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Jimmy Pugh marched down Opportunity Street with his fists clenched in the 
pockets of his leather jacket. He had been seething with rage, carrying it around 

with him like a padlock around his neck, since he read the news in the Llanelli 

Star a few weeks ago. He strode past the Betfred gambling shop, lit up like an 
amusement arcade. Through the front door an old man could be seen with a 
folded newspaper, his hat pulled down over his eyes, circling bets in the paper 
with a red pen. And the Works, its yellow and blue storefront fighting for 
attention against the Bernardo green. Jimmy knew the guy behind the counter at 
Bernardo’s; he had one arm and a short temper.  
  He passed the hairdressers with its pretentious window tint, the shadows 
on the other side of the glass with their heads in basins. Shadows that stared at 
their own reflections in the mirrors, their bodiless heads balancing on satin 
gowns. There were empty units on both sides of the street; big, white cubes, their 
house lights beaming, waiting for a purpose. Jimmy rolled his shoulders to ease 
the tension simmering under the skin, the tendons stiff and rubbery, and stared 
at the brand-new sign above the door of his destination, with an intensity that 
could burn a hole through the PVC. The sign read Gary’s Fireworks. 
  How fucking dare he! A vein throbbed at Jimmy’s temples. It was thick and 
it pulsed; contracting and writhing like a worm. He could hardly think straight. 
The worm nibbled at his thoughts, leaving only anger and violence. His clenched 
fists were beginning to sweat in the leather. A bloody good sign, that. Bold. In 
your face. Dominant colours. Who the fuck does Gary think he is? 
 
The shop was nestled between an antiques dealer on one side and a YMCA shop 
on the other. There were house plants in the windows of the flats above. 
Mannequins wearing military jackets and Brodie helmets stood next to dark 
wood dressers adorned with binoculars, compasses and old, yellow newspapers in 
the windows of the antique shop. One of the mannequins held a rifle in its hand. 
Probably a replica, but just as likely not to be. A man lounged outside on a green 
velvet desk chair, surrounded by tables and futons and other furniture. Most of it 
was dark wood, varnished, seemingly vintage, probably 1970’s. Antique. Or 
maybe made to look old with the right varnish or the right … you never really 
know, do you? How can you trust anything a salesman sells?  
  His feet rested on a box filled with old film cameras and lenses. He was 
smoking a cigarette, reading an instruction manual on how to fly a Spitfire. The 
man seemed to not notice Jimmy, or the sign next to the door to the fireworks 
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shop that read: Grand Opening Today! in gold paint. The ‘O’ in Opening was 
stylised to look like a Catherine wheel. Tacky. There were banners and balloons 
strapped across the door and tacked onto the walls and windows. People walked 
down the street with their Bags for Life and their eyes fixed on their feet. Jimmy 
watched the man as he flicked the ash from his cigarette. Why’s he reading a 
book on how to fly a plane? Maybe he was hiding something.  
 
Despite the unusual warmth of the October air, Jimmy’s leather jacket — bought 
on holiday in Kuşadasi, real leather, as real or not real as the mannequins’ rifles 
— was zipped to the chin. Through the window of the fireworks shop were 
people, customers, drinking from flutes and browsing the displays. He scanned 
their faces, looking to see if anyone was trouble. Nothing out of the ordinary. He 
squared his shoulders and marched to the doors, past the man and his Spitfire 
instruction manual, past the banners and balloons in the windows, and into the 
shop.   
  A teenage boy in a smart shirt, with a fringe and acne scars, stood behind a 
table just inside the front door. He asked Jimmy if he would like an orange juice 
or apple, or lemonade. Jimmy seized two flutes, ignoring him, one of apple juice 
and one of lemonade, with clammy hands. He downed them both, one after 
another. The flat bubbles of the lemonade tickled his nose, but he acted like they 
didn’t, and set the empty glasses on the table. He looked over his shoulder at a 
woman, standing in the doorway with a young girl, presumably her daughter, 
waiting for him to move further into the shop. She seemed to be looking at him 
with something akin to repulsion. Or maybe, she was attracted to him. Jimmy 
winked at her just in case. The boy scrambled to stop the glasses from falling over 
and taking others with them, as Jimmy walked off to inspect the displays. Behind 
him, he heard the woman pass on the boy’s offer of juice.  
  Jimmy barged his way into an aisle behind an elderly couple who were 
moving slowly, dithering over various brands of sparklers. He sucked air through 
his pursed lips, held himself at his full height, over the crooked backs of the 
elderly couple, wrinkled hands clasping each other’s, their heads jutting out from 
their bodies, like the heads of frail little birds.  
  — Do you think these ones are safe for children? 
  — Ohhh yes, love. I’m sure they are. What about these ones? Perfect for her 
bat mitzvah. 
  — Hmmm, I’m not sure. What about these — 
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  — I wouldn’t get those ones for a bat mitzvah if I were you, sorry to butt in.  
  The corner of Jimmy's lip lifted slightly as the elderly couple jumped and 
turned around to see whose bellowing voice had assailed them from above.  
  — Yeah, those aren’t great for children at all, really. Don’t want’em to burn 
their little hands, do you? Tell you what — he grappled with the breast pocket 
with his jacket, the pocket too small for his shovel-like hand — come down to my 
shop and I’ll sort you right out.  
  He thrust a crumpled business card into the elderly man’s free hand and 
pointed to the address in blue Comic Sans font under the badly photoshopped 
image of a fireworks display against a black background.  
  — That’s the shop there, Station Road Fireworks. Come down to see me 
and I’ll sort you out with a bunch of sparklers the kids’ll love. He leaned in, 
conspiratorially: they’ll be cheaper than in here, too. 
  They thanked him and bowed their birdlike heads. Heads that could be 
crushed in Jimmy’s hands. He watched them amble their way to the door. The 
boy with the fringe looked from them to Jimmy. He looked like he was going to 
say something, noticed the way Jimmy was standing, and bent his head down to 
the table so that his fringe covered his eyes. He filled more glass flutes with juice 
and lemonade.  
  — Hey Jimmy, Jimmy!   
  Jimmy turned around to see Jon from the other side of the shop, so 
impossibly thin he glided through the gaps between groups of people like a 
wraith. They stand there, idling, discussing their plans for World Teacher’s Day 
and Halloween, spoke like they were reading from a script about their summer 
holidays, and how great it was to get away, even just for a weekend/a week/fuck, 
two weeks — someone went on a cruise, a fucking cruise, for months, 
(MONTHS?!) — and how the women in Shagaluf are really something, and the 
men with children laughed, their wives at their elbow, and drank their room 
temperature orange juice while wondering how different their lives would be if 
they didn’t have wives and families, if they didn’t conceive their children, who 
they surely love very dearly, on the back seat of their first car, a Ford Fiesta, or 
something equally as shit, maybe they would have known for themselves how fit 
the women are in Shagaluf. And they could afford to go on cruises, and someone 
pulled them out from their thoughts when they asked them what fireworks they 
were thinking of buying and they replied with oh, I’m not sure, really, not sure 
what I can afford, with it being Tom’s birthday next week, and the conversation 
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moved on, to  health insurance and how the indoor market is dying and — who 
smells like sausage rolls? — and — 
  — Jimmy! Hey, Jimmy!  
  Jon was now in front of him, holding out a glass of orange juice. He had a 
sausage roll wrapped in a Greggs paper bag jutting out of his pocket. The space 
between their bodies, Jimmy’s stocky-ex-bouncer-type build and Jon’s stringy 
limbs, the ones that children yelled Oi! Slenderman! at him for in the street, 
smelled of hot, sticky sausage meat. The hand holding out the orange juice was 
shaking. Jimmy knew the shaking.  
  — Alright, Jon. Sorry, I was in my own world there. Alright?  
  He declined the drink.  
  — Yeah, am good, Jim, am good. Not drinking anymore, haven’t had a 
drink in a while. That’s good, init? The AA helps. Gary comes too. I think he gets 
a lot out of it. It helps, yeah. I had a slip-up though, mind, yeah — 
  — Ah, sorry, Jon. Sorry about that. 
  — Yeah, you know, was my birthday last month. Was on the non-
alcoholics, you know, but fuck, couldn’t help myself. Fucking weird though, since 
trying to quit I’ve had a proper craving for salt!  
  He pulled the paper bag out of his pocket; the pungent sausage air wafted 
into Jimmy’s face. Jimmy could taste apple juice and the sausage roll-flavoured air 
on his tongue. Jon took a bite and, between chews, he said:  
  — I wanted to ask, I hope you don’t mind Jim, are you still selling spice? 
  Jimmy lunged in, on his tiptoes, right up to Jon’s ear, the lobe dangling 
above his mouth like bait in water, waiting for a fish to catch itself. The smell of 
sausage meat and pastry was repulsive. Fucking repulsive. 
  — Shut the fuck up, mun! 
  — I was only — 
  — I don’t sell that shit anymore. I can’t afford to get caught. It’s illegal now, 
you know that, don’t you?   
  Jimmy sunk down onto his heels, away from Jon’s dangling earlobe, and 
looked around the room. No one seemed to have noticed the interaction. 
Someone wafted the air with a fireworks price list. The woman and her child 
were looking at him. Are they looking at him? The worm in his head throbbed. A 
couple near them were whispering, Johnny saw their lips saying: 
  — It can’t be wise, can it, opening a firework shop just three weeks after 
that bloody fire? 
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  — Aye, I know, I know. Bloody daft.  
  Are they looking? They’re looking. His fists in his leather jacket were 
clenched, sweaty. The smell of sausage meat felt like it was clinging to his skin.  
— I’m not selling that shit anymore! But you know where to find me if you want 
any weed. 
— Yeah, thanks, Jim, sorry for asking. See you later, yeah? Gary’s ‘bout to do a 
speech now, I think. 
  Jon slinked away through the gaps of people in their threes and twos, as 
Jimmy turned away to the displays of fireworks along the wall in their glass 
cabinets. There were Solar Storms, Pink Dawns, Blue Skies and Frontline Fires, 
Red Tigers, Purple Tigers, Thunderbolts, Avalanche Thunders, Ghost Riders and 
Spitting Cobras, mines and streaks and rockets, Angel Dust, Acid Rain, Sky 
Dragons, Phantoms, Whistling Waves, and Skybreakers, Hell Raisers, Phoenix’s 
and Griffins, Supernovas, War Hawks, Hell, Eden, Zeus, Moon Lights, Angels 
and fountains, ammo packs, fucking Catherine wheels, Black Cats, Stealth Boys, 
Jibber Jabbers and — fuck, are those Beasts? And Demolishers? FUCKING 
RETRIBUTION?! His thoughts thrashed in his temple like trapped eels. How 
could Gary afford this shit? Who’s his supplier? How fucking dare — 
 
A cheer rose up around the room as Gary made his way to the front of the shop, 
shaking hands and smiling as people patted him on the back. He stood there, 
smiling, the smug prick, between the cashier’s desk and the crowd. A small 
mountain of a man, waving his hand above his head self-consciously as the crowd 

continued to clap, smiling at — why the fuck is the Llanelli Star here? They weren’t 
there when he opened his shop! — smiling at Mr Owen’s camera, blinking fast in 
the aftermath of the flash. Mr Owen let the camera rest against his ribs on its 
strap and poised ready with his notepad and pen to catch every word. 
  —Alright, alright, thank you, thank you! The crowd slowly ceased their 
clapping. Thank you for coming and supporting this new venture. Bit different to 
plumbing, init? He grinned. Twat. Now, I’m sorry to get deep here, but I just 
wanted to say, and I’m being honest here now, I wouldn’t be here without my 
boy — come here, Iolo! The fringed little shit with the acne appeared at Gary’s 
side, with his mother and his God-awful posture teenagers have these days — and 
my lovely wife. Without them, I wouldn’t have gotten sober.  
  He paused; the room was silent. His wife looked up to him, her arm 
around his waist. He’s fucking loving this, isn’t he? Mr Owen, his muscles tense, 
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his pencil hovering over the paper.  
  — Without them, I wouldn’t have gotten sober and I wouldn’t be in a 
position to open this shop. And yeah, it’s a struggle, and it’s hard when you see 
your friends dying from their addictions, and your family suffering with your 
own. It’s fucking hard. Did Owen write down the swear words? But I’m here, I’m 
healthy, and I’m sticking to sobriety. The crowd cheered and clapped. Jimmy 
clapped too. He didn’t want to look like a dick. And thanks to all of you and my 
family, I’m excited to make this shop a success. Anyway, there’s that, drink as 
much juice and pop as you want and please come to our fireworks display 
tonight! Just £2 a person and there’ll be hotdogs, burgers. Don’t forget to like our 
Facebook page to keep updated with all our news and events!  
  Clapping. More claps. Cheers of G’warn, Gaz! Whistling. Fucking hell, it’s 
a bit much.   
 
Jimmy lingered near the wall, fingering a box of Retribution. Jon was over by the 
door, licking crumbs from his fingers. People helped themselves to more juice, 
resumed their conversations about … oh, who cares. The worm was burrowing in 
his brain. He felt motion sick. How a fish probably feels when they fall headfirst 
down a waterfall. Do they know they’re about to cascade off the side? This shop is 
the shit, the real deal. How’s he going to sell his fireworks when he’s got this 
much competition –      competition from a legitimate business at that — and on 
Opportunity Street! Christ, Nando’s is just a stone’s throw      away. And the 
Odeon and the Hungry Horse. Jimmy’s going to get all sorts of foot traffic. Who 
even goes to Station Road anymore? It’s fucking dead, nothing but spiceheads 
and takeaways, it’s — 
  — Jimmy! So glad you could come. You got my invite, then? 
  A voluminous hand pressed into Jimmy’s and squeezed it. The hand, 
attached to a wrist and an arm covered in hair so blonde it appeared hairless, and 
as white as a threadworm, belonged to Gary. The stubble on his head was 
indistinguishable from that on his cheeks, chins, neck. The hand was dry, the 
skin firm and thick. His fingers bore the feeling of hands so callused from years 
on a trade that they never fade away, becoming as much a part of the hand as 
fingernails, or knuckle tattoos.  
  — Jimmy? You there? 
  — Gaz! Yes, sorry. Not sure what happened there. Were you saying 
something?  
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  It was too hot. Why was it so hot? Too many bodies. Too many worm 
sacks. 
  — Yeah, yeah, I was just saying it’s good to see you, Jim. Been a while, am 
glad you could come. How’s the shop? 
  Jimmy pulled him over to the opposite wall where there were fewer people, 
fewer bodies. He fully unzipped the leather jacket. 
  — Can barely hear myself think! Quieter over here. Good turn out here, 
aye? Fair play to you. 
  — Yeah, init! Could say it’s gone off with a blast, eh? Wink. Gary nudged 
with an elbow.  
  Fucking knob, with his tiny eyelashes. Why’s he winking?      Walked right 
into that one. Urgh. How quickly could he kill Gary before someone pulled them 
apart? He saw a film the other night where the main guy killed someone with a 
pencil. I could do that, Jimmy had thought. He could smash Gary’s head into one 
of the glass display cabinets, force a rocket down his throat and light it. He’d pick 
up that brat and spin him round by his fringe and use his body as a weapon. He’d 
find a pencil, he’d     — 
  — Ha, yeah, good one, Gaz. Smile. He coughed up some phlegm to try and 
wet his tongue. His teeth were sticking to his lips. So, Gaz. Cough. What license 
have you got on this place? 
  — Oh, you know, thought I’d go for a long-term licence. See how that goes, 
first. See if we have the trade for it. It means we can do birthdays, weddings, 
gender reveals all year round! 
  — What the hell is a gender reveal? 
  — Yeah, you know. Blue fireworks for boys, pink if it’s a girl. Got blue or 
pink sparklers and confetti rockets too. 
  — What the fuck is the point of that? 
  — Yeah, I don’t know. Business though, init?  

  Fuck. He’s right. Jimmy’s head felt tight, like all the juice had been sucked 
out and squeezed to get all the dregs. He was sweating, cooking in his jacket, but 
the zip was undone, and the black Fred Perry knock-off polo unbuttoned. He 
licked the sweat off his upper lip. It tasted of apple juice and gunpowder. 
   — Oh, Gaz, I wanted to say; those are some nice knuckle tatts. When d’you 
get those done? 
  — Aye, pretty cool, eh?  
  He lifted his fingers for Jimmy to see and wiggled them in his face. Jimmy 
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resisted the urge to bite them off, one by one. The black ink on the skin glinted 
in the ambient LED lighting. Stubble dotted the Olde English font that spelled 
out: Live Life across the eight digits, the ‘f’ partially disguised by the simple 
wedding band. The skin around the nails was mauled and chewed up but the 
nails themselves were groomed and proper. 
  — Got these done a few weeks ago. Just thought it made sense you know? 
I’ve stopped drinking, and opened this shop, and I got thinking. I realised that 
when you’re drinking, you’re not really living, are you? And that’s what I want to 
do: live life. He looked over at Jon, leaning against the shop window. Maybe we 
can do something about him too, eh?  Are you alright, Jim? 
  The worm throbbed at his temples, his forehead and under the skull. It 
had sucked his blood dry and left behind a taste for violence. Jimmy knew it 
wouldn’t ease its demand until he acted on its desires.  
  — Gaz, am sorry, am ganna have to go. Got some stuff to do. Good luck 
with the shop, yeah? 
 
 Jimmy staggered in the direction of the door while Gary held his hand out for a 
shake, surrounded by boxes of colourful, outrageous packaging, advertising 
explosives for family-friendly entertainment and discounted offers on seasonal 
holidays, shielded by inches of glass, and people who had ran out of juice and 
now were quietly raising questions — out of earshot of Gary — of pints, which the 
worm craved also as a form of violence, and Gary’s boy was packing away the little 
table. The air outside the shop was cooler now, the light fading swiftly, the sun 
crestfallen behind a pocket of clouds; the streetlamps not yet punching in for the 
night shift. The houseplants in the windows of the flats above were black, their 
razored palms cutting a threatening figure from their nooks. The man outside the 
antique dealers had disappeared and so had the furniture; the box of film 
cameras and the dressers and tables. The antique shop was empty, bar two 
mannequins in the window, naked and missing limbs. Their blank faces swathed 
in shadow watched Jimmy stumble out on to the street. He looked back at them, 
and the fireworks shop, and its door was closed. The lights off. The PVC sign 
above the door that once boldly spelled Gary’s Fireworks in gold paint was faded 
and its letters missing. A pastiche of mail lay under the letter box. There were no 
people, no celebrations. Nothing to celebrate. The windows of the hairdressers 
were black, reflectionless. Through the windowpane of Betfred’s door Jimmy 
could see the old man from earlier, sat in the dark and slowly circling bets in the 
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paper. The strip of starless sky visible between the parallel rows of shops 
converged on Jimmy. He looked around him. All the units were empty, on either 
side of the street. House lights hanging from a wire, the drywall ceiling panels 
black with mould and crumbling. The smashed glass cobweb formations on the 
windows loomed over Jimmy. He careened down the empty street, that used to be 
called, Opportunity, in the direction of the York Palace.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Joshua Jones is a queer, autistic writer and poet from Llanelli, South Wales. He 

has an MA in Creative Writing at Bath Spa University, where he worked on his 

debut collection of short stories, and is currently studying to become a teacher 

at Cardiff Met. He also likes making collages and blackout poems, and releases 

poetry with music under the name Human Head.  

His website is: www.ermose.com 

 

    

 


