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Tim was 8
years old and small for his age. He lived in a little house, in a
little street, in a little town. At school he was the smallest
child and hated his nickname “Tiny”. He was often the target of
bullies.

It was mid
November 1968 and, encouraged by his mum, Tim had just finished
writing his Christmas wish list for Santa. His mum had addressed
and put a stamp on the envelope and would post it in the morning.
Tim hadn’t told anyone of his two requests to Santa. Firstly, he
wanted to visit Old Trafford to see Manchester United play, and
secondly, but most importantly he wrote, “please let me grow six
inches.” Not wanting to appear greedy and because he felt his
wishes were so difficult to carry out, he thought two would be
enough. He wasn’t even sure he believed in Santa.

The next
morning Tim made his way to school. He’d been allowed to walk on
his own for a year now, which made him feel very grown up. It was a
ten minute walk with no main roads to cross. As he turned a corner
he noticed a crowd gathered up ahead. Tim nudged his way through to
the front to see what had happened. Two or three grown-ups were
looking into an open drain.

“I can hear
him crying,” one of the grown-ups was telling the others. “We need
to get him out quickly.”

From snippets
of conversation that Tim heard, he learned that a two-year-old
toddler ran in front of his mum as they were taking his elder
brother to school, and fell down the drain which had its cover
missing.

Tim looked at
the drain and realised that although it may be a squeeze, he should
be small enough to fit into the gap. He approached the man standing
next to the drain and told him that if somebody had a rope, they
could lower him down to rescue the toddler.

Within minutes
a rope had been found and tied around Tim like a harness. Three men
took hold of the rope and slowly lowered Tim down the drain shaft.
He found the toddler at the bottom , looking none the worse for his
adventure apart from being a little bruised and battered. Holding
the little lad close to him, in the special loop the men had tied
in the rope, he called to the men to pull him up.

As Tim
appeared holding the child the assembled crowd clapped and cheered.
The child’s mother rushed over, tears streaming down her face, and
hugged both Tim and her little boy.

“Thank you so
much,” she whispered into Tim’s ear. “What is your name?”

“Tim,” he
replied. “Now I must be off to school before I’m late.” He hurried
off with the nearest people in the crowd patting his back and
telling him well done.

Tim had an
uneventful day at school although some of the pupils asked him if
it was him that rescued the toddler from the drain as they are sure
that they recognised him. He just nodded in reply.

When Tim
arrived home his mother was waiting for him. “There’s someone
wanting to see you Tim. They are waiting in the lounge,” she said.
He walked through to find two adults sitting on their settee.

“Ah, you must
be Tim,” the taller of the two men said. “I’m Don Verity of the
Chronicle and this is Mike, our photographer. We’d like to
interview you and take a photo for an article in the paper.”

The reporter
asked Tim a lot of questions and then his photograph was taken. The
story should be in the paper the following night, he was told.

At school
assembly the next morning, Tim was surprised to be asked to join
the Headmaster, who then proceeded to tell everyone about Tim
rescuing the toddler, and how proud the school was of him. The
Headmaster explained that The Chronicle had spoken to him for
background information and that the story would be appearing in
that night’s edition of the paper.

Over the next
few days, Tim had the best time of his life. The article appeared
in The Chronicle and Tim’s glory reflected on the school. He was
still called “Tiny” when other pupils talk to him but any attempts
to bully him were soon sorted out by his new friends. As is often
the case, a week is a long time in school events and most of the
pupils settled back into the old routine. However, Tim now had
three close friends who palled around together.

It was a week later when Tim was called into the Headmaster’s
office. “This gentleman is here on behalf of Manchester United,”
the Headmaster told Tim. “He tells me that the club were impressed
with your actions Tim, and having told the newspaper reporter that
you were a Manchester United fan, they would like to invite you to
an all-expenses paid trip to Old Trafford, to see them play
Liverpool in a couple of weeks’ time – that’s Saturday
14th December. Of course, this will include your family as
well.”

Tim could
hardly speak but when he found his voice he managed to say “Oh,
thank you very much. My dad would love to come, but would it be
alright if I brought my three friends with me?”

“No problem at
all,” replied the gentleman. “I will make all the necessary
arrangements and leave my name and telephone number. Have you a
telephone at home, Tim?”

“Yes we have.
Shall I give you the number?”

“Yes please,”
said the gentleman. “We will ring your father a week before the
match to finalise the details.” He went on to say that another
article would appear in the Chronicle in the next few days
concerning the trip to Old Trafford.

“You may go
back to you classroom now Tim,” the Headmaster told him. Pausing to
thank the gentleman one again, Tim hurried out of the Headmaster’s
office, eager to tell his friends of their expected treat.

Arrangements
were made and permissions granted for Tim’s friends to travel with
him and his dad to Old Trafford. There was only one topic of
discussion for the four friends and they could barely contain their
excitement and anticipation. The article duly appeared in The
Chronicle and again Tim had his moment of fame.

The morning of
the match arrived and they all gathered at Tim’s house waiting for
the car arranged by the club for the visit to Old Trafford. What a
day they had: a tour of the ground, a slap up meal, meeting the
players and receiving autograph books signed by all of the players!
The match itself was won by Manchester United 1-0 with the goal
from Tim’s favourite player, Denis Law - all in all, the perfect
end to a perfect day.

Time passed
quickly and before Tim knew it he was getting ready for bed on
Christmas Eve. It had been a magical time and he had already had
one of his two Christmas wishes. What would tomorrow morning hold
in store for him?

Whether the
excitement of the previous few weeks had taken its toll, Tim’s
parents didn’t know, but this was the first Christmas morning in
years that they had slept in until half past eight. They peered
into Tim’s bedroom at nine o’clock to see him climbing out of
bed.

“Your presents
are downstairs, under the tree,” Tim’s mum told him.

“Be down in a
minute,” said Tim.

Tim looked in
the mirror. He was no taller. He knew he had been asking a lot, but
he was still disappointed. Slowly, he made his way downstairs.

“Do you want
to open your presents first or shall we have breakfast?” his mum
asked him.

“I’m quite
hungry so can we have breakfast first please?”

Tim’s mum,
although surprised, said nothing as she returned to the
kitchen.

“Thanks Mum,
that was fantastic,” Tim said, finishing his breakfast. Now that he
had eaten he felt better and was eager to see his presents. “Can I
open the big one?”

“Of course,”
replied his dad. “It’s from me and Mum.”

In a matter of
seconds, Tim had ripped the Christmas paper off and was ecstatic to
see the Subbuteo box.

“Will you play
with me, Dad?” Tim enquired excitedly.

“When you’ve
finished unwrapping all of the presents and we’ve cleared up the
mess,” replied Dad.

In a matter of
moments Tim had opened every present except one. It was a small
package and seemed very insignificant compared with the rest. He
unwrapped the parcel and found inside a pair of football socks and
a note. The note told him that the socks were a present from Denis
Law and that he had worn them in the match Tim had seen against
Liverpool. The player had signed them and said he hoped that Tim
would be pleased with the gift. The note ended “from your friend,
Denis Law”.

Tim showed his
dad, who said that they would buy a display case for the socks. He
told Tim that they would be worth quite a lot of money in the years
to come. To Tim they were already priceless.

Then a thought
entered Tim’s mind. That present had been the smallest of all his
gifts, but to Tim, it was the best. It didn’t matter if his second
wish hadn’t come true, because now he knew that it wasn’t size that
mattered. He didn’t even mind being called Tiny any more. With all
that had happened, Tim thought, maybe there was a Santa after
all!

With a smile
on his face Tim called to his dad. “Let’s clear up and then I can
beat you at Subbuteo. Bags I’m Manchester United!”


~~~~~~~


Thank you for
taking the time to read my book. I hope you or your child has
enjoyed this story. If so, I’d love you to leave a review on the
Smashwords website.

You or your
child might also enjoy my “Yesterday’s Train” series, the first
book of which, “An Olympic Record”, appears below.

Thanks

Eddie
Penny
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