
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Wonka
Presents!

 


The Story of
Joe’s Christmas


Part One

(Fully
illustrated version)

 


Published by
Madeleine Masterson at Smashwords

 


Copyright 2014
Madeleine Masterson


Joe’s
Christmas

 



Chapter
One

 


[image: tmp_cd3c5d9c688ac94f1cee28358a3d32b2_YXUJ99_html_2b1c10c0.jpg]

 


Joe lay in his
cot singing Seesaw Margery Daw and playing with his tractor and
motorbike in turn. As he moved his head from side to side his curly
blonde hair became more and more ruffled and somehow his pyjama
bottoms came off until he looked like Piglet with just a vest and
little pink legs sticking out. His Grandma called him an old
fashioned boy and it was true that no matter how much Joe was
brushed or cleaned up with a flannel, the end result was a ruffled
green blue eyed boy.
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Neddy was
still. A solid horsey shape in the dark room just below the heavy
green curtain pulled across the window. Tonight though, there was a
gap in the curtain and the full moon beamed down into the room and
one of those gentle silver smoke rays touched Neddy on his long
wooden nose. He began to rock ever so slowly and very very quietly
so as not to disturb Joe who was now asleep with the tractor in one
hand and the motorbike against his cheek.
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Neddy loved
being Joe’s rocking horse and would not have changed this job for
all the green grass in the world. Before this job, Neddy had been a
race horse, often winning but somehow never very happy. Being of a
kind and loyal nature, he hadn’t enjoyed racing against the other
horses and was not sorry to depart this life when it was time to do
so. Arriving at the Returns Department alongside many other animals
(people queued up in a different room so Neddy had been told), he
already knew what he would like to come back to this life as, and
when asked what kind of work he was looking for, he said very
politely that he wished to return to work as a toy horse.
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‘A toy horse!’
thundered the voice of the Old Administrator, hunched over a huge
leather bound book with columns and figures and writing in it.

 


‘Well I’ve
heard everything now - a toy horse indeed after winning all those
races, having your photo taken, your portrait hung in famous places
- not to mention the museum set up in your honour’ the Old
Administrator coughed and spluttered and his cheeks seemed to swell
up and turn red as he continued to pour scorn on this humble
request. Neddy waited with an obstinate look on his proud face. The
rules were quite clear and he was not afraid to quote them. Behind
the Old Administrator’s desk hung a rather big oak frame and inside
it was not a picture but The Rules. Rule number 8 stated:

 


IF YOUR REQUEST
IS TURNED DOWN BY ADMINISTRATION YOU

HAVE A RIGHT TO
APPEAL TO THE MANAGER

 


And so it was
that Neddy, who was refused outright by the Old Administrator,
found himself in yet another room facing another desk but with no
one to be seen. He could still hear that other voice ringing in his
ears.

 


‘You have a
total of 101 points which means Top Jobs, TOPJOBS!’ he shouted,
repeating himself as if Neddy were deaf and daft. On and on he went
until the silent stare and quiet stance of the great race horse
which Neddy undoubtedly was shut him up at last.

 


The Old
Administrator tired of the interview and angry at not getting his
own way did not argue with the rules ‘Oh yes you can appeal -
appeal away and see where it gets you. NEXT.’

 


The desk in
front of Neddy was nothing like the Old Administrators’ with
everything in exact position, down to the letters in the IN tray
and filing in the OUT. No, this desk was rather untidy and much
more interesting. Books were open with bits of paper sticking in
other pages, fluorescent marker pens and pencils scattered on the
papers and wonder of wonders - a huge glass paperweight with a
Christmas tree inside. In fact the closer Neddy looked, it seemed
as if there was more than just a tree and the tree itself was so
beautiful! The fairy lights sparkled and the little ornaments spun
round on their tiny gold thread glowing in the pinks and blues and
green light. Tinsel wrapped itself round the tree from bottom to
top, in and out of the green needles and wasn’t that a –
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‘There you are’
said a warm and friendly voice, ‘ and just in time too because I’ve
dropped something and I’m blowed if I can find it.’ Neddy looked
down into the smiling face of the Manager. She was on the floor
coming round the side of the desk as she spoke, and even when she
stood up, he was still looking down at her. This tiny woman smiled
again and said ‘It’s all right, I’ve found it’ and showed him a
miniature silver star lying in the palm of her hand. ‘It’s to go on
the top of the tree and it’s so small I knew it would be tricky.’
and while Neddy watched she placed it on the very top of the little
Christmas tree inside the glass ball.

 


[image: tmp_cd3c5d9c688ac94f1cee28358a3d32b2_YXUJ99_html_3bd06029.jpg]

‘There - the
finishing touch!’ And they both gazed at it admiringly. Neddy loved
a bit of magic and this was such a moment for him. He felt surely
that this Manager would grant his request and with real respect for
her authority, he spoke up once again.

 


‘I’ve come
about my next job’

 


‘Oh I know why
you’re here, I have all your papers and you mustn’t mind the Old
Administrator, he’s due for a holiday you see - now where is that
card with all the details on it, we need that, and of course you’ve
already seen where you are going,’ - the Manager picked up the
glass paperweight with one hand and suddenly produced a small blue
index card with the other, ‘Yes, here it is, Flat 2, No 11 Horace
Pool Close.’

But Neddy
wasn’t listening, he was looking deep into the glass ball where he
could see a small boy asleep in a white cot and there opposite,
over by the window stood a beige cord rocking horse.
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