, the bar being nothing but ordinary soft iron that was designed to keep the outer iron
grillwork together.

They dlipped quietly between shadowscast by well-clipped hedgesuntil they werecrouching beneath
acertainbarred window of acertain dormitory where Dog silently sawed through until they couldremove
awhole square of iron bars.

“Now the glasscutter,” Michael whispered.

Dog used it, and soon he was ableto push one end of the glassinward so’ sthe wire embedded in the
glasscould betwisted back and forth until it wasworried free, |eaving ahole big enough for Dog to work
with other tools on theinside lock at the window’ s baseboard.

Thelock clicked, and the window swung open. Dog and Michael both pulled upward and crawled
through the dark opening wherelong moonlight shafts made angular figures acrossthefloor of the quiet
room which wasthe recreation area during daylight hours.

Thefloor squeeked, and Michael and Dog stoppedtolisten. Therewasonly thetick-tock of anantique
clock from the nurse’ s office, that and the hiss of steam from wall radiators.

Michael sniffed the pungent odors and wanted to vomit, shaken by hisinternal stressesand unhappy
memories here. Hewaved forward and they crept off through the swinging doorway, down the hallway,
passing closed doors until at last they stood before the correct one.

Michael motioned, and Dog worked again, thistime taking moretimeto probe delicately within the
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heavierlock. Thngewhggglcgud “Click,” andbothfroze, for surely theloud soundreverberated everywhere!

Nothing. Nothing but the soft sibilance of hissing steam and afaint “tick-tock.”

Michael motioned again, and they dlipped inside. There he was. Patrick Kavanagh, himself, mouth
opened and snoring lustily. Michael motioned again, and Dog covered Patrick’ smouth to keep the noise
from surprise from coming out. Then Michael poked at Patrick’sribs.

Hiseyesopened, infright. Patrick struggled, but Dog clamped tightly. “Hush man! It' sme. Michael
Coffey. We' vecomet’ freeye, at last! D’ yewant out, man?”’

Having beenrepeatedly el ectrocuted by thebest, well-meaning attendantsperhapsPatrick Kavanagh
had aright to glareand to be suspicious. Then hiseyessoftened and hisstruggles ceased asthe moonlight
shafted downward, permitting him to recognize Michael Coffey for true.

Dogstill heldtightly. “Tell mequick, d yewant out?D’ yewant achancet’ organizeandfight for real
peopleagainst theLittle People?’

Likeawildanimal caught and held unmoving, Patrick Kavanaghtried to shakehishead up and down.
At last Michael noticed and he beckoned for Dog to let up.

Hacked phlegm cameup and Patrick spat into onecorner onsittingup. “What isit, man?Say! It’ sreally
you. Havethey got you again? What isit? How did you get in meroom?Whereareth’ attendants?’ And
so on.

“Shhh! Dogand| cometotakeyou out. Areyou comin’?” Michael flungtattered clothing at theman.

Patrick indaid wanted out, and hegrabbed at thecl othing with afrightful speed, and soonthey worked
themselvesbackward, andinlesstimethanit takesto describe, they weredropping to the soft, greenturf,
and aready Patrick’s eyes jiggled at the glorius sights of freedom, though mostly it was merely the
streetlights shining through the hedges and iron bars at the gateway.

XX

Inside the wind-shaken, leaky shack was a space no larger than ahotel room where was gathered a
semicircleof trusted acquai ntancesandfriends. HerewasBig Joe Crabbe, adwarf whosebody proportions
were outre’ when compared to the size of hisattractive head. “He' ssafe,” Michael had explained when
Patrick Kavanagh started to object, “becauseif hewereone of theLittle People, they’ d vemadehimbig
and disguised him like an executive.”’

At Joe' sright was Jean Dee, an aging woman who habituated junk yardsor back alleysto collect free
valuables. She wore baggy pants summer and winter. Kids called her “Madame Whee Hee Dee,” and
sometimes she chased them, which was probably why kids called her names.

Patrick certified her.” Shewaslikemevery ownmother,” Patrick explained. “ Whentherewasnothing
but old, empty railway boxcars to house us, Jean Dee kept us going, shedid.”’

Besidelittle Big Joe Crabbe’ sleft hand was Phoenicus, an exceptionally slender and tall man with
large, protruding eyes. He and Big Joe had worked carnivalstogether for twelve years, and before that
they’ d been withthe Ringling Brothers and Barnum and Bailey Circus for threeyears. Earlier than that,
their parentshad been circusfolks, both havingdiedintheJuly 6, 1944 Hartford, Connecticut blaze, when
the crowd stampeded, killing one hundred and sixty-eight and injuring four hundred and eighty-seven.
Since both were youngsters at the time, JoJo, thefire-eater, had raised them asif they had been hisown.

Had all beenwell with circusesand carnivals, little Big Joe Crabbe and Phoenicuswould have been
inFloridafor winter training. Sad timeshad fallen uponthecircus, and therewaslittle placefor morethan
agiven number of dwarvesto pileinand out of small automobiles, or to whack about the bigger clowns.

Likewise, therewereonly somany “slenderest” peopleintheworld, andtherewere somewhothought
Phoenicuswanted too much salary to actually represent “the slenderest”.

Jean Dee smoked constantly. Some said it was pot, but others shrugged, unbelieving, reminding that
shepicked up most anything burnabl e. She’ d go behind buildingscollecting rainwater “ for washing hair,”
and she’ d pick up copper wire here and there, or aluminum plate and cans, or bottlesor cardboard, or, in
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fact, anything that wasloose and not attached to an ownership sign— and sometimeseventhesignitself.

Her agewascloser tofifty-fivethan theforty-two she claimed, although her agility wasrespectable.
She had an uncanny ability to determineif anyone was about, so that it wasimpossible to state with any
certainty whether or not Jean Dee had taken a certain item or not, she being onelook ahead of others, so
to speak.

Asamatter of fact, and gladnessthat warmed Michael Coffey’ sHibernian heart, they wereall quite
adeptintheir ways. Hetold them so, explaining attributesof eachto all, ending with, “ Patrick Kavanagh
has seen their inner workings, he has. He can name every corporation and company incorporation and
limited thatisownedlock, stock, and gunbarrel by theL ittlePeople. I’ m proudto beassociated with such
afoinegroup of defendersof thegreat Americanfreedomsof our U, Sand A. Naiver hassuch atiny group
gathered to defend so much against so many.”’

As Michael’ s golden tongue and bright eyes wandered from face to face, Jean Dee squinted and
puffed, holding her stained cigarette like she was about to shoot marbles. She edged her box closer to
Phoenicus, who' sfacetwisted at the end of aslinky neck that reminded of aswan or giraffe. Sunlit shafts
opagued and cleared with each of Dee’ sbig puffs. Anold, yellowed calendar advertising theWeehawken
National Bank, fluttered from an occasional breezethrough slatsat theback. Dust puffed about inrandom
swirls.

Behind Michael wasawobbly mattressspring with aflat plywood board atop, and ontheboard, dirty
blankets. On these the quiet Dog lay on hisback, and he also tore at a plain, brown wrapper, producing
a background noise that made the volume of Michael’s voice unconsciously heighten. The scent of
dampness-- moldsand rot -- lay heavy.Patrick Kavanagh watched Michagel’ slips, hiseyesmoving with
Michael’ s head and grand speech.

LittleBig Joe Crabbelooked to Phoenicus, who stretched and blinked, and then Big Joe asked: “How
does Patrick Kavanagh know such things? How does he know that Little People took over the
corporations?”’

Patrick’ sanswer was momentarily interrupted by Dog, who' d finally unwrapped the Irish Whisky.
“Glory be! Two liters,” Patrick explicated, eyesbig and round.

Well, they had to passthe bottle all about before Patrick got back to answer the diminutive Big Joe.
Then Patrick said, “1’ ve seen their meetings, all secret and hushed. It wasthem, alright.”’

Michael took asecond big swig, passingthebottleto Jean Dee. Heasked that Patrick explainindetalil,
which Patrick did, even naming the corporations by titlewho was party tothe U, Sand A and indaid, the
international deception.

“Aye, it'sall true! All true!” Michael added, while the others made the bottle go around.

Michael beganto noticesomething peculiar about little Big Joe Crabbe’ sbehavior. They weretalking
anddrinkingfromthefirst bottle, and getting along famously, making all sortsof plans, and every so often
either Patrick or Michael, himself, explained about hormonal shots, and how the drugsworked.

Little Big Joe seemed to scrunch down, asthough he' d been swatted with ahard paper roll.

Now why does he do that? asked Michael of himself, but never answering himself, either.

Thebottlewasnearly empty, Phoenicushaving takenthelast swallow andrisingamidst acloud of dust
to hand it back to Dog, whose junky bed springs squeeked each time he moved.

Little Big Joe tapped hands up and down on his crate making thumping noisesthat mingled with the
creaks and excited plans. he said: “How can they make an Irish Leprechaun Jewish? Or Negro? Or
Swedish?Or Italian? Or anything elsefor that matter?”’

“ A reasonable question,” Michael nodded to Patrick.

Madame Jean Dee asked for “More beer!” which seemed anon-sequiter.

Dog got the second Irish Whisky opened, took a big swig and passed it on to Phoenicus, who had
gotten up and started aslow, halting two-step dance. Boards groaned and vibrated, and the whol e shack
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began to bounce ano{v| sﬁake with athunderous resonance.

“lsn’t that reasonable?’ Michael asked Kavanagh again.

“Aye, andthatitis. Big Joe Crabbeisavery, very reasonable man. He may belittle and mis-shapen,
but we don’t hold that against him, do we Michael 7’

“So how isit possible,” Big Joe asked, his browsfurrowed and his mein stiff and serious.

“If I can’t get morebeer inthisjoint, I’mgoinghome!” Jean Deesaidlouder, also puffingthick clouds
inevery direction, sothat an outsi der might havethought thedamper had been closed andfireburnedinside
the shack’ s small wooden stove.

“Why don’t you answer our new partner,” Michagl told Patrick, friendly and close. “Hedeservesan
answer, he does. Don’t you think he deserves an answer?’

“Aye.” Patrick waited impatiently on the bottle again.

Big Joe Crabbe stamped hisright foot.

“Beer. More beer. Or even whisky!” Jean Dee shouted |oud enough now so that everyone el se had
to shout louder to be heard, even as Phoenicus stomped louder, too.

“Aye. That' stheir very cleverness,” said Patrick, wiping hislipsand turning toward the angry man.
“Am’'tyou heard of plastic surgery?If they can makelittlefolkstall, why not hormonal shots, surgery and
chemicals and such thingsto color the skin, change bone structure, coarsen hair and the like?’

The bottle passed more swiftly, itslevel dropping rapidly.

“Beer! Beer! Or evenwhisky! Themorewebeer themoreweleer!” sang Madame Dee, swinging her
armswildly thisway and that. Michael noted the hands were reaching closer to Phoenicus.

LittleBigJoe, having received attention, and aproper, civil answer, relaxed and even smiled after his
next swig. “ Between Phoeni cusand me, we' veseen most queer things. TherewasHarvey theRubber man.
Hecould stretcharmsandlegsabout historsountil helooked likearoundball. Hee! Hee! Tomus, thelron
Strongman tried to bounce him once! Hee! Heel

“Then there was Gretta, the half man, half woman. . . .”

Phoenicus' shirt was being opened by Madame Deewho still sang lustily for “Near, Beer, here! Or
even whisky!” and inside Phoenicus’ shirt was a second shirt which contained asmall mouth harpinits
pocket. Ignoring Madame Dee, Phoeni cushalted hisbouncing long enough to fish out the harmonicaand
began blowing loudly, playing The Star Spangled Banner.

“She showed all behind the adult tent late at night, and got drunk on ordinary milk,”” Big Joe was
saying. “ThentherewasBilk, the Sword Swallower. Y ou know he actually ate glassand tacksand small
nails? Swallowed asword aslong as histhroat, neck and torso?’

Dog unwrapped another package, which contained another six pack. He threw one can to Madame
Dee, who caught it and looked at it strangely, with head cocked to one side, asthough shewondered what
she’ d suddenly gotten into her two hands.

“N’Gumba — real name Jim Johnson — was the Alligator Man. Hee! Hee! Usta make his skin
scabrous and dungy with vegetable die and flour paste. Then there was Popeye. Took out histeeth and
made hisfacelook just like the real Popeye, and. . . .*

Phoenicus struggled away from Jean De€’ s roaming fingers, and her voice that continued to sing
“Beer! Beer! My dear! Come here!”

After the next gulping swallow, Big Joe mellowed, taking from his pants pocket ajaw harp, “Once
calledaJew’ sharp, but now renamed on* count of integrational problems,” he explained, and then began
wanging away at the harp, keeping up with Phoenicus’ Blue Tailed Fly played lively on the harmonica.

“It’ sproof yebewantin’ ?” Michael wavered before Patrick, neither hardly sensing the other. “Well,
that gets usto capturing one of ‘em. Now I’ m the expert, | says. Anyone challengethat?’

M adame Jean Deehad gotten Phoenicus' second shirt unbuttoned, only tofind athird. Besides, hewas
thumping and moving about so’ s she could hardly keep up with him.
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Patrick stargg stAéAa%ﬁ iglAat Michael, listening attentively to each burp and gol den utterance.

Wiping hiseyewith hishandkerchief, asthough to shed atear, Michael continued with, “ Aye. Close
wewas. Just that close!” Heheld upthumb andforefinger, nomorethanahair-sight apart. Helaughed and
bounced up and down on his own crate, making the shack vibrate more. “ There he was, hands clutched
at bars and wires and begging to be let go. Am’t that so, Dog?’

Snoring and turning over during the nap, Dog caused those irritating bedspring squeeks again.

“Ohif I could only have seen the sight!” Patrick gloried. “ Simply marvelous!”

“Inwarfare, where isthe enemy struck?’ Michael asked.

Phoenicus and Big Joe were playing another lively tune, though not so easily identifiable, and now
both scurried around and about one another, each in turn dodging a most persistent Madame Jean Dee.

“Wherethey isleast expected, iswhere!” Michael proclaimedgrandly, suckingat thelast of thebottle' s
fluids.

Patrick nodded eagerly, and he grinned.

“Whereisthey least expected?’

Michael puffed out hischest, taking abig breath. “ They least expect usat thetop. Why pick onLittle
David Israel when we have the whole wide world’ s corporation executivesto select from?”’

Doggot wakenedfromall thefloor thumping and other noisesand heblinked, sat up, and heal sobegan
stomping hisfeet to the lively rhythm. The shack wasreally shaking.

“We have to go wherethe Leprechaun is, not where heam’t,” Michael shrewdly deduced.

Well, thematter was settled, so Patrick and Michael together formed apact, holding their handsover
the empty whisky bottleintheage-old Irish sigil, but actually it looked morelike they was sel ecting who
wasto bat first.

After that was settled, Michael got up, and raised Patrick up, too, each |eaning on the other. “We'll
sing,” heannounced, both of them ignoring the other ruckus surrounding them. “It’ salittletunemeown
grandfaither taught. Now listen.” And so Michael began teaching Tiddley, Tiddley or Not, making up
additional rhymesasthey sang along:

Tiddley, tiddly or not!

WEe' |l get the corporate pot,

Executivesighs,

WEe'll hear by and by,

Right near thisvery spot.

And,

Tiddley, tiddly or not!

The men and their hormonal shots,
WEe ll tietheir tail,

Inthisvery jail,

And go after the golden pot!

Well, the dancing and shaking and pounding and singing must have become too much for the old
junkyard shack, and it suddenly splintered, tumbling apart at every seam, asthough abomb had gone of f
inside, making thewalls explode outward, and the ceiling tumbled downward, after which they all slept
peacefully and comfortably, amidst thedebris, they werethat tired fromtheir careful, clever strategizing
and planning.

®

XXl
JustwhenMichael had all hisplansmade, andtheir strategy set, and hewasorgani zed against thebigger
corporations, so’ sthey could capturean executiveL eprechaungrowntall, everything seemedtofall apart
again.
First Madame Jean Dee disappeared. She was supposed to find a safe place to cage the captured
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executive, and Fe a%?igﬁoenicus together were supposed to build a tight cage until the tall captive

corporation executive, deprived of monthly shots, shrunk small.

The cage was al so supposed to accomodate the L eprechaun’ s new smaller size, too.

Little Big Joe Crabbe disappeared about the sametime. He was supposed to come up with avan that
couldbeusedfor thecapture. They’ daready mapped out their route, taking the GeorgeWashington Bridge
asprobably the saf est and most patriotic one, except that Patrick alsofelt theLincoln Tunnel wasequally
patriotic.

That left Dog, Michael and Patrick to do the whol e thing.

Now they were cruising about in afoine, long, black hearse that Dog had acquired somewhere near
Jersey City, also with newly lifted license plates. Patrick was speaking, after sighing heavily, saying: “I
dunno, Michael. Y ouandl, we vepatriotism, and thekind of old-country stick-to-it-nessrequiredfor such
ajob. Your littlefriend, Big Joe, and Phoenicusawaysdid strike me asbeing sort of strangeand foreign.
Foreignersgot to be watched.””’

“Well, what of Madame Jean Dee?’ Michael rebutted. “ It wasyou that vouched for her. Anyonethat
smokes so much and chases strange, foreign men like Phoenicus and little Big Joe Crabbe can’'t be all
patrioticneither.”

Patrick sighed hugely again. “1 supposewe’ rebothright, Michael. Y ouand | should makeapact, we
should. Naiver torest, nor toleaveoneanother until we’ vebrought theL eprechaunsdown, or at |east have
hold of the pot 0’ gold.”’

That sounded reasonable and foine with Michael, so as Dog drove about, cruising this wealthy
neighborhoodinupstateNew Y ork, wherelay golf courseslargeenoughto raiseathousand head of cattle,
and aclubhouse and other structures big enough to house them, they reviewed makeshift plans.

Patting Dog on hisright shoulder next to him, Michael turned back to Patrick, who was seated on a
small bench behind. He said: “We can get along without those who don’t believe, and have so little
knowledge of the real world and faith in us. With Dog, here, we'll make out just foine. Dog knows
Manhattan like the inside of awine bottle, and he' s aready spotted atenement house that’ s vacant and
burned and so won’t be bothered for years.”

Patrick was about to respond with hisbrand of empathetic sympathy and mixed bravado when Dog
sowedthehearse, a sopointing. There, just ahalf block distant, wasthecar they’ d cometo see, abig, black
one, with darkened windows that hid whoever was inside, except for the chauffer. This car came from
between wide hedgerows, trimmed and green, that opened into iron-scrolled gateswhereasmall brown
cubiclehoused auniformed privateguard. Theguard-housecontrolled accessand ingressto an enormous
estate. Clean, branching treescould easily beviewed fromthecity streets. Theegressing car swung about
toward them, and slowly, ponderously, but easily, moved outward and onto the public streets.

They followed discreetly, and shortly afterward Michael, having decided that theglitter of gold was
stronger than hisfear of re-capture, shouted loudly in Dog’ sear, “Now!”

Dog quickly passed theslow-moving limousine, swung around it quickly, and squeeled tiresto place
their hearse across the roadway, blocking and stopping the other big car from itsfront.

All three scrambled outward, Dog leading, then Michael, with Patrick trailing the other two.

Beforethe limousine’ s startled chauffer and passenger could respond, Dog had the chauffer’ s door
opened and the man was dragged out, slamming him hard against the l[imo’ s shiny hood and knocked
unconscious by use of his ever-handy doorknab.

Meanwhile Michael, having reached the rear, right door, opened it, and strongly clutched the man
inside, pulling him out and shoving himover to Patrick. Betweenthetwo of themthey hustled theshocked,
well-dressed gentleman into their hearse, wherethey at once bound him tightly and stretched him along
thefloor.

By then Dog had come up with another occupant who had crouched |ow behind the front seat on the
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floor. This one \(/)vFas Ma@Eerr%i ng mightily in Dog’s stern grip and hollaring loudly to be left alone, and

shouting, “You'll rue the day! Kidnaping is a federal offense!” and other like exclamations of no
importancewhatsoever.

Michael stuck hisconcerned head out. “Glory be! Andif it am’'t David Israel himself.”

Itwastrue! They’ dgoneafter highexecutiveL eprechaunsand accidentally cameout withlittleDavid
Israel, too! Whilelrishmendonot alwayshavegood|uck, thiscatchwassurely theluck of thelrish,indaid!

WEell, together they turned about and scooted, following their grand plan over the patriotic George
Washington Bridge and then to the Stuyventsen Apartments, but timed themsel ves not to arrive before
nightfall, when the limousine-hearse would not be so easily noticed.

MicHAEL COFFEY'S JEWISH LEPRECHAUN 63

Wheezing fromtheterribleclimb upward, Michael inspected the burned-out roomswhichwasup on
thetenth floor. Therewerenoloose objectsleft insidefor prying, sothey untied thetwo captives, shoved
them inward and nailed slats across doors, having first nailed shut the single window.

Shadowswobbled acrossthefar wall asMichael shined athree-cell flashlight upand downtheel dest.
Hewasdressedin nicely tailored clothing reminding Michael of I, B and M executives, which seemed to
be his stereotype for any dress suits with shirt and tie, so far as Michael’s mind could encompass. The
captivewasalarge, pudgy personage, perhaps aman who’d lived softly, with easy comforts.

David Israel, rubbed his wrists and gritted his teeth even while talking, saying, “Michael Coffey,
you' re not ony daft, acrazy Irishman, you’ re dangerousto all mankind and the community, too.”’

It wasakind of Irish bull, and even though from aJewish L eprechaun, was sureto make senseto the
daft Coffey.

“Thisisthat Michael Coffey who holdsus?’ the other strongly timbred voice said in avoicetinged
withsurprise.

Michael probbed theflashlight beam from onetotheother. “Well, now, Y our Honor. We caught you
fair and square. And which of the Little People beyou?’

Windwhistled throughthebuil ding, makingimagesseemto dancethrough gloomy rooms— or at | east
insidefearful minds. Michael heard asnort which must beoneof derision. It wastheolder man, who said,
“Little People? Thisman belongsin asanitariumagain.”’

That set it off for Michael, ashe could smell the chlorineand iodine spread with wild abandon on
every floorway with the cleaning and scrubbing fluids, and thevery stench made hisstomach heave. Also
theregimentation, lossof freedom, absurditiesof thoseterrible, terriblecompanions. Red-faced, angered,
he answered: “ Am’t ghosts speaking?’

“Ah, Michael Coffey. You, of all people. Ghostsindeed!” David Israel wasamost crying again.

John Sebastian had not acquired hisposition ashead of General M otorswithout demonstrating staunch
resiliancy. Now that theshock wasgone, andthelong, wearingtripwasover, being prodded up therubbled
stairwell by sharpfingersaswell, and now that hiswristsand ankleshad regained circulation, hisfireand
determination returned. “ Thisiskidnapping, you know. The FBI will find you and you' |l beimprisoned
forlife.”

“ For kidnapping the Little People?’

“He' sthinking we' re Leprechauns, John,” said David, twirling hishand in acircleat hishead, and
speaking askindly asgritting teeth permitted.

“Johnisit? That wouldn’t be John Sebastian? Thevery samewhoisgrand president and |eader of the
band at General Motors?”’

Patrick Kavanaugh, if thetruth beknown, was somewhat awed by their secret undertaking even now
that it had been successfully pulled off, and he was perhaps awee bit worried over such lawsastheF, B
and| caredtoinflict onthem, if caught. Heclapped hishandsat histhighs. “ Glory be! It isJohn Sebastian,
indaid, and the same we set out to capture.’”’
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A M icr?géla\ 51 55&%‘6, thoughnonecouldtell itinthedark. “ AndLittleDavid | srael asanextraprize
andreward.”’

To besure, Patrick took the light from Michael’ shand, flashing it on David and squinting carefully
into thelatter’ seyes. “Aye. He' s Jewish.”

Trying reason, Sebastian asked, “Haven’t you bothered Mr. I srael enough?He' sready to come apart
at the seams?What isit you want, Mr. Coffey. Why not sit down and discuss matters like gentlemen?”’

“Now it’s gentlemen’, isit? And what of my insanity? What of my painful trip to the sanitarium?”’

“What would you do if men kidnapped you from your automobile, or apartment house?What would
you do if men brokeinto your home, and stole thousands of dollars, and then claimed your victimwasa
mythical Leprechaun? Think, Michael Coffey! Think! Isthe story reasonable?|sthe action normal ?’

It wasatelling point, which Michael reflected on. Hismind scurried about, fumbling and tripping in
an honest effort to feel Sebastian’ sthoughts. Inthe darkness gleamed the yellow hand-held light, steady
andstrong, compellingMichael’ sflutteringthoughtsasacandleflametoamoth. Hesighed. “ Aye, there's
something in that, aright. Let’'s reason, Mr. John Sebastian, and General Motors Head. What of our
reward?’

“They want apot 0’ gold,” David’ stortured lips explained. He wanted to scream out, but contained
himself bravely for thetimebeing.

“Pot 0’ gold?’

Michael handed Patrick theflashlight, bidding himto shineit toward thecaptives. Searching, through
a seedy and baggy pocket he found a long, well-wrapped cigar, which he handed to the apparently
composed Sebastian. Michael lighted oneof hisown, blowingthick cloudstowardthed atsbarringthetwo
captives.

Sebastian gracefully accepted thecigar, unwrappedit, carel essly crumpled thewrapper and dropped
it tothefloor. He snipped one end of the cigar with asmall, golden clipper hanging from agolden chain
at hisvest. Heinhaled deeply after lighting the cigar, and blew smoketoward Michael, saying, “Michael
Coffey, you' reanuisance, asl’ ve said before. My wife snephew, David here, and | want to get you of f
thisthing, thisconviction that he' sreally an Irish Leprechaun. That’ sabsurd, you know. A fantasy.”’

Michael’ s glower could not be seen for the dark.

Patrick pushed at Michael’ s shoulder and seemed to growl.

“You'renotvery well off financially, areyou, Michael Coffey?Not agreat deal of money orincome?’
said Sebastian.

“Aye.”

“Had aniceroom at aswank hotel, one that you and Dog saved from fierce conflagration.”’

Now Michael placed thefigureand voice. Sure, and he' dtakentheir bags, whilehoppin’ thebell, too.

“l wasthere, my wifeand |. We might have died in that fearful blaze wereit not for yoursand Dog’ s
quick actions. We'regrateful, Michael.”” Sebastian pushed up to thewooden dlats, leaning against them
heavily. “We' reextremely grateful. We' |l fix things so that you never again must work. Why, we'll give
you enough stocks and bondsin some of the finest, biggest industries so that all you'll havetodoisclip
coupons now and then, and you'll livein grand style.’”’

Thereit was, the very first offer!

Michael had heard of the Little Folk’ stricks, like sending an honest Irishman after thepot o’ gold at
the end of the rainbow, tellin’ him if he went all the way to the end, he'd get his gold. Catch was that
rainbowshaveno endings. Fromuphigh, inanairplane, onecan seerainbowsarecircular, without ending.
No one could ever get to their end. Such Leprechauns were lying and tricky, not to be trusted. John
Sebastian, likeDavid I srael, was L eprechaun, an executive at thegreat General Motorsthat believed that
what was good for General Motors was good for the U, Sand A, and therefore, it followed, that John
Sebastianwastricky, not tobetrusted. InMichael’ smind could still beheard Rusty Delevecchioexplaining

®
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away about* gregﬁég,l”Egr% if U.S.and A dollarsworthless, thenwhat of theeven morepoorly understood
abstract stocksand bonds?

“I"ll not fall for any 0’ your fancy tricks,” Michael said, at last. “It’ sthe gold or nothing.”’

XXII

Now came another of those coincidental events that so control and shape the course of Irishmen
everywhere, and in particular Michagl Coffey’slife, and Dog's, too.

Michael wasdetermined towait out thethirty daysrequired for the shrinking of Sebastian and David
Israel. Ten days had passed. No one had discovered their foine hideout in the burned out Stuyvesant
Apartments, athough fromtimetotime Dog had to scroungeup another vehicle, asneighborhood tyrants
tore up first one stolen vehicle and then another.

“It's a tough neighborhood,” Patrick Kavanagh would explain as they munched peanut butter
sandwiches, or something Kosher that Michael would bring “out of respect for David sreligion.”’

Michael and Patrick together weresitting on makeshift stoolsmadefrom surrounding rubbl e, thewind
blowingthroughthewindow boardsin moderategusts. They’ d squeezed blanketsinto John Sebastianand
David Israel, who, by now, could find little else to plead.

Michael wasdescribing ashow he' d buy himself agrand homewith asaloon bar that had al sorts of
drinksand mixesand in particular an automatic organ for distributing Irishwhisky. “1t’ sthefancy liquor
organ!’ll bewantin’,” heexplained with handsand armstoimitate how thewhisky flowed from hoseand
spout when one presses an ornate handle.

“Aye, and that’ sgrand enough,” answered Patrick Kavanagh. “I’ll just digmeaholeto hidein, and
count theyellow-gleaming stuff fromtimetotime, letting it run softly through mefingersuntil theyellow
startstowear.”’

And so it went, day by day, night by night, when the gloom began again, settling like banshees at
midnight over acursed graveyard.

Dog’ sturn to watch the prisoners had come. Hewasto guard while Michael and Patrick performed
certainunnamedimportant duties, but it wasal so hisregular period, shiftshaving been devised somedays
earlier.

Dog had littleto entertain him, except the hard, brassdoorknob inside his coat pocket, which he kept
squeezin’ and pushin’ on. Hegot up and shuffled about, kicking boardsand brickswith hard-toed shoes.
On onewall was graffitti that said, “ Only God knows the answer so ask me the questions.”

He stared at that for along while, never quite figuring out who he was to ask. Where is God? he
wondered. And, Did God really write that?

Just below wasthe saying,” Warning! Y our local police are armed and dangerous!”

Weéll, healready knew that. Didn’ t everyone? Sohepassed on, reading,” If youaresunny or not, | love
you. Evenif | hurt you, | have many, many hang-ups and they cause hate. And they cause love.”

That wastoo complex. It made his head swim.

Thenext wall said, “God isa 6,000 foot tall red jellybean!”

Wéll, there! He knew that wasn’t so! There wasn’t any such size jellybean. He squeezed at his
doorknob for comfort.

A third wall had inscribed, “How come nobody’ s written on thiswall yet?’

Why wasit every timehegot thingsfigured out, confusion setinagain?Heshook hishead and let his
mind blank out, and he moved on.

Therewasalso, “ Deathwill stunt your growth!” Hestared at that one but just when hethought he had
it figured right, well — something waswrong with it!

“END DISCRIMINATION. HATE EVERYBODY'!” Dog understood that one. It was like belong-
ing to agang, and not caring whether or not the guy in the other gang waswhite or black or yellow, you
overpowered or hit him.
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“ The Government |Rs expanding to meet the needs of an expanding Government.” A blank.

“Get anew car for your wife, if anyonewill swap.” More blankness.

“ISTHERELIFEAFTERBIRTH? Well, of course there was. Everyone knew that people who were
born as babies grew up.

“CANCER CURES SMOKING.” Why? He didn’t understand.

“GET FIRED AND NOBODY WILL CALL YOU A QUITTER.” Dog wasfired severa timesand
nobody ever called him aquitter. So why brag about it?

“join the war again violance | hate bigots crime wouldn’t pay if’ n the gov’ ment ranit.” Too many
words, too complex.

“ Improve our prisons. Send abetter class of peoplethere.” Dog could agreewiththisone. He' d like
aclassier bunch in the hoosegow next time hewasin. Maybe lessfighting.

“Blow your mind. Smoke gunpowder.” Dog didn’t smoke anything, so theirony waslost on him.

“John loves Mary. Too bad he'smarried to Anne,” and so on.

Mixedamongthoseterribly confusi ng statementsweres gnaturesand heartsand wordsconsi dered foul
anddirty.

Each scribbled graffiti created consternation, confusion, or total agreement within Dog’ s thoughts.
Furthermore, they didn’t really keep hismind busy, asdid Sesame Street. Dog couldn’t hardly think after
afew hoursof reading the samethingsover and over, and not quite understanding most of it. Hecouldn’t
pacefarther, either, nor sit. It seemed that his mind wanted to see something and his body wanted to do
something, both with compulsions of their own.

Then hethought of television, and Sesame Street, hisheart leaping. Still, Dog wasn’t about to leave
tofind aset. Hadn't Michael cautioned him?Hadn’t Michael reminded him repeatedly how David I srael
got away last time?

No! Heclenched hisbigfist about thecool doorknob and endured, onetimereading poorly understood
graffitti, another time, just pacing or sitting restlessly.

Thelong horribleday and then that night finally ended, and Michael and Patrick were back again, to
takethelir turn as Leprechaun guards.

Dog, relievedandjoyful at last, ranandjumped downthetenflights, through rubbleand aroundfallen
timber and old couches and torn, sodden mattresses. He knew where there was atelevision set for the
picking upand carrying, soto speak, and hewasgoingto bringit back with him, never thinking far enough
aheadtorealizethat their new hideout wasaburned-out buil ding which had no el ectricity and that, unless
portable, with batteries, television usually required working el ectrical outlets.

That’ show it wasthey so easily caught Dog, downinthedark basement hideaway at that old hangout
on Broadway and Onehundred and Fourteenth. They werewaitingfor him, andall of Dog’ switand brawn
together availed him naught, though struggle against four men hedid.

Hewouldn’ttalk, of course. They couldthreaten or beat him, for that matter, but he’ d say nothing. As
amatter of interest, but a point which escaped Dog, hewasn’t being held by the F, B and |, nor the State
Police, nor the New York City Police Department, although some interrogators, such as Lieutenant
Buffalo, werefromthat force.

Hiscaptor, John Buffalo, wasreally Algonguin, not Sioux, ashe oftentold people. Hisancestors had
foughtintheFrenchandIndianwarsstarted after the French occupied an unfinished British post called Fort
Duquesne in 1754, said Fort now called Pittsburgh. When Colonel George Washington with Virginia
troopsclashedwiththeFrenchat Great M eadows, John Buffal 0’ sgreat-great-great father wasWashington's
scout. Washington and John’ sancestor together had driventheFrenchfrom Fort Necessity onJuly 3, 1754.
When General William Braddock’ s expedition was ambushed by the French and I ndiansten milesfrom
Fort Duguesne — now called Braddock, Pennsylvania — July 9, Washington helped their retreat.
Buffaloe’ s ancestor had died during the retreat, of smallpox and some other unknown disease that had
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started out with ssmilar pox marks on the face.

So whenever John Buffal o bragged about his great-great-great grandfather being killed in old Fort
Duquesne, people often scratched their heads, wondering whether he meant Pittsburgh or Braddock.

“Well, it’ssurewe can't break down thisape,” Buffalo had finally concluded.

“What do you suggest?’ asked a harsh voice beyond Dog’ svision.

“Wait, ‘till they contact us. Probably by messenger or phone or — who knows— through public news
media. They sound crazy enough. We' |l startit, through newspapersandtel evision. Poseamessagethey’ ||
understand.”’

Sothat’ swhat they did, waited, and beforelong Michael and Patrick wereshivering somethingawful.
Patrick Kavanagh havingknown Dogtheleast kept saying, “Hewon' ttalk?Y ou’ resure?Y ou’ rethat sure?
Y ou'rethat sure, now?’

“Why I’ ve known him through thick and thin and sometimes even better since boyhood. Dog won't
say one word, or even two.”’

Patrick wasdubiousand continued hisworrisome chatter which John Sebastian overheard. Sebastian
pushed hisnoseand fingersthroughthenailed-up boards, clutching at both of them. “ They’ vegot younow,
Michael Coffey. I’m the only one who can saveyou!’’

Cocking hishead sideways, to think, Michael brazenly asked, “ Areyou now?What d'yethink you
cando?All penned and caged, withonly fivedaysbeforetheshotsdueye ?Whenyou' reLittleFolk again,
we' |l have our proof, and no need to fear authorities, sezl.”

“There’ smuchinwhat yousay, Mr. Coffey,” John Sebastian saidinforced conciliation, “Here. Hand
meanother of thosegrandcigars. I’ dliketo smokeonit, and maybecomeupwithaway to saveyour Dog.”’

“Save Dog?’ Michael pushed another of the over-sized, expensive and stolen cigars through the
makeshiftbars.

Sebastiantook hisdeliberativeand sweet time, casually blowing smokeintobig, thick circles.“ Doyou
think they’ 1l just give him anice, warm room with televisionand al?’

Michael hadn’t thought about it. In the sanitarium Dog would’ ve been exposed to great restraints,
lacking civilized features— such astelevision, good whisky, beer or wine— Dog waslikely to become
garrulous, ungentle, which would bring about straps and maybe that electric shock told of by Patrick
Kavanaghthat deliberately destroyed themind, and sometimesthebody, too. Michael just hadn’ t thought
itthrough, nor had hebeguntothink at all seriously onthematter of Dog’ sdisappearance. Therewasstill
thevision of that large gloriouspot 0’ gold looming just over the horizon of tomorrow, or another day!

“1 canseeyou’ rethinking deeply,” Sebastianurged, not unkindly. “ Perhaps| haveapartial solution.’’

“Listentotheman,” urged Patrick, even asDavid | sragl, cheekspal eand shrunken, cameto thedlats
tolean and listen.

Irritated, Michael growled, “Am’t1 listening?’

Sebastian waited, permitting the quiet to do the convincing.

“Well, talk, man! How do we save Dog? If indaid he needs any savin’ a'tall?’

Sebastian puffed out another thick ring. “Trade.”

“Trade?’

“Trade one of usfor Dog.””’

Michael’ slack of understanding spontaneously cleared and hehopped about gleefully. Already he'd
sensed the opening he needed to begin adia oguewhichwasboundto end with that golden potinhisarms
and hands, so to speak. When he returned to the slats, he asked more soberly, “How?’

“Wait, just amoment!” cautioned Patrick. “Wereleaseone o’ them, and Wham! They’ vegot usand
Dog.”

“That betrue,” Michael nodded. “ That betrueindaid!”

So Michael, pacing back and forth, scuffling through therubbl e, thought hard during the next several
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hours, now and (t)kFleAr\le%?ﬁé interrupted by afearful but well-reasoned interjection from President John
Sebastian, and agroan of misery from David Israel. At last Michael faced the caged ones. “ There comes
atimeintheaffairsof menwhenthey must takethebull by thetail andfacethesituation,” hesaid, “We'll
doit.”

David stopped groaning and beganto hold hisbreath. Sebastian smiled. Michael asked, “Whichonge' |l
it be, Patrick?’

Patrick Kavanagh, truth to tell, couldn’t decide to shiver or to feel joyful, and while he was making
up hismind, andalsotryingtodecidetheproper answer toMichael’ ssudden query, David shouted out with:
“Me. Take me. I’ ve been caged most often, and my nerves are shot.”

Sebastian was smooth, you had to give him that. He blew cigar smoke into shafts of light from a
yellowing afternoon sun. “I think it only right to take David Isragl, too. When you go, David, can you
control authoritiesenoughto get themtorelease Dog?Doyou havethestomachfor it?Will youcommand
anddirecttheorganization?’

David sgloom deepened until it matched that found by most meninthedarkest woodlandsdescribed
in frightening fairy tales. He sagged until his bottom matched the floor again, arms and neck loose and
digointed. He knew Sebastian had to be the one, you see.

And, asfar asMichael wasconcerned, therewasonly one of thetwo hewas absol utely sure, without
any question whatsoever, was a L eprechaun grown tall, and that was Jewish David Isradl. It’struehe’d
gone after one of the big ones, one of thosewho’ ssmallest words crackled and men listened and obeyed.
ButDavid -- Davidlsradl -- Davidof thepub, thevery manwhosehi ddentokenswerethegreen shamrock
and pot 0’ gold — Aye. That’ strue, he nodded, mostly to his own thinking. And what John Sebastian
implied wastrue, indaid. Only an executive of agreat corporation can wield the power that will free Dog
immediately and also get usour gold. “ Tut! Tut! Am'’t David I srael John Sebastian’ swife’' snephew?’ he
said at last. “ And you know how close are great executives with their kith and kin.

XXI11

Manhattan | dlandisriddled below withlong, hollow tubes, carrying streaking monstersthat rumbleand
grumbleday and night, screeching, clattering, hissing. Therearetwo kindsof beneath-pavement monsters.
Thefirstand biggest aretrains, baleful of glaring eye, waitingonnomanor womanintheir hastetomigrate
along hundredsof milesof tubeways. The second are humanswho striveto prey upon other humans, until
for safety’ ssake, aswell aspolitical, most every stationand most every monster of thefirst typeisinhabited
by New Y ork City policemen to protect those inside from monsters of the second type.

Knowing how thingswere set up cancelled some of Dog’ ssuperior knowledge about those hundreds
of miles of tunnels. So Patrick and Michael talked into waning morning hours on how best to make the
transfer of John Sebastian for Dog. First Patrick would caution: “They’ve the manpower and the
organization. Inablink they cancatch usout, thenwherewill webe?Back ininsanity hall, that’ sfor sure!””’

Michael would quiet down, and pace again, while John Sebastian’ sand David | sragl’ s ears pushed
at the separationsin the slats, both breathing heavily but quietly.

Michael whispered in Patrick’s ear, and they both laughed, Michael cackling raucously. Patrick’s
laughter wasshort and stuttering. They performed aspontaneouslittlejig, romping about each other with
abandon and glee.

Their gleeful plan might haveworked, if it hadn’ t been for thefreetreatments Patrick Kavanagh had
receivedfromthe Stateof New Y ork for having hissanity checked out andfixed up. Y ou see, when Patrick
had been taken to the asylum because of hiswild claimsthat he’ d found Little People, and that they was
all executivesand headsof big corporations, thereby deceiving peopleand controlling thecountry and the
economy for themselves, he was given electric shock therapy.

L et metell you something about thetreatment: They jolt youwithenoughfreeel ectricjuicesothat your
body muscleshave noideawhat your ordersare, and they got so tense you haveto be strapped down and
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sometimes also ﬁéﬁgg\ﬁ\ﬁYow musclesjump and relax and tighten up again, and since all thewhile—
or at least someof thetime -- you’ reunconscious, you havenoway of feelingthepain of thestrapsagainst
your skin, and so your muscles have no way of knowing whento quit fighting thethick straps. Y our arms
could break, or the straps, or neither or both.

Y our body follows undirected orders from jerking muscles, throbs and jerks and thumps with each
electrical jolt. Sometimes your eyes glare wide open, though you remain unseeing. So that you' reteeth
won't bite off your tongue, arubber plateisplaced insideto protect it.

Physicianssay that the nicething about thisfreetreatment isthat it often destroysthe personality and
blursthemind, causing forgetfulnessof certain experiencesand memories, although it may also havethe
distasteful side-effect of scrambling up memories, so that amemory properly belonging on onestring of
atime-bead isfound all snarled up in abunch along with other times and moments.

All wentwell for Patrick Kavanaghwhen hehad hisfreetreatments. Hisbody hadjerked and thumped
and he' d shivered like with an ague, sometimes causing four huskysto hold him so that he didn’t harm
himself.

And it appeared that the treatment was emminently successful having caused Patrick to quit talking
foolishnessabout LittlePeoplegrowntall. That, of course, ishow andwherePatrick had fooled them. The
freetreatment al so had got at other memoriesinol vingawarm, cuddly childhood, andfoinedaysat school,
and how well he’ d donein spelling, and ahost of other things, like hisfirst littlefriends, and hisbouncing
black and white dog, Kimbo, and so on. Being undirected el ectronsthat made musclestrigger violently,
they had no way of knowing which memories needed severe exacerbation, and so those sly, undirected
electronsjust foolishly followed the easiest paths, like water running downhill.

Theproblemwith Patrick’ sfreetreatment wastheel ectricfloor scrubber that happenedto beworking
eachtimehegot them. Thefloor scrubber squirted warm, soapy water over ceramictile, and then hummed
and throbbed whileit scrubbed at the water, sucking thedirty fluidsup initsrear.

Oneof thescrubber’ scasters squeeked, and the motor bearingswhined. So asthethick fiber brushes
seemed to roar, and the liquid slurped upward, the bearing whined and the caster squeeked.

All those soundsand vibrationstogether, along with the hub-bub of conversationthat went onamong
theattendantskindly holding Patrick down so’ sthestrapswoul dn’ t break hisbones, thenoiseof Patrick’ s
wild, uncontrolled bouncing, humping and thumping got recorded somewherein Patrick’ s body.

Any acoustical-electronic engineer who had recorded all those sounds could haveflashedthemona
scope and shown aclear correlation of them with the noisesthat flood from anormal New Y ork subway
trainasit jerksabout itsrounds.

Of course, neither Patrick nor Michael wereacoustical -el ectronic engineers, and, inany case, noone,
includingtheaverageNew Y orker — which they both were— woul d have noti ced the cacophonic blend
of vibrations, so embedded in their nature were New Y ork subway sounds.

Their sure-fire plan wasthat Dog wasto be freed below ground, and that he’ d take a certain subway
train beneath Park Avenue. It wasto haveno New Y ork City policemen aboard. A signal would beplaced
onapillar at just oneof thefivechosen stations. Asthetrain slowed, Patrick Kavanagh woul d bestanding
by their selected one, hidden behind crowds as though trying to get on.

If Dog got free, and into those crowds, and into his natural habitat, so to speak, no number of New
Y ork’ sfoinest would catch him again.

Once seeing that Dog was off and running, Patrick wasto get back upstairsasfast aspossible, and to
a parking spot where Michael and John Sebastian would be, inside a stolen van. Sebastian would be
released and then later the negotiationsfor David Israel begunin earnest.

It was a wonderful, reasonable and safe plan. “We've four more days!” Michael reminded with
growingrelish. “Four moreglorious, nerve-tingling days, and David | srael, deprived of shots, will revert
tosizeagain.”
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After hey’ dobFI'lAﬁ'éFal 8éd John Sebastian and David Israel, and moved David to adistant place, also
another highfloor of anabandoned, burned-out apartment, they put their bold planinto effect. Patrick went
down into the dim subway corridorsto wait and where he also hung the green shamrock on one of the
pillars. Sinceit wasearly morning, and the crowdsbul ged, pushing thisway and that, hestruggledto stay
put.

Oh, itwasasafeandclever plan, itwas, but Patrick Kavanaghwasutterly exhausted by thetimeDog’' s
train had come along, and that fatigue, plus the terrible din that reminded his body of his former free
treatments-- well, altogether, and together, everything conspired toinform hisnervesand musclesfaulty
information, and hismusclesbeganto believethefa sehoodsand they jumped andjerkedjust asif hewere
back again in the safe and sound el ectric shock treatment room.

By the time Dog got off the subway train at his station, Patrick Kavanagh’'s eyes were open and
unseeing, hisbody stiffening andthen goinglax, and stiffening again, until he’' d slumped against thewall
and glid downward, cycling through hisforcibletreatment memoriesrepeatedly.

So Dog never saw Patrick, nor did Patrick seethefour plain clothesmen rushing unobtrusively behind
Dog, elbowing their way with great skill.

The problem was that New Y orkers, being so very busy and important, also didn’t care to notice
Patrick, who lay therejerking and relaxing, eyes probing forward but unseeing, hands and legs grasping
andtwitching.

Onaside-street near thesubway entrance, seatedintheir newly acquiredvanwith stolenlicenseplates,
Michael Coffey wasbeginningtoworry, and he’ dlook at hiswatch and curse. “ If something goeswrong,
Mr. President John Sebastian,”” he' d mutter, “there’ stwo can play the game!”

Or, “What' s keeping Patrick? Do they dilly-dally with Dog?’

Or, he' dglower, never knowing nor deciding whether to run or stand hisground, and caught halfway
between issuing ordersto himself to do one or the other.

M eanwhile Sebastian wasusing the delay and distractionsto worry at hisropes, although that didn’t
freehimeither. What didit wassuperior organi zation, and thousandsof Sebastian’ semployeeswho poured
out of subway stairwells, from tall-standing office buildings, from buses and taxis and private cars and
walkways. They peeredinto or searched every car, every officespaceandjanitor’ scloset on Park Avenue
between 15th and 42nd street.

Had Michael taken up hisfirst suggestion, and goneat once, he’ d’' ve been safe. Alas, having dallied
overlong, he was caught, and Sebastian was easily found and freed.

XXIV

John Sebastian|eaned hisbul k back in hiswide-bottomed chair, secureagain with buttonsto pushand
pleasant-faced, sleek secretariesto go for thisand that and to do hisother biddings. It wasindeed good to
behomeintheseswank officesall decorated withthefinest murals, fromthemost eliteartists, whogot the
largest pricesthat General Motors' could afford.

Making hisprisoner sit beforehimandwait, ashewoul d havedoneto any lessor executive, hestudied
chartsand graphs, andturned|littlenotebooks, squinting and grimacing and chuckling and frowning, until
it would have appeared to any observer — which his prisoner was— that businesswaswei ghty upon the
president.

At last heblew out onelong stream of smoke, and, tilting hiscigar at hisprisoner, hesaid, “Wewant
David Israel, you know?’

Michael, whowasbound and watched from behind by two beefy menwithironstaresand equally hard
dispositions, seemed to peer upward, asthough he’ d been caught in the taffy jar.

“We got Patrick Kavanagh, but you moved David Isragl.”

Evidently Sebastian wanted someresponse, but Michael waited, only shifting hisweight abit to show
how uncomfortable hewas.
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“Well,” says Sebastian. “Won'’t you ask of your friend, Dog?’

Michael’ seyesgleamed. “What of ‘im?’ Crafty, nearly smiling: “D’ye catch him, too?’

Sebastian sighed. “No. He' sbig and apparently knows those tunnel s better than asewer rat. Did he
take David to anew hideout?’

Michael relaxed, and even let abig, floppy grin cover hisfeatures.

“Mindyou, Michael Coffey. Wedon't really need Dog. Heonly doesyour bidding anyway. He sbig
anddumb and he’ sstrong asabulldozer, but he’ d never hatch any crazy schemelikeyou’ veroosted over.
But we must have David Israel!”’

“Well, | supposeit’stheF, B and| you'll becallin’,“ Michael said with some despair in hisvoice.

Sebastian waited quietly, blowing thetantalizing carcinogenic smoketoward Michael .

Michael shifted again.

Atlast Sebastian spoke, pushing himself toward Michael. “ Y ouand Dog saved my lifeand that of my
spouse’ sand our friends. We' regrateful, Michael Coffey.”’

“Aye,” said Michael, warily, carefully thinking back on how he and Dog had set the fierce
conflagrationinthefirst place.

“We can't haveyou all thetime running about capturing my wife’ s nephew simply becauseyou’ ve
got the strangeideawe’ re some L eprechaun society.”’

Theneverything cameto Michael at once, and hebrokedown, crying out with heavy grief, “ Just four
days! Just four moredaysand I’ d have had him little and beggin’ for his shots! Four days more, and the
poto’ gold....”

“Stop it man!” shouted Sebastian, waving his pudgy hand to stay a guard who'd begun to bend
Michael’ s back. “ Quit your blubbering. Y ou want apot 0’ gold do you? A whole pot 0’ gold? Suppose
| giveyouapot o’ gold?Will youcall off thewholeinsanething?Quit going about snatching at every Jew
you think an Irish Leprechaun?Will you, Michael Coffey? Will that satisfy you?’

Well, Michael knew it wasatrap, for hecould hardly believe hisears. In hismind he’ d already been
placed in the sanitarium again, with Patrick Kavanagh, where they’d surely suffer most odious and
outrageoustortures, not to mentionthehorribledisgraceof associating with psychiatristisand other crazy
people. Hedried up histearsthat had come spontaneously by means of self-pity, and helooked upward
most warily.“Ye ddothat?’

Sebastian thumped plump fingers against his smooth, shiny desk, thinking over waysto control this
— this daft person — to whom a serious debt was owed. Then, “If | untie you, will you behave?’

That was good news, and so Michael nodded eagerly.

WhileMichael rubbed at anklesand wrists, Sebastian heaved anawkward sigh, saying“ Alright. Now
there’ ssome economiclessonsyou’ vejust got tolearn. First off, Michael Coffey, understand that no one
usesgold anymore, except intheindustrial production processesandin jewelery. Goldisayellow meta
that resistsrust, and liesabout gleaming brightly, but doesn’ t attract any extramoney. It costsmoney to set
it inside vaultsto save and guard it. Understand? If you have abig pot of gold, you haveto find money,
or give some of it up every month to pay for guarding it.’”’

“Gold never losesvalue,” Michael defended, wonderingly. “Can’taman hidehisgoldintheground,
or other secret places.”

Sebastian was patient. “ Someone el sefindsit, sscumblesonit, you' velostital. Y ou canforget where
it shidden. Whenever you want to spend alittle, you haveto dig it up, maybe leading peopleto it. And
then you’'ll have to find someone to buy it, with paper money, or coins of the United States Federal
Government, and eachtimeyoumakethetransaction, they’ || takeanother littlebitefromyour gold, making
thepileshrink again.’”’

Michael understood and so he nodded. “ Aye. Therearethose points. But U, Sand A money iscalled
‘greenies’ by some, and they losevaluefaster. Why would asound | rishman want something likethat?’
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“You can bank It, an(:fA draw interest onit. Theinterest you draw won't be as big as the amount lost

through inflation, but overall, through your lifetime, Michael Coffey, you could have asizeable amount
put away — in gratitude, so to speak — and you’ d never want again. Y ou and Dog.”’

Michael thought onit, biting into the soundslike soft-shelled walnuts. Evenif they weregreenies, it
was sure enough an attractive offer, which he could hardly refuse. But, sighing again, he steeled himself.
“No, Mr. President John Sebastian. | just couldn’t take greenies. They have no morevaluethantheU, S
and A setsuponthemfromtimetotime. I’ll not behavin’ me money’ svalue determined by arbitrary and
ficklegovernmentwhims.”’

Sebastian wasused to giving orders, not explaining. Onthe other hand, he had adifficult and delicate
circumstance here, in Michael Coffey — owing him hislife and wanting desperately the safe return of
David Israel — and so he found some excuseto piddle about at hisdesk until he' d regained self control.
Then he laughed congenially, saying: “Y ou’ d turn down our government’ s approved Federal Reserve
money?’

WEell, Michael Coffey was shrewd, but he was also afraid, though the foine treatment he’' d given
Sebastian whilethetableswasturned about should count for something. Still, forgetting one’ sdebtsdoes
not pay them, hetold himself, and other likesayings. “ Aye! It’ sthegold what L eprechaunsbrought from
Ireland that | bewantin’. All one-hundred and ninety-six thousand and two hundred cubic feet.’”’

“What!?’

“All one-hundred and ninety-six thousand and two hundred cubic feet.”

“Now listen here,” Sebastian’ sspluttering began, tinged with anger, but catchingit up shortly. Then:
“Suppose, just suppose | go along with your crazy story, about Leprechaunsand all. That we'reall Little
People. Supposel agreethat we cameover during thelrish potato faminein and about 1845. Supposewe
did bring our pots of gold. Then what — pray tell me, Michael Coffey — just what would be done with
all that gold?Bury itinthe earth, like back in Ireland? Or invest it in big business?

“Where, then, would weget the capital to begin America sgreat industries, if not through converting
our gold into assets— supposing, mind you? And where do you think we' d get money to createresearch
to come up with growth medicine so early in scientific history — supposing?’

Michael’ sthoughts, already involved, could not follow the intricate concepts, so he steadied on his
goal, steeling himself further, and he blinked noncommittedly.

“1f youwon'’t take Uncle Sam’ sgood Federal Reservedollar bills, then we have but one other asset,
and that’ sownership in our corporate enterprises. If you’ Il accept stocksand bonds. .. ."”

“Am’t those paper pieces?’

“Tut! Tut! Stocksand bondsmeanspart ownershipinwhole, largeindustries. |’ mgoingtolet yousleep
onit, Michadl. It’ seither the Federal Reserve money, or stocksand bondsthat represent ownership— or
nothing. If you take the money, you can go buy all thegoldit’ll cover based on current market prices. If
youtakethestocksand bonds, you can sell them, and get money, and buy thegol d at current market prices.
But you'restupid if you don’t take the stocks and bonds, Michael Coffey. Don’t you understand?We're
offeringyou— asarewardfor our livesinthefire, soto speak —and abribe- - to get off your insanekick
andthe safereturn of David Israel — we' re offering you pieces of our industries, our businesses. “ Think
onit, Michael Coffey. Think onit hard.”

Well, they must have done something to his drinks and eats, or his breathing air, in that small but
comfortable cell, because Michael did think seriously over the proposition, tossing and muttering
throughout the whole night. On the one hand were big yellow, gleaming coinsthat he' d set hisheart on,
andontheother werelittle, greenbillsthat could beprinted by themillionsonany old government printing
press. These seemed to shrink asthey came flying off the plates at him.

When he awoke, herubbed at hiseyes, and though hewasstill Irish, some of hisnatural stubborness
had gonefromhimfor good. Theair wassomehow mustier. Anunidentifiableodor —greenessmixedwith
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salt spray and damp mushrooms— twitched hisnostrils. Though heflexed hismuscles, hefelt somehow

weaker in away he couldn’t describe.

Inthemorning, afreshened and more composed John Sebastian againasked, “ Will youtakethestocks
and bonds? Will you become part owner with us, Michael Coffey?’

Asthough hismouth had becomeself-willed, it said, “ Thegoldisterribly, terribly temptin’, Soir, but
I’ll be pleased to seriously consider stocks and bonds, Soir, and ownership of mighty Leprechaun
industries, too!”’

But then, what else could he say?

Sebastian seemed very pleased. “1’ll call ameeting and lay everything beforethoseinvolved. We'll
makeit adandy presentation award. A dinner, perhaps. Now shakeonit, Michael Coffey, for | know the
Irisharehonorableand will not break their word. Fetch David I sragl tothebanquet, andwewill honor our
agreement to you aswell.”

WEell, Michael tried to find the catch, if any, but failing that, and also realizing that the King of the
L eprechaunswould surely keep hisword too, being basically Irish too, heat |ast extended hisright hand,
and the pack was sealed.

XXV

Theroomhoused hundreds. At each gold encircled platewasafour-leaf clover andasmall canewhose
knobby end also held enscrolled the lucky and green four-leaved clover.

Michael 1ooked about, bewildered. He was seated at President Sebastian’s right hand, their table
overlookingall others. Waitersscurried about, placing foine saladsand drinksat each plate, and carrying
steaming platesfrom which wafted tantalizing odors. The box at his side had been specialy prepared by
Michael, himself, and carried to the grand luncheon amost asif it were intended to be an honorium.

He squinted to seethrough thethousands of twinkling lightsthat seemed to createafal semist before
hiseyes.“Glory be!” and*“ Saint Patrick preserve,”’ he muttered toward Sebastian when hiseyesbeganto
make out forms and figures. “ There’ sJohn O’ Dancy of Irishmen’s, with George McGarth, the reputed
Wallstreet broker, and others, too, from Irishmen’s.”

It wastrue, they were at one table, together.

“Sweet Mother McCree! Dr. Samuel Benovsky.”

Sebastian, who was busy breaking off a golden pheasant leg, did not explain that the man beside
Benovsky was another physician called Dr. Amendus Dullea.

Well, Michael looked about somemore, squintingand making hislrish sayingsashemadeout bellhop
or taxi driver or doormanthat he' d seen somewheres, until hebegantofeel that thewhole, wideworldwas
one big L eprechaun conspiracy and he the only normal and tall human of thelot. His heart |eaped at the
sight of Dog and Peatrick Kavanagh together at one side, along with Jean Dee, Phoenicus, little Big Joe
Crabbe and even Prudence Carnera, all of them, but especially Dog, digging into food piled high, asif
they’ dgivennothought totomorrow, or today either, for that matter, whichthey probably hadn’ tanddidn't.

What was that Sebastian had mumbled? All ours? Hormonal failures?

Michael twisted athick finger inhisear, ‘ cause hewasn’ t hearing quiteright. Now that hethought on
it, therewasacertain persistent rumblinginthebackground that seemedtodistort soundsjust ashisvision
was not as clear asit might be.

They finished eating, and Sebastian called for attention, asking that they all rai se glassesbrought by
waiters splendid in white jackets embellished with golden braids and buttons. “A toast,” he grandly
announced. “ Drink itdown. All theway. It’ snon-al coholic, sothosewho areteetotal ersneed not worry.”’

Well, that last remark worried Michael some, but hegulped it all anyway, asdid everyone else.

Something had to beamisswith thedrink, for all of asudden hefelt heavier. Hiseyesbothered more,
and the big table wanted to swim away. Hefiddled at the package at hisside, feeling through the cloth to
wiresbeneath.
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Hollow sounds rever%erated throughout his skull, bonging and booming.

President Sebastian — who now seemed to’ ve grown atop his head a giant golden crown, and wore
arobe golden and dark purple all lined with white ermine fur — pounded with agavel.

“| call the Great Irish Leprechaun Society to order,” Sebastian seemed to bellow, hisvoice deegp and
resonant.

Theroomitself seemedto change, twisting and stretching. Alcoves, richly paneledroomswithsliding
doorsopening wide, were seen as somehow now furnished with plush chairsand lounges, and brilliantly
coloredtapestries. Therewassurroundingthem easy-on-the-eyesindirect lighting and carpetswereasthick
asErie’ sown green turf. Charts and screens and modern decorations aligned some of thewalls, which,
alongwith bright tapestries, embel li shed moreeffectively than sooty drawingson cold, drafty caverns; and
the soft, plush seats beneath them were far nicer than hard-chisled stone, where, Saints forbid! black
leathery wings swished back and forth!

Therewassimply nodecent comparison between thisbig, modern, comfortablehabitat andtheold
Irish cavernsdescribed by thegrandfaither. None-at’ all, except maybethecrystalline, tinkly laughter that
seemed to bounce about asthough from stalagmite to stal actite aseach of the boi sterous, good menfilled
and drank and boasted in their cups.

Michael glanced upward, his eyesfollowing the swishing leathery wings. There was alarge clock,
round and all decorated with those heathen numbersbrought back to Irene after Briton’ sdefeat by Rome
in A and D of fifty one. The Roman numerals said it wastwelve 0’ clock, midnight.

“Our third emergency meeting of the Great Irish Leprechaun Society will come to order,”’ King
Sebastian seemed to say, gettingimmediate attention.

Was Michael’ s ears deceiving him? He banged histhick paw against one ear.

“It’ sthe emergency that makes me cut out amenities. Aloysious Gary |saacs, otherwise known as
Darby Clanahan in the old Hibernian days, received a terrible call. David Israel was being forcibly
restrained by thisvery sameMichael Coffey that you seebeforemehereat my right hand. David’ smonthly
shots....”

Theoriginal decisionto leave Ireland had not created such astir!

Fist wavingsand themilling of angered bodies stirred old memoriesand bad blood from deepwithin
hidden caverns, wherelittle men pounded rockswith barefists and dumped kegsfilled with heady malts
and liquors, shamefully wasting samefor attention’ ssake.

Though heraised hishand several times, and beat the gavel solidly, Sebastian could still do no more
thanwait on their attention.

And what else should he do?

Thenoiselevel dropped fromthat of roaring jetsto that of merediesel engines. George Hays (Ryan)
transportation magnate, and Henry Mallette(O’ Leary), ail billionaire, shouted loudly at oneanother, first
onefist then another waving about, as though invisible snakes were whipping at each other.

“Liar! Liar! O’ Learysareliars!” bellowed George Hay.

“Only aRyan can be spineless!” Henry would push histhin nose directly onto Hays' little pug one,
though not for the scent of it all, that was sure.

“Gentlemen!” President Sebastian rai sed both handshigh. “ Areweto save others? Areweto protect
ourselves, our loved ones?’ It wastruly masterful theway theking changed all the threshing wind-mills
into asane audience.

“How much gold is he asking?’ someone asked loudly.

“One hundred and ninety-six thousand and two-hundred cubic feet.”

Stunned silence, likethe echo of an echoinatruly deep, wet cavern swept away the earlier remnants
of vocalizations, though most had already gonewith the King' sregal gesture. All, that is, except maybe
an O’ Gill against aRyan, or aSullivan against an O’ Leary.
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Thghte(?Fst'Aé\p/tlECP]I gﬁowly in small snakey titters, then burst outward like star rockets on Hugh O’
Donnel Day, making every kind of colored speckle against the black, boggy night.

“Tommy Ristad—onceMaloney —here!” Thebig, burly Norwegian wasan engineer of somekind,
Sebastianremembered.

“How did this normal arrive at such an outlandish figure? And, why gold? Does he think of us as
mending shoesfor night’smilk? Or hoarding pots of gold at the rainbow’ send?’

It was afair question, and whispers and nods waved with it.

Sebastian explained: “Michael Coffey hasno brainsfor thefiguring, but somehow he estimated our
popul ation growth. Intheyear eighteen and forty-seven hefigured about onethousand of ussurvived the
great potato famine, based on a pro-rata share of the Irish population. Factoring in on our presumed
longevity, and thefour-tenths per cent annual rate of population increase, which he claimsfrom ‘ shrewd
calculations’ madeby ageniusfriend of his, he saysthere must be about one hundred and ninety-six, two
hundred of usnow.”’

“So hefigures one cubic foot of gold per Leprechaun?’

“Aye.”

“So — and where did the one cubic foot of gold come from?”’

“Takedfunny, hedid. Likehewasmorethan proud of hisfigures. Kept explaining how smart hewas,
andall.

“*Since no Irish Leprechaun’, he says, * would be caught dead without the same amount of gold as
every other Leprechaun, then every Leprechaun has a pot of gold, no more nor less,” he says. ‘ Except
maybe for the King, who would have more than anyone could know.’”’

Itwasafoolishthingtorepeat at such aseverely sober meeting, and no onecouldbelievethelie, even
if itwastruth. Nooneatall! Although King John Sebastian did noticeal ow rumblefrom pointsabout the
room.

“*Each pot holding gold has aradius of sixty-two one hundredths of afoot.” Coffey’sgeniusfriend
says, That comesto one cubic foot of gold per Leprechaun,” he says. ‘ So figuring on one hundred and
ninety-six thousand, two hundred L eprechaunsspread about theglobe, that makesonehundred ninety-six
thousand, two hundred cubic feet of gold' he said — and hewanted it all in return for the secrecy and the
swearing that he' Il not reveal us, he'll return David I srael and promise not to go after him again.”

WhileMichagl O’ Coffey waspuzzling over thisstrangebut marvel ouscomputation—Did I truly say
all that? he kept asking himself, amazed over its complexitiesand | ogic —the ensuing hubub lasted —it
seemed — for hours. A committee wasformed, and nominationsmadefairly, and recommendationsand
votingkeptinstrict confidence. Not that anyonewould cheat. Why wouldthey doathing likethat?Except,
perhaps, the O’ Learys and Ryans, and they were always watched closely by everyone else.

King John Sebastian headed up the final decision committee, aswas hisnatural right and place, and
besidesAloysiusWinston, thereweretheother two, Henry Malletteand GeorgeHayshonestly placed, as
everyonecouldtestify.

And sure, why wouldn’t they be?

That made up thewhol e of thefinal decision committee: King Sebastian, AloysiusWinston, George
Hays, and Henry Mallette. Unlessyou al so counted Joe Smith, an O’ Banionwhowasset therejustincase
of ties.

“| saw cast-iron potssomewherein Alabama, or maybeitwasMississippi,” Henry Malletteexplained
to the thickening and dusty gloom. *“Used to render hog lard on chilly January mornings, they were.”’

The other members stared.

“Suppose we could convert the Society’ s assets without forcing down world-wide markets, and
attracting attention. Wherewould the gold comefrom?”’

“Why didn’t he ask for aluminum or platinum, or uranium?’ asked George Hays.

®
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Fina ythecarl for votescame.

Michael Coffey squinted closely at Sebastian, apparently not seeing theoriginal John Sebastianface
anymoreat all, but aface that somehow appeared even morefamiliar. It was wizened, even ancient, but
with eyesthat were big and clever, anose asred as hisown, and the man had away about him that only
true Irishmen could know for when his eyes danced they made the heart throb for the old green sod and
amerry fiddle.

Sebastian caught Michael’ s eye, probably thinking to himself: Coffey’s a dumb Irishman, alright!
Studying Michael’s features, he saw red Irish-whisky-blooming cheeks puffed outward from much
blowing on cold hands, aCatholic, bowl-shaped haircut, parted in the middle and neatly combed to each
side, likelittle Tommy O’ Toole on hisway to school.

Sure. He’s the Little Men’s King, alright, Michael thoughtinhisturnashechuckled at hiscleverness.

Nothing so heartenstheL eprechaun King than aduel of wits, for nothing solivensthelongdaysmore
thanthefun of outwitting thedull Irishmen, whothink they areso smart, whichishardly thehalf of brains.

Sure, and such an equivalent feeling can be known only by the Irishman, face to face asthey match
canniness, each with weaponsforged by aeons-long mutual pummelling.

Of al theL ittleOnes, theKing of theL eprechaunswould bethecleverest, strongest, wisest. Otherwise
why would an O" Quinn have been chosen?

Now John Sebastianstoodtall, quietingthehububwith aregal waveof hisrightarm.“We'reall present,
Michael, all of those who own thewealth you desire. But we must havethereturn of David Israel before
wefurther negotiations. It isthat or nothing.”

Michael squinted almost asthough hewereattempting to seethedifferencesbetween hisinner vision,
and what actually appeared before him, whichinaway hewas. “ That or nothing, indaid! And whenwas
an honest Irishman to trust one of the Little People?’

“Trust? Michael Coffey. What choice do you have? Also, keep in mind that had we amind to do so,
you'’ d be back in the asylum again. Y ou have my word onit.”

It wasall true. They had him. Still grandfaither Coffey had explained that oncetheir word wasgiven
-- especialy the King' sword -- it would be kept. But watch out for trickery! Be surethetermsare clear!
Weéll, Michael knew hewasamatchfor theLittle People. He d gottenthisfar hadn’t he. Cleverly hesaid,
“And do ye give your word on it? Theword of The Great Society of Leprechauns? And promise on the
lucky four leaf clover, too?’

“1 do,” Sebastiansaidsimply. “ Tell uswheretofind David I srael, and you shall be greatly rewarded.
| promise.”

Well, Michael should havebeen cleverer, but then, wasn’ t hismind and senseswhirling after that | ast
drink? “What is this cage by me side?” Michael said grandly. Again as though his mouth worked
independently from histhinking—whichfor thelrishisnot unusual — heheardit say: “L et meshow you
something,” and hisbetraying armswhipped off thecloth covering. It wasacage, and David | srael’ sface
pushed sorrowfully frominsideagainst tiny bars. Histiny gnarled handsgrasped and opened asthoughwith
areflex diseaseasthey tried vainly to hold ontothethin barsof anordinary parakeet cage. Tiny veinsbul ged
and crossed David’ sfaceand armsand handsto form afern-likelacework. Though naked hewas— and
asplucked asaparakeet — hislong, black beard hung low, providing what little propriety wasthere. His
eyeswere watery and bloodshot.

“Indecent!”

“Crimina!”

Already George Hays and Henry Mallette were shouting and jumping and striking nothing whatso-
ever, everywhere, sofilledwithfrustrationthey were. John— King O’ Quinn— Sebastian clenched broad
Jaw muscles. And didn’t it take emergencieslike thisoneto bring out hisforceful personality and quick
intellect? And what of the sight of David Israel, himself? Physically encaged and reduced to miniature
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status, it wastruly enraging! Thereisnothing morevile, moresadistic, moreunsightly, morethoughtless.

Unlessitisthesight of the small half-filled bowl! of mushinsidethe cage, onitsfloor, al filled with
sodden fragmentsof molding bread! That and thechucklewhichfilled Michael’ smouth and which some
would say wasarippleof Irishglee, thoughmorelikeahissing snake, it was, standingtall before St. Patrick
inspiteof all hisglory.

“Alright. We've seen the kind of man you are, Michael Coffey. You've got us.”
King O’ Quinn’s visible apathy was not entirely play acting. Not all of it.
Have we been through this bit before? Michael’ s confused mind asked of himself. Then, aloud, “Well,
now. Sure, and | wondered about that meself. What happened to the pots of gold during me great, great
grandfaither’ sday?”’

“They came with us during the great potato famine, along with the Irish immigration, asyou know.
“Now we couldn’t leavethat kind of thing lying idly about in our new, busy land, could we, what with so
many greedy gold huntersand all?’

“That sounds reasonable. Sure. What did you do with it?’

"Stocks and bonds.”’

“Well, I'll just take the equivalent in American Federal Reserve— U, Sand A dollars— under me
personal account.”’

HadKing O’ Quinnbeennormal human, hiseyeswould havesquintedlikethecat who' sabout tocatch
the mouse. “Y ou understand, Michael Coffey, we can’t suddenly convert holdings into cash without
creating panic and depression, besides, you’' ve already agreed to asharein stocks and bonds.”’

“Oh ho! — So you have that much in loot, d’ ye? Enough to upset nations? And all from good Irish
gold!”

“Wecansharewithyou, makeyourichbeyondimaginings. What goodisapileof yellow metal or lazy,
greendollarstaxedinto nothingness, or to bedrained away by inflation?Y ou, Michael Coffey, needtoown
abigsdliceof grand Americanindustry.”” Speaking rapidly so’ sto getideasinto Coffey’ smindfastandin
proper sequence, O’ Quinn reflected on the committee’ s agreed-upon strategy, finding it good, and
thinking it still the best way to deal with Irishmen.

“Aye. Aye! That may bebest.” Theclever kidnapper stroked hischineven ashiseyesseemedto spot
adangerousbargain, or perhapsabox all filled with twisty tricks. “I’ll give mevery best thought oniit,”
he heard himself saying., whilethinking, Now where have we had this scene before ? I must think before
they confuse me.

“Wait, Michael Coffey. We' vegot to know how you found usout. Wecan't haveit happenagain, can
we?We'll trust you, of course. And though it softensthe heart to say it, we must know the answer even
if wemust sacrifice our beloved David Israel.”’

At that moment David began shaking bars and squeeling in hisunnatural high-pitched voice. It was
almost as though he believed the king, so good was the acting.

And, of courseit was acting. What else would it be?

Michael Coffey’ sheadtossed high, withpride. “ Sure, and 1’|l tell youthat now.”” Hetapped hisfinger
to temple, pointing in theright direction to the source of hisown brilliance.

King Sebastian permitted himsel f theslightest rel axation, now that natural | rish prideand ego had burst
through.

“One of the Coffeys — Patrick it was, and a foine, great, great grandfaither he was, too, and a
troubador. Alwaystaking notes, he was. Only they rhymed, so nobody believed the things about which
hewrote. Nobody a'tall except me.

“Patrick, hedied of the potato faminein eighteen and forty six passing noteson downto Timothy O’
Coffey, thegreat grandfaither, himself. Timothy followed thelrishimmigration to America, passing the
notebook ontolan, thegrandfaither, hisself, thento Graham, mevery ownfaither, himself, and nonea'tall
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like him to be found anywhere on the face of the earth or elsewhere, for that matter.

“Sureand it wasasad day, whenmepoor old faither died, St. Patrick preserveand otherwisehelp his
soul. Heleft mehispoor leaven’s: A jug of Irishwhisky and Patrick O’ Coffey’ snotebook, dressed with
soft pigskin and lettered fancy and all.

“Out of respect for him, | swallowed the whisky, all the time wiping away me tears and thumbing
through the old notebook. It must have been the saints themselves what diverted this lucky Irishman’s
attention to the ssmple poemswritteninlonghand there.”’

Michael Coffey paused. Sure, and wouldn’t these listenerswant the opportunity to reflect on and to
acknowledgehisbrillianceand humility and hisluck inreceiving personal attentionfromtheblessed saints,
themselves?

“What poems?’

Michael’ seyeswidened and hesmiled broadly, wavinghisforefinger tosing Tiddley, Tiddley or Not,
all theway through.

Sure. And it was against all reason, King O’ Quinn knew. It was madnessindeed. Wasn't it just the
right kind of foolish thing that would lead a drunken Irishman to the right conclusions? Wasn't mis-
reasoning of thiskind the only way an Irishman could arrive at correct answers?

“That’ sapretty, little ditty, Michael Coffey. And how could it lead to us?

“We reno longer Leprechaun high. And do we carry about our pots of gold? None of ushave gold.
Forlongitwasillegal asamedium of commercial exchange, in America, youknow. Andlook how we' ve
integrated ourselves with normals, even to taking on coloration of races, religions and various diverse
nationalities. Y ou must bevery clever indaid to havefigured therest for yourself.”’

Itwasjust thetouch. Michael Coffey expandedvisibly. Wouldn't any I rishman puff under such skilled
flattery? And so hedescribed the partsknown and unknown but guessed at. Hisego wasoutsidenow, worn
onhisdirty whitecollar, slippinginandout of hiswrinkled, ol d-fashioned vestpocket, crawlingup hisnose
and down hisear. King O’ Quinn plunged for thekill. “ Y ou still had to be clever to spot one of us. How
did you managethat, Michael Coffey?”’

“Ayel” Coffey swelledvisibly. “There sacertaincast 0’ eyein Leprechauns, whether they bebig or
small. Andit’sknown only to carefully observing Irishmen.”

It made acertain kind of Irish sense, though no other kind. Somehow King O" Quinn’s slowness of
wit and open admiration for Michael seemed to transfer of itself. “ Think it over, Michael Coffey. Indaid
itisabrilliant man, ye' are, and deserving of ownership in America sgiant industries.”

WEell, that’ swhenMichael put down hisglass. Theterriblemoment had comeand passed. Michael was
surely cozenedinto signing thedocumentsplaced beforehim, but he seemed not to careany longer, though
he was beaming and smiling.

Hesignedwithasatisfyingflourishplacingdownhispen. “ Then |’ mcorporationexecutive?’ heasked
for reassurance.

“Yes.”

“A rich one?’

“You'll own petroleum, mines, computers, manufacturing facilities and bits and pieces of other
industries.”’

“Ah!” hesighed. It hadtakennoeffort at all for Michael to signthosegrand papersat theplacesmarked
withx’s.Noned'tall. None, that i s, except asort of strainingwitheyesand mind, warily peering about for
traps. But if you wereaclever fellow, like himself, then you could win against the Little Men!

But naiver, naiver let down your guard!

A big metal embosser pressed official marksinto hisundecipherablesignatureandtheKing' sand his
very ownsignaturewereduly witnessed by two notaries. They gaveMichael hiscopy and handed theother
to John Sebastian, all thewhile everyone at the tablelooking on silently.

Copyright 2002 Perry A. Chapdelaine, Sr., 7376 Walker Road, Fairview, TN 37062-8141



%  SPONSORED BY
f @ )
J THE ARTHRITIS TRUST MicHAEL COFFEY'S JEWISH LEPRECHAUN 79

Somenow Davit 5’ scagehad disappeared and Michael wassitting at thetablewherehe’ dalways
been. Thismight have bothered Michael some, but he had other thoughtsfor themoment. “Whereareme
officesand me girlsthat guard the doorways? ' he asked.

“Surely you know that you' re part of alarge business conglomerate. Didn’t you just sign documents
explaining all?Here. I’ll read theimportant part.”” O’ Quinn picked up and thumbed through Michael’ s
copy. “ Conglomeratel nternational Incorporated hereby appointsMichael Coffey tofull membership status
ontheBoard of Directorswith all rightsand privileges assigned and pertaining thereto.

“You'reone of us, now. You sharein everything we have, equally and fairly, just like al the Little
Men.”’

“| share equally with all the L eprechauns?’

“Absolutely. That's correct. We' ve made you full member of The Great Irish Leprechaun Society.
See?’ O’ Quinn pointed. “This next paragraph.”

Theclose-printedtypeprobably could havebeenread easily by oneof theangel s, but Michael refused
toletonhiseyesightwasfailing. “ Sure, andthat’ sjustfoine.”” Now hisnose, ever faithful toitsprimeduty,
had identified a certain delicate aroma. Was it behind the desk? “No man would deny ’tis a beautiful
paragraph,’’ heargued. “But, it sabig desk that | hadinmind, withlittle buttonsto push and femaledoor-
guarders, too.”’

“That you' Il have, Michael Coffey.” O Quinn beckoned to someone, and all heads swiveled about.
“But first we seal the bargain.”

Hardly dressed & tall with scandal ous skirts, the pretty young thing pushed along agleaming chrome
cart fromwhich camethetantalizing odor discovered by Michael’ strained nostrils. When shebent over,
he had all he could do to keep his attention high, up on her sparkling smile.

Fromadoor inthecart shewithdrew themost heavenly crystal, al full of abright amber fluid— praise
the Saints— Michael’ seyes were so busy switching from the sparkling smile toward the cart and back
again!

“Toour new full-blooded L eprechaun!” King O’ Quinnsaid, asheraised abrimmingtankard. “May
hislife-linebelong!”

“Hear, hear!” everyone sang out, raising their tankards, too.

Mainly to keep hiseyesaway from the sinful exposure of bare skin, Michael permitted her tofill his
glassagain, carefully watching asthelittle bubblesrose upward, swelling larger and larger, then bursting
at the surface with amost tantalizing aroma.

Isafull glassto bewasted? Not among the O’ Coffeys! Hedrank that one. And athird and afourth.
Oh what awicked woman guarded those bottles!

It was more than decent man could bear.

And the female doorway-guarder beside O’ Quinn was large. Maybe he' d choose his own door-
guardersequally fair and pretty, but not so huge. Her face peered downward on his, curlsso thick they'd
take both of hishandsto hold. If hewereamind to do so, he could reach out and grab one right now and
literally swing hisbody back and forth on just one of those huge curls.

Andbreasts! Why, it wasashame! Must besomeglandul ar deficiency. Hecould easily crawl between
those big, two lumps, squeeze down inside whereit was soft and dark and warm and no one would ever
noticea'tall. Noonea'tall.

Now why werethetankards so hard to hold? And the chair so big? Thetable, too? And thebig round
clock with crazy pagan Roman numerals, ashig asBig Ben, itself. All solarge, hefelt so small, just like
aLeprechaun. . ..

“Michael Coffey!” thevoicerumbled.
“Aye!l” he sgueeked.
“You'vejust signed our contract. Look about. What do you see?’
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hedi dj l?sFt'f‘F]'\étE?t%t seeingtwo giant thewsliketwintreeboles, but upsidedown, thinat thebottom
and thicker at thetop. That will bethe shameful female door-guarder, he thought.

Andtherest? The giant chair and table, the ogres peering from awide circle about him like hungry
animalsshowing sharp teeth?

God forbid! The Saints had left him and the devil was about!

Recognizing his plight at last, he quaked. He was Michael O’ Coffey, small, pathetic, an Irish
L eprechaun!

“I"ll not tell asoul,” he shrieked pathetically. “Only bring back meown sizeand I’ll go away,”’ he
wailed. Histhinvoicefluttered about theair likeawounded hummingbird, barely makingit acrossthevast
expanse of the room.

“Sure and you’ re one of usnow. Why would you tell?” The grumble moved slowly, even asagiant
needle came up from behind.

“No! No!” Hewasfrightened — nay, terrified. But no one minded as the monstrous needle pushed
into soft flesh discharging magical hormonal fluids.

Whenthey had himback to sizeagain, herubbed the sorespot, hisface puffedandred, hisanger hardly
vented, his fear surging and roiling, and his vanity whistling outwardly like escaping air in a pierced
balloon. No onelikes being beaten by the L eprechaun, least of all an Irishman.

“1 had them! Didn’'t | havethem?’ he continued to mumble, and, “Where did thingsgo awry?’

“You're one of us, now, Michael Coffey,” King O’ Quinn repeated. “You share in al rights and
privileges,intruth, Michael. And onceeachmonthyou’ Il beneedingtheneedle. Theshots' || keepyoufrom
growing small, you know.”’

Andwasn’'t that afriendly smile, that last?

XXVI

Well, Michael O’ Coffey becamerich, though he never forgot histruefriends, like Phoenicus, little
Big Joe Crabbe, Jean Dee, Patrick Kavanagh, and especially Dog, athough now and then he’ d stop to
wonder at how they’ d become L eprechauns grown tall, too.

Between you and |, they were all hormonal failures from our early days— asKing O’ Quinn had
explained it — before the shots were perfected — and a sad tale that we dassn’t talk about too much.

Beinglrish, Michael would never forget truefriends, of course, and being L eprechaun, with all those
mines and conglomerates and corporationsat his control, so to speak, he' d reward hisfriendsfromtime
totime, giving away good Irish Whisky and Coors Beer or even Haig and Haig Scotch, if they asked, he
was that liberal. And now and then he' d pass a keen eye and foine wink at the female guardians at his
doorway.

Why | canhear himt’ thisday singing*“ Tiddley, tiddley or not! | caught themwiththeir pot!’’ though
intruth he’ d not caught themwiththeir pot a' tall, asthey’ d caught him, soto speak, and then madethe best
of what was fast becoming aterrible nuisance.

Oh, itwasglorious, it was. Neither Michael nor Dog had acareintheworld after that, except maybe
to seethat they both got their monthly shots.

| saw it all and heard it too, or asmuch as| was supposed to, or paid attention to. Saint Patrick strike
me down likethelowest, scurliest snakeif itisn’'t all true, or menameisn’'t David Israel.

Y ouknow, just becausewe vebecometall and American, and ownlargecorporatestructuresand such
doesn’t meanwe’ velost all of our magic. How do you think we contain nuisanceslikethe O’ Coffeysand
Kavanaghs?

To start with, we harrass them, make them have bad luck.

Remember the dog that upped and urinated on Michael while hewas studying the strip-tease photo?
Well, that was George M cGarth, thereputed stock broker from Wall street who did the deed, breaking the
dog from its leash and bringing it to bear at Michagl’s knee. Of course he couldn’t predict al the
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consequces, o?ﬁﬁa?/l ﬁ%\tc ﬁttl eact would redirect Michael’ sattention onto me. Usually we have enough
foresight for preventivemeasures, and why it didn’t work thistimewasn’'t GeorgeMcGarth’ sfault at all.

Then the time the policeman collared Michael right outside of Dr. Ashville’s office building, and
wouldhavecaught him, too, hadit not beenfor Dog’ sunthinking reactions. That wasoneof Dog’ sdefects.
He couldn’t remember who he was, nor where his prime loyalty belonged.

But you can’'t believe that that New Y ork constable appeared outside Ashville' s doorway just by
coincidence, canyou?

And the net to capture Dog and Michael in the act of robbing my room was set there on purpose,
because one of us had peered far enough into the future to see the event, though such sightingsaretruly
becoming rarer nowadays.

Dr. Samuel Benovsky had lost alot of his natural powers. Seems like education and erudition and
growingtall hasmuchtodowithlossof magicandother abilities. Still, all inall, hewasstragically placed
inthe New Y ork mental institute where he could keep aprofessional eye on the likes of Kavanagh and
Coffey. Afteral, everyoneknowsthat apsychiatrist’ spurposeisto control thosethat bother therest of us,
not to make the deviant well.

Thenremember how Michael O’ Coffey left Doginchargeof me?Wasn'titjustaweebit strangethat
Dog would decide to wander off like he did, leaving me free to work my way loose?

Who putthecrazy ideaintoMichael’ smindthat heshould call President John Sebastian onapay phone
aready surrounded and crowded with privatedetectives?Oneof us, that’ sfor sure, becausethat’ show we
work itall, and for that much magictowork there’ sgot to be someresidual powersleft. | don’t know what
is the scientific explanation, but its probably something like the strength of the magic is indirectly
proportional to the number of human cells encumbering the source of the thought.

Dr. AmendusDulleg, likeDr. Asheville, hadtoresort tonon-magical tricks, psychiatric pain/hypnosis/
shock treatment, and you can remember just how poorly those worked. So when Michael’s mind was
workedonsuccessfully,itwasn’t Dr. Dullea, but someof uswhostilled histongueand distorted hissenses,
anditwould havelasted, too, if it hadn’ t been for the Russian flu along with Coffey’ srugged disposition.

Michael Coffey waslrish, and our magic seldomworksonehundred percent whenIrishluck isabout.
That’ sasort of black magicinitself. That’ swhy Michael wasableto capturemeso often. Luck! Just plain,
dumb, IrishLuck! Thesamewe’ vehadto contendwith now sincethebirth of Hibernia— andwe' dthought
t' veleft behind in the Old Country.

But say — wasn't the splintering of their shack in the junkyard pure inspiration? And the strange
unexplained disppearance of Phoenicus, little Big Joe Crabbe and Jean Dee? And what of thetriggering
off of Patrick Kavanagh'’ s electric shock memories during the attempted transfer of kidnapped victims?
Andthefinal capture of Michael O’ Coffey, and how hewastricked into revealing histruethoughtsand
intentions beforewe gave him thefinal treatment that made him just like us?

Thegreatest magic, of course, wasthedrastic changing of stubbornIrishmind. That part wasn’t easy
to do. It took the assembled L eprechaun society in Michael Coffey’ spresenceto insurethat Mr. Coffey
wouldkeep hisbargain, accepting ordinary stocksand bondsinstead of insistingongoldbullion. Thelrish
are perhapsthemost stubbornintheworld, asevery L eprechaun knows, and sometimesthey canbequite
clever — but never asclever asthelrish Leprechaun, himself.

Why, | remember in the old days when a snap of afinger would change atreeinto agolden staff; a
milk cow would sour and bellow; iron filingswould change to glossy puresilver; anagging wifewould
bestilledinstantly, her mouthfrozen stiffly until freed again. Attheblink of anlrishman’ seyeswe’ d appear
and disappear, safefrom greedy fingers.

Sigh!
| supposeit’ sthe size that weakens us, being big, you know.
Sigh!
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But then the(r)g’ sgoEnellggdvantageﬁto being big and Jewish, instead of little and L eprechaun, though

for right now | can’t think of ablessed one.

®
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