

  [image: Cover]




Mark Lang

A Story from the Toy Store - Rebus





  

  Copyright © 2025 by Mark Lang


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Mark Lang asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  
    Mark Lang has no responsibility for the persistence      or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not      guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

  
    Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks.      All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks      and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any      product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the      book.

  

  

  
    Second edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  





  For Louise.






  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Foreword
        
      

    
      	
        Introduction
        
      

    
      	
        1. Existing Piecefully.
        
      

    
      	
        2. The cat and the cleaner.
        
      

    
      	
        3. Stay calm and keep still.
        
      

    
      	
        4. Living in a box.
        
      

    
      	
        5. I’m all shook up!
        
      

    
      	
        6. Divided we fall.
        
      

    
      	
        7. The brush and the sigh.
        
      

    
      	
        8. What lies beneath?
        
      

    
      	
        9. Mission Improbable.
        
      

    
      	
        10. Magwhathisname.
        
      

    
      	
        11. Sudoku solution challenge.
        
      

    
      	
        12. Bear with us!
        
      

    
      	
        13. Fully posable.
        
      

    
      	
        14. Let’s play.
        
      

    
      	
        15. Top floor and confused.
        
      

    
      	
        16. I fell, but from where?
        
      

    
      	
        17. Right place wrong shape.
        
      

    
      	
        18. Wrong shape right place.
        
      

    
      	
        19. Lights, camera, action!
        
      

    
      	
        20. The wind blows through it.
        
      

    
      	
        21. Not the sound of silence.
        
      

    
      	
        22. Serve and protect.
        
      

    
      	
        23. The leaflet.
        
      

    
      	
        24. The unlikely savior.
        
      

    
      	
        25. The rising son.
        
      

    
      	
        26. The owner.
        
      

    
      	
        27. The chain link.
        
      

    
      	
        28. S.O.S - save our store.
        
      

    
      	
        29. The oncoming storm.
        
      

    
      	
        30. The End or is it?
        
      

    
      	
        About the Author
        
      

    
      	
        Also by Mark Lang
        
      

    
    


  



  Foreword



I was playing football one day when I glanced down. Well, when I say playing what I really mean is that it was just a “kick about” on an empty pitch in the Rome sunshine on a Saturday morning. A good pitch with good nets. I was only there so that a certain someone could practice their goalkeeping skills. Those fledgling skills have already been discarded as has the interest in goalkeeping and football in general, so let us consider that was all a waste of time. 




Or was it?




Maybe not.




So what happened? So what did I see? A piece of colored puzzle near the center circle of a football pitch.




I wondered how on earth a piece of puzzle had got there. It struck me as odd. Apart from this piece of a puzzle the pitch was completely clean, well kept and tidy. 




And that gave me an idea…
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Our story begins here. A simple suburban mom-and-pop toy store …

Let’s go inside…
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  Existing Piecefully.

  
  




Altogether, they were in bits. All different. The corners proved to be the most agreeable to work with. The most respected pieces.

The “go to bits” if you like.

The most popular kids, so to speak.

The boundaries. Despite being less exciting, their squared-off shapes with at least one straight edge make them easy to locate. Similar to the anchor-like corners, these borders are simple, edgy, and equally user-friendly.

The moment you found them, you’d know exactly what they did. They gave the structure and form.

The structure relied heavily on corners and edges. Without these stabilizing foundations, there would be a chaotic mess.

It would simple be a potluck approach…

The rest of the parts collected in the middle.

To put it frankly, they were a mess compared to the others. Irregular, shapeless and with bumps, lacking a defined shape, and possessing various protrusions. Not ugly, nor beautiful. Just different. Uneven-edged, as if something or someone had repeatedly bitten chunks out of them. All a necessity, but frequently misunderstood. It took time, patience and effort to understand them. To get a feel for them. But in the end they all belonged in the middle.

Their final placement often followed multiple handling by people. Holding the piece up, staring with squinting eyes, rotating and forcing them into spaces that seemed right, but were evidently wrong in the end. Frustrating.

So, what’s the significance of all the tiny pieces?

Only those who enjoy puzzles would know and therefore enjoy them for what they are. If you didn’t enjoy making a puzzle, why not just buy a picture?

While unimpressive alone, as a group, their beauty is undeniable.

Rebus was a central piece, a bit in the middle. Commonly a last pick, often frustrating, and frequently picked up and put down. Just like an uncoordinated, clumsy wannabe footballer in the local pub league.

Frequently, he found himself as one of the last, or even the last piece. He didn’t like the feeling.

He was conscious of his form.

He was aware of his difference.

In the grand scheme of things, he was just a minor detail.

Yet, integral to the larger scheme and undeniably vital in the long run. Without him or his fellow pieces, nothing could be complete.

Ever.
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Each day after the store had closed, later in the evenings, the cleaner arrived. The shop wasn’t exactly dirty, but it required a light clean, and the waste bins needed emptying.

It was a quick flick and a lick, as it’s known in the cleaning trade.

The cleaner came nightly and always did her job. She did it diligently, but it wasn’t what she wanted to do. It wasn’t her vocation, and in the future, it never would be. It was a means to an end. Her daytime studies and youth meant she had to work nights. With her headphones stuffed inside her ears, her favorite playlist playing, she worked hard and with a sense of pride to earn the money she needed to help support herself through university.

She was a girl with a strong moral compass and lashings of common sense. Her parents had instilled the understanding of the value of money, and the only way to do that is to earn it yourself. As her playlist clicked from track to track, she danced and, depending on the type of song, her trusty broom sometimes functioned as a microphone, other times as an air guitar. She felt like a real rock goddess in the semi-darkness of the toy store. The burst of energy was a time for her to let go after a hard day’s study, and she knew full well nobody could see her. Her rock star status was her secret.

However, she wasn’t alone, and she had a friendly nighttime rival. Her rival also explored the shop at night. Just shimmying around and definitely with no dancing.

The toy store was home to a cat. Nothing special, just a cat like any other cat. Her origins were unknown. Where she had come from was a mystery. She most likely adopted the store, rather than the owner adopting her, as cats often do, because of its warmth and, more importantly, its normally quiet atmosphere. That the owner gave her food and water each day would have played its part too. The cleaner would also regularly add more food to the bowls. She had a good life and a good home. She was popular too. The children loved seeing her. She would frolic in the window to draw the indecisive window shoppers in, and she relished the attention. The attention, of course, was always on her terms, and once bored, she would disappear, as cats do. But she did a great job in her role as the store’s pet and probably kept the store’s footfall higher with her presence alone and more than earned her food and water.

Her name was Skye. A cat that loves to play. Mischievous, not malicious, she took great delight in creating small messes for the cleaner to find before she left for her evening outings. She would accidentally, yes accidentally yet playfully, knock toys off the shelves. She would then glance up and around with a look that suggested she did not know how that had possibly happened.

The cleaner was more than used to this, and it didn’t bother her too much. If it did, she never let on. She would scowl at Skye, but the scowl would quickly give way to a smile.
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