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Yesterday’s Train – An Olympic Record

by Eddie Penny

From an
early age Helena developed a close relationship with her
grandparents. Her parents both worked, so once a week in her
pre-school days she had stayed with her grandma and granddad at
their isolated cottage at the end of a country lane. There was no
passing traffic and, as she grew older, she was allowed to play in
the surrounding fields, as long as she was in sight of the
cottage.

When
Helena started school, she visited every week-end, but it was the
holidays that she really looked forward to. Just as in her
pre-school days, she would stay every Tuesday. For as long as she
could remember, Tuesday had been a magical day.

At the
bottom of the garden through an old-fashioned gate, ten timber
steps led down to the track of a disused railway. Turning left, a
short walk brought Helena to a derelict railway station. It was in
the middle of nowhere, but had served as a place to change trains
for the separate branch lines of the nearby railway
junction.

She
couldn’t exactly remember the first time her grandparents had taken
her to the station, but she would never forget the sound of the
train whistle as they approached, or the warm welcome the three of
them received from the station master.

“I
haven’t seen you for quite a while Mr and Mrs Eaves,” he had said
“and who is this you’ve brought to see me?”

“This is
our granddaughter Helena,” Granddad had said. “She’s
three-and-a-bit years old and we felt it was time to introduce her
to your wonderful railway.”

That was
the first time she had experienced a magical journey. Her
grandparents said that it was better if she never mentioned the
trips. Although she did try to tell her parents some time later,
they didn’t take her seriously. Her grandparents had already told
them that she was always asking for the story her granddad told her
about the magical railway. The railway only existed on a Tuesday
with a seven in the date and as time passed Helena grew to
understand why the journeys were best kept as a secret.

Helena
was now nine years old and looking forward to the summer holidays.
2012 was looking as if it would be a memorable year, what with the
Queen’s Diamond Jubilee celebrations, and the Olympic Games being
held in London. Her school had taken the games to heart and even
held its own version before the end of term. A tall girl for her
age, Helena had won a silver medal in the long jump.

On the
last day of term Helena’s teacher for the coming school year had
set the class a project for each pupil to complete and present on
their return after the holidays. Their task was to complete a
report on any British gold medal success at any previous Olympic
Games.

The first thing that Helena did on her return home was look at
the calendar. A date leapt out at her: Tuesday
7th August. That would be the day she hoped she could persuade her
grandparents to let her choose the journey. In the meantime she
would have to research British Olympic gold medal winners so that
she could make her choice.

It was a
beautiful day, hot and sunny, on Helena’s first Tuesday at her
grandparent’s cottage. Her grandmother had prepared a picnic and
the three of them walked along the old railway track until they
reached a suitable spot to eat their meal. Helena felt totally at
ease with her grandparents and could talk about
anything.

“Can I
choose where we go on our next journey?” she enquired.

“Of
course you can sweetie. Where do you want to go?” asked
Grandma.

“I’ve got
a project to do over the summer holidays,” she replied. “I have to
write a report on a British Olympic gold medal winner from the
past.

“Have you
chosen one,” Granddad enquired, “or can I make a
suggestion?”

“Yes
Granddad, please tell me.”

“Well,
Sebastian Coe has been a major part of bringing the Games to
Britain, and I can still remember him winning his gold in
Moscow.”

“Could we go there then, on August 7th?” pleaded Helena.

“I don’t
see why not, but you will have to find out the date of the final,”
Granddad told her. “It has to be mostly your own work. I know it
was 1980.”

“Alright
Granddad, I’ll find out the exact date on Mum’s laptop,” she
said.

By the time Tuesday 7th August arrived Helena had
found out that the 1500 metres final had taken place at the
Luzhniki Stadium on Friday 1st August 1980. Her mum had
commented on how excited she seemed on the drive over to her
grandparent’s cottage. Helena didn’t answer, but as soon as the car
pulled up outside, she jumped out and skipped over to the front
door.

“No
goodbye then?” asked her mother.

“Bye Mum,
see you tonight.”

Her
grandparents opened the front door just as she was about to knock
and she bounded inside.

“Well,
today
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