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For my beloved Dad who passed away much too early!





Chapter One



“See you later, Mum,” said Tim, “I have to hurry if I want to arrive in time for the concert!”


“Okay,” answered his mother, Donna, “but take care that nobody abducts you.”


Tim banged the door behind him and walked straight along the Strand Road.


Tim was a lively and intelligent nine-year-old kid. For a few months now, he had been living with his family in the centre of the city of London. They had moved into a nice little house with a small garden. Tim’s Daddy, Curtis, had moved the family because of his job working at one of the main branches of one of the England Saving Banks. Before that, he had been a director of a branch near Southampton.


Now, as already mentioned, they had already been living for some months in London.


Curtis still had two more months of his probationary period at his new job. Therefore, the annual obligatory summer holidays at the Mediterranean Sea had been cancelled this year. Nevertheless, Tim’s friends were all travelling abroad. Frank and his family had gone to Tenerife. Luther and his mum had gone to South Tyrol. As usual, Harold was visiting his grandparents on the Atlantic coast of France.


Tim was thus left on his own during the holidays. At lunchtime, he would go to the “concert” as he called it. He meant the bell ringing of Big Ben at noon, which was always very special to him.


Tim was so fascinated with the bell ringing that he did not even missed it once during his holidays.


In the meantime, Tim had reached the government district in Whitehall.


It was also a ritual for him to make funny faces at the guards on Downing Street to provoke them to laugh, but this was very hard as they were so professional.


Therefore, he could not make them laugh even once.


He changed to the other sidewalk of the four-lane Strand Road where there was only very little traffic at that time.


He passed by two more ministries after he turned down to the Thames waterside.


For a moment, he looked at the big cargo boats, which traversed with their heavy freight down the Thames.


After a while, he reached Waterloo Bridge. Once there, he ran up to the first steps of the bridge where there was always an old man sitting in the same spot every day on his wool blanket.


During those first days, Tim was a bit scared of the man and often made a large detour around him because the old man always seemed to have an angry face when Tim passed by. Furthermore, the old man looked somewhat mysterious and sinister with his black woollen hood, which he pulled quite deeply over his wrinkled face.





Chapter Two


In the second week of the holidays, his initial fear of the old man had grown less and less.


From time to time, he threw a few cents in the paper box that the old man had put in front his blanket.


One day, Tim had again just put 10 pence into the box when the old man started talking. “Aren’t you scared walking around here on your own?” he asked.


Tim was a bit shocked. His mouth was as if glued shut and for a moment he was not able to respond.


The old man asked once more, “Hey you, I asked you if you’re not scared walking around this place on your own?”


Tim still could not speak, he only shook his head.


“What you are doing here every day at lunchtime. Don’t you need to be at home for lunch?”


“We eat later when my Dad comes home,” answered Tim.


“During the holidays, I go to hear the bell ringing melody over at Big Ben. I like it so much.”


The old man agreed. “Yes, I also like it very much. That’s why I chose this place so that I’m always nearby to hear it.”


“But isn’t it boring?” Tim asked. “Staying here every day in the same place? Do you sleep here, as well?”


Tim regularly saw many homeless people on his way to school. Most of them were in front of Victoria station, where he would normally take the train. He felt very sorry for these men and women.


The sound of the bells was even more impressive from under the bridge where the resonance which came from the stone walls and ceilings made it louder than when he stood next to the Tower.


Tim and the old man listened to the bells chiming without saying a word.


Both of them shut their eyes and enjoyed the concert.


After the last tone had been played, both of them stood still with the impression that the sounds that they had heard could also have resonance in their bodies.


Suddenly, Tim opened his eyes. “I have to hurry home now, otherwise my mum will worry. I’ll come back again tomorrow!”


And before the old man can say another word, Tim disappeared past the riverside.


The next day, Tim started out a bit earlier and also took two apples along. Tim’s mum was wondering about that because until now she could not convince Tim to eat any fruits.


She thought to herself that he had now changed his. He gave her one kiss und disappeared swiftly through the green front door.


Tim ran all the way to Waterloo Bridge. That day he had no time to play around with the guards or even look after the big commercial barges.


Somehow, he felt that he had grown to like the old man more.


When he arrived, he handed the old man the two apples. “Here,” he said. “This is good for your health! They’ve got a lot of vitamins.”


He had heard the same from his mum when she wanted him to eat some fruits, but with Tim there was no possibility of that. He didn’t like fruits at all.


The old man was very grateful and put them directly into his pockets.


“By the way, my name is Tony,” the old man said.


“Do you mind also telling me your name?” he asked Tim.


Tim answered very quickly. “My name is Tim. Tim Brown.”


“Tim?”the old man repeated slowly, and it looked like he had memories of someone with that name.


Then wresting himself back to reality Tony said, “That was also the name of my best friend once. We had a small boat together, and we shipped goods along the Thames.”


“And where is that boat now? And what happened to your friend Tim?”


Tony made a sad face.


“We had to sell the boat. The other barge owners had bigger boats and were able to ship more goods for a cheaper price. We had to sell it. My friend Tim I never saw again. He wanted to go to mainland Europe and start up there with some other owners.”


“Yes,” Tony continued. “Shipping was our life. Once you get started, you can’t stop anymore. It gets into to your genes. It was a bit strange. When we were living on the boat, we had a home their but on the other hand we had none. The situation at the moment is a bit like that one, as well.”


“But did you never try to start a partnership with another ship owner?” Tim asked curiously.


“Yes, indeed I tried, but I was over and had a lot of back pain. I had no chance against the young men on the boats. Even my experience didn’t help me when I applied for those jobs They only wanted young, healthy, flexible and resilient man and not ‘old iron’ like me.”


Tim sat down on Tony’s blanket and leaned over towards him. Tony gave him a feeling of protection which he had only felt with his parents.


“And how long have you now been living now under Waterloo Bridge? “


“In October, it will be 5 years. But I must admit that I feel comfortable here. Sometimes in the winter it is a bit hard, but overall this is a very nice place.


And the best part is that it’s directly under Big Ben. Many people would spend a lot of money to live in this special exclusive place. But no one gets it as cheap as me!”


Tony started to laugh out loud. Tim also laughed seeing how Tony had made fun out of it.


Both of them slapped their legs because they were amazed about those words that had come out.


Tim looked at his watch. He saw it was two minutes to twelve. The concert would start soon. Both of shut their eyes when the bells began to ring, and it seemed that they both had initiated a sort of ritual.


After the bells had rung and saying a grateful goodbye to Tony, Tim hurried back home as he didn’t want his mother to suspect anything.


Tim thought that if his parents would know about Tony they would probably forbid him from visiting Big Ben and Tony, as well.





Chapter Three



During the next few days, Tim set out even earlier to visit Tony. Every time he went out, he put two red apples from the fruit bowl in his jacket.


Tim could not eat apples that big in the short time he went out, thought his mother. She had no explanation for this new attitude, as he normally did not touch any fruits at all.


His mother thought about asking him about that on the weekend because if there was one thing she didn’t like it was having secrets.


On Saturday after Tim came home she asked him to sit down next to her.


Tim was expecting nothing good and so he walked very slowly over to his chair in the living room.


He was thinking a lot. Had he not been careful enough? Had he not been back early enough every day?


His mum took his small hand in hers and started.


“Tim, you know, you can talk to me about everything and, truly, I would not be angry with you about anything. The only thing I really hate is if you want to keep secrets from me. “


Tim answered back with a question. “What shall I not tell you?”


“Tim, be honest. I noticed that every day you go out earlier and earlier to Big Ben and you always take some apples with you. Anyhow, don’t you think a mum should not be suspicious if her son changes?”


Tim started to bite his fingernails. He always did that when he didn’t know how to go on. It was something like a short timeout.


Then he said while trying to show no emotion at all, “I have a new friend.”


“Well, that is wonderful,” she answered. “Why don’t you bring him by to play?” his mum asked.


“There is a small problem,” Tim said very carefully.


“And what is the problem?” his mum asked.


“He is no longer that age when you play.” Tim was stumbling a bit. He still had no clue how to tell his mum.


He started biting his nails again.


“Damn,” he thought by himself. “It makes no sense. I have to tell her the truth. Sooner or later she will discover it anyhow. “


“Okay,” Tim started. “My new friend’s name is Tony, and his age is over fifty. Unfortunately, he has no home. He only has a blanket, a pillow and some other belongings. And he does not have that much to eat. That’s why I took the apples for him. Mum, I really like him very much, and I think he likes me, too.”


His mum was totally astonished and her mouth was hanging wide open. She expected many things, but not that.
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