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Preface




It wasn’t
entirely my idea to write ‘James and Misty’ – I was chatting with a
friend who also has an interest in storytelling. I was telling him
about an earlier scooter I had – the man I bought it from had
nicknamed it ‘Misty’ and legend has it that he would refer to
‘Misty’ affectionately, as if she were real!

So being a
problem-solver by nature, like James in the book, I joked with my
friend saying: ‘James and Misty’ travel around and fix problems.’
He said: ‘There’s a book there:

The
adventures of James and Misty.’ I realised
he was right, there was a book in that.

I thought
about this thing people say: ‘write about what you know’ and I
realised that ‘James and Misty’ could work well. The beginning of
the book spilled on to the page fairly easily. In the rest of the
book, I would not write the next scene, until I had a useful
idea.

Running
through the book in the background is the classic theme of good
versus evil. Although ultimately, it’s just an adventure comedy
about a young man, exasperated by just how unpleasant some people
can be, yet trying his utmost to make the world a better
place.

Every village,
town and city has its Provisional Pauls and Basil Devlins, but I
would urge you all to resist them. I’m reminded of the famous
quote: ‘The only thing necessary for the
triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing.’ I do hope you enjoy reading ‘James and Misty’ as much as I
enjoyed writing it.

 


James Bickle.
22.1.22

 


 


 



Chapter 1

 


Arrival




It was a warm
summer day in England. A lone man was walking up the hill towards
the block of flats where he lived, clutching a piece of paper.
James was in his early thirties, well-built but not exactly fat. He
had black hair and pale white skin, you know, the kind of pale
skin, which could be easily cured with more sun.

James arrived
into his flats’ communal garden slightly out of breath, either from
the hill or the excitement.

There were
nine red-brick council owned flats where James lived. The garden
was mainly green lawn, with rose borders. Nearest to the main
building was a patio with some chairs and a table. Local Jo was
seated at the table, with an ashtray and a bottle of
wine.

Local Jo was
originally from Poland, but she’d lived and worked in the UK for
ages as a hairdresser.

Jo glanced up.
‘What’s going on then, James?’ - she was sure something would be going on with
James.

‘I’ve just
come back from the motorcycle test centre, and this in my hand is
my practical A1 automatic test pass certificate,’ said
James.

‘What can you
do with that?’ asked Local Jo.

‘I can have
up to a 125cc automatic motorcycle, with no L plates, and a
passenger. And most importantly, no costly redoing CBT tests every
two years,’ replied James.

‘Wow, well
done, that’s cool!’ said Jo. She paused, thinking for a moment.
‘So, what’s the next move then, James?’

‘Well, first
thing in the morning, I’m heading over to Difficult Gary’s
motorcycle shop, to see if he’s got any good 125s.’

‘Good luck
with that,’ said Jo with a laugh. She coughed as she drew on her
cigarette. ‘Have you heard about the gypsy campsite on the edge of
town, James? Everyone’s talking about it – they’re saying the
police are going to move them on,’ said Jo.

‘Gypsies are
often the most loyal and hardworking people you can ever meet – it
will be all right,’ he replied.

James said
his goodbyes to Local Jo. He headed into his flat, unscrewed the
bedroom floorboard and counted out his stash of twenty-pound notes,
which came to £1320. He hoped and prayed it would be enough to buy
the 125 tomorrow, as £1320 was all he had.

 


The morning
light shone through the curtains waking James up. He jumped up; he
wasn’t one for lie-ins – besides it was 125cc day. James dressed
always the same, navy blue jeans and jumper, with white T shirt and
brown shoes.

He scanned
the news whilst he waited for Difficult Gary’s motorcycle shop to
open – he didn’t want to arrive early – that would be sure to wind
Gary up. With the £1320 crammed into his wallet, he left his flat
at 8.40 a.m. and half walked, half ran to the bike shop.

Gary had
bought the old fire station when it came on the market and it had
turned out to be ideal. The front of the building was motorcycle
repairs and MOTs, and out the back were the sales bikes.

Gary was
originally from Wales, he was a tall man, with a big shock of
ginger hair. Gary had a pinky complexion, but if he got cross, he
could quickly turn bright red. He would tower over you if you said
the ‘wrong’ thing, all shouty, ginger and red.

But Gary
could be charming and funny, and James and Gary would often text
and meet up for a beer.

Gary nodded
as James walked into the shop. ‘James, Sir! What can I do you for?’
he said, not altogether seriously.

‘Well,’ said
James. ‘I’ve got through the CBT, Theory test, Part 1: practical
dodging around cones and Part 2: where you get followed by the
government guy on a BMW, so I now have an A1 licence.’

Gary looked
quite shocked at hearing all this.

‘So, you’ve
self-studied through the A1 licence, the automatic version? And I
assume you took it on a moped,’ said Gary, who was rather quick on
the uptake.

‘Well, Gary,
any bike over 49cc, auto or manual, is classified as a motorcycle,
as you well know. You have to take the A1 test on a 125cc anyway,
so it wasn’t done on a moped,’ said James.

‘Technicalities, dear boy,’ said Difficult Gary, as he glowed
slightly red.

‘Er, yes
technicalities. Anyway, Mr Gary, young Sir, have you got any decent
125s for sale? I’ve saved up some £20s from the computer repairs,’
said James.

‘Step into my
office!’ said Gary, with a laugh, as he ushered James into the
dimly lit, cobwebby bike sales area. ‘I’ve got quite a few bikes,
but only three 125s: there’s a chopper, a sports and this automatic
scooter,’ said Gary.

‘Ah, let’s
see the scooter,’ said James.

The scooter
was a bright blue Peugeot. It looked new, but was in fact three
years old. It had nice big 16’ wheels. I could live with this bike,
thought James.

‘It belonged
to a man who bought it, but then got too old to ride it. I will get
it started for you, James,’ said Gary.

Difficult
Gary tried the electric start; the engine turned over fine, but
wouldn’t start. He then tried the kick starter, but still nothing.
Gary sat for a moment; he scratched his head, perplexed.

Just then the
shop bell rang and another customer walked in. ‘Excuse me a
moment,’ said Gary.

‘No worries,’
said James and he followed Gary back into the front of the
shop.

It was a
local young man called Dave, who had a mechanical problem with his
50cc bike.

‘So, the
thing will start and run, but if I rev it up, nothing happens, it
just stays at low revs’, said Dave.

Gary and
James listened intently; they both had their ideas about what the
problem could be.

‘That will
almost certainly be the piston rings; when they get worn, engines
won’t rev up, and have a lack of power. A simple test will confirm
it, I can either sell you the new parts, or you can leave it with
me to repair,’ said Gary.

‘Well, yes,
er … can do; the truth is I’m low on cash right now, Gary, this is
going to have to wait till payday,’ said Dave.

There was an
awkward silence, then James spoke up.

‘Also, those
particular four-stroke engines have a reed valve in the rocker box;
if the valve fails, you can get the same symptoms. The trick is to
just take the valve out completely. I could pop in on my way home
and take a look, Dave, it won’t take ten mins …’

‘It won’t be
the reed valve,’ said Gary crossly.

There was
another little silence.

‘Um well, OK,
thanks so much, James, see you soon,’ said Dave, and he said his
goodbyes.

‘Right, I’m
going to have to check the scooter out and get back to you,’ said
Gary.

As Gary said
this, James was going to leave, but then he saw an indicator flash
out the back, in the area where the scooter was
standing.

‘Can we
please give the scooter just one more try to see if it will start,’
said James.

‘OK, one more
try,’ said Gary.

Gary turned
the key in the scooter and tried the starter once again.
Immediately the scooter’s engine broke into life. James checked the
milometer – only 40km it said – it all seemed good.

James pushed
all his cards on to the table. ‘Gary these bikes are £1999 new –
I’ve got £1300 cash in my wallet right now. Have we got a
deal?’.

Gary thought
for a moment, and pulled a face that went from down to up and back
again.

‘Go on then,
it’s a fair offer,’ said Gary.

James counted
out the twenties to Gary – the remaining £20 note he secreted back
in his wallet, that would pay for the road tax.

James joked
with Gary that the beers were on him this weekend. He then put on
his safety helmet and set off on the scooter.

 


On the way
home, James stopped at Dave’s and looked at the reed valve, which
was broken into two pieces. He took it out and did up the 10mm nuts
again. Dave’s bike was well and truly fixed.

Dave’s mum
and dad were so pleased about the fixed bike, that they wouldn’t
take no for an answer about paying for James’ bike
insurance.

This new
motorcycle is good, great even, thought James as he carefully
rolled it into his garage and covered her up. As he walked out of
the garage, he stopped and stared hard at his new scooter, who
stayed quite still.

‘Hmm, you’re
a very mysterious bike,’ said James aloud. ‘We shall have to name
you Misty’. And with that he locked the garage door and turned away
into the night.

 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


Legal Stealing




James ran a
computer repair business and it had been a busy week so far. Back
in his flat, He was taking the chance to get a little nap, but then
the phone rang.

He jumped up
to answer, as he always took calls. ‘James here, do you have a
computer issue I can help with?’

‘James, It’s
Paul, you doing all right, yeh? Got something wrong with my work
computer – no
sound, can you come over and take a look?’

‘No worries,’
said James. ‘Misty and myself, will be over right away, at your
Yard business, correct?’

‘MISTY!?’ as
if to say what on earth is Misty. ‘And yeh, the yard,’ said
Paul.

Provisional
Paul was important in the little town; he owned and ran the car
scrap yard (with car sales section) and he also ran the most
popular pub in Town. There were rumours circulating that Paul was
involved with crime and that he’d once killed a man by injecting
him with air. But James to date, had always found Paul civil, and
anyway, he liked to give people the benefit of the
doubt.

Just as James
was riding Misty into Paul’s Yard, Misty’s engine cut out and
wouldn’t restart, so he had to park Misty outside and walk in on
his own. The engine cut-out concerned James, but he kept his
cool – that would
be his next job; just now he was working for Provisional
Paul.

Most of
Paul’s yard was taken up by rows of scrap cars; they were piled on
top of each other, up to four cars high. To the right was a tyre
fitting area and then Paul’s Portakabin office – between the two James noticed what
looked like a nice caravan: its blue and white paintwork shone from
underneath tarpaulins –
it was a big caravan, too, with shiny chrome
wheels.

‘Hey, Paul!
Let the dog see the rabbit then. And yeh, nice caravan you have
there – I’ve
always fancied one myself,’ said James.

Paul’s eyes
narrowed and he leaned forward in his executive leather chair and
stared James hard in the eye. ‘You’re here to fix the computer,
James; the caravan I may, or not may not have, is none of your
business, OK?’ said Paul, who suddenly looked kinda
scary.

‘Yeh, yeh,
you haven’t got any worries there, Paul! I
mean what caravan? I didn’t see one,’ said James, who sometimes
talked too much when it would be better to say nothing.

Paul looked
baffled for a moment by James’ last remark. But then he broke into
laughter - he slapped James on the back in a friendly way. ‘Beer,
coffee?’

‘Yes, to
both!’ said James and they both laughed a little more.

James quickly
found out that the problem with the computer was muted speakers in
Windows, but you wouldn’t tell Paul that.

‘There was a
software fault with the audio, which I’ve rectified by
recalibrating the audio configuration in Windows,’ said James, to
spare Paul’s blushes.

‘Ah, sounds
technical, but great it’s fixed,’ said Paul. He then tucked £50,
instead of £40 into James’ top shirt pocket.

‘Have a drink
on me,’ said Paul.

‘Thanks so
much, Paul! See you Saturday night!’ said James.

When he got
back to Misty, she started up fine immediately. James wondered
about this intermittent engine problem, but he didn’t say
anything.

 


Saturday
night had arrived, James was already in clean clothes and about to
leave for his night out at Paul’s pub. He combed the front of his
hair up into a 1950’s style quiff and fixed it with a bit of
hairspray. James locked up his flat and stepped out for the short
walk to the pub.

Provisional
Paul’s pub was called ‘The Grieving Monkey’ and it truly was the
biggest pub in town. It had once been quite posh, but Paul had made
it into a cool, live music pub. He had closed down the larger
dining area to focus on selling drinks.

You see Paul
had an animal cunning; he knew there was no money in food. Instead,
he put out free snacks along the bar: cheese rolls, chips and
peanuts, etc. This was something his customers liked a lot.

The Grieving
Monkey had a lived-in air about it, there were fresh disinfectant
cubes chucked in the men’s urinals every day. It was hard to see in
the light, but the carpet around the bar seemed to have bits of
chewing gum trod into it. But no one cared, or indeed dared to
bring this up with Paul.

It was a
Saturday night, so Paul was running the bar. James patiently waited
in the queue to get served. Paul had dirty blonde hair, with a pony
tail and stood 6 feet 2 inches tall. With his angular jaw, he
looked like a B-list movie star.

James got his
drink and stood at the other end of the bar, next to Local Jo and
Difficult Gary.

‘Hey, James,’
they both said at once.

‘Hey, you two
crazy kids,’ said James

‘I like your
hair; is that a quiff?’ said Jo.

‘Your quiff
reminds me of a pork chop,’ said Gary.

Jo and Gary
giggled, James inwardly took a deep breath and smiled at them
both.

‘Hey, Gary, I
stopped off at Dave’s after buying the bike from you
– turns out it was the
reed valve – it
took me ten minutes to fix it. Then Dave’s parents insisted on
paying for my bike insurance, so things worked out
well,’

‘Nice one,
James, well done,’ said Jo.

But Difficult
Gary went bright red. ‘You fu**ing c**t!’ he exclaimed to
James.

James wasn’t
sure if Gary was joking or not; he’d noticed some free chairs at
the other end of the pub, so he made his excuses to Jo and Gary and
sat in a chair.

A middle-aged
man and a younger woman approached James’ table.

‘Mind if me
and my daughter sit here, mate?’ said the man.

‘Help
yourself!’ said James.

‘I’m
Duke – this is my
daughter, Leanda,’ said the man.

‘I’m James
– nice to
meet you.’.

‘Leanda will
get us some drinks; I see you’re having Amstel,
James; don’t
worry, on us, nipper.’

Leanda kindly
brought the drinks over; the three swapped small talk for a while;
James found out that Duke and Leanda were gypsies staying at the
local site.

They chatted
some more, but just then Leanda burst into tears.

‘What’s
wrong, Leanda, are you OK?’ said James, to an obviously not OK,
Leanda.

Leanda didn’t
know why, but she felt like she trusted James, even though she’d
only met him an hour ago.

‘Someone’s
stolen Dad’s caravan – he’d only had it eighteen months – lovely thing it was. I’m so upset!
We’re living in a Teepee tent, James – it’s a joke – I’m so upset,’ said
Leanda.

Poor Duke was
trying to hold it in, but he was obviously upset about the stolen
caravan, too.

James was sad
to hear about their plight. He thought for a moment:
no, it couldn’t be?

James took a
deep breath and lowered his voice.

‘Was it a
large caravan, blue and white with chrome wheels?’ he
said.

‘Yes!!’ said
Duke and Leanda both at once with raised voices.

James stole a
glance over his left shoulder –
Provisional Paul didn’t seem to be around. He
leaned towards his new gypsy friends and said in hushed
tones:

‘I may be
able to help get the caravan back; you two leave the pub now
– I will follow in half
an hour – meet me
at your campsite in an hour,’ said James.

You see James
had realised two things: that the caravan under tarpaulins at
Paul’s was probably Duke’s, and if they were to have any hope of
getting it back, they would have to move real fast.

Duke simply
said: ‘Understood.’ He then nodded at James and left with
Leanda.

 


James waited
fifteen minutes and then ran home to get Misty. He got his crash
helmet on and scooted over to the gypsy campsite.

Duke and
Leanda had not long arrived and were brewing a kettle of tea, next
to their Tepee Tent.

They greeted
James hopefully.

‘So, I’ve
seen this exact caravan at Provisional Paul’s yard under
tarpaulins – it
must be the same one – all the colours fit,’ said James.

‘We’re going
to have to steal it back,’ said Duke.

‘Yes, what
you might call legal stealing,’ said James, who’d once done a law
course.

Duke
stretched his braces and outlined his ideas. ‘We’re going to need a
plan here, I use the bolt cutters to get through the padlock, we
then go in with something small and tow the van out,’

‘Well,
there’s a Security Guard there, and if we’re to tow it out, we need
to use something small and stealthy,’ said James.

‘That’s a 125
you have there right – she’s what – 10 horsepower? With a tow rope on her grab rail, that will
tow the caravan out; the land’s flat, right?’ said Duke.

Leanda
stepped forward, ‘I have a plan: these Security Guards, they’re
always on training courses, yes? I will go around the front and
distract him by posing as being from his company, and I’m there for
a late-night welfare check and to remind him to sign up for the
anti-terror training course,’

‘Brilliant
idea!’ said James.

Duke nodded
in agreement.

‘We need face
coverings to hide our identity, metal torches, tow ropes and bolt
cutters and we should leave tonight, as soon as we’re ready. Have
you got any bolt cutters, Duke?’ said James.

‘This is a
gypsy campsite, James; we have bolt cutters!’ said Duke, with a
laugh.

James
giggled. ‘Er… well, yeh, of course,’ he said.

 


It was now
past midnight and Duke, Leanda, James and Misty met at the agreed
spot near to Paul’s yard.

Duke and
James were at the back entrance, which had an inner and outer
padlocked gate. Duke set to work, cutting through the padlock on
each gate.

Meanwhile,
Leanda, dressed up smart in black was at the front talking to the
Security Guard. Leanda was confident in her subterfuge, and the
guard just assumed she was from his company.

Just as
Leanda and the guard were talking, a loud alarm went off at the
other end of the yard where Duke was cutting through the last
padlock.

Leanda
quickly made her excuses and headed back to the campsite as
planned.

‘Oh no,
perhaps we should just run,’ said Duke.

James thought
fast. ‘The guard won’t attempt to confront us alone, they aren’t
allowed. He will call Provisional Paul for backup, that gives us
about four minutes to get in and out,’ he said.

Both gates
were now open and James rode Misty into position ready to tow,
whilst Duke took the caravan handbrake off. The tow rope was soon
fixed around the caravan and James revved Misty up and tried to
pull the caravan away.

But it just
didn’t move, and James was now getting really worried.

Suddenly,
Misty’s headlight came on and Misty turned round by herself and lit
up a padlocked wheel clamp on the caravan, which they hadn’t
previously seen.

Huh? Misty’s
gone berserk, thought James.

Then,
realising, James shouted and pointed to Duke: ‘Get your bolt
cutters, the wheel clamp!’

As Duke was
cutting through the wheel clamp, the security guard flashed his
torch and shouted over.

‘Paul will be
here in a minute, you thieving scum and he ain’t gonna be as kind
as me: he’s gonna hurt you!
Now get lost!’

Duke and
James ignored him.

The wheel
clamp was finally free. James revved Misty’s engine high, and
slowly but surely the caravan moved.

Several
hundred meters away, at the other end of the yard, Paul’s Mercedes
had now arrived. James could make out Paul’s big blonde ponytail
and octagonal glasses in the Merc’s headlights.

Paul shouted
over, as he headed towards James and Duke.

‘Steal my
flippin’ gear, will you?
Death by air injection will be too good
for you lot – just you wait!’

It was
looking like Paul might catch them, but just as they all got
through the inner gate, Duke stopped by it.

‘Don’t stop!
Paul’s gaining on us – we have to go now,’ said James.

‘Hang on,’
said Duke, and with that he whipped out a shiny new padlock and key
out of his pocket and locked up the inner gate with it.

Paul arrived
at the inner gate, but of course Paul’s key didn’t fit Duke’s new
padlock, so Paul was stuck, locked inside his own yard.

A furious
Provisional Paul leaned against the gate shaking it violently, his
face squashed into the wire mesh.

‘I’m gonna
get you! I will hunt you down! Whoever you are!’ said
Paul.

But Duke,
James, Misty and the caravan were now well clear of Paul’s yard and
heading straight back to the Gypsy campsite.

‘Meet you at
the campsite, Duke,’ shouted James,’ and he flicked Misty’s
headlight back on.

There was
much joy back at the gypsy campsite about the recovery of Duke’s
caravan – somebody even called James a local hero.

All James
said was: ‘All the best ideas were Duke and Leanda’s. I just did
what any decent citizen would.’

But secretly
James was thrilled at the success of the night’s
adventure.

 


After church
the next morning, James was back at his flat, enjoying a jam
doughnut.

His doorbell
went – he jumped
up – through the
frosted front door glass, he could make out the shape of
Provisional Paul.

James took a
deep breath and opened the door.

‘There was a
robbery at my place last night; you wouldn’t happen to know
anything about this, would you? Being as I saw you looking at the
caravan the other day, plus my security guard thinks he saw a
Scooter,’ said Paul.

James thought
fast. ‘Paul, this is awful! So sorry to hear! But I can guarantee
you I had nothing to do with it; I was at your pub most of the
evening, then I went straight home to sleep, as I had church early
this morning,’

Paul listened
intently to James and studied his expressions.

‘Well, I will
take your word for it this time, James, but if I find out you’re
lying to me, well, you know the rumours.’ As Paul said this, with
his hand he did a syringing motion and it looked really
menacing.
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