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P

eter was short, round, and had a penchant for yellow, which made him suit his surname; Lemon, though he did not consider himself in any way a bitter man. 
He even traded in lemons on occasion, being one of two greengrocers who co-owned Grenton Groceries, the best (and only) sellers of premium fruit and vegetables in Grenton Village, outside the villagers’ own not-unproductive gardens, of course.

#
[image: image]


Peter was greeted by a strange view when he threw back his curtains. It was a view that contained bright sunshine, and did not include the furious raincloud that usually dominated the sky over South Cumbria. 

Delighted by this environmental rarity, Peter flung himself into his morning ablutions and hurried outside, although, he still took extra special care to mind the yellow paintwork of his front door as he closed it. His door was one of his favourite features of a house he adored; a house he’d purchased for a reasonable price a little over five years ago from a lady called Gina, who’d been in a hurry to move in with her boyfriend on nearby Grally Island. Peter had already known Gina a little, from the checkouts down Guernsey Road, but he hadn’t known her rather-new, rather-young, rather well-paid, boyfriend, who’d apparently worked out of sight, in the stockroom of the independent retailer, before becoming an engineer.

Their relationship had come to a violent conclusion, if the Grenton Gazette was to be believed, but it rarely was, and Peter didn’t know the woman that well after all, so he didn’t pay too much attention to the gossip. 

No, he was more than content with the house she’d sold him, particularly as it was next door to Number 4, a striking residence known as ‘The Green House’, renowned for having the most beautiful front garden in Grenton. However, Gerald, the owner of Number 4, wasn’t just a revered member of Green Lane for his gardening skills, oh no, he consistently provided something almost as valuable. 

If the villagers of Grenton stood near Gerald’s garden for any length of time, they could be assured that they would be colourfully dismissed by the old man. 

A pretty garden and someone to moan about; what more could a pair of friends, on an afternoon stroll, ask for?

Peter thought the garden bloomed particularly bright that day, and dared to pause a little longer than usual to lean over the man’s front gate and scratch the left ear of his Jack Russell, Bert; a sociable hound who spent much of his day watching the comings and goings of Green Lane through his favourite gap in the wood. 

Peter enjoyed Bert’s company for a full minute, before the dog shot off, responding to a gruff summons from somewhere beyond the wedged-open front door of Number 4.

Dr Darley, Grenton’s veterinarian, had once assured the patrons down the Bay Horse, that Bert was happier than most people he’d met, and that they should not suspect Gerald of treating the dog with the same disdain with which he treated everyone else. Since then, it had been understood that the only thing Gerald loved more than his garden, was his dog.  

Peter smiled once more over the ogre’s prized roses then set off on his way, feeling he’d pushed his luck for long enough. He waved to Gustavo the Postman, who nodded in reply, whilst juggling a cup of coffee and several packages between his hands, as he hurried across the street.

Peter was about to suggest to Gustavo, who’d looked exhausted ever since the strikes had begun, that he should take some time off, but was denied the opportunity by the sudden appearance of Mrs Higgins from the corner, who began a passionate tirade about the fee Mr Sprout was charging for exterminating the church’s rats. 

“I know he’s the best at what he does,” she said, “But we’re a church! It’s daylight robbery, for Pete’s sake.” 

“Hey, you leave me out of it.” He winked and her face filled with delight, and off she went, back to her post on the corner, to recount their exchange to Mrs Smith and Dr Parker. Peter knew his quip would become her quip by its third re-telling but he wasn’t bothered. It was a wonderful day.

He arrived at work an hour and ten minutes early, and was not surprised to find his business partner Aidan O’Sullivan already there, scrubbing the shop window within an inch of its life. He saw Peter coming in the sparkling glass and broke into a grin.

“Lemon!” He said. 

“Ade!” Peter replied. 

“Don’t mind if I do!” They chortled in unison, thus completing their morning ritual.

Most of the time Ade arrived for work very early. Peter arrived a mere twenty minutes before they opened, during which time he would whizz the stock out from the back, whilst Ade counted out the till. That had been the way it had always been, and neither of them had ever suggested to the other that the arrangement was in any way unsuitable. 

“Why are you here so early, Pe...” Ade began, before he was interrupted by a burst of drilling from somewhere behind the shop. 

“What the heck’s that?” Said Ade, “Is it coming from the yard?” 

“I shall go and investigate.” Said Peter, “You get these windows finished young G...G... Granville, or you might consider your apprenticeship here in jjj... jeopardy.” 

Ade chuckled and rolled his eyes. He was fifty-seven, whereas Peter was still a spritely fifty-three. 

“Take them bags of old cabbages round to the bins with you, will you? They’re getting stinky even for our stockroom.” 

Peter lifted the four squidgy black bin bags by the front door and grimaced as he caught a whiff of their contents. That was a lot of wasted green, and he wasn’t talking about the cabbages. He made a mental note to become more involved in the procurement side of things in future, as he suspected Dempsey Pouge, a farmer Ade occasionally bought from, of playing on his fellow Irishman’s good nature, as well as their shared heritage, to flog him shoddy wares and get away with it.

Peter puffed round the shop and found several men in orange hi-vis jackets and yellow hard-hats digging a big hole in the abandoned yard. 

“Hello, Edgar.” Said Peter, recognising a lanky labourer struggling with a wheel barrow full of chipped concrete. The boy’s name was Edgar Wobble, son of the landlady of the Bay Horse, where he and Ade played chess some evenings. The boy had been working there as a glass collector when Peter had last seen him. 

“New job, young man?” 

“Alright Pete.” Said Edgar, seizing the opportunity to dump down the wheelbarrow and prop himself up against it. “Yeah, just until I figure something out.” 

“I see.” Said Peter, raising an eyebrow at him, “Out of interest, how come you’re digging up the yard?” 

Edgar frowned. 

“I’m not insinuating this yard belongs to us, mind, I know it belongs to the council” Said Peter, flinging the black bin bags into the dustbin, “Just curious.” 

“Busted water pipe.” Said Edgar, “Old Pouge the Rogue’s been moaning that he’s had nothing but mucky water down there for the last three weeks.” 

That explains the condition of those cabbages, thought Peter, and groaned as the bin bags rolled back out of the overflowing dustbin. 

“Looks like our stockroom’s going to stink for another week.” Said Peter. 

“Oi, Edgar Wobble,” Shouted the foreman, “You better get back to work or I’ll give your ‘ed a wobble, lad!” 

Edgar seized hold of his wheelbarrow again as the other men began laughing. 

“Chuck them bin bags in the hole,” he said, “we’ll be back tomorrow to fill it in with tarmac anyhow.” 

Peter looked down into the hole where sandwich wrappers and drinks cans had already begun to accumulate. 

“Is that allowed?”

“Who cares?” Said Edgar, staggering with the wheelbarrow as his colleagues continued to laugh.

Peter was not reassured by the teen’s attitude but, at the same time, holding on to the rotten cabbages for another week really would not do. 

He placed the bin bags beside the overflowing bin for the time being, deciding to put the matter on hold, at least until all the builders had gone home. 

He strolled back round to the shop entrance, where he expected to find Ade inside, humming a little tune as he rummaged through the contents of the safe, but instead he found him sitting on the kerb, long limbs all bent out of shape like a crumpled daddy long-legs. The shop behind him remained closed. 

“Ade, what an earth is the matter?” Peter said. 

Ade took a few moments to reply, staring with sunken eyes at his mobile phone, sighing a hurricane all the while.  

“It’s Norris.” He said, “He’s out of prison. He’s coming to see me.”

Peter, like everyone else in Grenton, knew all about Ade’s younger brother, Norris. Back in the day, he’d been the man to get you things. Be it the fertilizer from North Korea you needed by next week or the seventy grams of cocaine you needed by lunchtime, he was your man. It was a combination of these enterprises that had eventually resulted in his incarceration eight years ago, that and stabbing poor PC Summers in the leg with a trowel at the Garden Centre. Peter had become friendly with Ade two years later and they’d gone into business six months after that. 

Ade was not himself all morning, falling over his words, giving incorrect change, and almost chopping his finger off with the dicing knife at one point. Peter was just about to suggest he go and have a lie down, when the shop bell tinkled and Norris appeared, rushing into Ade’s midst to shout “Ello Bruvvvaa!” and pull him into an embrace.

Peter digested the skinhead. He was even thinner than Ade, somewhere around forty, with twiggy arms covered in blotchy blue tattoos. 

“How’s the family business?” He said. 

Family business? Thought Peter, reducing the size of the apple he was holding through the violence with which he had begun to polish it. What does he mean by that?

The man released Ade and swung round, as if sensing Peter’s disdain. 

“And you must be the guy who took my job?” He said, the gaunt smile vanishing in an instant. 

Ade stepped round between them. “Norris... it’s not your job... this is Peter Lemon.” 

“Peter Lemon.” Norris repeated, pushing Ade aside, seizing Peter’s palm, and pumping his arm. It hurt and Peter could feel his fingers cracking.

“What do you do when life gives you lemons, eh?”

Peter opened his mouth and then closed it again. Ade grew paler.

“Norris... don’t...” Ade said. 

“I’m just messing.” Norris laughed, releasing Peter’s hand. “I just need somewhere to hole up for a few days until I can get back on my feet. You can do that for your little brother can’t you, Aidan?”

He did it in that kind of sing-song voice a mother might use to manipulate her child into sharing a coveted toy with a sibling, and Peter wondered if it was an imitation of Mother O’Sullivan herself.

Ade shone wet eyes in Peter’s direction. He reminded him of a stray whippet he’d once seen hanging around Grenton docks. 

“Peter... just for a couple of days... he can have that tatty black sleeping bag we keep the brooms in...” 

“Oh thanks.” Said Norris, flapping his arms, “What you asking him for anyhow, it’s your shop?” 

“It’s our shop.” Peter said, feeling a similar defiance he’d not felt since senior school, when Albert Hagen had tried to take credit for his homework. 

“As Peter says, Norris, it is our shop. Mine and his. OK?” Said Ade.

Norris’ demeanour softened and he laughed. “Sure bro, I’m just messing.” 

He punched Peter hard








[image: image]






























[image: image]

































[image: image]











[image: image]















[image: image]





























[image: image]


























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.png
W

BLKDOG





d2d_images/scene_break.png





