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“He’s the problem. We should kill him,” 

As soon as I heard a very short man in a black hoodie covered in coffee stains, black jogging bottoms and black trainers that looked like they were about to fall apart at any moment say that, I put down my large pint glass of orange juice and just glared at him.

Everyone else in the large pub fell silent and it was just creepy. Only a moment before the loud sound of everyone talking, laughing and debating what was the best beer had been echoing off the rough, uneven wooden walls of the pub.

Now it was deadly silent, and everyone was looking towards the round circular bar near the squeaky front door.

The pub was filled with various construction workers in their high-vis jackets. Most were middle-aged men with a beer gut, others had muscles and some were clearly here to avoid going back home to their wives and children. That was a shame.

One group of women caught my eye in particular. They were the only round table without construction workers. There were three elderly women with large pints of beer, knitting needles on their laps and massive smiles cracking their faces.

It was nice seeing them have a lovely time, because someone was clearly not about to have a nice time.

Even all the horrible fake stag heads with their creepy little eyes looked like they were staring towards the front. I hadn’t really wanted to stop in here for a drink after work because the black wooden floor was so sticky with month-old beer stains that every step was effort.

The round plastic tables were just as sticky and I was almost scared to touch it in case my fingers became superglued to the damn table. My best friends Jack and Aiden in their matching black jeans and crispy white shirts were smiling, laughing and having a great conversation about the latest academic paper that they had read.

I was not having as much fun as them.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. Normally, it’s my job to protect people’s mental health, save lives and occasionally save the world.

It was never normally my job to stop bar fights, but as a very tall skinny man who was soaking wet got up from the bar, I realised I was going to have to stop a bar fight.

The soaked man wasn’t smiling, and his light black jacket, blue jeans and dripping wet hat made him look like he had almost drowned in an ocean a second before. Instead he had been sitting at the bar the entire time.

Three muscular men in high-vis jackets got up from the table next to us and went over to the soaked man. 

The very short man pointed a small kitchen knife at the soaked man.

Me, Jack and Aiden got up too. We were not allowing anything to happen to this man. 

“You need to leave,” the very short man said. “You cannot be here. Take yourself and your rain away,”

I went over to the very short man and gently touched his knife hand and he just glared at me like I had punched him.

“What are you doing?” the very short man asked.

I just smiled lightly because he had spoken to me. Thankfully with all my superpowers coming from the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists, as soon as someone spoke to me I could read their minds.

I almost felt sorry for Daniel Kelle, a struggling accountant at a local firm that would probably be looking for a job at the end of the week. His wife Sinead was really excited to book her dream holiday to Jamaica and chances were she would never be able to book it.

Daniel just wanted to give his family a nice holiday, but that was never going to happen.

“Daniel,” I said, “you don’t want to hurt him,”

Daniel’s eyes widened. “How? How do you know my name?”

Jack stepped forward. “We’re psychologists,” 

I laughed as everyone in the bar just nodded like that was a good explanation that required no further questions. And thankfully, Daniel lowered the knife a little.

I was about to ask him again what was happening but a deafening roar of thunder echoed overhead. Rain slashed and pounded against the glass windows and slate roof.

“Damn it,” Daniel said turning to face everyone. “He is evil. He cannot be allowed to stay here. Wherever he goes the rain comes,”

One of the men in the high-vis jackets raised a fist. “Exactly, me and me crew haven’t worked for five days because of him,”

Everyone in the pub nodded and I noticed the dripping wet man still hadn’t said anything. He was still just sitting there soaking wet, frowning and even though he hadn’t spoken to me yet, I could tell he hated the rain.

A young man stood up. “My Dad’s already lost an entire field to the rain. All the seeds were washed away, so he can’t feed our family this year,”

“How many fields does he have?” Aiden asked.

“Just the one,” the young man said.

I clicked my fingers and it might not have strictly been a psychology myth, it was still useful as I slipped me, Jack and Aiden in between moments of time. Everyone froze round us and the constant deafening slashing and pounding of the rain stopped.

“What are you thinking?” Jack asked. “If anyone can work it out, it’s you,”

I smiled because I loved his confidence. It was clear that people in the bar were angry about the rain and they believed this man was responsible but in my experience, laypeople didn’t automatically jump to magic.
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