
Rudolph Gone Missing 

“The Beetles get robbed! Only 60c!”. “Oh darling you 

can’t keep going about like this Larry.” “Mum there's 

nothing I can do about it.”  

This is Larry Bottomtin. He's a good lad but quite poor 

indeed. His mother is worried about him but there's not 

much she can do about it. Larry’s son Bob was involved 

in a car accident with his mum Tara. They were both 

sweet but Larry's mum says if he doesn’t move on, his 

life won’t move on. As you can see life is pretty tough on 

Larry at the moment. 

“Come on Larry you totally have this in the bag. You go 

and march down to Nigel’s Newspapers and tell Nigel you 

quit.” “Ok I’ve got this. I'm going to march down there 

and tell him face to face that I quit!” 

Larry works for Nigel at Nigel’s Newsagents but he feels 

like he's not getting paid enough money. So right this 

moment Larry is marching down the path of Tiny Tim 

Town straight down to Nigel’s Newspapers to tell him he 

quits  

DING! “Hello Nigel!” boomed Larry. “Yes Larry.” Nigel 

replied as he shuffled across the floor. “I would like to 

quit!” Larry said with pride. “Quit?” he questioned. “Yes, 

you heard me. I would like to quit because I'm not getting 

paid enough money,” Larry added. “Ok Larry I think 

you’re getting bit ahead of yourself,” Nigel added. “I don’t 

care what you think,” bellowed Larry and within a few 

seconds he was out the door again! Larry skipped down 

the street with a smile on his face. 



“I did it Mum! I really did it!” he shouted with joy when 

he returned home. “My son I'm so proud of you! But…I 

have one question. What are you going to do now?” “Well 

that’s simple,” replied Larry, “I’m going to be a journalist 

and write my own newspapers!” “Oh…I see,” responded 

Larry’s Mum with a worried look on her face. Larry’s 

mother was still worried – even after he quit his job. 

“Larry, you know this business you want to create won’t 

just appear?” Larry’s mother added. “It’s fine Mum,” 

Larry informed her, “I’ve already paid rent on a shop 

down the road. Larry tried to comfort her. His Mum 

wasn’t convinced. “It must have been a bargain because 

you’re on the edge of being broke,” she said. “Don’t be 

daft Mum. You know I couldn’t afford those kinds of 

things,” Larry laughed. “So how did you get it?” she 

questioned. “Let’s talk about money later mother,” Larry 

added trying to change the subject. 

Larry skipped off down the road to his new shop 

whistling as he went. “Ah! It smells brand new. I can’t 

wait to brighten this place up! Right, let’s go out back!” 

he said as he opened the door into the back room. 

“Hello?” said a grand voice. “Sorry! The shop isn’t open 

yet,” Larry explained from the back room. “Oh no! I’m not 

buying,” the voice replied. “Ok! Just hold on. I will be out 

there in a minute,” Larry replied as he dusted off his 

hands. As Larry passed through the door his mouth 

dropped. “S..S….Santa!” he muttered. “Yes! Larry 

Bottomtin right?” Santa asked in a confident voice. “Yes! 

That’s my name,” Larry replied still stammering. “Well 

Larry, I’m in need of your help.” “But why me?” Larry 

asked. “Because you Larry are special….but also because 



I was on my way to France but my sled crashed and I 

ended up here.” Larry was confused. “The problem is that 

Rudolph has gone missing,” Santa explained. “Where did 

you last see him?” Larry asked. “Well, it was actually 

right here in Tiny Tim Town” Santa replied. “Ok! Let’s get 

cracking then Larry shouted with excitement. Larry 

wrapped up in his warm Winter clothes and headed out 

into the cold with Santa on his heels. 

“Rudolph!” Larry shouted. “Rudolph!” Santa boomed into 

the air of the cold night. Santa and Larry did this for 

hours but still nothing. Eventually they gave up and 

started to walk back to the sled. 

Slurp! “Santa! Did you just lick me?” Larry questioned. 

“No! Of course not!” Santa told him. Slurp! “Santa!” Larry 

shouted again.”What?” replied Santa but just as Larry 

was about to turn to tell Santa to stop, he saw two 

massive nostrils right in front of him! “Ahhh!” Larry 

screamed.  “Oh! Rudolph it’s you!” Santa cried with joy. 

“Thank you Larry for helping me find Rudolph!” Santa 

announced. “Anytime!” replied Larry. “Now,for your 

bravery I am passing Rudolph on to you!” Santa added. 

“Oh Santa! You can’t do that!” Larry replied shocked. “I 

can and I will!” added Santa. “Thank you very much!” 

Larry chirped. 

Two months later Larry is sitting in his spa with vast 

amounts of money and Rudolph is chilling out in the 

tanning bed right beside him. 
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