Sitting sideways on the kitchen chair I lean back into the radiator and my muscles absorb the heat, although my nerve endings send warnings. I can hear the loud throb of the central heating pump, pipes thrum and tick from time to time. I realize that its weeks since I spoke to a young man on the phone, about a warm home grant and still no one has got back to me. Another dopamine draining addition for my to-do list.
We braved the beach yesterday, Steffan and I. Chill wind numbing exposed skin and sharp salty air, bracing and `good for you! ` We beachcombed for his half term project, and I think, infact I know, that I enjoy his half term homework more than he does. 
 next to the kettle now sits the cardboard box, left over from an Amazon delivery, but now half full of our beach treasure. An assortment of former homes from several different sea creatures; mussels, cockles, razor clams, and others that I cannot name when Steffan asks. `Google! Google will know...` but I know, given half a chance, You-Tube and Minecraft will win his attention when he gets in front of the screen.
[bookmark: _Int_arOmKWhR]Later, I'll get the hot-glue gun out and attach them in some fashion, of his design, to the driftwood that is, at the moment, drying by the radiator; leaving small drifts of sand beneath them on the tiled floor.
[bookmark: _Int_KQO1hDaM]Our prized find is the two mermaid's purses; the sacks in which baby sharks have grown, and then eaten their way out of to begin their solitary lives at sea. I wonder if we could use them for the project, or if they would fill my son's classroom with the stink of decomposition. We should probably do a sniff test before we use the glue.
On the end of the kitchen counter is the MOT certificate. Passed with `minor defects` and an `advisory` before Christmas. Now, at the end of February I've taken it to have the work done. The Garage is only a ten-minute walk from my new home, so having left the car there and given the boss the keys Steffan and I stroll back towards home. Past the brightly painted fisherman's cottages, hoods up against the misty micro-droplets which hang heavy in the air. We pass the drain, iron grid wedged with flattened water bottles, a line of blue tops poking out. I wonder how many other people it irritates as they walk past, and yet none of us do anything about it.
[bookmark: _Int_FVR0AbeC][bookmark: _Int_zZUCa1Bt]`Steffan! We have to go back, I've left the house keys on the keys-ring, at the Garage. `
Inwardly I cringe. 
Walking back into the echoing grey space, the smell of oil and the air of concentration like a tightly run ship. There are no girly calendars on the grubby office walls. No bare breasted women confidently making eye contact with the viewer, draped awkwardly in high heels over car bonnets and fast bikes. It's not like the office in my father's Garage in the 1980s.
[bookmark: _Int_xMf5BRXw]Not that Dad spent much time in the office, he sent most of his time behind locked doors in his workshop. Masked up and spray gun in hand, taking clean, steady sweeps, back and forth in steady rhythm along the vehicles body. Coating the grey primed metal into its new glory.
[bookmark: _Int_KFwawX1T]I asked him once why he locked the door. `Because some idiot always walks in and blows a load of dust and grit over the wet paint! `, his annoyance palpable. But I could empathize, having helped him sand down and prepare the cars for painting during that school holiday. Even during the warmth of July and August my hands had become cold and raw as id rubbed fine sandpaper over the primed metal, dipping it in a bucket of cold water then searching out imperfections to smooth out. So he`d set me to work painting the high wooden fence at the front of the yard. And id watched longingly, the cars of families packed to the brim with beach essentials, filling their fuel tanks for their day trips to the Gower beaches.
Strange how the smell of a working Garage can make me feel twelve years old again
