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Merry Christmas, Rupert
Rupert sat on his bed, shoulders slumped forward, disconsolately. It was very kind of Nana and Gramps to pick him up at the end of his first term at his new school, but Christmas wouldn’t be the same without his parents. It’s hard for a seven-year-old to understand but, as Nana had tried to explain to him when she kissed him goodnight:
“It’s not mummy and daddy’s fault they can’t be with you at Christmas, darling. Daddy has a very important conference to attend in the Middle East. I’m sure they would much rather be with you but, sometimes, grown-ups have to do things they don’t want to.”
He turned out the light, lay down and closed his eyes. A flash of light made him jump up and switch on his bedside light. There, in the corner of the room, stood a strange looking man, dressed like a fairy but, somehow, he didn’t look quite right.
“Sorry ’bout the flash,” he said in a deep un-fairy-like voice. “That wasn’t s’posed to ’appen. I ’ope it didn’t scare yer. It’s dis new ‘appearing’ techy stuff – but I’ll get used to it.”

“Who are you?” Rupert gasped.

“I’m your fairy godfarver, innit! Me name’s Ron!” he replied.

“Don’t be silly!” Rupert scoffed, recovering his composure. “There aren’t such things. Only fairy godmothers. Anyway, you don’t look or sound anything like a fairy. And Ron’s a silly name, it should be Tinkerbell or something!”

“Well, like it or not, Ron’s me name. Yer see, dis time o’ year we’re a bit short staffed wiv everybody preparin’ for the big deliv’ry night, so I ’ave to ’elp out wiv social visits.”

“Well, you don’t seem very good at being a fairy.” 
“That’s ’cos, really, me job’s lookin’ after the reindeer, I only do this fairy lark in emergencies.”

“Looking after six reindeer can’t be a proper job.”

“Six reindeer? You don’t believe all dat rubbish do yer? Dere’s fahsands of ’em. Nah, we put out that one-sleigh-round-the-world story round to give it a bit o’ magic, innit?” he chuckled.
“So Santa isn’t real?” Rupert looked shocked.

“Course ’e’s real. ’E’s in charge but ’e ’as a lot of ’elpers, an’ I’m one of ’em.”

“So why are you here?”
“The Sad-Child-Alarm went off an’ it was my turn to answer it. I’m s’posed to take yer on a trip to cheer you up.”

“Where to? Can you fly? Can you make me fly?”

“Nah, we’re all hi-tech now. We go frough de fourf dimension!”

“What’s that?”

“Well, I don’t really understand it, but apparently it’s summink to do wiv bendin’ the space-time con-tin-u-um.”  Ron nodded his head in rhythm with the syllables to help him get it right. “That way, we can go straight to where-ever yer wanna go, in a flash. Well, not lit’rally a flash. Like I said, that wasn’t s’posed to ’appen when I came ’ere. But, no ’arm done, innit?”
Rupert laughed. He was warming to this rather odd fairy. 

“Where do you think we should go?” asked Rupert. 
“I was goin’ ter suggest we take a look at what yer parents are doin’, see if they’re enjoyin’ ’emselves in Dubai – that’s where they are, did you know?”
“I knew they were out east but not exactly where. I’d like to see what it’s like there. Must be strange for them to be in a hot place at Christmas.”

“It ain’t that ’ot this time o’ year – but it’s warm enough for sun bavin’. Shall we go then?”

“Yes please! What do I do?”

“Just stand next to me.”

Ron took what looked like a magic wand from a short scabbard on his belt and held it over their heads.

“One adult and one child to Dubai, please,” he intoned.

Rupert giggled. “You sound like you’re buying tickets for a train.”
“In a way I am. Shush, don’t talk to me f’r a minute, I ’ave to concentrate.”

Rupert stood quietly. Suddenly, he was surrounded by a total blackness. He couldn’t see Ron. He looked down and found that he couldn’t even see his own body! A moment of panic gripped him, but the light started to return, and he could see himself and Ron again.

“Where are we?” he whispered.

“It’s OK, you don’ ’ave to whisper,” Ron replied. “Nobody can ’ear us, or see us.”
Rupert realised that they were floating high in a bedroom. As everything came into focus, he realised that the two people in the room were his parents, getting ready for bed.
“You have a good day, darling?” Rupert’s father asked.

“Oh John, I had a lovely day. But I couldn’t help feeling all the time that they were just trying to keep me happy so that I wouldn’t bother you with my concerns about Rupert and Christmas and all that.”
“I think they’re doing their best to keep us both happy, to compensate for ruining our Christmas.”

John padded round the bed in bare feet to where his wife was sitting. Sitting on the bed beside her, he put his arm around her shoulder.

“Sam, sweetheart, I know you were looking forward to getting him back home from school and seeing his face when he opens his presents on Christmas morning. So was I! But this conference is very important and, really, we’re only delaying Christmas, we won’t miss it altogether. And I’m certain your mother will ensure Rupert enjoys himself on Christmas day, even if we aren’t there.”

Suddenly, Sam’s mood brightened a little.

“Oh John! I nearly forgot. I bought Rupert an extra present this afternoon to help make up for us not…”

“Don’t tell me what it is,” John interrupted. “I want to enjoy the surprise with him, when he opens it.”
Rupert turned away from watching his parents, a tear forming in his eye.

“Let’s go home, Ron,” he said quietly.
Ron nodded but said nothing. He held the wand over them both and went through the ritual that would get Rupert home. Back in Rupert’s bedroom, Ron was delighted with himself.

“I got you back ’ere at exactly the same time as we left. No one will ever know you went! Aaw… you’re quiet. Wossup?”

“It’s not easy being a grown up is it?” Rupert sighed.
“Life ain’t easy, however old you are. I’m 800 years old an’ I’m still learnin’, innit?”

Rupert couldn’t help it, he had to laugh.

“You say ‘innit’ in all the wrong places, Ron,” he giggled, “but I like it… innit.”

They both laughed.

Ron tucked Rupert into his bed.

“Thank you for taking me to see them, Ron. I could see that they don’t like it any more than me,” he said quietly. “I’ll be thinking of mummy and daddy and I’m sure they will be thinking of me, on Christmas Day. I’ll ask Nana to help me choose presents for them tomorrow, to make up for them missing Christmas.”

“Good lad! Glad I was able to ’elp. You get some sleep now, an’ I’d best be gettin’ ’ome meself. Merry Christmas, Rupert.”

“Merry Christmas, Ron”

Without a sound, Ron just ‘popped’ out of existence.
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