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Festival of Lights

 


“What are you, a kid? Get away from that.” Judith put
down the grocery bags she was juggling and kicked the front door
closed.

Marc dropped the long box he was holding and kicked
it back under the couch. He quickly moved to the door, grabbed the
bags and kissed her on the cheek. “I wasn’t snooping, really. See,
I was just cleaning the living room and saw something under the
couch and, and thought it must have gotten pushed under there by
accident. I only just realized it was a present and, and then you
came in. I didn’t look. Really. Are there any more bags? Want me to
go out to the car?”

“Yeah, right! Don’t make me get out the cattle
prod.”

“Ha, Ms. Smarty, we don’t have a cattle prod,” he
said, dancing away from her as she reached to swat his ass. “But
it’s only a week until Chanukah and, when I was a kid, my parents
used to put all the presents on top of the breakfront, so we could
see them. We couldn’t reach them, but we could see them.

“I don’t see why you have to hide them all over the
place.” He continued “I put yours out. You get to see all the
wrapped boxes. I don’t see why you can’t do the same with mine.
And, and by the way, you haven’t even wrapped yours. You better get
a move on or you’ll end up wrapping all my presents the day
before.”

“What makes you think you’re even getting any
presents? What makes you think that was for you? Maybe that was a
present for my mother. Did you ever think of that? I don’t think
you deserve any presents. You’ve been so bad lately.”

“Oh, right, you got your mother something from
Sandor’s House of Pain!”

Judith flashed him a look.

“I only saw the label on the box. I didn’t look
inside!” A little under his breath, Marc said, “You came home too
soon.”
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