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“Only one child this Christmas-
one child in the whole wide world, will get to own the most
wonderful, splendiferous, magnificato, fantabulous, toy. Yes, only
one child. So children, send in your twenty pence postal order to
the address at the end of this advertisement. For every twenty
pence postal order you send, nineteen pence will go to help
children in third world countries. Oh, and please remember to
include your own name and address and most- most important of all,
you must tell Randolph…”

“Is that ad about the best toy
in the world on again,” exclaimed Granda Jim looking up from his
newspaper.

“What ad?” May asked, looking at
the television.

May was a small, stout
middle-aged woman with Grey flecked hair. She was repairing a small
tear in her daughter, Sophie’s best dress. It was the week before
Christmas. May knew Sophie would need it for the school party.

Sophie's Granda Jim had long,
slate Grey hair. He wore a pair of black framed glasses and he had
a thick Grey moustache. “Listen,” he hissed.

“Randolph?” exclaimed May.
“Who’s Randolph?”

“The name of the toy,” explained
the old man. “It’s a stupid name. Wait’ll you see it.”

“In exactly eight words, why you
deserve to own Randolph...”

Jim and his daughter-in-law
studied the strange looking old man who was speaking. Carratiticus
was standing on the steps of a tall palatial building. On a long
table in front of him was the toy- Randolph, who was around sixty
centimeters tall. Randolph was dressed in a striped, yellow clown
suit, red frilly collar and puffed orange sleeves. He wore tiny,
black leather shoes.

All of a sudden Randolph began
to dance. As he pirouetted around, his curly black hair flopped
about like the end of a mop.

“Randolph is waiting for the
lucky boy or girl to own him,” said Carratiticus, who wore a tall,
black hat with a satin band around it. He was dressed in a green
suit. He had a red rose pinned to his buttonhole. His eyes were
piercing, and it appeared as if he was wearing black eye liner
around them.

Suddenly Randolph stopped
dancing and bowed. When he straightened he smiled then said in a
tinny, eerie voice, “Lucky child are you out there? I need you; oh
I really need some child to own me. There are only seven days to
Christmas- seven days, one hundred and sixty-eight hours, ten
thousand and eighty minutes to go, so please, please, send in your
twenty pence postal order...”

“And don’t forget to tell
Randolph in eight words why you would like to own him,” interrupted
Carratiticus.

“Yes,” said Randolph. Suddenly
he flipped over backwards to land on his bottom right on the edge
of the table. He smiled again, then all of a sudden he looked sad
as he said in a quiet voice, “Remember, you will be helping the
poor unfortunate children in third world countries. You will also
be helping me. I really need you,” he repeated, then added in a
soft very sad voice. “There are only seven days to
Christmas...”

“Yes, so hurry,” said
Carratiticus. “And remember, in only eight words tell Randolph why
you want to own him. Eight words only, not seven, not nine, eight
words.” Frowning he turned to Randolph. “I did say eight, Randolph
didn’t I?” He smiled. “Yes, eight. So hurry up and post off your
postal order.”

Suddenly with a loud, “Whoop!”
Randolph did another back flip. Then he spun around doing several
cartwheels before finishing with the splits when he landed on the
table again. He smiled and blew a kiss. As he did the address
appeared in front of the television screen. At the bottom of the
screen were the words: Post a 20p postal order and tell us in
exactly eight words, why you should own Randolph.

Carractiticus's face appeared
again. “Eight words only,” he said. “Eight words, to tell Randolph
why you deserve the most fantabulous, magnificato, splendiferous,
toy in the whole wide world. Byeeeee.”

Once more the address where to
send the postal order to appeared, and then just as suddenly
disappeared, to be replaced by Randolph’s face.

“There are only seven days to go
to Christmas. I need some child to own me. Hurry. Hurry.” Suddenly
Randolph smiled and did another back flip from the table into his
owner's arms. Turning, Carratiticus carried Randolph up the steps
and though a big door. The address appeared again. Then another
advertisement came on.

“That’s some ad,” exclaimed
Granda Jim. “Whoever it is must have spent a fortune in
advertising.”

“Yes, they must have,” agreed
May, smiling. “But Randolph does look a wonderful toy.”

“A splendiferous,
magnificato...whatever toy,” said her grinning father-in-law.
Suddenly he frowned, “Where’s Sophie?”

“Round at the Parochial Hall
with the other kids. Father Paul is helping them get the Christmas
party organised for the homeless. She shouldn’t be too long
now.”

The old man sat up straight.
“How do you think she is?” he asked. “It’s coming up to the
time.”

“Yes,” said May quietly. “I
can’t believe it’s nearly two years since Phil...” She sniffed and
turned away.

“I’m sorry May,” whispered Jim.
“I didn’t mean to upset you.”

“Sophie misses her father
terribly,” May said quickly. “I overheard her in her room one day
last week. She was talking to herself about her father. It was so
hard on her when Phil passed.”

“It was hard on us all,” said
Jim, remembering his son’s funeral. Sophie’s father had been buried
at St. Joseph’s graveyard. Sophie, her mother and Grandfather had
stood in the pouring rain that late December waiting for everyone
to go. Sophie had been only eight years old then. There hadn’t been
many at the funeral, only friends and some of Sophie’s classmates.
That Christmas was the worst the old man could remember. The
following Christmas had brought it all back. Now he wondered how
Sophie would cope this year.

“Randolph is waiting. Only seven
days to go...”

“Oh no,” groaned the old man as
the advertisement came on again.

****

After tea they had all just sat
down to watch, Coronation Street when the advertisement came on
again.

“Randolph is waiting...”

“That ad is going to drive me
crazy,” exclaimed Granda Jim, as the voice continued.

“Only eight words. Not five, or
six, or seven, or even nine. Eight words and don’t forget your
twenty pence postal Order...”

As Randolph did a back flip,
Sophie’s grandfather studied his granddaughter. Her eyes were fixed
to the screen. She smiled when Randolph did another back flip to
land on the edge of the table again.

Sophie had long black hair and
piercing, slanted eyes. Her face was pale and her teeth were white
and even.

When the advertisement was over
Sophie said, “What a wonderful toy. All my classmates are sending
off for it. I’m going to as well.”

At this her grandfather frowned.
“You’ll be wasting your money.”

“No, I won’t. Don’t forget,
almost the entire entry fee is going to help the poor children in
Africa and other countries. Some of it will definitely be going to
the Tsunami fund. Twenty pence isn’t much is it?”

“I still say it’s a waste of
money.”

“Oh, Granda, sure it’s only
twenty pence. I have as much a chance of winning Randolph as
anyone.” Sophie smiled as her Grandfather screwed up his face.

“Well, I can’t see them looking
at all the entries,” he exclaimed. “I mean it would take at least
year to look at them. Don't forget that ad is shown all over the
world. There will be millions of entries.”

“Ach, they’ll probably just pick
one out of a box and give it to the winner,” said May. “As Sophie
said, it’s the twenty pence postal order that’s important. Look at
the fortune they’ll get. Take Britain and Ireland alone. Say only a
million children send their postal orders, why that’s....” She
began to count. “Twenty million pence- two hundred thousand pounds.
That’s a lot of money. You could probably buy Randolph for a tenth
of that.”

“He’s not for sale,” said
Sophie. “No one is allowed to even sell copies of him.”

“Copyright,” said her
grandfather.

“What?”

“Copyright. You can’t copy
anything, if it’s copyrighted- though why anyone would want to copy
anything as stupid looking as that wee man beggars belief.”

“He’s not stupid looking. I
think he’s a wonderful toy,” said Sophie, smiling as she remembered
Randolph’s face. “I’d love to own him.”

“Would you?” said her
grandfather studying her. “Why? And what are you going to say?”

“What?”

“What eight words are you going
to put on the entry form?”

“I don’t know, but I’ll think of
something. In fact I’m going out to the kitchen now to compose
something. I’ll put on the kettle and makes us all a cup of tea at
the same time.”

As the kettle boiled Sophie
thought about Randolph. She smiled when she thought about his face.
There was something about Randolph that reminded her of her father.
If I win him I’ll have someone to talk to... then it came to her,
the eight words, and she knew exactly what she would write on the
entry form.

****

Around the same time as Sophie
was composing her eight words, many miles away in England, at the
sprawling Manor Cunningham Estate, a stout boy with several dimples
on his chubby face was screaming at his parents. “I want him! Do
you hear me? I want to own Randolph. I want you to buy him for
me.”

“But Selwyn,” whined his father,
who looked like an older version of his son, “I’ve tried to buy
him. I’ve even offered a million pounds for him. They wouldn’t
sell.”

“Then double it, treble it. Give
them anything they want, only I WANT THAT TOY!” screamed his son.
The boy's face was blazing with anger.

Selwyn’s exasperated father
glanced at his wife and sighed. Lady Cunningham, who was twice as
stout as her husband and had short stumpy legs, shook her head. She
wore a gaudy dress and wide house slippers. She smiled at her son.
“Selly, daddy will get you the toy for Christmas. Don’t cry. Your
daddy won’t let you down. Will you, daddykins,” she said, between
gritted teeth, her eyes widening into a glare.

“Nnnn... no of course not,” said
Lord Cunningham, his face growing pale. He dreaded his wife’s wrath
more than his son’s outbursts. He smiled now at his only son. “I’ll
have the toy for you well before Christmas.”

“You promise,” Selwyn said
quietly.

“Promise,” said his mother,
squeezing her son's left cheek gently.

“Not you!” shouted Selwyn
punching her arm and pulling away. “Him. You promise?” he hissed at
his father, his fists clenched tightly.

“Ye...yes. I promise,” exclaimed
Lord Cunningham. “Now let’s have something to eat. I’m hungry.
Martha!”

Almost immediately, Martha, the
servant, who was as stout as Lady Cunningham, appeared at the
sitting room door. “Yes, M’lawd,” she said.

“We’ll have our tea now, oh and
bring some of those cream buns that were ordered from the village
yesterday. Selly and I are ravenous. Aren’t we, Selly,” he said
ruffling his son’s curly hair.

****

That evening, when their son was
in bed Lady Cunningham said, “You will be able to get the toy for
him, Quintan won’t you?”

“I’ll try. I’ll...”

“Try!” screamed his wife. “You
promised! You promised our son!”

“Yes, I did, and I said I’ll
try!” her husband shouted back. “Look it might take ten million
pounds, ten million. Are you sure you want me to spend that on a
TOY?”

“Yes, anything, if it will make
our Selly happy. Anyway ten million will hardly make a dent in our
finances.”

Quintan sighed. “Cynthia, you
don't think we’re spoiling him?”

“Of course we're not. If we can
buy our Selly anything he wants, how is that spoiling him?” She
smiled. “You know what, I’m still hungry. What do you say about
getting Martha to bring us another basket of those cream buns?”

Quintan raised his thick, dark
eyebrows. “Are there any left? I thought...”

Cynthia giggled. “I was keeping
some for myself.”

“Oh you,” said Quintan smiling
as he punched his wife gently on the arm.

Smiling, Cynthia punched him
back, only this time the force of her punch caused him to fall over
the back of the sofa and land with a heavy thud in front of the big
bay window.

“Ha, ha, ha, ha,” laughed
Cynthia.

With a snarl Quintan scrambled
to his feet and launched himself at his wife. Grunting and panting
they rolled over and over on the thick carpeted floor, each trying
to get the better of the other, though Quintan always knew his wife
would beat him. She was the stronger of the two.

In the kitchen Martha shook her
head as she heard the noise. “There at it again,” she hissed to her
husband. “Better get the cream buns out of the fridge. They’ll be
looking for something to eat when they’re done.”
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On Friday evening, Lord
Cunningham’s private Boeing jet landed at Dallas Airport.
Cunningham was tired. The flight had taken just over ten hours. As
he stepped from the plane two men wearing black suits met him.

“We have your limousine waiting,
your Lordship,” said the tallest man, whose name was Raymond
Dancer. He had a thin face, a narrow upper lip and well-groomed
blonde hair.

Two minutes later, with Dancer
sitting opposite him, the limousine was heading into the city.
Twenty minutes later they were heading out of the city and heading
into the suburbs.

“Could you turn up the
air-conditioning?” snapped Cunningham, loosening his tight collar.
Sweat coated his red face. “How long before we get there?”

“It’s another good hour, your
Lordship.”

An hour, sighed Cunningham,
lying back. A few seconds later he was sleeping.

****

“We’re here sir,” Dancer
whispered as he shook Cunningham awake.

Rubbing his eyes Lord Cunningham
sat up. He stared at the long winding avenue that led to a tall,
wide building- the one he had seen on the television. Outside,
parked around the bottom of the three broad steps that led to the
door, there were two other Rolls Royce’s, a sleek, beige-colored
Jaguar sports car, three Land Rover jeeps and a Maserati sports car
with the hood down.

“They’re expecting us, your
Lordship,” said Dancer, as the limousine stopped behind the sports
car.

Seconds later the driver was
pulling on a chain by the door. Inside they
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