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For the longest time, Giants ruled the game of basketball... 

...and they wouldn’t let anyone end their reign. 

––––––––
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It was his father who helped Larry fall in love with the game. 

He’d sit with Pa, as he came to know him, on a light brown couch and watch every second tick by. He’d watch how the home team would scramble to their end of the court, form ranks, and pass the ball, moving out of the way of the other player. He’d watch as the usual suspects took shots, many shots, and scored, many times. Then he’d watch them scrambled to the other end of the court and throw their arms in the air, jump and run, and grab the thrown-ball. 

He smiled how simple it was, how repetitive it was, and how reliable it was. But most of all, he smiled at how it made his old man feel, how it filled him with joy, love, and pride as the home team fought through adversity and competition, the other team’s need to win the game, and won the game. 

But Pa felt the losses, too. He’d hang his head and become silent, so silent it worried Larry. 

In the beginning, Larry wondered if it was something he did, but he came to understand it was the game and there was nothing he could do because he wasn’t on the court. Larry wondered how one thing, even basketball, could control Pa’s mood so much, so often. 

At the end of every game, Larry wondered what it would be like to play, to win, to lose, to control the emotions of the crowd and have them root for you, to motivate you, to make you do things you once thought impossible, to put you in the mood to win. 

Pa had three children, a Leprechaun and two girls from another marriage who were never interested in the game. They were interested in other things. 

Pa, Larry would say, looking up at Pa. 

Yes, son? 

Can you take me to a game? 

I can.

But will you?

I’ll see, no promises. 

On the year of his fifth birthday, he thought he’d unwrapped every gift. 

But his father produced one more, a wrapped card. Be careful, he told him. 

Larry unwrapped it, carefully, pulling the tape and the wrapping paper, revealing the card and the front half of a blue paperclip. 

What does it say, his father asked him. 

He read the front of the card, then opened it. Inside were two tickets, two tickets to a game a month away. His mouth hung open, his eyes widened, and he looked at his father who smiled. 

You can take only one person, his father would say. 

You, Pa, you, Larry would say. 

But you have to be good, ok? I can always give them back, ok? 

Ok, Pa, his son would say. 

For a month, he was good. When his father asked him to do something, he did it, regardless. The trash? Done. Clean his room? Finished. One month later, he asked his father, giddy, Was I good? Was I good? 

And his father told him, Yes, you were good. 

That night, they went to the game. They walked off the packed subway and walked with the crowd to the arena, where they bought sausages and loaded them with a crazy amount of toppings, some Larry never heard of and would only hear of when he was at arenas like this one. He ate and drank and made his way into the arena, where he saw them play a game, running and shooting and yelling. 

The crowd yelled, too. People made fun of each other. 

Larry looked around and saw everyone—everyone—attended the game. 

Things that mattered elsewhere didn’t matter here, for as long as you cheered and jeered. 

And man did Larry cheer and jeer. He raised his arms and held his hands around his mouth and yelled, telling them to shoot, to pass, to play de-fence. He mocked the visitors. Simply put, he had fun, a lotta fun. 

When the game was over, and as they walked out of the arena and hurried onto the subway, he knew what he had to do, to play and play for the home team. 

That year, for Christmas, he asked for a ball and a net, a rim at least, something he could hang and shoot at. 

His father played the same trick as the tickets. 

They were the last presents, and he couldn’t open them, not until his father said it was all right. 

His mother would say, Come on, Pa, isn’t it time? 

The time is not now, Pa would say. The time is not now. 

It would become a mantra for the kid, but the kid, at that time, didn’t know it. He jumped and pawed his father. Come on, Pa, he’d say, please. I was good this entire year, wasn’t I? 

Not until halftime, Pa would say. Not until when? 

Halftime, Larry replied. 

Think you can hold out until then? 

Larry hung his head. Half time was so far away. 

His mother tried, though. She put Pa in a good mood and toyed with him. If you want more, she’d say. But his Pa stuck it out. Trust me, he’d say, it’s worth it. 

Worth it, eh, Larry would say. 

Trust me, it’s worth it. 

And the game played on. 

Larry counted down the clock. 

The second quarter ended. 

Larry looked at his father, who’d say, I bet you think now’s the time, don’t you? 

Don’t tease the boy, Ma would say. 

His father nodded in the direction of the final presents, saying, Go on. Open ‘em. They’re yours. 

Larry scrambled, running to the wrapped gifts, and tore them open: a rim, a net, and a new ball. Just what he wanted. 

How about, after the game, his father would say, I put it up and we see what you got, eh? 

As the game went on, he held the ball. Printed on it was the handprint of a player, a giant, someone everyone looked up to, he was so tall. Larry pressed his little hand on the blackened handprint and felt his size. But he never felt daunted. He knew, still knew, what he wanted to do, to be. 

Basketball was in his future. 

––––––––
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Years later, Larry stood in line. 

Someone stepped away. 

He stepped forward. 

Yes, can I help you, said the woman in charge. 

Uh, not me, him, said the giant behind Larry. 

The woman looked under the white table and saw Larry. Yes, she said, can I help you, young man? 

I’d like to try out—for the home team, Larry would say. 

Really? 

Mm hm.

All right, if you want to, said the woman in charge. She asked him questions, and he gave her answers. She looked over the form, took it from her clipboard, and handed the form to the boy. 

Larry took it with him. He walked on the court and handed the form to the man in charge, the coach, Head Coach Peterson. Really, you, you want to try out for the team, Peterson would say. 

Yes, sir. I want to—

You’re the first one in a while. 

The first what, sir? 

Reject material, the coach would say. Obvious reject material.

––––––––
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Rejected, like the coach promised, Larry walked home, thinking to himself, Will it ever happen to me? Will they ever give me the chance to make my father proud? What he didn’t know then was the name of the man who’d change his life forever. 
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So, son, said Pa, how’d it go? 

They rejected me, said Larry. Rejected, like they said they would. They wouldn’t even give me a chance, not a single chance. 

His father knew why. 

Basketball was a sport dominated by giants, not Leprechauns. But how could he let him know? 

You know, his father started to say. Then he changed his tactic, saying, I’m really sorry they couldn’t see you for what you are. 

They did, said Larry. Reject material. 

If there was something I could do... 

There isn’t. I just... I need to be by myself for a while. 

Sure. 

You know, Larry said, but didn’t finish. 

Yes, pushed his father. 

I just, I just... 

We all get a little low sometimes. You’ll snap out of it. 

If only... 

And with that, Larry turned away from his old man and walked to his room. 

––––––––
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His father went to his computer and searched ‘Leprechaun basketball league.’ And wouldn’t you know it, something came up. But when he clicked on the link, he wasn’t sure how his son, the ever prideful boy, would handle such news. 

––––––––
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Larry, his mother shouted, dinner. 

Coming, Larry said. He sat on his bed, holding a basketball. 

His father wanted to bring it up throughout dinner, but he didn’t know how. He’d open his mouth, ready to talk, but he’d stop himself from pressing the subject. Maybe his son needed more time, but how much, he didn’t know. He decided to see how his son was feeling the next day. It was too soon to bring it up now. The rejection still stunned him. 

Pa opened the side door and saw Larry hold his basketball. 

Larry looked at it, pressed his hands against it, then bent his knees and took a shot. It went in, but it didn’t seem to matter. 

The ball bounced away from him, but it bounced its way to Pa. 

Pa bent and picked it up. He held the orange ball with black trim and walked it back to his son, who took it from him. 

Larry held the ball against his side. 

You know, Pa said, I was thinking. How would you like to see a game with me? 

Really? A game? 

Yeah. A game. 

Sure. 

––––––––
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They parked near a dingy arena. 

Larry looked around. Pa, he said, where are we? 

I thought you’d like to see a different kind of game. 

A different kinda game? Like hockey? I’m not that interested in hockey. 

Pa smiled as he said, It’s not hockey. 

If it ain’t hockey, what is it? 

It’s basketball. 

Basketball?! Here? 

At this arena, people like you play basketball.  

So it’s not basketball?

No it’s basketball. It’s just played with Leprechauns. You still interested or did I waste my money on tickets you don’t want to use? 

Sure, Larry said. 

All right then, let’s go. 

And with that, Larry and Pa exited the vehicle and walked into the arena, where they saw a small crowd watch small people play Larry’s favourite game. 

He saw nothing like it, the trick shots, the alley oops, everything. 

Everything was stylized for Leprechauns. 

But the crowd was too small, too few people packed the seats. 

Larry preferred the crowd that cheered on the Giants. 

These people were too quiet, too scared to chant ‘De-fence, de-fence.’ They didn’t come wearing jerseys, but normal clothes, clothes you’d wear to school, if you didn’t wear jerseys to school. 

When the game was over, Pa looked at his son, So, what about it? Would you like to play? 

With them, Larry wondered. 

What do mean, ‘With them,’ asked his father. 

I mean, Larry said, struggling for the right words. 

You can always try out, said his father. Would you like to? 

Larry looked within, but he couldn’t find the right feeling to press on. 

Think about it, ok? 

It was all Larry could do. For the minutes and the hours and the days after the game, it was all Larry could do. He thought about how fun it looked, how the Leprechauns cheered each other on, and how the crowd was just a little too small. 

So, said his friend, Paul, a grey werewolf. Can’t you make it bigger? 

Me, said Larry. 

What’s wrong with you? You got the skills, the talent. Soon, you’ll be an All Star, changing the league, for the better. Can’t you see it? 

I, Larry said, rubbing the back of his neck. 
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