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Prologue


So, how would Joe remember that day?


It would forever be the day when life changed for him. It would forever be the day when the world became that little bit easier for him to understand.


He did not seek It out. Rather he would spend endless nights dreaming that It might happen.


And what was It?


‘It’ was Magic.







Chapter 1


He was running as fast as his legs would carry him down a bland suburban street, with uniformly smart gardens and accusing pairs of eyes hiding behind twitching net curtains. He seemed to be doing a lot of running lately – run to school, run along the school corridors, run home from school – all to avoid certain people. Other pupils would make the tedious journey to and from school surrounded by friends, but Joe always seemed to find himself alone. He was adamant that this did not bother him. In fact, he would jokingly refer to himself as Jimmy No Mates – Mum and Dad would smile and Joe would make sure he laughed the loudest – but deep inside, despite his insistence, maybe it would hurt him just the tiniest bit. So he would laugh longer than anyone else and hope that nobody would notice the tears which threatened his eyes.


Joe was fifteen years old and his non-friends were catching him with alarming ease. Short, dark haired and very smartly dressed, he stole a glance behind him with fearful eyes. A barrage of pens and paper fell from his bag, landing on the pavement like a paper trail. Joe cursed inwardly as his English essay fluttered away gently on the breeze, but he knew he dare not stop. As he reached the sanctuary of the garden gate his fingers fumbled on the latch before he flung it open. The wooden frame shook on its hinges as he slammed the gate shut and backed up the path towards the front door. Suddenly Joe’s three pursuers were at the gate – one smiled a humourless smile but they all remained silent. Joe watched each boy individually then sighed as the middle boy folded his arms in a defiant manner. This gesture did not exactly scare him. It just saddened him. Here we go again, he thought, as his shoulders sagged wearily in a ‘seen it all before’ type manner.


Joe shook his head then pushed the front door open. He closed the door behind him and stood silently in the hallway, eyes firmly fixed on the cream coloured carpet. Joe felt the familiar sick feeling in the pit of his stomach as he replayed the day’s events in his head.


Caught at the school gate? Check


Head down the toilet? Check.


Lunch money nicked? Check.


Chased home by his non-friends? Check.


He sighed again – he had been doing a lot of that lately – and tossed his now half empty school bag to one side.


“What’ve you been up to then?” Joe gasped and took a step backwards. He had not heard Mum enter. She was very good at that, creeping up on him when he least expected it. Joe figured it was something which all Mums were good at. It was something in their DNA which meant that one minute they were nowhere to be seen and then, with the blink of an eye, they would somehow magically teleport into view.


“I..nonothing.” Joe picked a spot on the wall and stared at it. The paisley patterned wallpaper stared back at him. He wished they would redecorate the hallway – it looked as though it belonged in another decade. Another era.


Immediately Joe chided himself mentally. It was Mum and Dad’s house and they could decorate it any way they wanted.


“Clear as mud Joe,” Mum said with a smile in her voice. She took a step towards him. “Are you sure you’re okay?”


“It’s nothing,” he shrugged. “Honest.” He forced a smile and moved towards her.


“You sure?”


He answered in the affirmative by throwing his arms around her and pulling her close. Mum stiffened, as if taken by surprise, then relaxed in his arms. Joe could smell her perfume, the cheap brand she usually wore. Mum had some expensive scent she had received as a present years ago but she hardly ever used it. She always said she was saving it for a special occasion, but these special occasions never came.


Every day is special, she would tell him, but she never heeded her own advice. Mum pulled out of Joe’s embrace and stepped back. Her soft hand rubbed at his cheek.


“You’re the best thing to happen to us Joe.” Before he could answer she was tugging at her apron and smoothing it down. In an instant she was gone again and Joe could feel the tears pricking at his eyes.


Happy tears.


Definitely happy tears.


♫ ♫ ♫ ♫ ♫ ♫


Two hours later and the optimistic blue skies of the day had faded away into a fast approaching dusk. Joe was standing in the small, brightly coloured living room ready to go out for the evening.


“I don’t like you going out on a school night.” Mum was there fussing over him and wiping something from his jacket which seemed to be completely invisible to all except her.


“Mum!”


She ignored him and carried on wiping. “No son of mine is leaving this house in a state.” She tugged at his jacket. “People talk Joe. Nasty talk and”


“I won’t be long Mum.” He grabbed her hands. “Thank you.”


She cocked her head to one side like a bird watching something of interest. “I just want you to look your best.”


Before Joe could reply a man dressed in oil stained overalls entered the room. He looked at his family and smiled. “Is she hassling you again Joe?”


Mum shot her husband a look and frowned. “Look at the pair of you.” She tutted – again in a way which only Mums can – then turned on her heel and strode back to her domain of the kitchen.


“Women eh?” Dad laughed. Joe nodded silently. Eventually he found his voice.


“Dad.”


“Are you going down that Club again?” Dad’s bluntness could still take Joe by surprise. The boy cringed inwardly as he recalled the time Dad had asked him just what exactly he was doing to try and find himself a girlfriend.


Once again the younger man nodded. “Just for a while.” He shifted somewhat uncomfortably. “I thought maybe you and Mum could comemaybe one night. You know.”


“We’d like that Joe.” Dad lowered his voice and glanced towards the kitchen door. “It’s just” Joe sighed slightly louder than he meant to.


“I know,” the boy said wearily. “You’re really busy and”


Dad patted his son on the shoulder. “I’ve got to take the extra work whilst it’s going. You know that don’t you?”


Joe managed a smile but inside he felt empty. It was always the same with Dad – hardworking, always thinking of others, nothing too much trouble, and yet


“It’s fine,” Joe shrugged. “Just whenever.”


Dad looked at his son kindly. “Tell you what. Maybe one night this week?” The smile on Joe’s face seemed to bounce off the walls. “You really want to be seen in public with your parents?” Again Joe grinned. “Right that’s settled.” Dad picked up his newspaper and headed to the door. “I don’t know why you love that music so much. It’s certainly not from us.” Without waiting for an answer Dad exited leaving Joe wearing a grin from ear to ear.


♫ ♫ ♫ ♫ ♫ ♫


How quickly it was that things would change.


How quickly it was that those happy memories could be ripped up and thrown away.


Joe was in his bedroom again, a typical teenage boy’s room with piles of dirty clothes scattered around the thickly carpeted floor in neat but random piles. The boy glanced around his room and sighed, a single tear leaking out and trickling down his cheek. He left it unchecked until it dribbled onto his chin. As quickly as one disappeared, another would form, and then another. Joe took a deep breath then rubbed at his eyes with the sleeve of his crisp white shirt. On the bed in front of him lay a smart black jacket. He lifted it up gently and examined it, picking at a seemingly minute piece of fluff. Mum had bought the suit for Auntie Jean’s funeral. He had not worn it since then, and did not think he would need it again.


And yet here he was.


The jacket went on quickly and then the black tie. He studied himself in the wardrobe mirror, patting down the sleeves and making sure his tie was straight.


“Yeah,” he murmured. “That’ll do.”


Joe turned around and stared at the wall above his bed. It was a neutral cream colour but it looked as though every square inch – from top to bottom, side to side – was covered by an assortment of posters of various shapes and sizes. The young man’s eyes lit up as he scanned them one by one.

BB KingSmokey RobinsonLouis Armstrong. His eyes fell upon one in particular.


Eddie Davies.


Joe almost gasped out loud, still finding it incomprehensible as to what had happened. The tears were stinging at his eyes again as he glanced down at the open newspaper which was lying on his bed. Through the tears he read the headline again: EDDIE DAVIES IS DEAD.


Underneath the blunt headline was a small picture of a shortish, dark haired man in his early fifties. SINGER DIES IN CAR CRASH, the text continued.


Joe stared at the newspaper then gently folded it and placed it in his school bag. With a final glance in the mirror he picked up the bag and headed for the bedroom door, dreading what the day might bring.




