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  It's almost the end of May, 1958, and a thick morass of fog covers the night-time docks of Liverpool. Great Britain’s gateway to the world, with its cargo ships and ocean liners, is now shrouded in the fog’s thick, grey coils. Within the mist, the shapes of the cranes that line the harbour stand like titans. Over the general noise of the docks, of the cargo being unloaded and transplanted from ship to train, of men working and shouting, there is the forlorn sound of the foghorn, calling out as if for some long-lost love that will never reply.
    A green Fordson E83W pickup truck drives through the warren-like industrial area of the outskirts of the docks. The cobblestones glisten from the damp as the truck’s dim headlights shine over them. There are few streetlights in this area, granting the shadows and the dark a distinct advantage.
    The truck rounds a corner, rocks slightly as it hits a pot-hole, then stops outside of a storage lockup. The lockup has been built into a sandstone wall. This wall forms into a short tunnel beneath a bridge, which the road leads on through. Loaded with cargo, a steam goods train slowly chuffs over the bridge and tunnel, leaving a trail of smoke in its wake.
    Behind the wheel of the Fordson truck sits Jimmy, a man in his late forties with short greying hair, a thin pencil-line moustache and bright alert eyes. Gavin, a younger unhealthy looking man in his mid twenties with pock-marked skin and a red nose due to a cold he is currently suffering from, sits in the passenger seat. 
    “You open up Gav, and I’ll back in,” says Jimmy.
    “Alright,” replies Gav, sniffing and wiping his nose on the sleeve of his coat. 
    Jimmy shakes his head. “Don’t you have a hanky to wipe your nose on?”
    “No, I don’t,” snaps Gav, a little annoyed. “Anything else, mum?”
    Jimmy grins, enjoying winding up his nephew. He takes out a set of keys from his coat pocket. “I’ve never known anyone catch a cold as often as you do, lad.”
    Gav snatches the keys from him and then grabs a torch from the floor by his feet. “Yea, well, I should be in bed restin’, not out here in the cold an’ fog.” He opens the door and gets out, turning up the collar of his coat. “If I catch pneumonia and die, it’ll be your fault. I’ll come back and haunt you.” He then shuts the door.
    Jimmy chuckles. “I reckon you’re doing that now.”
    Gav approaches the large wooden double doors of Jimmy's lockup. He turns on the torch and tucks it under his arm so that it shines on the doors. There are two big padlocks on them, which he unlocks and removes. Set into one of the large doors is a smaller door. Gav unlocks this one, opens it and steps inside. A light turns on and Gav slides open several bolts, then opens the two doors wide.
    Jimmy manoeuvres the truck, reversing it into the garage. Once in, Gav shuts the doors and slides one of the bolts in.
    The lock-up contains a lot of stacked boxes and crates, along with a variety of junk, including several bicycles and a couple of motorcycles, all belonging to Jimmy. He has a little of everything in here, all no doubt, available for a price.
    Getting out, Jimmy walks to the rear of the truck and grabs hold of a corner of the tarpaulin that is covering it. “Grab the other end, will you.”
    Gav does so, and together they draw back the tarp to reveal a lot of wooden crates, each around two and a half feet square. The top of one crate is loose from previously being opened. Gav lifts it, revealing the crate to contain four twelve litre jerry cans. "Where did your man on the fishing boat there, say this lot came from?"
    Jimmy frowns. "I already said, it's from some place up in Cumbria. Some factory or other."
    "You don't normally buy stuff like this, though, do you?" Gav asks.
    Jimmy partially lifts one of the jerry cans from the crate to inspect it. "Not really. It's usually clothes and decorative household things that he shifts." He replaces the jerry can. "Sometimes sweets, chocolates and that. They're really good sellers. I'll have whatever he's got, most of the time. I can always find buyers for stuff. See, he makes his living as a fisherman, with his boat, yeah? But, he's got a nice little side line shifting things that have, well, been liberated." He grins.
    "Eh?" Gav says, looking confused and wiping his nose again on his sleeve.
    Jimmy sighs as one who has a great burden to bear. "Y'know, if my sister had mentioned you were this thick, I'd have thought twice about giving you a job when you asked. Now come on, we'll stack them over there near the bikes."
    Together, they lift the crates from the truck and begin stacking them beside the bicycles.
    "Yea, well," says Gav. "Mum wasn't too chuffed about it either. She's always said you're the black sheep of the family."
    Jimmy chuckles. "I'll bet that's putting it mildly, knowing our Jane. Anyway, I take business opportunities where I see them. Nothing wrong with that."
    They've got quite a few of the crates moved from the truck and stacked when Gav stops as something still troubles him. "I can understand you buying those boxes of ladies' stockings, `cos yeah, women like that stuff, don't they? So why did you buy these, then?"
    Jimmy raises his eyebrows in mock surprise and his words are dripping with sarcasm. "Well, I'd never have guessed that you were such an expert on the ladies, Gavin Snodgrass. I bet you're fending them off with a big stick."
    "Sod off," replies Gav, rather sulkily.
    "Anyway," continues Jimmy, in a more relaxed tone. "I bought these because it was a shame to see it get wasted, and they were cheap."
    "Wasted? What do you mean?"
    "This is some sort of chemical that he was paid to get rid of. He was going to dump it at sea. But then I made him an offer, so he's got paid twice for it. Good for him, good for me."
    Gav still looks a little confused by it. "But if we don't know what this is, how're we supposed to sell it? People won't know what it is if we don't."
    "Come on Gav, use your head. It'll be whatever we tell them it is. I was thinking on selling it as paint stripper, but I've now got something else in mind."
    It takes a few long moments for Gav to understand this. "Ahh, right, yeah." His face lights up and he nods his approval.
    Jimmy briefly rubs at his forehead as if he can feel the beginnings of a headache. "You're hard work Gav, do you know that? Come on, lad. Let's crack on."
    Gav reaches into this jacket pocket and takes out a packet of Camel cigarettes. “I need a smoke first."
    “No you don’t!” Jimmy points at him, annoyed. “I’m sick of telling you, no smoking in here, or even outside. I’ll not risk any fires in here. You can have one in the truck once we’re done.”
    Gav grumbles and thrusts the pack of cigarettes back into his pocket.
    “Lets hurry up,” says Jimmy. “The sooner we get these unloaded, the sooner you can have a smoke. You’ll have us here all night at this rate.”
    Together, Jimmy and his nephew get back to unloading and stacking the crates.

      ***On a beautiful late August afternoon, the sun is scorching down from a cobalt sky with nary a cloud in sight upon the picturesque town of Grimston, in the Yorkshire Dales.
    There is a steady flow of people on the town's main street, milling around the various shops and enjoying this summer’s day. The Greengrocer is doing a brisk trade, as too is the butcher. People sit outside at the tables in front of Peggy’s Cafe chatting and enjoying their beverages along with Peggy’s finest home-made crème scones. A group of men are standing outside The Nag’s Head pub, enjoying a pint of beer or two. And conveniently next to the pub, is the Bookies. Children are out with their parents or in groups of their own, some on bikes. A couple of girls hang on to one another as they carefully navigate along the pavement on roller-skates.
    A Red Morris Eight Royal Mail van drives along this main high-street, slowing to stop for the two girls on roller-skates who cross the road, then the van continues on, beeping its horn at the men outside of The Nag’s Head, its driver giving a thumbs-up to them from the open window and then turning left at the high-street’s junction to head on to more suburban areas.
    The generous front gardens of the semi-detached houses in Arncliffe Grove bake in the afternoon heat. A group of children are playing in the street with a football and a shaggy mongrel dog weaves through them with its tail wagging, barking excitedly as the children shout to one another for the ball to be passed. The Royal Mail van rounds the corner, turning into the street, and then it slowly drives along. The children move out of the way as the van stops outside of number 23.
    Ted, a young man with greased styled hair and thick black-rimmed glasses, gets out of the van. The children return to their game and within seconds, the ball bounces off the side of the van. “Watch it, you lot,” he says to them, smiling. Getting the ball, Ted flicks it up onto his foot twice before passing it back to them. From the back of the van, he takes out a parcel and then heads to the front door of number 23 and knocks.
    An elderly woman answers the door. She is a short, round lady with a pleasant, friendly face. She is wearing a plastic apron with a floral pattern over her clothes, and wipes flour from her hands onto a chequered tea towel.
    “Afternoon Doris. Another hot one today, isn’t it?” says Ted cheerfully.
    She smiles as she finishes wiping her hands. “Hello Ted. It is, yes. Have you got something for us?”
    “I have at that.” He hands her the parcel. “Careful, it's a bit heavy. Something for Fred, I’d reckon.”
    Doris takes the parcel from him and is a little surprised by the weight. “Oh, you're right, it is. Goodness knows what he’s been ordering.”
    “Could be something special, just for you.”
    "What?" she says, chuckling. "Next you'll be telling me the moon's made of Cheddar cheese. I'll see you later, Ted. Thanks."
    “You’re welcome,” says Ted, smiling before heading back to his van as Doris closes the front door.
    At the rear of number 23 Arncliffe Grove, Doris steps out from the back door into a yard area, carrying the parcel. The yard is a beautiful clutter of plant-pots of varying shapes and sizes, all filled with a variety of flowers and herbs. There is a bench here with a small table next to it on which there is an empty cup and saucer and a paperback book, lying face down. Doris walks past the bench and approaches a three-foot wooden fence that marks the end of the yard. A gate roughly at the centre of the fence is wedged open with a brick. Doris walks through the gate and into the garden area, following a paving-stone path that leads up its centre to a shed and a greenhouse situated that the end. Walking up this path, Doris passes row upon row of vegetables to either side of her. This is a neat, and organised garden, that has had a lot of work and love put into it.
    As Doris approaches the open door of the shed, she hears horse racing commentary coming from a radio inside. She pauses at the open door to look down and smile at Ollie, a Jack Russell dog sleeping on an old threadbare mat next to the doorway, basking in the summer sun. He twitches a little, most likely dreaming, and his ear flicks briefly as a fly lands upon it.
    Doris stands within the shed's doorway. Racks of tools and shelves filled with tins and jars of nuts, bolts, nails, and screws line the walls of the shed. Also hung on a wall, is an old cricket bat and a pair of batting pads for the legs. There are two work benches, one with a large vice attached to it. Gardening tools lean up against another wall near a shelf filled with a variety of plant food. This is the abode of someone who takes his gardening seriously.
    Fred, with a pipe clamped in his mouth, stands within a haze of smoke beside the other workbench with several ceramic pots lined up before him. He has been placing handfuls of compost from a bag that is beside his feet into the pots. Fred is a thin man and at seventy, is a year younger than Doris. A flat tweed cap covers his grey hair and beneath his bushy eyebrows, his eyes squint from behind a
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