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  Prolouge

  
  







**Roseville, 2007**




The garage in Pine Wood smelled of oil, sawdust, and possibility.




It had once been just another forgotten corner of the Blindspot — the kind of place where broken things went to die. Rusted tools. Abandoned projects. Dreams that never quite left the ground. But over the last few years, something had quietly changed. What began as a neighbour’s quiet act of kindness had slowly transformed the space into something alive.




A Pearl Roadshow drum kit — Bought by Tim Jones, cherished — stood in the centre like a heartbeat. The cymbals caught the weak afternoon light filtering through the small window. Beside it, an adapted guitar rested on a stand, its fretboard marked with raised dots and tape so a boy who had never seen the strings could still find his way. Keyboards waited in the corner, their cables neatly coiled. Two golden retriever mixes — Sunny and Speck — lay sprawled on an old rug, ears twitching at every small sound.




This was no longer just a garage.




It had become the birthplace of BlindSpot.







Twenty-three years earlier, in the cold spring of 1984, a boy named Rodrigo Sanchez had walked off a muddy football pitch in a blue jersey, resentment hardening in his chest like wet concrete. He had wanted the red. He had wanted to belong. Instead, he helped build something else — something angrier, something that felt like victory at the time but would cost him decades.




He became Todd Jenkins.




He built a business. He built a family. He watched it fracture.




And somewhere along the way, the boy who once tried to tear down Tim Jones’s world became the man who couldn’t see what was growing right next door.







Tim Jones had never forgotten the sting of those old Pine Wood rivalries. The teacher’s kid. The Redcoats golden boy. The one they said had everything handed to him. He remembered the  way resentment could twist good kids into something smaller.




When his own son Jack — legally blind from birth — came home one afternoon and told him what Craig Jenkins had done to Pete’s first drum kit, Tim didn’t hesitate. He drove to the music shop that evening. Paid in cash. Kept the Pearl Roadshow hidden in his garage, away from Craig’s reach.




Not because he wanted thanks.




Because some cycles had to be broken quietly.




Because music had saved him once, and it might save another boy now.







By 2007, the children of Roseville’s old wounds were fourteen years old.




Pete Jenkins — curly dark hair, lean frame, olive skin — had found his rhythm again.




Jack Jones — legally blind but with ears that missed nothing — had found his voice.




Gemma Morris and Harvey Strum brought their own battles: doubt, diabetes, the weight of being different in a town that still loved its old divisions.




Together, in that transformed garage on the dodgy end of Roseville, they wrote a song called ‘Life Through a Smeared Lens’— a raw, honest anthem about seeing clearly when the world refuses to focus.




They called themselves BlindSpot.




Not as shame.




As defiance.




As reclamation.







Far across town, in the quieter Violet Street, Tim Jones smiled when he heard the sound of drums and laughter drifting over the fence from his garage, now the central point for his son Jack and a community of equally enthusiastic teens.




In the Blindspot itself, Todd Jenkins sat in his garage at Jenkins Motors, nursing a lukewarm beer, listening to rumours drift in from Roseville Central about some kids’ talent show performance.




He heard the name “Pete Jenkins” and thought, *Good for him.*




He had no idea the boy on the drums was his own son.




He had no idea that the neighbour he had once resented — the boy in the Redcoats sweater — had quietly become the father figure Pete needed.




And he had no idea that the next chapter of Roseville’s story was already being written in a garage he drove past every day without seeing.




The bench was waiting.




Old rivalries had faded into memory.




Now it was time for new voices to rise.
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2007


The rumours moved faster than the autumn wind through Roseville.


By Monday afternoon, everyone from Roseville Central to the industrial estates had heard about the Secondary School Talent Show. The teenage band **BlindSpot** had been expected to walk it. Four kids from the Blindspot itself — Jack Jones on vocals and adapted guitar, Pete Jenkins on drums, Gemma Morris co-singing, Harvey Strum on keyboards — with their two golden retrievers Sunny and Speck adding to the unlikely charm. They had performed a powerful original called *‘Life Through a Smeared Lens’*. The crowd had loved it.


But they lost.


To an eleven-year-old girl and her sock puppet hand.


Most people laughed at the irony. “The judges were blinder than Jack,” someone quipped in the queue at the chippy. The joke spread. It was cruel, but it stuck. Still, BlindSpot had been noticed. Really noticed. People were already humming the chorus and asking when the next gig would be.


—-


In the dodgy end of Roseville, Pine Wood, known as the Blindspot. Todd Jenkins sat on a battered stool inside Jenkins Motors, nursing his third beer of the afternoon. The dated garage smelled of oil and regret, Todd hoped for a clean break after Jenkin’s Motors failed on Violet Street for years. He blamed the customers for being snobby, of course. But in Pine Wood, he seemed to be selling more beer and spare parts than fixing cars. 


He overheard it from a customer dropping off a rattling Fiesta.


“…Pete Jenkins on the drums, mate. Kid killed it.”


Todd grunted. “Good for him.”


Another Pete. Plenty of Jenkinses around here. He took another pull from the bottle, the warmth spreading through his chest. For a moment he even felt a flicker of something like pride for whichever local kid was making noise.


Then the details started piling up.


“Curly dark hair… lean lad… olive skin…”


Todd’s hand tightened around the bottle. The left eye twitch started again.


“Nah,” he muttered to the empty garage. “Couldn’t be.”


But the grapevine kept feeding him. The neighbour’s adapted guitar. The dogs by their feet. The way the drummer had kept perfect time even when the lights hit the stage just right.


By the time the customer left, Todd was half-cut and the denial had cracked wide open.


His son.


Pete.


—-


It was just after six when Todd stumbled out into the darkening street. The restraining order be damned. Violet Street wasn’t far. He knew the route too well — the same path he used to walk when things were different, before Craig, before everything turned to rust.


The air was cold and damp. Streetlights flickered on one by one as he made his way toward the house on Lilly Avenue, keeping to the shadows near the fence line. He couldn’t be seen. Not tonight. The police had already warned him.


From the cover of an overgrown hedge across the road, he watched.


There, in the driveway of the house that used to be partly his, was a makeshift practice setup. Lights strung up. The Pearl Roadshow kit gleaming under them.


And behind the drums sat Pete.


Fourteen years old. Curly dark hair a little longer, more defined. Lean frame moving with natural rhythm. He wore a bright red jacket — a deliberate, defiant red that made Todd’s stomach twist. The boy had rejected the blue. Rejected the toxic legacy of the Bluecoats his father had once clung to.


Pete looked… happy. Focused. Alive in a way Todd hadn’t seen in years.


—-


The band was running through something new. Jack Jones, white cane resting against an amp, leaned into the microphone with that calm, magnetic presence of his.


The opening riff started — raw, funny, self-deprecating.


Jack sang the first lines about an embarrassing childhood hallway incident, the white cane sweeping, the accidental step into something soft that was definitely not a shin. Gemma’s laughter rang out clear and bright as she joined in on the chorus:


**“What’s a skirt? Hey, what’s a skirt?”**


They teased the story of Jack walking into the girls’ bathroom, the screams, the spinning retreat. Harvey grinned at his keyboards. Gemma delivered her lines with perfect comic timing. Even the dogs seemed to be keeping time, tails thumping.


Then came the verse about a nine-year-old sister’s stubborn logic — Emma Jones, Todd realised with a pang — insisting Pepper and Dr Pepper were the same because they both said “Pepper” in the name. The band leaned into it, turning the mundane into something warm and universal. Laughter and music mixed under the string lights.


**“Life’s kinda funny when your vision’s blurred…”**


Todd stood frozen behind the hedge, breath visible in the cold air. His son was thriving. Creating. Moving forward in red while his father hid in the shadows in the same old blue-stained life.


Pete hit a crisp fill on the drums, smiling wide as Jack nailed the punchline of the chorus. The red jacket caught the light like a challenge.


Todd wanted to call out. Wanted to step forward. Wanted to be part of it.


Instead he stayed hidden, the restraining order and his own failures forming an invisible wall stronger than any fence. The beer soured in his stomach.


As the band launched into another run of the chorus, Todd turned away, the sound of his son’s drums following him back into the dark streets of the Blindspot.


The boy he had lost was finding his rhythm without him.


And the new song — funny, honest, unafraid — was already rising.



Shadows in the Blindspot


The cold night air bit harder on the walk back. Todd’s boots scraped against cracked pavement as he left Violet Street behind, the distant sound of drums and laughter still echoing in his skull like an accusation. *Red jacket. Happy. Moving on without you.* The beer sloshed uneasily in his gut. He pulled his collar up and kept to the shadows, the restraining order a heavy chain around his neck.


Pine Wood was waking up in its own ugly way as darkness settled. The dodgy end of the Blindspot never truly slept. Streetlights buzzed with failing bulbs. In the alley behind the abandoned launderette, a couple of figures huddled under hoods, quick handoffs and low voices — dealers plying their quiet trade. Further down, a group of petty youths kicked at bins and laughed too loudly, the sharp crack of a breaking bottle punctuating their boredom.


Todd kept walking, head down. This was his world now. The one he’d helped shape.


Then he saw him.


Craig.


His oldest son, seventeen now, tall and broad like Todd had been at that age, stood under the flickering light of the community noticeboard near the old youth club. A crumpled poster of Roseville Secondary School — featuring the upcoming talent show highlights and a group photo of smiling students — was pinned there. Craig and three other lads were busy with markers and spray paint, defacing it with crude slogans.


“Fuck the Redcoats,” one of them muttered, drawing a thick blue line through the headteacher’s face.


Craig laughed, but it was bitter. He scrawled something vicious across Jack Jones’s image in the band photo section.


“Little blind, dog loving prick,” Craig said loudly. “They overreacted because I broke Jack’s pity stick. Then they kicked *me* off the team like rubbish. Replaced me with a girl. For fucks sake.”


The others snorted in agreement.


“Jasmine Morris, yeah?” one lad said. “Gemma’s sister. Now she’s the new Bluecoats captain. Proper teacher’s pet move.”


Craig spat on the ground. “Toxicity, my arse. They’re dividing the team. Redcoats always get the glory. We get the scraps. Jack and his pity party ruined everything. And that whole BlindSpot lot? Bunch of freaks and charity cases hiding behind their dogs and adapted guitars.”


Todd froze behind a parked van, heart hammering. He watched his son — the boy he’d once taught to throw a proper punch, the one who still wore the blue like armour — tear into the very things that had given Pete life again. Craig was still living with Jennifer, caught in the crossfire of two versions of the truth. Jennifer’s quiet disappointment versus Todd’s old grievances. The boy was torn, angry, looking for someone to blame.


*He’d be loyal to me if I played this right,* Todd thought, the idea settling like lead in his chest. *One wrong move and I lose him too. Just like Pete.*


One of the lads noticed a shadow and called out. “Who’s there?”


Todd slipped back into the darkness before they could spot him, the sound of their laughter and more spray paint hissing following him down the street.


He didn’t go home. Not yet. He sat on the bench outside Jenkins Motors, the same one where he’d once watched his boys play as toddlers. The night air carried faint echoes of the new song from earlier — something about skirts and blurred vision and laughing at yourself.


Craig’s words echoed louder.


Todd took another pull from the bottle he’d brought with him. The Blindspot lived up to its name tonight. Everyone missing what was right in front of them.


Including him.


Todd didn’t confront them. He couldn’t. Not without risking everything. Instead, he slipped away through the back alleys, the hiss of spray paint still ringing in his ears. By the time he reached the dimly lit office at the back of Jenkins Motors, his hands were shaking — not just from the cold.


He pulled out his battered old Nokia, the screen cracked like everything else in his life. The battery was on its last legs, just like him. He stared at Craig’s number for a long moment. Jennifer would have told their son things. She always did. The truth about Tim Jones stepping in for Pete. The restraining order. The reasons she’d had enough.


But truth didn’t matter right now. Control did. And Todd had lost nearly all of it.


He started simple. Mundane. A bridge.


**Todd:** You alright son? Saw some lads out tonight. Stay safe.


He hit send and waited, the phone heavy in his palm. Minutes ticked by. Then the reply came.


**Craig:** Yeah fine. Just chilling with mates.


Todd’s thumbs moved slowly across the tiny keypad.


**Todd:** Good. Heard about that talent show. Some band from the area did alright. You see it?
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