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Mrs Elliethmam

Mrs Hughes was reminiscing. She was once a neighbour who lived just a few doors down from, me and my brother, Marco.
Mrs Elliethmam is Mrs Hughes, and her daughter Eleanor was our friend, so, Marco called her mam, Mrs Elliethmam (Ellies mam) Marco had a lisp at this time.
‘Marco was about seven.’ Mrs Hughes went on. ‘He was very small with black hair and eyes like pieces of coal. He was always in the street up to something.’ She shook her head. ‘Well, here he comes I thought to myself.’ She nodded and smiled. 
‘The day was a fine one, and I decided to paint my front door, this tan colour, it was left over, and I wasn’t going to waste it. Couldn’t afford to in them days.’ She paused. ‘Well, I see Marco slowly approaching with trousers too long, and a striped t shirt, short on his round belly.’
‘Hey, Mrs Elliethmam, what you doing, there?’ he called to me.
‘I’m painting my front door, Marco,’ I tell him.
‘I wanna go.’ He says.
I sigh, ‘I’m sure you would rather be playing up the mountain or somewhere. A lot more fun than painting my door.’ 
‘No! I like to paint, an I’m good too.’ He insisted.
‘I’m nearly finished anyway but thank you.’ Marco scowls and I can see he is not happy with me.
‘I’m coming back after, an I will thcratch your door.’ 
‘I am worried at this point, so I try to persuade him. ‘Oh, Marco, now why would you want to do that!’  I try to make him feel that he has been helping me. So, I tell him, ‘You have been here helping me and keeping me company. We have worked hard together you know.’
Marco is thinking about this. I can see his eyes shifting over my door. So, I explain to him, hoping to make him feel important, ‘and why would you want to damage all this hard work. You and me, we have put so much effort into this, it could almost be your door.’ I waited for a reaction, but there was none, and I am pleased with myself thinking that I managed to get Marco on side. 
Marco smiled and nodded in agreement, and I packed up my things, and I told him I have tea to cook, and I go in. but, before I shut the door, I waited for Marco to walk on up the street. ‘Bye!’ He shouted.
‘Now, later that evening, before it’s too dark, I checked the street. It was quiet and empty. My plan was to finish painting my door so by the morning it would be dry, and Marco would have forgotten all about my door.
I was very happy with the finished coat, I still remember, and very pleased with myself that I have outwitted my little neighbour.
Next morning, it’s Saturday, there was a knock on the door, I thought it was the postman, but no. It was Marco. ‘Hello,’ and I smiled, I’m surprised to see him, and I ask if he wanted Eleanor. ‘No,’ he told me. He was standing there in his same clothes as the day before. He smiled up at me. ‘Mrs Elliethmam, know you thed, your door ith my door.’
‘Yes.’ I replied, and I wasn’t sure what I was thinking, but Marco pointed his small, chubby finger at my door, ‘thee, I have thcratched my name on it, look! It is mine, now. ‘
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