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Foreword:

Wonka, my big fat old cat Wonka, has called time on the stories.

“You don’t mean that, -.”

“For nearly ten years’ he had either told the story or helped me transport the tale onto the page.  Yes I had others to consult, the two Great Uncles in their photographs, one at each side of the mantle, dying for this country in 1915 and 1918 so like the song goes, forever young.  What would you do? What do you think? I used to look up at them, or glide past at night on my nightly battening down – if it wasn’t these two greats, it was my hero the psychotherapist Jung.  But it was someone, and goodness knows if it hadn’t been for Wonka splayed out like a tiger rug as I fell through the door from numerous ghastly jobs, then no stories would have appeared.

“I do mean it,” he said, firmly and took to a ferocious washing routine.  There is a KitKat now called Pip Squeaka and when he isn’t washing himself he is washing her.

.[image: ]

Now he is getting on, and when questioned by the Vet on this (the one that saw Golly off can you believe it) “How old is he?”  

And then he had to weigh him in his basket as he refused to come back out for that.  By the time I’d finished reckoning up we could have added a few months on.  ‘Fourteenish?’ I ventured.  A couple of weeks down the line, Wonka had been operated on for a growth had some teeth removed and possibly claws clipped.  This last one saves me from being mauled to death for just stroking him the wrong way.  

“Did you know he has a heart murmur?”  I did know that from another Vet (the one that saw Baba off.) I didn’t know the growth in his mouth was cancerous though or, as they said, whether it had all been removed.

“Did you have to get a growth!?  A cancerous growth!”  But he just carried on eating for England and giving the Little Princess a hardy look.  She is no one’s bestie but has adopted me as her giant kitten.  She washes my hair in the night until awake or dreaming I call a stop to it.  What to do eh.  [image: ]

Aside from all our conversations stories which coincided with my aged parent rocketing back into my life, there have been The Duffel stories, New Year’s Eve Stories, Spooky Stories you name it, we got busy.  At first they got sent off to a series of likely sounding literary agents and publishers.  They tell you not to give up and that’s exactly what you do, writing your stories for nobody to read. Or reading about a celebrity who found time in their busy schedule to write a children’s story get it published and the next thing it is a TV show it is a film blah.  There is so much to get over and so little time really.  But here we are again, and it is Wonka once more firing me up.  He is hard hitting and would be voting for the strongest fairest most just political party if this did exist. 

In the meantime he is full of wise words and does not take prisoners.  I cannot have a breakdown, not a proper one, without him telling me off.  “Get your coat on, and get on out.” 

And so, the final conversations and the final story which I have left up to him to choose.  My ideas, as per, are pretty rubbish.
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Chapter One - Duffel and Lucky Anubis

[image: ]


Duffel was in the middle of his latest hobby which was the crossword.  He just couldn’t get enough of them and was now timing himself on each clue.  He belonged to an online club (the Times Crossword Club) and was determined to beat the existing record of completing the Times crossword in just 15 minutes.  He was just battling with 6 down when something clamped on his forearm to the point of silent screaming.  It was Anubis, the hound of the dead souls, who you may recall escaped from the Met Museum on Duffel’s last mission.

It was a wily hound too, transforming itself from a hellish frightening looking beast as a guard of the underworld would look, to a gentle loving kind of creature with just a hint of mischief in its eye.  It was quite demanding too.  Right now it wanted to go out and with this in its mind, the pressure on Duffel’s arm increased a mite.  You have to realise that Anubis, an Egyptian guard dog for the dead, was an important hound, a God, he could decide the fate of souls and protect the resting place in the ground or, were you worth a few bob, your tomb.  But you wouldn’t want to meet him on your way to the shops.

‘Duffel!’ Mr Watkins, the chief negotiator and doer of everything around the place, shouted as if he Duffel were deaf.  He didn’t have his earphones in and was preoccupied not with a crossword but with a cross dog.

[image: ]

“Get that thing out of here, goodness knows it shouldn’t even be here I told you explicitly NOT to bring anything else back from the Met except the pigeon Doris, so what do you do you – “  Anubis a very sensitive god dog, as you’d reckon he needed to be weighing up fates and watching over dead bodies, suddenly turned his attention to the shouting man. It was this terrifying stare that stopped Mr Watkins in his rant.

“Do you have a lead for that hound Duffel?” his voice had dropped nicely and he sounded really appealing thought Duffel.  He reached into his pocket and fetched out a lead which he clipped quickly onto Lucky’s collar.  Anubis was such a mouthful, he had decided on renaming and it did seem to fit with the circumstances of this mummified god dog’s escape from the world famous museum, the Metropolitan Museum of Art. “Good boy Lucky, SIT!” Amazingly Anubis did just that or it might have been the treat.  These were in Duffel’s other pocket.  He might look daft but he wasn’t.  Mr Watkins would strongly disagree but right now was breathing at a regular pace and looked his normal colour.

“I’ll keep this simple Duffel, that – that God Dog thing has to go back.”  All the other missions Duffel had been sent on, from Level Two where he was based now and always as directed by Mr Watkins, had had their problems.  The mission to find a missing Will, located in the Louvre had resulted in the bringing back yes, of the Will but also a mouse called Milo. A Louvre mouse however is not a missing deity and missing from its glass case in the famed Met Museum.  This problem had kept Mr Watkins on the run as it were and taking rather a lot of peppermint tea and rennies.  There was only one solution and that was to send both of them back. 

“Never been tried before, it’s risky but there is no other way Duffel ARE YOU listening!”   

[image: ]

Duffel looked up and no he wasn’t listening too busy trying to work out the clue to six down and stop Lucky from the low growling.  It couldn’t seem to cope well with Mr Watkins talking – or shouting.  No doubt there would be a dog whisperer somewhere to solve that one though.  Anubis who was far more at home with the dead than the living was certain that Mr Watkins was the last human he had sighted in the famed Met Museum, seconds before arriving in this place.  In actual fact, the last person to see the hound was Ted, one of the Met’s night staff, and who was still convinced it was a near death experience, at least that’s how he described it to his Mum.

One minute Anubis had been leaping through the air to tackle Ted the next he was standing next to Duffel, the dog Sam (a real dog not a death hound) and a pigeon in a basket. 
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The horrified person meeting them in the Level Two, this strange destination, was none other than Mr Watkins.  And he wasn’t the only one to feel out of place either.  There were other people in this big area, a kind of station for coming and going, and they all got out of the way pretty quickly.  Doris, the pigeon was collected by an excited owner and disappeared off, and Sam took up the offer to go with them.

Duffel had done what Mr Watkins continually told him not to do, and ‘mucked it up.’

So there they were, him and Lucky and guess what? Yes that’s right, having to return to the Met ASAP.  Or as Mr Watkins called it ‘AYSAPP.’’ 

“I’ve made the arrangement, sorted the time thing – as long as you (Duffel silently counted to ten) don’t muck it up Duffel, you will set down in the Met Egyptian section at the precise second you left.  That God Dog, that – that thing is to get back in its case like nothing ever happened!” Mr Watkins said this last command in a loud whisper mindful of the low growling hound.  If he did but know it, he had a lot in common with Ted, even now on the nightshift and opening his Mum’s pack up.

The other occupants of the Egyptian section were also mindful, this being Iris, a young Egyptian mummy in a case, to be exact in Room 1007, and a nearby standing male mummy called Ramondo.  He was a ‘visiting artefact from the British Museum.’ 
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They had both in their mummified fashion communicated about Duffel’s visit and both warned Duffel in their mysterious way about the danger of Anubis once freed from its case.  The weight of the years though may have made their message harder to receive – at least this is what Iris surmised as she lay in her glass case staring happily at the Met ceiling.  Ramondo who agreed with Iris about everything, agreed.
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Ted sipped at his hot chocolate and tried hard to settle.  His Mum had messaged on the dot at 11pm.  “Did you enjoy the pack up!” with the usual smiling emoji.  Ted messaged back with his routine reply “Out there Ma!” also with an emoji but this time a man in a uniform.  Goodness knows if she knew that Al had polished the triple decker off but it was alright she didn’t. If she had known she would have made Al one too.

It was hard to settle though having just had an encounter with – with what exactly?  He could swear it was one of the mummified artefacts in the shape of a jackal or beast.  What was that famous hound?  The hound of the Baskervilles.  Yes definitely a terrorising unearthly creature.  Or, (Ted often questioned himself leading to a full on anxiety
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