
        
            [image: cover]
        

    





Wonka
Presents!

Joe’s
Friends

Published
by Madeleine Masterson at Smashwords

Copyright
2019 Madeleine Masterson


Chapter
One

 


Edward
Starz knew the importance of a promise. And, with this in mind he
paused for a moment as he searched for his dear friend Emily. ‘I do
hope she hasn’t forgotten we are meeting for lunch’ he thought as
he looked from this display to that, to the queue at the PLEASE PAY
HERE counter, and finally, to the door marked STAFF ONLY. Well of
course it was going to be busy, the best Toy Department in town,
Christmas nearly here, and a special pre Millenium Sale. The
expectations of the new century, the year 2000 were to be
celebrated and how. What a sale it was. Toy animals from miniature
to actual size cuddled up to each other on shelf after shelf, Teddy
bears with sad expressions sat next to crocodiles which laughed,
jaws open wide and oh such appealing eyes. Life-size lion cubs
nestled up to each other in their den and Edward couldn’t help
going over to examine a snow leopard, all on its own, on a pretend
rock above the cubs. ‘I say, I rather like you’ and laughed to
himself as he realised he had spoken out loud. ‘Emily will have me
thrown out of the store for acting strangely - and I’m sure talking
to a snow leopard will count!’

 


‘Edward!’ the clear well-spoken voice belonged of course to
Emily Bunting, the Manager of the Toy Department and Edward’s dear
friend. ‘I just spotted you amongst the crowds and it looked like
you were having a conversation with Maximillian.’ Edward smiled
with delight as Emily gave the snow leopard a little tweak on his
whiskers.

‘You mean this is Maximillian? Well how funny I should pick out
one of your favourites from all the rest - are you going to put him
to one side though Emily?’
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Emily
smiled too. They both knew it wasn’t strange at all to know things
about each other. Their long and happy friendship over the years
had often meant one knowing what the other was thinking, or even
visiting to find they were expected or needed when they got there.
Both lived alone never marrying or having children just living full
and happy lives, taking life as it came and making the best of it.
Edward had just retired from his work at the book shop which he
still owned, and where incidentally, he and Emily had first met,
leaving a very capable manager to run it for him.

 


 


Emily
though, a few years younger than Edward could not imagine giving up
work just yet especially since her promotion to Manager of the Toy
Department at Wishes Stores Ltd.

 


‘I think I know someone else who would be rather partial
towards this snow leopard, and that reminds me Emily...’ Edward
paused as he remembered little Joe’s solemn face at the bedroom
window as he waved down to him. Yes, even Neddy, Joe’s rocking
horse has seemed a weensy bit sad this morning despite Joe on his
back singing Big Boy fireman songs. Edward had waved up to them as
always, leaving his ground floor flat and looking up at Flat 2, in
case little Joe was at the window.

 


‘Yes, that reminds me, you see I promised Joe I would bring him
to the Toy Department to see the new displays, and
you of course Emily, he
does love to see you - and well I promised it would be soon.’ Now
‘soon’ to a small boy of three could be anytime and even this
afternoon or tomorrow.

 


 


After
seeing Joe’s somehow resigned looking face (and Neddy’s too) Edward
felt a

bit
guilty. More so, because he looked forward to coming to the toy
Department and meeting Emily as much as Joe. And Joe had only ever
been to Wishes Stores once. Ah but what a day that had been and all
part of the magic of Joe’s Christmas.

 


 


Edward
had escorted Joe and his mum through the doors of this large store,
weaved round counters and fantastic displays, stopping to admire
Snow White and the Seven Dwarves in their cottage and finally up
the escalator to the Toy Department itself. Yes, what a day and
indeed another story.

 



Meanwhile, Edward had a promise to keep and had shared this
with Emily. With one last tweak on Maximillian’s whiskers, Emily
looked straight at Edward with a rather business-like gleam in her
eye. ‘Lunch first and promises-to-be-kept afterwards.’ Being firm
was Emily all over and Edward gladly followed her out of the Toy
Department towards the third floor escalator, but not without a
backward glance at Max.

 


He did
look a bit special, a cut above the rest, standing so proudly above
the lion cubs and casting a kingly eye over his domain. ‘I say
Emily, if you don’t put that leopard by then I’ll have to. I can
just see him standing in the middle of my windowsill looking out
onto the Close - and little Joe can play with him every time he
visits.’

‘It’s all right Edward, I already have! You didn’t see the
reserved ticket on his collar did you? And I knew it would be
perfect on that very windowsill with such a good view of the Close,
Perfect for you and Joe, So you see, the magic must still be working!’ Emily
laughed and Edward smiled, his face creasing into the well-worn
lines that happy faces grow. Together, they sailed up the escalator
to join the queue in Wishes Stores restaurant, renowned for its
wide variety of beverages, snacks and hot and cold food.
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Back at
No 11, Neddy, Joe’s rocking horse, surveyed the Close from his
vantage point at the bedroom window. Joe was visiting his friend
Jacob who lived opposite and occasionally, Neddy would glimpse them
at the window. He tried to look like an ordinary stuffed beige
horse on rockers (with a jaunty yellow neckerchief with red spots),
accidentally peering out of the window.

 


 


On closer inspection, someone might have noticed there was
more to Neddy than that. You see, Neddy was rather special, being
returned to this earthly life as the very thing he had asked to be.
A toy horse. This request had been granted by none other than the
Manager of the Returns Department, a magical yet wholly
professional service devoted to the business of returning animals
and people once departed from their earthly lives here, to yet
another stint. Of course not everyone knew what to return
as, and much depended on
points gained during their previous life. A former race horse with
a pretty outstanding success rate had not deterred Neddy from what
he saw as his next destiny, and with a touch of magic here and a
wish granted there, the Manager of this famous Department had made
it all come true.

 


And that
wasn’t all the Returns Department dealt with, because as everyone
knows, wishes do not come true all by themselves. They need
processing with a high degree of efficiency and this was where the
Old Administrator came into his own, working in partnership with
the Manager to fulfil the return of wishes. So it was then, that
for over a year now, Neddy had become little Joe’s friend,
protector and link between worlds (or Departments if you prefer),
whilst to everyone else a rather comfortable old rocking
horse.

 


‘Rock for a bit, stop for a bit, rock for a bit........’ mused
Neddy dreaming about his heroine who just happened to be the very
Manager we were talking about, and keeping his sleepy eye on Joe
over the other side of the Close.

 


The
other thing he was dreaming about was this Toy Department and the
fact that Joe wanted to go there with Edward and see Emily as well.
As little Joe adored them both Neddy did too. ‘And I wouldn’t mind
a visit there myself, just to see how wonderful it is. I just wish
I could go with them. Oh well.’ Neddy dreamed on and as he did so
he couldn’t help this tiny wish escaping, just like a balloon on a
string which, when let go, floats higher and higher until it is a
small speck in the sky. Wishes, like balloons do float up high as
long as they are light with hope (not heavy with despair) and make
their way accordingly, following an ancient trail which draws them
like a magnet. There has never been such a thing as a lost wish,
but, they are not always answered in the way we would like.
However, Neddy was an enlightened horse who believed and trusted
and often thought profound thoughts all by himself. Rocking ever so
gently and quietly, Neddy’s daydreams led to sleep as he waited for
Joe to come home.
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Chapter Two

 


Back in
the Returns Department, it was that time in the afternoon when jobs
take longer to do and everything slows down a notch. Take the
Manager for instance. Sitting down in her old wing armchair for the
first time that day, she had started to make a list of ‘Things To
Do’ (underlined twice in black pen). Instead of a list with
numbered items, little black arrows and further details springing
over the page, she found herself doodling instead and going into
one of her favourite daydreams.

 


All the
Staff in the Returns Department were allowed holidays with one
special provision. That some of this holiday could be used to
return to the Land of Earth. Only for ten days mind, not a minute
longer, but the Manager knew where she would go for that precious
ten days. To visit Neddy and Joe at No 11 Horace Poole Close. Neddy
had been a pleasure to return and such a loyal friend to little Joe
- yes, just to see them both together would be heaven. ‘And so
funny’ she thought ‘to have Neddy on my mind since I woke up and
when I go to sort through the post, I find there is a wish from
him!’

 



Picturing Neddy going on a jaunt to the Toy Department made
her smile and it was so satisfying to grant his wish. It went to
the top of her pile immediately. A sharp knock at the door broke
the Manager’s pleasant imaginary visit to Earth and brought her
back to the business of Returns.
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‘Come in’ She called, adjusting her pink silk scarf and putting
her glasses on. Donald, the new trainee, entered the room arriving
at her desk so quickly, that the draught caused all her papers to
lift and move around on her desk. He slapped a Computer print-out
down in front of her and stood there looking rather pleased with
himself.

 


 


 


‘Now this is going to revolutionise admin, be far more
efficient and probably more cost-effective in the long-term’ Donald
stabbed his index finger at one of the several columns containing
lots of numbers, sub totals and totals - all in very tiny black
print. ‘Well Elizabeth?’ impatient for the Manager’s approval,
Donald stood by waiting for the deserved compliment.

Aiming
to overlook her annoyance at being called Elizabeth (‘I know it’s
my name and I’m not against first name terms, it’s the way he says
it’ she justified to herself), the Manager took a few calming
breaths and wiped her glasses on the end of her scarf. Despite
having these glasses on, she found the harder she looked at the
print-out, the less she saw. It all looked too tiny and too
complicated, and goodness knows what the Old Administrator would
say when he came back from his holiday.

‘You’ve worked really hard on this Donald, and I think the best
plan is for us both to have a meeting with the Old Administrator, -
just as soon as Alfred gets back of course.’


Remaining positive at all times was the very philosophy
underlining the Manager’s approach. Pleased that she had held
Donald and his print-out at bay for the moment she smiled up at
him. Donald did not smile back. A young man, enthusiastic and
raring to share his computing know-how with this extremely
old-fashioned Department, Donald felt hurt and even more determined
to show them all what computers could do with all that information
written in the Old Ledger.

He had
in fact already made a start on his, creating a database to hold
everyone’s details, such as names, addresses, age, number of
returns and points gained; he had even thought of a personal wishes
account.

Thinking
this, Donald was rather startled when the Manager handed him a wish
saying ‘and while we’re on the subject of wishes, I have a rather
important one here - for a very special return of mine, so please
do the paperwork as soon as possible.’

‘Well at least come through and have a look at the database -
when you’ve got a minute of course’ persuaded Donald, collecting
the print-out and Neddy’s wish as he left the room. The door closed
firmly behind him, ‘just short of slamming’ thought the Manager
taking her glasses off and leaning back in the chair. Biting the
top of her pen, she began to worry about all the new changes.
What
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