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Early Sunday morning the removal truck pulled up
outside a dirty run-down housing
estate. It was a freezing cold day and snow had been falling for
about 24 hours making it very difficult for everyone involved in
the removal process.

Traipsing back and forth in these icy conditions
was taking the fun out of the big move that should have been an
exciting start to their new lives. The new house was the first Ron
& Maria had ever owned. They struggled for years to save enough
money to secure the deal with a deposit. Unfortunately, their son Johnny didn’t share their enthusiasm. He had
grown up in the flat and did not want to move, change schools or
leave his friends even though he was only going to be a bus ride
away. He couldn’t understand why his parents thought this other
house was “So amazing!” He wasn’t interested in the look of the
house and the fact that it was joined to a beautiful park at the
end of a well cared for garden. He was changing schools and that
was daunting enough for a young lad.

The people that sold up were emigrating to a
warmer climate as could no longer cope with the long cold
winters.

Feet slipping and sliding in the gale force wind
Johnny lost his balance dropping the box marked “Kitchen.”
Everything inside the now ripped box started to fall out onto the
snow. His hands so cold he could hardly feel them as he struggled
to get back on his feet.

Standing, brushing the snow from his trousers he
then gathered up the kitchen items and put them back in the
box.

At last ready to close the front door of the flat,
they were on their way. Not looking back they climbed into the
large rented removal truck and Ron said: “Right off we go!” Turning the key to start the motor he
moved off slowly, the windscreen wipers pushing the snow from side
to side.

Halfway between the new house and the old, the truck slid across
the dual carriageway and spun out of control coming to a stop on
the verge facing the direction they had just left
behind.

Exasperated Ron tried but could not
restart the truck so took a deep breath. “I’m
calling the RAC for assistance he muttered.

Ron and Maria huddled together leaving Johnny in
the back squashed between a bed, cushions, and boxes to keep warm. His breath looked like smoke coming
from his mouth, so pretending he had a cigarette between his
fingers he drew in a breath and watched as he exhaled. They all sat
shivering with cold the snow falling hard and fast. The hazard
lights were flashing to warn other drivers that they were
stationary. It seemed as if they were waiting hours. The windscreen
was steaming up and visibility was nil.

Bang! A car slid on the exact spot, just missing
the few cars that managed to get out of the way.

It crossed the dual carriageway ending up unable to stop skidding into the back of the
removal truck.

They were jolted forward on impact. Luckily being
a large truck they didn’t suffer major injuries. Ron and Maria got
out to
see what had just happened. The
driver of the other car was shaken but unharmed. He was so sorry
for what had happened and Ron explained that he had skidded on the
same black spot and had already called the RAC assistance line. He
tried reassuring the man that it wasn’t his fault, as the road
conditions were so bad.

Within minutes a police car arrived on the scene
to check everyone was okay and write a traffic report. Following
close behind was the RAC van.

The police put red and white bollards along the
road before collecting information about the accident.
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