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A Christmas Fairytale

 Christmas Eve so still I know, 

But something’s in the wind, 

There’s a sense of magic about, 

It’s now we need our friends. 

Christmas Eve began no different from any other morning this year. Yawning, I opened the blind to see what the day outside offered. It was cold and dark, a typical midwinter day, with a coating frost covering the ground, my car and a few scattered toys the children had absentmindedly left on the driveway the previous evening. Gazing through the steamed up windowpane, onto the frosty wonderland outside, I felt almost as cold as the weather outside. Grabbing hold of my dressing gown I donned quickly it. Embracing its wonderful warmth, I pulled it tightly closed around me. “That’s better,” I whispered, mindful of my wife and children who were still fast asleep in their beds. 

Yawning some more, I ambled out from the bedroom, along the hallway then into the kitchen, where I plugged in the kettle for the most important part of the day; my first mug of coffee. For someone who has never imbibed of this aromatic concoction it is impossible for them to understand the importance, the urgency of it. Watching the granules dribble off the spoon, into my mug, sent my pulse racing, in anticipation of the delightful drink I was about to enjoy. “Coffee’s coming!” I said reassuringly to myself. 

Pouring the hot, boiling water into my mug, drowning the coffee beans and realising their magical aroma, I smiled. Last, but not least, I added a few drops of milk; to colour it. My coffee was now ready to drink. Raising the mug to my lips, I drank heartily from it. It was truly wonderful. 

Pulling out a stool from under the breakfast bar, I sat upon it. Grabbing hold of the TV remote control, I pressed the green button upon it, and then waited for the picture to appear. Being quite old, the TV took some time to warm up. When the picture finally appeared, my mind was drawn away from my coffee, to the scene playing upon it. Sitting erect, I stared incredulously at it. Edging closer and closer to the cathode ray tube, I gasped, “It’s him! That can’t be right. Where are the TV presenters?” I asked. Rubbing my eyes disbelievingly, I said, “It’s him! It really is him – FATHER CHRISTMAS!”I said it over and over again, as if in doing so might make some sense of it. 

Pressing a button on the remote control, I checked to see if my TV was on the right channel; the news channel I watch every morning. I was on the correct channel. “If it’s the right channel,” I groaned. “Why, then, is he, Father Christmas, there instead of the usual presenters?” I asked, scratching mu head thoughtfully. “Moreover, why is he staring back at me – and grinning like a Cheshire Cat?” Moreover, he was. Father Christmas, staring out from the screen, was certainly grinning like the proverbial Cheshire Cat. 

Pressing the button on the remote control, I switched to another channel. Groaning even louder than before, I said, “No! This cannot be happening; he is also on this channel!” Pressing the button again, I checked the next channel, then the next and also the next, but Father Christmas was on each and every channel I viewed, staring out from the screen, grinning in the same Cheshire Cat way. 

Drumming the counter inquisitively, I said, “What’s going on here?” Then the penny dropped, and I remembered. “Sure, today is 24th December; Christmas Eve! Father Christmas is always about on Christmas Eve. That’s why he’s on TV; it must be some sort of seasonal promotion or charity event he is fronting!” 

Believing that I had worked it out, why Father Christmas was appearing on every TV channel beamed into my house, I relaxed and thought nothing more of it. Grabbing hold of my mug, I drank heartily from it. “Bah,” I groaned, “it’s almost cold! Why does coffee taste so awful when it’s cold?” Standing up, I walked across to the kettle and switched it on. “After that bit of confusion regarding Santa, I need some more coffee – hot coffee!” I laughed. Returning to my stool, I sat there while I waited for the kettle to come to the boil. It was only then that I noticed some strange, peculiar. THE TV SET WAS NOT EVEN PLUGGED IN. 

Scratching my head, bewildered by this turn of events, I tried to convince myself that I was not going barmy. “Hmm,” I said, grabbing hold of the TV remote, “I know how to sort this out.” Pressing the red button, I turned off the TV. “Hah, that has you sorted, you old scoundrel, Father Christmas, for grinning at me so,” I said, laughing at the TV. And for a while it did; the picture on the screen was out and it stayed out. 

Just then, the kettle, having come to the boil, switched itself off. After placing a heaped teaspoon of coffee into my mug I added the hot water and then a few drops of milk. Sipping it, I said, “Ah, nectar from the gods. With you in my hand everything feels right in the world.” 

“If that is what you think, then who am I to argue??” a voice, an old sounding voice, said to me. 

Freezing, in fright, I whispered, “Who said that?” 

“I did, of course,” the voice calmly replied. 

“Who are you?” I timidly asked. 

“Look up, Jeremiah.” the mysterious voice commanded. “Look up, and see the face of Christmas.” 

Shaking, trembling, I lifted my gaze away from my mug, to the TV set in front of me. Then I saw him, Father Christmas, smiling and waving to me from inside the screen. I was so shocked, upon seeing this I dropped my mug and fell off the stool. Hitting the floor, the mug shattered into a thousand pieces, dispatching its piping hot contents far and wide. 

“What has you so nervous, Jeremiah?” Father Christmas enquired of me. 

Pulling myself up to the counter, nursing my hurt, I stared disbelievingly at the TV set. “Is that really you, Father Christmas?” I gasped, quite in surprise. 

“It most certainly is, Jeremiah,” he answered. 

“But why?” 

“It’s Christmas, that’s why,” he explained. 

Moreover, he was right. What better time to appear than at Christmas? “Can everyone see you?” I asked him. 

Eying me with his large, round, friendly old eyes, he said, “You want to know if I am on everyone’s TV set in the country?” 

“Yes, can everyone see you?” I asked him. 

Before replying, however, he laughed, a loud, jovial belly laugh, and then he said, “No, I’m afraid not. I am only on your television set; I am here for your eyes only.” 

After that, Santa’s mood changed, altered. He became quite, most unlike the overt, friendly old man that I – we have come to expect – and love – down through the years. I waited for him to resume speaking. 

As I waited patiently for the old man to resume speaking, I found my mind wandering, my thoughts drifting, drifting back to my childhood days, a long time ago. I recalled, remembered how it was, being young, without a worry or care in the world. It was fantastic. How did I ever forget the magic of Christmas? I wondered out loud. Christmas, when anything is possible, if you believe that is so. Then my thoughts returned to the present and I realised – regretted – the tremendous loss I had incurred with the passage of time. Somehow, somewhere along the way I had lost something incredibly special – and I wanted it back, oh, I wanted it back! “It is so clear to me now,” I said to the old man in my TV, “that, with the passage of time, we lose the mindset that is open, willing to believe that anything – and everything is possible. I must do something to rectify this situation – I must!” Then, I saw him, Father Christmas, Santa, and all the other wonderful names he has been called, in time, looking out from the TV set, smiling congenially at me. 

“You now see it, don’t you?” he said kind-heartedly to me. 

Shaking excitedly, I replied, “I do, I most certainly do – and it’s fantastic! How did I lose it, the enchantment and wonder?” I asked him. “How did I grow blind to it, the magic of Christmas? There are children – across the entire planet – living this dream, with no idea whatsoever that adults have lost it.” Approaching the TV set, I implored, “What can I do to change this, to make it right again?” At this point, something most extraordinarily happened. For a second or two, I felt lightheaded, giddy, as if I was going to faint. Lowering my head, I closed my eyes and waited for it to pass. It did. When I opened my eyes, though, I was in for a shock, a big one, because standing directly in front of me was the old man himself, Father Christmas, red suit and all. Seeing this, I fell off the stool once again. 

“Phew, I thought I might never get from there,” Father Christmas chuckled as I got up from the floor. 

“You’re here!” I exclaimed, in reply. 

Examining himself, making sure that everything was where it should be, he answered, “Yes, it’s me alright. I tend to get a bit frayed at the edges, though, when I to that, TV thingy stuff.” His round, rimless spectacles halfway down his fat, wrinkly nose the old man scrutinized his red and white suit, and then he said, “I think it’s about time I got a new outfit, this one is getting a bit thin at the seams. Moreover, the bright colours get so dirty going up and down all those chimneys.” 

Shocked that he had said such a revolutionary thing, I gawped, “A new outfit?” 

“Yes, something more practical, such as grey – or a nice shade of green,” he suggested, his voice trailing off uncertainly. “What are your thoughts on the subject?” he asked. 

Although I was gobsmacked at how he had managed to get out from the TV and into my kitchen, I was even more gobsmacked by him suggesting he swop his red and white suit for a grey one. “You must be mad, considering such a queer thing!” I cried out in alarm. 

Father Christmas looked at me questioningly for a few seconds, and then he pushed his glasses higher on his nose and said, “Perhaps you are right. I could be mistaken for a burglar, wearing a dour colour such as grey. And no amount of ho, ho, hoeing would help me to explain that.” 

After that, I said nothing, nor did Father Christmas. Silence once again took hold of our meeting; it reigned supreme. Although it was then so quite, a few moments earlier, when I and the old man had been engaged in full, unfettered discourse, silence had been a scarce commodity in our kitchen. I wondered if my wife two children (a boy and a girl) were still sleeping soundly in their beds, and if not, I wondered if they had heard what I and the old man had been talking about. Then I said it, quietly and singularly, to myself, “There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”I have no idea why I said that, perhaps someday I will... 

Finally, Father Christmas resumed speaking. This time, however, it was with a clear purpose. He said, “Listen, Jeremiah, I have much to tell you, just why I am here, but there is so little time in which I might do it. Heed my words well…” 

Santa talked. I listened. He talked some more. I listened some more. Sometimes I had to interrupt him, to ask a question, or to ask him to clarify something he had said, but most of this time I remained silent, listening intently to what he was telling me, to the wondrous, magical knowledge he was imparting to me. 

On that cold December morning, Father Christmas told me something that I already knew, that time had hidden a long way, deep down inside of me. He told me that life, here on Earth, is short, that we are here for a purpose; an opportunity that must not be wasted. He said, “Seize the moment, be it Christmas or any time of the year. By living you life to the full,” he went on, “you can change the mindset of mankind, for the better.” The old man finished, by saying, “That is all I can tell you, Jeremiah. I hope you now understand the true Spirit of Christmas and the importance of embracing it – and spreading it – throughout the entire year.” “I do, I most certainly do – and I will!” I said to him, with a conviction of thought I had never, ever before felt in my life.” 

“Then my work here is finished,” he then said to me. “I have a busy night ahead of me. I must be away...” Having said that, he was gone; disappeared into thin air. 

As I stared at the television, wondering, hoping he might reappear on its screen, I tried to gather my thoughts and get my mind round what I had seen and experienced that morning. Hearing movements upstairs, I realised my family were awake. Running into the kitchen my children, Eric and Victoria, said, “Who were you talking to, daddy?” 

“I was talking to the Spirit of Christmas, dears,” I answered obliquely. Pulling back one of the curtains, I glanced at the wintry scene outside. It was beginning to snow. “That’s nice,” I said contentedly, happily, to myself, “I thought you hated the snow,” Breda, my wife, said as she appeared in the kitchen doorway. 

“I used to, but not anymore,” I answered. Turning to Eric and Victoria, I said, “It’s Christmas Eve; let’s go outside and make snowmen.” The mere mention of snow was enough for Eric and Victoria, and they dashed, cheering and laughing excitedly, for the door leading out from the kitchen and into the garden. “Not until you are dressed properly,” Breda warned. 

“Do we have to?” Eric groaned. 

“Must we?” Victoria grated uneasily. Nodding, their mother said it was so. 

Yanking her sweater over her head, while stepping into her jeans, Victoria tried to don them as fast as was humanly possible. Eric, though, being – well, Eric, shoved an arm into his duffle coat while trying to tuck his shirt into his pants even though they were not yet on. Helping him out, his mother said, “You are such an excited ankle biter. I don’t know who you inherited your personality from, me or your father.” 

Ignoring her remonstrations, Eric pulled up his trousers and settled his shirt into them. Then he opened the door and yelled, “SNOW!” 

Having no intention of being outdone by her sibling, Victoria hollered, “SNOW SNOW SNOW!” 

“Last one out’s a rotten egg!” I said excitedly to them as we scrambled through the open doorway, each one of us determined not to be that rotten egg. 

Gazing disapprovingly at us from inside the doorway, Breda said, “It’s just started to snow. There is hardly any of it on the ground yet.” 

Outside, oblivious to her words, enjoying the wondrous white stuff, we were in a winter wonderland, dancing, singing and playing in the softly, silently falling snow. 

“Look!” I called out to Eric and Victoria. “Look at this snowflake that has landed on my sleeve. See how it’s formed – so perfectly!” My children gazed inquisitively at it, with eyes wide open and with minds even more so. 

“Look, look closely at it,” I said, pointing to the snowflake. “See its beauty, its exquisite beauty.” They studied it closely. “And did you,” I asked them, “that no two snowflakes are ever the same? Not ever! Isn’t that amazing?” 

Eric and Victoria edged closer and closer to the most wondrous snowflake ever discovered. Then, because of their warm breath bearing down upon it, the snowflake began to melt. 

“It’s melting,” they cried out, distraught at its impending demise. 

“Don’t worry,” I answered, consoling them, “we’ll find another, even more wondrous snowflake to inspect.” “Hurray!” they cheered. “It will soon be Christmas – and it’s snowing! Hurray for daddy, even though he’s awfully weird.” 

Then we played in the snow, searching for ever more incredulous snowflakes to examine and enjoy. We even managed to build a small snowman. 

Later, tired but incredibly happy, we made our way indoors. Breda looked disapprovingly at us (we were wet with melted snow), then she told us that breakfast was ready; piping hot chocolate with pancakes smothered in hot butter and honey. It was the perfect start to a perfect Christmas. 

Much later, after Eric and Victoria were asleep in their beds, Breda snuggled up close to me on the couch. “Whatever came over you, today?” she asked. 

“What do you mean?” I innocently answered. 

“You were – are different. Playing with the kids, as you did, it’s like you were a child again. Does this make any sense to you?” she asked, snuggling in closer to me. 

“More sense than you can ever imagine,” I replied, smiling lovingly at her. “Merry Christmas – and God bless us, everyone.” 

A Note: If anyone reading this story thinks I told Breda about Father Christmas and the TV set, you are in for a surprise, because I didn’t. Though, perhaps, just perhaps, I might have told Eric and Victoria about it. 

THE END.
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I Fell Down a Waterfall

One of the scariest, most frightening things that ever happened to me was when I fell down a waterfall. Yes, I really did fall down a waterfall!

My story begins way back, in the mists of time, in the year of 1975.  Myself and my brother, Tony, had gone out, for a drive in the county. We were living in Dublin, then, and a drive into the country, in my new Ford Cortina (well, it was new to me) was a real treat. Asking where we were heading, Tony was delighted when I told him that we were going to the Wicklow Mountains (us ‘Dubs’ called them the Dublin Mountains. I have no idea just why we did, though). 
It was a gloriously warm sunny day, in the month of May. As we progressed up the winding roads, with not a care in the world, I had no idea of what lay in store for me… 

After enjoying ourselves for well over an hour, strolling around the beautiful gardens of Powerscourt

Domain, we returned to the car and headed further up the mountain. Spotting a waterfall running down the mountainside, ahead of us, I told my brother that we were stopping there. It was the Waterfall at Sally Gap. The narrow, winding road led us to the top of the waterfall, to the stream feeding into it.   Pulling up to a halt in the car-parking area, we got out of the car and strolled across to the scenic look-out, to enjoy the views of the waterfall and surrounding countryside. As I strolled alongside the stream (I can still remember the sound that the murky brown waters made as they gurgled beside me), I still had no idea of what lay in store for me, only a few yards ahead. As I followed the increasingly rocky banks of the stream, towards the waterfall proper, my brother warned, “Watch out! Those rocks look slippery!” And in those days, when everyone, including men, wore platform-soled shoes, it was a warning to heed. My brother’s warning, though, came too late, because he had no sooner said it when I slipped and fell into the stream.

The cold, rushing brown waters gushed over me, pushing me, showing me – hurling me towards the top of the waterfall.

They say that at times such as this, your life flashes past your eyes, well, in my case it most certainly did not, my only thoughts were that I was a goner, and that was that.
Suddenly, I had a piece of extraordinary luck. My right foot became jammed between some rocks on the stream bed. The ferocious waters continued to rush over me, but I had stopped moving, which had to be good! Calling out to my brother, I told him to go to the road, and flag down a passing car. “They might have a rope,” I said to him. “They can pull me out with it.” Tony, however, never went to the road. He was otherwise engaged, laughing at me. I realised that my only hope of salvation rested with myself… 

With my foot was jammed tight between the rocks, I searched for a handhold – anything I might use to pull myself out from the stream and away from danger.

My hands were numb with the cold, but I persisted, searching, searching for a handhold. Then, after what seemed like an eternally, I managed to find one good enough to trust my life with.

As I pulled myself slowly towards it, my foot suddenly slipped free of the rocks. I had narrowly I escaped death at Sally Gap waterfall. 
I drove all the way home, wearing only my underwear and the car rug draped over my shoulders. My brother was still laughing, in fact he laughed for almost a week. Moreover, he told everyone he knew about me and the waterfall.

This really did happen. It is a true story, which I am only now recording onto paper. And to this day, despite returning to the spot on several occasions, I have never ventured any closer to the stream than from the seat of my car, in the par parking area. 

THE END

Cracks in the Pavement
When I was at primary school, I loved to run. I loved running so much I took every opportunity to indulge in this pursuit. I ran to school, I ran in the playground, I ran to classes, I ran out from classes, and then I ran all the way home again. I ran everywhere, and could not understand why anyone might want to act differently. 

I lived in Sunbury on Thames, where the paths, the pavements were made of concrete slabs. While they are quite easy to install, and even easier to rise again, if maintenance and repair work is deemed necessary, they do have one major drawback – they crack easily. Take a walk around any built-up area, where these slabs are used, and you will see what I mean. You will see cracks everywhere. 
Most people going about their daily business never notice these failings, beneath their feet.

And if they did happen to notice the cracks, I am sure they wouldn’t give them anything more than a passing glance.

I, however, gave them a lot more attention than that. I saw each and every one of these cracks, be they chips off the corners or giant earthquakes splitting entire slabs in two, for what they were – a golden opportunity to run with the precision of an Olympic athlete. 

I can hear you laughing, thinking how silly I was, believing that cracks in the pavement could hone my running skills to such a degree. Please allow me the chance to explain… 

One of the highlights of our school year was the annual, schools sports day. To be a part of the select few, the team representing our school, was something each and every pupil aspired to. I was no exception. I can still remember watching the hundred yards dash, thinking how glamorous it must be to be offered the opportunity to represent the school, doing it.

I can also remember when one of our runners came second, and seeing the sheer delight on his face. I remember thinking if that was the effect coming second had on him, how great it must be to actually win a race. At that instant, at that very moment I made a vow to myself, that in the following year’s schools sports day, I would be representing our school. That was when I hatched the brilliant idea of using the cracks in the pavement to hone my running skills to perfection. Although I enjoyed running, I needed something to give me an extra edge, like a coach, to spur me on. Without having the luxury of a coach, I used the next best thing – the cracks in the pavement. Laughs, I can hear you laughing at what you consider lunacy. Please read on…

I was absolutely determined to represent our school in the next sports day. That went without question. Moreover, I already ran to and from school. My plan, the plan that I devised to home my running skills to perfection, was to continue as I was already doing, only avoiding the cracks the pavement. And let me tell you, running at speed that is no easy feat!

As I set off on the first day of my new training regime, my brother, Tony, thought I was mad, racing along the path with my head staring down, scanning the pavement for the next crack to avoid. And when I arrived at school, with my legs aching from the effort of doing it, I almost agreed with him, but I persisted nevertheless. As the days passed, and my legs grew accustomed to their new way of running, my speed began to increase. With the dawning of each new day, I felt healthier, fitter, stronger – and faster.      

“Tony,” I said one Friday afternoon as we made our way home from school, “you go on ahead of me…”

“Why?” he curiously asked.

“I want to see if I can catch up with you,” I told him. “I’ll give you ten minutes head start.”

“Okay,” he replied.

“You can run as fast as you like,” I told him, “to make it harder for me to catch up with you.” He trotted away. He certainly did not run. He never showed any predisposition for speed. 

I waited, I waited for more ten minutes, closer to fifteen if I’m to be perfectly honest, and then I set off. As I ran along the path, while religiously avoiding the cracks in the pavement, I wondered if I had left it too late to catch up with my brother. I wondered would I find him, having arrived home before me, sitting down to his tea on his own.  I needn’t have worried, though, because I caught up with him surprisingly easy. He was standing outside the hardware cum toyshop, holding his side. 

“Did you try at all?” I asked him, disappointed that the race had been so easy to win.   

“I trotted, like you said,” Tony replied, “but I got a stitch…”

“From trotting?”

“Yes.”

“From a little bit of trotting?”

“I didn’t ask to be in your stupid race!” he retorted as he turned away from me, to the toy display inside the shop window. 

From that day on I relied on only myself, for my training. I ran throughout the dark days of winter, avoiding cracks in the pavement with a zeal that would leave the most diehard athlete agog. It was a lonely occupation, running and avoiding. Mum asked if everything was all right with me. I told her everything was fine, that I was training for the school sports day. 

I trained through springtime, increasing the hours I ran with the lengthening of the days. As the time for the trials approached, when the best athletes would be chosen to represent our school, I trained even harder. It was a warm June day when it arrived, the day of reckoning, when I would find out if my efforts had been enough. As if my life depended on it, I ran like the wind. I won three races, came second in two, and I fell down miserably in one. 
When the trials were over, I waited to hear the final decision of the adjudicators, to see if I was going to represent my school.  
As the names were slowly read out, my heart pounded with nervous anticipation. Then I heard it, I heard my name being read out – I was in the school team!

I had not only qualified for the one hundred yards dash, but also for the relay race. Oh, what a day. I was ecstatic. I was overjoyed that I had done it.  

The Inter Schools Games were held the following month, July. All of my classmates were there, cheering me and the other team members on. The first race, the one hundred yards dash, soon began. I can still remember the excitement as I shot off ahead of the others. I can also remember the boy on my left, the one with the tremendously long legs, as he caught up and then raced on ahead of me, to victory. I came second in that race. I still had a chance in the relay race, though, but due to a mix up by some of our team members, when they exchanged the baton, we only managed to come third. 

Was it all worth it? Was all of that running, avoiding the cracks in the pavement, worth achieving only second and third places? 
You can bet your bottom dollar that it was. It was a wonderful experience; one of the best things I have done in my entire life. Though, I have to admit that I ignore cracks in the pavement nowadays, well, most of the time….
THE END

Ten In One Scopes

Another wonderfully colourful memory from my childhood days is Ten in One Scopes. These instruments, these scientific instruments (printed upon each box, it stated, ‘scientific instrument, not a toy’) were everything us boys wanted, and then some. The girls in our school had absolutely no interest in them, and that suited us boys just fine. It left us free, at playtimes, to indulge our favourite pastime – playing with our Ten in One Scopes. According to the advertising literature, our ‘scientific instruments’ could be manipulated to perform ten entirely different functions: 

1. Reading Lens 

2. Compound Microscope 

3. Adjustable Telescope 

4. Focusing Binoculars 

5. Directional Compass 

6. Solar Time Clock 

7. Flat Mirror 

8. Magnifying Mirror 

9. Camp Fire Lighter 

10. Code Transmitter
How we came into possession of these fantastic instruments is a story unto itself. You see, they were on offer from the cereal company that produced Weetabix. All that we had to do, to get our hands on them, was collect the special tokens from the Weetabix boxes (I cannot remember how many were needed, but it must have been quite a few because the girls in our school, feeling sorry for us boys, gave us theirs). When we each had enough tokens, we posted them, along with the required postage and packaging costs (again, I fail to remember the exact amount), to the Weetabix company. Then we waited for them to arrive in the post. 
As we waited patiently for our Ten in One Scopes to arrive, each of us hoped ours would arrive first. I can still remember the day when mine arrived.

It wasn’t the first one, though. Christopher Woods’ scope had, for some peculiar reason, arrived a week earlier. 

Because it was a school day, I had no idea that my Scope had arrived in the post until I got home, when mum handed me the package. For years afterwards she loved to recount the story of how my eyes lit up when I saw it, and how they absolutely glowed with excitement when I opened the box and saw my gleaming new Scope. It was a real beauty, my Ten in One Scope. For the first time in my life, I wished that I was at school, so I could show it to all of my friends.

Next morning, I jumped out of bed and quickly got dressed then I rushed to the bathroom, where I washed my face and hands and brushed my teeth. Having completed my ablutions, I ran downstairs and into the kitchen, ready for breakfast.

“My, you are in a hurry this morning,” mum said to me. Inspecting my gleaming new scope that I had placed adjacent my cereal bowl, she said, “I wonder why?”

In less than a minute I had dispatched two biscuits of Weetabix to my impatient and hungry stomach. Having finished my tea (I hated tea, but mum insisted I drank it each morning before setting off for school), I grabbed hold of my Scope and packed it safely inside my satchel. Tearing down the hallway, I donned my school blazer and cap, and then opened the front door. “Bye,” I called out to mum, as I pulled it shut behind me.

“Bye,” she answered.  Running along the path, I could hardly wait until I arrived at school. “He’s sure in a hurry,” mum said to herself. “It’s only eight fifteen.”

I was in a hurry. Why wouldn’t I be in a hurry? I had my own, my very own Ten in One Scope to play with. 
Arriving at school, I entered the playground, where I was surprised to see several of my friends already there. Christopher Woods was there, but that was no surprise, considering he had arrived early every day since his Scope had arrived in the post, a week earlier.

What puzzled me was that most of my friends had also arrived early. Robert Cooley was there, so too were John Morris, Bernard Molloy, Charles Whittle – and also Tommy Sutton who always arrived at school just barely in time, when the bell was ringing.  

Then I saw why this was so, they we each holding a box, a box identical to the one containing my beloved Scope. The atmosphere in the school playground was intense with excitement. It reminded me of the last few seconds before the gunfight at the OK corral began. 

Deciding to play it cool, I approached Bernard Molloy. He had a big grin on his face, so also did everyone else. Perching my satchel on the low wall outside the staffroom, I unfastened it produced my Scope.

It was still in its box. I opened it without saying a word. Watching my every move, my friends followed my example and opened theirs. In less than a minute we had unpacked our gleaming new Scopes. Then we huddled together and inspected our prized possessions. 

“Did you see this?” Bernard Molloy said to me. It was a small piece of paper.

“What have you got there??” Tommy Sutton asked him.

“It’s the instructions,” he answered.

“Where did you get that?” I asked Bernard.

“It was inside the box, I almost missed it,” he told me. “I found it after I rescued the box from the waste paper bin in the kitchen that mum threw it in.” We inspected our boxes, searching for our instruction leaflets.

“Good thinking, Bernard,” I said to him.

The school bell rang before we had finished reading our Scopes instructions. Complaining that it must have rung early, we assembled into lines and then filed into class. 
It was an agonisingly long morning, broken only by a short break for milk. Having no intention of wasting even a minute, we perused our Scope’s instructions as we drank our milk.

The bell ringing loudly signalled the end of break. We groaned once again, complaining that the school clock just had to be haywire, and if not, then why were the breaks finishing so soon?

We had two more classes, that morning, maths and geography. The first one, maths, went painfully slow. I counted the minutes until it was over. The second class, geography, being one of my favourite subjects was less painful. 

When the bell sounded the next time it was for lunch break. We groaned again, complaining that we were not hungry, that all we wanted to do was go outside and play.

The teacher in charge, however, would hear none of it, and she marched us into the classroom where the school dinners were being served.  Life can sometimes be so hard for a child. 
Considering how impatient I felt, at being forced to eat at so important a time, I actually enjoyed my school dinner. You see, it was shepherd’s pie; my favourite.

Moreover, it was followed by my favourite dessert – sponge pudding with thick, creamy custard. When I had finished my lunch, I set my sights on the classroom door – and freedom. Bernard Molloy, Robert Cooley, Tommy Sutton, Christopher Woods, John Morris, Charles Whittle and Christopher Woods, however, all had the same idea. Jumping down from my chair, I dashed for the door. My friends did the exact same thing. There was bedlam in the doorway as, punching, shoving, kicking and gouging; we tried to exit the classroom. 

When we finally broke free of the impossible doorway, we inhaled deeply of the cool, fresh air.

It felt so good. Inspecting our prized possessions, to see if they were damaged from our undignified exit, we were relieved to see that they were all okay.

Assembling in the playground, we huddled together and read the last of our scopes instructions. It was a gloriously sunny day, which suited us, and, more importantly, our Ten in One Scopes down to the ground.

“Look at this!” Christopher Woods said excitedly to me. Using his Scope’s mirror, he reflected the sun’s rays into the staff room.

“STOP THAT!” we ordered. “Do you want them to confiscate our Scopes?”

“Sorry,” Christopher apologised. “I don’t know what I was thinking of...” 

“Look at this!” I said to him, as I aimed the sun’s reflected rays to some girls who were standing closely. Screaming, the girls ran for cover. 

We played with our Ten in Ones Scopes for the remainder of our lunch break.

We played ‘catch the reflection’ on the walls of the priest’s house adjoining the playground, we played ‘explorers’, using our Scope’s compass to aid our imaginary expeditions to darkest Africa; we also played pirates, scientists and botanists. We did all this – and more – with our amazing, super stupendous, all new, bright and shining Ten in One Scopes.

Was there life before we had them, our Scopes? How did we learn to get by after they broke? Yes, my friend, they broke, each and every one of them broke, in the end. Don’t get me wrong, though, we loved our Scopes and we had many a long and happy hour playing with them. The problem was this; our Scopes had a design flaw. They were made of plastic, and cheaply made plastic at that. And because of this flaw, they broke, fell apart all too easily. If they had not suffered from this fatal design flaw, I am sure that we would still have them today, our fantastic, stupendous, superb Ten in One Scopes.

A Note: I found some (new old stock) Ten in One Scopes for auction on eBay, today. I am off, now, to go make a bid… THE END
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