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The day my new neighbors moved in, my future as I had imagined it, changed forever....

At that specific time in my life I was eleven years old and I already had big dreams for my future. You see, I wasn't like other boys my age who were interested in sport or girls. I was the academic type, interested in the sciences and I wanted to be an engineer – in fact I wanted to be a construction engineer responsible for building the tallest skyscrapers in the world – buildings which would be talked about for generations to come. People will ask in the future, 

“Who built that amazing skyscraper?” And the answer would be given to them, “William Sculley.” 

That's me William or Will Sculley.

Pleased to meet you!

From a young age I was already constructing buildings out of Lego and Mecano, and anything else I could get my hands on. In fact I was pretty good at sketching multiple storey buildings with each phase of building drawn on a separate page. It was the detailed planning that I thrived on and the planning and putting it together was like a huge puzzle. This planning system I had was in-built in me, and before I started any new project, I would first spend time in planning it.

We lived in Liverpool in England and so soccer (or football as some people call it) was all the rage, all the time. Liverpool was known for its two big soccer teams and the Beatles, a band which took the world by storm in the 60's. 

Soccer, however, was the subject of most people's conversations. When I was at school, all the boys talked about soccer. When I was at home, my brothers talked about soccer. All the shopping malls and street shops advertised soccer memorabilia and upcoming games. You just couldn't avoid it – but in my young life up until then I had absolutely no interest in the sport.

I was the eldest of four sons. My dad was some kind of salesman who was always away from home. He literally was home for one weekend a month, for the major holidays and when he took some leave (which was once a year). My mom was a full-time mom and she did everything for us boys. While my dad was away she was left to sort us boys out – Me, William or Will Sculley, Jake who was 9 at the time, Clint who was 6 and Kevin who just had his 2nd birthday. Clint was a special needs child. He was born with a major learning disability and he needed special classes to help him. The extra care for him cost my folks a lot of money. He was my favorite brother as he had so much love to give. Every time he saw me he would cling to my legs and wouldn't let me go! My other brothers were a well-behaved bunch, but obviously they could sometimes be naughty, as boys are.

School had just ended for us for the mid-year holidays and we had a month off from the tedious toil of school work. I normally spent most of my time indoors on my projects and school work, but on this particular Saturday, in early July, I was outside collecting ants for my latest natural science project – an ant farm. The last few days I had been studying and researching how ants lived and how they socialized. Ants were fascinating insects especially the way they worked together as a team. Each one of them knew the direction they were going and as soon as one found food or something for their nest, then the whole army was aware of the find. Their teamwork, communication and dedication were things that human beings could learn from. So I found the project fascinating and had been working on it for days.

I lived in a peaceful neighborhood with the majority of the people middle to upper class. Nothing much happened around the neighborhood and so any new people moving in, made instant news. The house on the left of us had been standing open for a few months. Rumors had been going around that the previous inhabitants, a young man and woman, had packed up and fled the city late one night. Apparently they were in debt up to their eyeballs with a local bank. After they left, signs went up advertising to sell the house and all its belongings through a public auction. We all waited with baited breath as to who would purchase the house and who would be arriving.

Early that Saturday morning, while I was busy digging for ants, a van pulled into the driveway, closely followed by a removal truck which parked on the verge.

I immediately dropped what I was doing as this was an exciting event which I absolutely could not miss!

Deep down inside I had a feeling that these new neighbors may have a huge influence on my life.....
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"What causes sibling rivalry? 

Having more than one kid."

Tim Allen

The van stopped in the driveway and the back door slammed open and out jumped a boy my age. As he jumped out he shouted to the world, 

"AT LAST WE ARE HERE! THAT TOOK FOREVER! I'M GOING INSIDE TO BOOK MY BEDROOM."

(To get a bird’s eye view I had positioned myself next to the fence us neighbors shared and I had found a hole in which to peep through, which gave me the perfect picture of what was happening).

Next the driver stepped out – a man who looked a bit younger than my dad. He was soon followed by the lady in the passenger seat, and lastly a girl who stepped out of the back. She was the one who grabbed my attention as they all made their way to the front door. 

(Girls weren't part of my daily life as I attended a boys only private school in the area. Our school was close to Goodison Park, the home of Everton Football Club. Being at an all boys school meant that there wasn't any contact with girls my age, unless I met them in my neighborhood, the mall and maybe a family event, which was seldom).

My eyes followed her as she took her time walking inside. When she walked, it looked like she was floating along, and my heart was racing furiously.

The family were inside for a while but after a few minutes, the front door opened and they reappeared and made their way back to the van. The man got to the van first and started hauling luggage to the house. He was one of those yuppie type men – sporting a slick hairstyle, the latest trending brands and was clean shaven. The lady followed close behind him. She was a short pretty lady with lots of makeup on and she walked like was in control of everything. The boy was definitely the sporty kind. It looked like he battled to sit still. He was also sporting a new haircut and  wore clothes with all the brand names on them – it was apparent that he liked to copy his dad in appearances. His sister followed a distance behind the three of them – like she wasn't part of the family. She looked maybe a year or two older than me, and she had that something special about her. 

(You can tell that about some people – they just have that X-factor). 

She was dressed completely different from the others, with a long T-shirt and tracksuit pants. It was like she wasn't concerned about what people thought of her.

They grabbed luggage after luggage and pretty soon they were inside the house again – I presume they were unpacking and moving stuff around. Meanwhile, the movers were carrying all kinds of furniture inside and it was a bit of chaos for a while. I kept watching the house and then suddenly the front door burst open and the boy came running out with his soccer ball. He went to the far end of their garden and started shooting at an imaginary set of goals. You could see he was good! He had obviously been for coaching as his skills were clear to see. He would dribble a bit, spin round imaginary defenders and then without looking get a shot away, which always resulted in a goal. It was fascinating to watch as he was in complete control of his movements and ball striking.

After about ten minutes of me watching him display his talents, his sister came outside and screamed at him,

"TOMMY! MOM SAID YOU NEED TO GO AND FINISH UNPACKING......NOW! MOVE IT!"

(I watched in suspense to see what would happen next).

Tommy stopped kicking the ball and scowled at his sister. He then took a run at the ball and kicked it towards her which hit her in the midriff. Before she could retaliate he sprinted inside.

"That boy is such a brat. Well here goes his precious soccer ball. He will never find it again!" 

She was speaking to herself as she took an almighty kick at the ball and sent it over my head into my yard.

She turned around and went inside, slamming the door shut behind her. This was an attitude I liked – a girl who wasn't going to let anyone dominate her.

Interesting times lay ahead with my new neighbours.....

Tammy: I'm so angry with my parents, my brother and the world! Why did we have to move to this place? I mean I was so happy with my life in Birmingham — I had good friends at a good school and I was enjoying my early teens. And then out of the blue my parents decide we are moving to Liverpool. There was absolutely no discussion with me. My parents said that my Dad had received a job offer he couldn't refuse, but I don't think that's the truth. They were always talking about moving to a bigger city so that Tommy could further his footballing career before he got too old. It has always been about him — the spoilt brat. Since I can remember my Dad has tried to live his failed football career through Tommy and therefore he was doing everything to make sure Tommy had all the opportunities that he never had as a child. I threw my toys out of the cot when they told me we were moving, but as much as I shouted and screamed, nothing was going to change their minds. I will have to stick it out in this place for a few years and then make plans to leave for good.....
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Tommy

[image: ]


"I didn't hear you. I was too busy being awesome."

Unknown

Thinking back to those days, I was definitely the complete opposite to Tommy with regards to our personalities. He was arrogant, confident, extroverted and extremely talented on the soccer field. I was humble, shy, introverted and a hard worker. How could us two ever see eye to eye?

The day Tommy moved in next door just happened to be the day I met him. 

After his sister had kicked the ball into our yard I fetched it and kept it in my room for safekeeping. 

(I was hoping to play my role in punishing him, for his sister's sake).

Later on in the day he arrived at our front door. When the doorbell rang, my mom was busy in the kitchen and so I was ordered to answer it. I opened the door and there he was with a huge smile on his face.

"Hey dude,” he said, greeting me,”I'm Tommy, Tommy Lee. We have just moved in next door to you guys. We're from Birmingham," he said, sticking out his hand. I shook it politely introducing myself as Will.

"You haven't seen my soccer ball perhaps?” He continued. “My pain-in-the-ass sister apparently decided to kick it into your yard. It's the normal black and white Mitre soccer ball and it costs a fortune."

"Yes I have it," I replied. "Let me go fetch it quickly."

I returned with his ball and he grabbed it in delight.

"Thanks dude, I really appreciate it. Hey, listen here. I don't know anyone in this part of the world so don't you want to come and play some ball with me in the park? I am itching to score some goals. There is a park close by, isn't there?" Tommy asked as he stared at me with a pleading look in his eyes.

“Yes there is one just down the road but ummm I'm actually busy with a school project and besides I'm not really that good at —"

"That's okay, your project can wait. Come  with me and you'll soon catch on to the game. Whatever you don't know I can teach you," he replied, interrupting me mid-sentence.

(I was stuck and I couldn't say no to his request. You know those times when you came up with an excuse and the other person overruled it? You probably felt that you should have come up with a better excuse. Well that's how I felt then). 

And so as I had no choice, I reluctantly agreed.

"Good! Go put your kit on and meet me outside your gate in ten minutes!" He instructed as he ran back to his house.

After he had left I hit panic stations as not only did I not know how to play the game, but I also had nothing to wear. I had no soccer kit except for an Everton shirt my dad had brought for me last Christmas. He brought all of us kids a shirt with our favorite number on it. I didn't have a favorite number so he got me one with the number six on the back. And I had absolutely no idea what that number meant! I put on the shirt for the first time ever that day, along with some white shorts and a pair of running shoes. That was the sum total of all I had to wear.

When I went to the gate Tommy was already waiting. He looked like he played soccer every day of his life. I looked like an amateur and he on the other hand was wearing a full Aston Villa kit with brand new togs strung around his neck – like a consummate professional.

(His family had moved from Birmingham where he had grown up, thus the connection to Aston Villa.)

He looked me up and down as I arrived at the gate and said, "Nice shirt! I'm hoping to play for Everton one day. What position is it?"

"I have no clue about numbers and to which positions they refer to. My dad bought all of us shirts as a gift," I replied, "but it's number six."

"Oh so you are a DM. That's a defensive midfielder and it's a really difficult position to play. Far too much defensive work for my liking. I'm a striker – a number 10 – and I will never change that. I was born to make it big in that position." Tommy seemed to know a lot about this sport so I decided to let him talk and I would listen.

The entire walk to the park I had to listen to Tommy's history of goals and achievements. He told me about what teams he had already played for and how he had made the teams win so many games.

(It was an impressive list but I found it a bit boring).

Tommy definitely didn't lack confidence. He was a couple of years ahead of me and my school mates in that department. I also found out that he would be attending my school – Everton Junior – when the term started, and so I was going to see a lot of him and his huge ego.

A soccer game was already taking place when we arrived at the park. Boys, maybe a year or two older than us, were playing a serious game. Games in the park in our city were serious occasions. Boys were fully kitted and there was a referee at every game. 

(The ref was normally a dad or uncle of one of the players).

The games were hard, but fair and lots of great soccer players played in park games. The other boys from my school that I knew who played soccer wouldn't dare interfere with the game, but not Tommy. At the first break of play he called one of the guys over and asked if we could join the game. 

"Sure," said the guy, "one on each side will make it seven a side. Make sure you guys stick to the rules and no rough tackling." 

Tommy joined the guy's team and I reluctantly went across to the other side. Immediately I was shoved in between the forwards and backs. I looked over as to where Tommy was and of course he had taken over as striker, moving the previous guy aside. There was no way he was going to play in any other position except striker.

Seeing Tommy in action for the first time was breathtaking and awe inspiring. And all the other guys playing and the spectators were incredibly amazed by his talent. He weaved in and out of players with ease and scored goals with either foot. Pretty soon into the game I encountered his abilities face to face as he came sprinting towards me, and before I could blink he had swerved past me and was gone. 

I hardly touched the ball in my debut park game, but the one time I did made me come back the next day for more – late in the game Tommy came sprinting at me again, but this time I anticipated his movement, tackled the ball off him and sent him sprawling to the ground. He glared at me as if to say, "how dare you tackle me!" 

I was officially hooked on the game and the first thing I did when I got home was to ask my mom for new togs! She looked at me as if I was mad but finally agreed as she knew a bit of exercise would be good for her little academic....

Tommy: I was so excited to come to an amazing legendary soccer city like Liverpool. Birmingham was nice but I always felt that I was meant for bigger things. I kept on nagging my dad to move here, and eventually he gave in, and now here I am. I'm ready for the bigtime and Everton Football Club. I already have a friend — the boy who lives next door — Will. Strangely enough he had never played soccer before which is very weird. But I showed him the ropes and he picked up the game pretty quickly. He will be a good friend to have around until I get my contract with the Everton youth squad. Hopefully that will be soon!
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"Embarrassing moments always seem to happen in slow motion."

Unknown 

When the Lee's arrived next door there was still a month left of holidays. The soccer bug had bitten me big time and so  the rest of the holidays were filled with soccer activities of every kind – playing in the park, playing in the back yard, watching games on television or playing on Tommy's Xbox. This was soccer education for me and Tommy's obsession rubbed off on me more and more everyday. I was obsessed but in a different way from the normal guy – for me I wanted to learn the game and the rules from scratch which included detailed analysis of games. The other guys just wanted to play all the time, not bothering to learn the basics first.

(I also wanted to learn about this "DM" position as this was the position chosen for me).

On rainy days we would play soccer on Tommy's Xbox. This meant a visit to the Lee's house and encounters with his family. 

(My family couldn't afford an Xbox that's for sure).

A couple of days after their arrival I was invited to their house for the first time as the weather outside was just too miserable. Tommy's mom opened the door. 

"Hi there. You must be Will from next door. It's nice to meet you. I must come and say hello to your mom. I presume you are looking for Tommy and you will find him in his room upstairs," she said as she pointed to the stairwell. 

"Thank you Ma'am and welcome to the neighborhood," I replied heading off towards the stairs.

Getting to the top of the stairs I was faced with a choice. To the right there was a door at the end of the passage which I assumed was the folk's room. To the left were three doors – two on one side of the passage and one on the other. I guessed that the single door was a bathroom and so I knocked on the first door on the right. There was no answer and so I turned the handle and entered. The first thing I saw was Tammy sitting on her bed with headphones on which were plugged into her phone. Before I could make a hasty retreat she looked up and shouted, 

"WHAT DO YOU WANT IN HERE? THIS IS MY PRIVATE SPACE. GET OUT!"

(If you have ever seen someone imitate a babbling idiot then you can picture me in that situation).

"Umm aaah urrr sorry I was looking for ummm Tommy's room. All the doors look the same so I urrr took a chance?" I replied as I stood there frozen to the spot.

"DOES THIS LOOK LIKE HIS ROOM? CAN'T YOU SEE THAT THIS IS A GIRL'S ROOM?" 

She shouted again and pointed to the room behind her. Scared out of my wits I quickly moved to the door.

"By the way my name is Will from next door. I'm sure we will see a lot of each other in the future," I said, getting a bit of courage back.

"HOPEFULLY NOT, SO BYE BYE WILLY!"

I quickly made my departure with my face as red as a beetroot!

My first meeting with Tammy was not a pleasant one but I was positive it would get better from there.

Even though she shouted at me there was a look in her eyes that told me she didn't mean it....

Tammy: I'm so bored in this place. Holidays in a new neighborhood can only be boring and all I have been doing is listening to music and watching television. My brother has already made friends, including the boy next door, Willy. His name is Will but I think I will call him Willy from now on. He came into my room today thinking it was Tommy's, and I gave him a mouthful. Shame he looked so embarrassed. Maybe he isn't like all of my brother's old friends — arrogant and noisy. Anyway I'm going to beg my mother to buy me a sewing machine so that I can have at least something to do. She owes me something nice for moving me to this boring place.
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"Trials in life are not meant to make us fail, but to see how far we can fly."

Unknown 

Soon the holidays were over and I was fitter than I had ever been in my life. I could never have imagined that my holidays would be filled with soccer activities. On top of playing soccer I started building muscle in my legs and core. In order to become a stronger DM I had to get the correct muscle groups in my body bigger and harder. That took work and so I put my heart into it.

Tommy wanted me to go with him on the first day of school. He didn't know anyone except me, so it was understandable. The thing is Tommy didn't need anyone – his self-confidence was sky high. Walking into the school all eyes were on him, and rumors had already been doing the rounds about this new “hotshot”. But he wasn't going to have it his own way. Duncan Smith was the largest guy in our school and was also the soccer team's central defender. He had been playing in that position since he was five years old. The first guy we bumped into was Duncan and straight away you could see he didn't like Tommy. He glared at him from at least a head taller than Tommy, but as I said Tommy was full of confidence so he didn't back down.

“Hi, I'm Tommy. Pleased to meet you,” he proudly said as he stuck out his hand.

Duncan looked at it and brushed it aside.

“Listen here Tommy. Don't walk into this school as if you own it. Don't think you are going to walk into the team and take over. You have to earn your position, just like all of us had to over the years. So take that arrogant smirk off your face and move.”

Duncan brushed Tommy aside and walked into the classroom.

Tommy looked a bit shaken but soon he was back to his normal self – not only was he self-confident but also thick skinned!

School started and the first thing on all of our minds was the first team trials. I was kind of forced into trying out for a first team place – I had worked so hard that I wanted to test myself with the best, and of course Tommy was putting pressure on me. Tommy was continually urging me to try out, and it made sense for him as we had spent so much time together that we knew each other's moves. So I told my family that I was trying out and they all supported me, even my dad.

(My dad's relationship with us was going downhill. I was not sure what was going on with him, but he was otherwise and fought with my mom a lot. Even the news of my new obsession didn't brighten his mood).

The trials took place over two days. It was trials by elimination, whereby the players were whittled down from over 60 players to just 16. Obviously there were already front-runners for the team – kids that had been playing for years and new special talents like Tommy. My one advantage was the position I played as nobody wanted to play in that position and therefore I had an outside chance. It was a specialized position and you had to put effort in the whole match, unlike a striker who could take a break every now and again.

The coach of the team was Coach Jim. A man who lived for soccer. He was a strict disciplinarian and lucky for me, he liked to play a DM in his team. Jim had been around for a long time and had earned the respect from boys and coaches from other schools.

The first day of trials arrived. I was both nervous and confident. Nervous because I had never played in a proper soccer game before, and confident as I felt I had nothing to lose. Because of the large number of players some of us only got to play half a game and so I watched from the sidelines for the first half. Tommy was in the opposition team and in the first half he tore our team apart. But I knew his moves so when I was brought on for the second half, the goal feast came to an end. I marked him tightly and stopped all his attacks. Because of this performance I made it to the final day of trials!
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