
Table of Contents

Wonka’s Christmas Spooky | Written and illustrated | By | Madeleine  Masterson | Copyright October 2024

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Wonka’s Christmas Spooky

Written and illustrated

By

Madeleine  Masterson

Copyright October 2024


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


[image: image]

Wonka has been asking to come back.  He always had a loud voice, now it is banging round my head.  Who is Wonka?  Darling Wonka was my beloved fat tabby tom cat, who fell in my back door moons past and never left.

‘Who are you?’ I asked when this happened, bearing in mind that Gollycat was supremo at the time; Golly was blind which meant he was a very perceptive cat and must have said YOU yes you can stay because they got on very well indeed.  When I followed this

Question up with ‘Name?’ it was given to me as Willie Wonka of course in honour of the great Wonka and the golden ticket Wonka and Chocolate factory – the Wonka who was lovingly and brilliantly played by Mr Gene Wilder.  That Wonka.

Years went by, Wonka became tubby, and I became a nervy despairing Owner of such.  We wrote stories me and Wonka, called them Conversations to begin with, then we branched out (with Wonka’s approval) and tried some children’s short stories.  It suited our attention span – which was just past zero gnat hours.

Other cats came and went.  Saint Golly went to heaven early on, as did others, there were kittens (the Booleys) there were ferals (Ruggles) and then the cats who decided they must move in and stay – Bertie, the Little Princess and Binky.  Pip Squeaka was a prize won from the RSPCA.  ‘You don’t need another cat’ said daughter. – ‘what are you waiting for’ said Mum.   At this most anguished time in my life alright one of them, I took the advice of the latter.  Now over this Kingdom, did Wonka rule with a firm paw.

That is until the discovery of a lump in his mouth. ‘It might be nothing’ declared the Vet and let’s remember they charge the earth for these sessions.  It wasn’t nothing it was something.- because of his weight and Wonka was very proud of his size he took a lot of seeing off.  He may have said ‘I won’t be far away –‘ as he drifted off on his one way golden ticket.  If he did say that, I was too busy weeping into his beautiful fur to hear.  We all missed him pounding down the stairs like an elephant, washing Pip Squeaka round (he adored her) hissing and growling at the Little P.  Life as they like to tell us, rolled on.

They do say write about what you know.  And I’ve been writing about this experience, on and off ever since it happened back in the 80’s.  No one to my knowledge has read it either.

‘You can stop with that attitude.’ Wonka admonished as he was strong on all matters of negativity.  This was an area in which I excelled.  I tried not to think of sending stuff off to publishers, literary agents, anyone likely to read what had been lovingly written and illustrated, then it all coming straight back..  Yes I tried and failed just like the writing had and never mind their sage advice of not giving up – I had.

‘Well.’ Wonka went on, ‘how about another go at it? With me helping again.’

My pen wobbled as he rubbed up against it, as a firm prompt I thought.  

Ghost cats are not wishy washy spectre things that can appear and disappear trot through walls blah.NO.  Wonka was as real, chunky, whiskers quivering as ever.

So with Wonka once more at the helm, me his trusty slave, we began:

It was to be a new spooky tale for Christmas bolstered up by being based on a true experience!  (Readers like that apparently.)

‘Set the scene.’ Commanded Wonka from his favourite spot on the settee,

So I did:  it was a warm mid summer’s eve back in the 80’s and certainly not a night for ghost hunting.  No dripping wet cold and lonely streets, with poor flickering lighting, not at all.  It was a really pleasant evening with dusk still a little while off.  I was with my then friend Janine, on a night out in the city of Hull which I knew very well especially the old town where we were.  

We had just eaten in the fairly new Italian restaurant (remember the adverts for the disappearing banks well look no further) as some sort of ballast against falling down drunk.  I was attired in a tight fitting tea shirt and trousers clutching a – gold clutch bag and on my feet, the only heels I possessed at this time my gold sandals.  In these it could be predicted I would cockle over every five minutes with or without a drink.  Whether it was before, during or after (consuming alcohol) it didn’t matter.  So off we set, crossing Lowgate towards St Mary’s Church and then head up to the High Street where the new nightclub was.  Already, everything Janine said was funny, and everything I said in response was hilarious.

‘Hang on’ interrupted Wonka. ‘Did you say High Street?

I looked over at him, and put my pen down on the open A4 pad.  Call me old fashioned but my stories usually began here, on nice new untouched lined paper which later was covered in unintelligible scribble, my writing.  Wonka had his paw on an opened out map.  He had found my really old copy of ‘Hull Haunted!’  It had the Hull Haunted on the cover and when you opened it up expecting to find writing on the first page, instead it opened up just like an ordinance survey map did; in this case, it detailed ghostly sightings!  We both read out the many haunted inscriptions going from Whitefriargate and the Land of Green Ginger into the High Street and the old city of Hull.  In sum there were hauntings all over the place.

I had purchased said booklet and map from a ghost walk, which had started by the Trinity Church (Hull Minster) in the market place, walked all round the High Street and then ended up in the Ye Olde White Harte pub, Whitefriargate, itself a haunted venue. 

I had hoped to learn more about my own ghostly experience as the High Street and beyond was littered with spook.  Some places just feel like they should be haunted and the entire area fitted that bill.  I had worked there, got drunk and had lock ins here, (Ye Old Black Boy, subject to objects moving around by unseen hands!) and eaten there.  All of it could safely provide a horror film atmosphere, the look over your shoulder, the feeling to walk faster, something this way comes it was.  The High Street was cobbled and narrow, with old buildings tight together and leaning over.  Bow windows and then small passages would take you from the street to the wharf as it ran parallel with the dirty grey Humber River.  

The whaling boats had gone from here, and slavery too another dark time in its history.  Whaling merchants had lived in the High Street (Samuel Standidge) and further along so had William Wilberforce who would use his influence to the good, in helping to abolish slavery.  His house, one of the oldest buildings in Hull, is now a museum and contains many dreadful artefacts pertaining to this dark episode.  You could say this small portion of the now big city of Kingston upon Hull had crammed into it, a lot of interesting history.  And a lot of hard times for the people living there.  

‘Anything give you a clue?’ pondered Wonka still busy reading all the many accounts of haunted buildings in the old town.  

I had discovered, that St Mary’s Church Lowgate, a very old church dating back to the 14th century had a graveyard at the side of it, and then later on a vicarage.  This was said to have several ghostly visitors. 

The Church was striking in itself.  Presumably all those many years of worship had filled up the atmosphere inside with all the prayers and religious service so it hit you when you walked in.  You could not help but be immersed in it. 

‘Do you know Wonka,’ as an old penny dropped ‘I have a few of my stories based around the High Street.’  He gave me a look  because of course he had helped me write them.  The first one was ‘Wonka’s Halloween Story’ containing the ghostly tale ‘A Tall Story’ set in the High Street!  This story was also based on a true account but one I had read about whilst undertaking a full on proper research in the Hull Library.  

It had fascinated me.  (I nearly said out loud but no one else was, but stopped myself just in time).

‘I think, ‘said Wonka ‘that one had a good few readings.’  And he was right.  The indications were, on this self-publication site that several hundred people had read it.  This kind of thing spurs you on.  I needed a good push for this next story, and here was Wonka to do it.  I had followed up that murderous tale with another story for the New Year, again using the cobbled atmospheric High Street for the setting.  Everyone goes on about York and its history, the walls, the Vikings and such, but they should all visit Hull old town.

Now where was I?

‘Giggling with Janine.’ Countered Wonka.  Yes so I was.  

It had all the promise of a good night out.  When I decided to let go and enjoy myself this was never a half-hearted go at it.  It was throw it all up in the air time,  now, the shoes.  Even on a level road surface I would eventually cockle over and this below my feet was cobbles.  Big cobbles, medium cobbles, with a tiny pavement to the right-hand side.  We had crossed Lowgate towards St Mary’s Church and were eyeing up Chapel Lane which ran up the side of the Church, with its cobbles, away from Lowgate and meeting the old High street of Hull at the top.  It was a minute’s walk give or take.  

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: image]

On the Church side going up, there were a few business premises – Hull Lighting was one, had been there as long as I could remember.  There were a lot of closed up buildings, some derelict too and not in use.

Over on my left was a wide expanse of waste ground which ran to the
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