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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,


businesses, places, events and incidents are


either the products of the author’s imagination or


used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to


actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is


purely coincidental.




Lynne, 2015


Lost in thoughts. So deep one doesn’t really know what kind. Like one’s body is just drifting somewhere in nowhere, and yet heavy as a rock, with a feeling that is probably best described as numbness. All physical senses dampened, soggy…numb. Like you feel the moment after getting slapped good and hard in the face, after assuming an argument was of verbal nature.


I experienced this feeling every single morning the minute I was ruggedly torn from sleep - when this seldom state ever occurred - stumbled out of bed, dizzy with low blood pressure, and into the kitchen to make a satisfyingly filling breakfast consisting of coffee, a cig and - if there was time - a slice of toast.


And it continued when I left the house, second fag in one hand, handbag - if it was remembered - in the other. And when I reached the small, “quaint” entrance of the photo studio and shop I worked in and managed with the help of one assistant. Once there, some thoughts could be blocked, my senses restored to a point that allowed me to work with my hands and eyes effectively.


After all, to do one’s work professionally includes some blocking out of thoughts and to concentrate on what the senses were doing. My work did, anyway.


I was a photographer. How great it had been to have found someone willing to take on a socially awkward, rather uncommunicative teenager, to work my way up to be a very good photographer and to finally find a small place with a “for sale” sign near where Al and I had lived.


And what a battle it had been against that ex of mine, my ex-boss and the cash seemingly seeping from my purse when I looked away to finally climb to the top of the ladder of self employment. I had been hoping for just that since I had started my training at the age of seventeen.


Now, more than fifteen years later, I was clutching desperately to a step just below with one hand after the top one had snapped.


This September morning was one of those days…


For god’s sake, it’s six? I just got into effing bed. And that bloody dream… Not one minute of decent sleep. Again. There’s the dizziness, I’m going to have to get that checked.


Doesn’t diabetes make you dizzy? I could be pregnant, haha.


Those were the superficial, rather cynical thoughts that usually went through my head on an ordinary morning. Down beneath, whirling about like leaves in a bad storm, were more sincere, dismal ones the numbness seemed to keep from coming to the surface.


What would happen if I were forced to close the shop? How long ‘til I had to seriously think about filing for impending insolvency? I hadn’t wanted Al’s money or Cam’s…


Expenses for just basic needs like food, clothes and accommodation were already held at a minimum. I ought to look for a smaller place - not only because the previous flat was overflowing with memories. I no longer got bottled water and had lost 3 pounds saving on food (or whatever new metric system one used to determine the weight of something these days, I’d lost a few inches anyways.)


What’s it going to be for tea later on?


What else could I do to get my finances running smoothly? Was I going to get customers in?


That mum’s coming in with her son to get his passport photos…Was that today?


Had they stopped coming because of the state the place was in? Or was it me that they weren’t all that keen on?


Door’s looking a bit come down…


Perhaps it was because we’d arrived in the age of the smartphone and a perfectly good family-photo could be taken with a selfie-stick. Much cheaper and less time consuming than a professional photo-shooting, I supposed…


It had all been easier when Al had been there to support me. Where was he? What was he thinking? Had he found someone?


Idiot couldn’t even get that fixed before he pissed off.


Al.


How I missed his laugh when watching his favorite sitcoms and the way he made cheese sauce. I never got cheese sauce right. It always went lumpy.


Why was I incapable of keeping anything that was important to me in life?


Cam was just about all I had left. Would my way of expressing myself chase her away eventually too?


Better not miss coffee with Cam at 1 after standing her up yesterday.


“… here to get Stanley’s photos. Are they ready? If we’re too early we can come back in the afternoon…” With her bustling about, trying to get some dust off the shelves, I hadn’t heard the customers enter the studio.


Where’s Miles? This is what he was planning on doing. It this his day off? Again?


It was near a main road, so the noise of cars driving past with 70 miles per hour where 47 were allowed was probably a good enough excuse.


“I…sorry? Oh. Stanley … Brighton? Here we are.”


I handed them over to the ginger woman who showed them to her son, a rather heavy looking boy with rather bad skin, aged about 13. He looked at the photos, then eyed me in a way that was probably supposed to be dismissive, as he had when they’d been there the first time. I wasn’t sure, as the excess fat in his face seemed to limit the motor ability in that area and thus the ability to express emotions.


Maybe there aren’t any.


“That doesn’t look like me.”


His tone matched the expression that had, I discovered once more, been very dismissive indeed.


“Now, Stan, don’t be like that. You want to look nice when people look at your passport. We’re going on a nice holiday soon, remember?”


I found it fascinating that this kind of mum-son relationship actually existed outside bad comedies.


“You don’t think I look just fine?”


“Nonsense, Stanny, you’re just perfect.”


Too much airbrushing, apparently.


I had seen to most of the spots and attempted to make the hair seem a tad less greasy.


I hadn’t been sure if the boy had been sweating on the hot August afternoon or if his hair had been dripping…


“Fine. Good bye.” He said - or rather spat – as they turned to leave. His mother gave me the money for the photos, muttered “I’m so sorry for his behavior. Puberty, it’s been going on for weeks…” and went after him. “If they don’t recognize me and don’t let me into the stupid plane, it’s your-” I heard him shout just before the door fell shut.


I finally exhaled. A bit of good will could have cost me another customer.


Why was I being so hard on myself? No one’d EVER complained. That kid was simply a wee shite.


Maybe I should start asking people if they even want photos edited.


Was I maybe not fit for the job if I wasn’t capable of seeing natural beauty?


But, I reminded myself, of course I could bloody well see it. The reason I wanted to, always had wanted to take pictures, was just that. To capture flowers, animals, moments like the kiss of a bride and groom, a baby’s first smile, the silly face on someone blowing out candles on a birthday cake. And other sappy, emotional stuff.


It had just been in the last four years or so my work had been limited to passport photos and the occasional family or baby portrait. The reason my diet had been limited to coffee, toast and noodles with tomato ketchup.


Might be time to get off these, another packet emptied...might help save a few quid a month.




Lynne, 1998


Life’s complicated. The sheer existence of it is so complex that humanity has until today failed to understand exactly how it all works, how are we supposed to understand small details of it such as emotions, senses, moods, instincts… That might be why it lies in our nature to act irrational at times. Fight, start wars, hurt others, take drugs… Because we don’t understand. We don’t get it. And probably never will or won’t for a long, long time. But if we knew how to act properly every second of every day, would we even be human? Would love, kindness, happiness and all of those things be real and genuine if that were all there was to feel?


Similar thoughts go through the minds of most adults at some point in their life, when they have moments to themselves with nothing specific to do. When sitting in the train on their way to work, when waiting for the kettle to finish boiling.


Children, on the other hand, worry about not wanting to go to school but having to anyway, getting scolded by parents and teachers for being wee shits - sorry, misbehaving -, about what they want for Christmas but might not get.


They cry because another child runs into them accidently, causing them to fall, or because they want a toy they don’t get the very moment they demanded it. Not - or, rather, rarely - with joy or relief because a football match is won, or because the baby of a beloved friend is born.


The kid that had fallen off the swing beside me (not from a great height, more like stumbled in the attempt to elegantly descend) and was currently being seen to by a teacher, was crying in a particularly and increasingly high volume. Why?


I didn’t understand kids. Even though I’d been one just a few years back.


And I understood adults even less. Even though I was merely a couple of years away from being (regarded as) one (legally).


My thoughts didn’t often go that deep.


The only things I thought about very much currently were getting through school without putting too much effort into learning, spending time with myself and a good book or, more importantly, alone with Greg’s camera and some images worth capturing.


Basically, that was all I wanted to do since the day I’d been permitted to use Greg’s camera, the love of his life or rather second love of his life, considering the passion that lay in his gaze when he looked at his wife Phoebe.


Greg and Phoebe were my foster parents. They’d chosen fifteen year old Me a few months previously after Anita, my social worker, taking me away from the “Bankses” to their doorstep. It was unusual for a teenager to be permanently fostered. Looking back, they’re terribly strenuous to be around, teenagers, with all those hormones and whatnot.


No, people usually wanted toddlers or preschoolers as far as I’d observed during my time in the home.


One just didn’t pick a passive, lethargic looking, spotty teenager over a three year old bundle of smiles that emitted a smell of biscuits. But Phoebe and Greg had. They had explained that, with their jobs, they didn’t have time for a small child that wasn’t able to care for itself, get It’s own breakfast or find It’s way to school, but that they missed the company and the joy of a child and having to care about something at least a bit other than one another. Later I had realized that they simply weren’t able to have one. It had been a rather warm day, very warm as a matter of fact.


As if summer was sensing it’s nearing end and was giving a final moan, a final wave of warmth and sunshine before giving in to autumn’s dismalness and clammy, creeping coldness.


And I’d been terribly bored, as I so often had been recently.


I’d been lying on the living room carpet, a cloth I had held under cold water draped over my face, listening to the sound of the television.


“No homework today?” Phoebe had asked mockingly with a hint of sincerity lingering in her voice. She was of such kind nature, but very serious about education, work and contribution to society. (“Young people never vote nowadays! Why do young people never vote?”)


“Mmh,” my answer had been.


“I don’t know what to say, Lynette, sometimes your statements are so deep I’m speechless.”


“I know.”


“Are you stuck?”


“No, only have to do French but it’s so effing warm!”


“Exuse me? Was that a bad word I heard coming from the TV?”


I’d blushed and smiled in a way that was meant to demonstrate my state of embarrassment. Having spent many years in different homes with different families that were more interested in the financial benefits of fostering than in me, I suppose I’d had no choice but to take to swearing. The fosterers and social workers had seen to us. We’d been fed, cleaned and all that, but they hadn’t sat down with each and every one of us with a cup of hot chocolate - like a real, actual mum or dad would - after receiving a call from the headmaster, to casually work in things like how to verbally express oneself in an appropriate manner into a conversation. Or how to behave, and the trouble it could get you into if you didn’t.


Birth control ‘n stuff.


Did they? They did in a movie I’d seen once. I’d watched it with Al because, well, it was on and had decided in some part of my subconscious that it would probably be reasonable to remember this strategy when we, if we were to have kids as soon as they became horrid preteens.


“Look at that.” Said Greg, who’d been quietly reading his newspaper.


He had half ascended from his chair, the approach of a smile on his face.


On the terrace, a red squirrel was playfully running after a small bird I couldn’t identify, which proceeded to fly about it in a provocative manner.


After observing the animals for another moment, Greg got up, reached for the camera on one of the jam-packed bookshelves and took a picture. “Probably won’t turn out… scampering about too much! You try, Lynni, you’ll get them from a better angle down there.”


“Mmh.” I hadn’t yet begun or even tried to fathom quiet, easily excited Greg running around taking pictures of (just about) literally everything and anything.


“C’mon, they’ll be gone in a minute!”


I removed the cloth and rolled onto her side, then carefully picked up the Camera and looked through it. I followed the playful movement of the two creatures for a moment until it looked worth eternalizing. I took two shots before they moved to a part of the garden beyond my field of vision.


“Come on, Sweetheart. I admit that French was far from being my best subject but I know some things here and there.”


“Just a second!”


The snow-white, hazy clouds with the clear blue sky in the background had something so idyllic about them; I impulsively got up off the carpet and went outside.


Five shots of five different formations later I returned inside to a proudly smiling Greg.


Even though the skin around his eyes was starting to wrinkle and his hair and stubble was graying, those blue eyes of his looked so young and eager. “It should be full of pictures soon, then we can get them developed and see if they’re any good.”


Sending in the film and, two weeks later, returning to the drug-store to find an envelope full of pictures with my name on it filled me with an unprecedented sensation of profound satisfaction.


Except for the slightly blurry photos of the squirrel chasing the bird, they had turned out nicely.


I soon discovered that some things, such as cloud formations or panoramic landscapes couldn’t be captured exactly the way I saw them. That is, not without the proper equipment. And so, I began saving my monthly allowance, asking for specific objectives for my approaching birthday and Christmas, and had soon acquired a certain level of general knowledge and skill. I’ll admit I wasn’t that modest, in fact I found those skills pretty great. They were there alright, but I had a lot much to learn.


Though I would have loved to more than anything, I would never leave Fife until my mid-twenties (Al ad I would spend two very rainy weeks in Wales). I already pictured myself as a famous photographer taking shots for one of those educational magazines or something, of exotic country sides, people and creatures.


Still, I managed to capture more and more stunning images of regional country sides, people and animals, some of which made it into the school paper that appeared once a month. It was, as you can imagine, yet more squirrels and small birds and clouds more than anything, but it was a start.


By the time I was sixeen, I knew exactly what I wanted to do with my life, and as I was very aware of my own inner strength, I was sure nothing would get in my way.


Boy was I full of melodramatic rubbish at sixteen…




Lynne, 2015


Cam was already there and had what appeared to be some caramel latte or other in front of her. She looked up from her mobile phone and grinned when I sat – or rather flopped - down on the chair opposite with a noisy sigh of relief.


“Long day, eh?”


“You can say that again.” I said as I picked up the card that listed hot and cold drinks and snacks.


“Started moving stuff round a bit in the shop, which I should have done ages ago. Dust and spiders everywhere. Starting to wonder what I’m paying Miles for!”


The waiter passed their table for the third time without looking in our direction.


“Er, excuse me? I’d like a plain mug of coffee please.”


“Oh, come on.” Cam interjected and drained her latte. “Order something you fancy! My treat! I’ll have another one of these, please. And the chocolate fudge cake.”


I felt myself blushing. “But I quite like just plain coffee.”


“Should I come back in a few minutes?” The young man asked while writing down Cam’s order.


“Make it two of each.”


“But it’s so…”


I made a gesture as if to strangle Cam as I felt myself go a deeper shade of red after the waiter had moved on.


“So what? Much? Come on Sweetheart, there’s nothing on you!”


“I know, but all the trans fats, refined sugar and all that…trying to live healthier and stuff.”


Cam looked at me sceptically as she spooned the cold remains of foamed milk from her cup.


“Expensive!” I whined. I held the card close to my friend’s face, rather to make a point than anything else. “Five twenty-five for a cup of lukewarm effing milk? I could live off that for a week!”


I hid my own face behind the card in embarrassment. I had failed to maintain the illusion that money was no big issue. I lowered it quickly when the waiter arrived with the drinks and announced that the cake would be there in a minute.


“We don’t go out that often. Got to have a treat now and again. Look at me, pigging out while I’m on low carb!


But without at piece of what’s coming towards us right now life wouldn’t be worth living.”


Cam rubbed her hands together in delight as a big chunk of devil’s food was placed before her.


“They make a mean chocolate cake here, and look, it comes with ice cream and whipped cream!”


It smelled bloody effing good. My mouth was watering. “I know. Thanks.” Damn it, that hadn’t come out as genuinely as I’d hoped. Would Cam nitpick or would she let it go?


“Is it really going that bad at the moment, Sweetheart?”


She had to nitpick. Of course she had to nitpick. She was the nitpicky-est nitpicker in…everywhere.


But she was my dear nitpicky friend Cam. And so, I looked up from my cake – it was a bloody mean cake indeed – and told her the truth about my financial situation.


Cam listened with sympathy in her big brown eyes and then gazed into the distance, deep in thought, while recommencing to eat her cake.


I looked around awkwardly and stirred my latte unnecessarily.


Cam finally spoke. “Have you considered maybe giving up the shop – no, let me finish – and staying in the business, but as an employee, like in an advert company or something, make a name for yourself and then go back to being your own boss with your own studio and all that? Imagine, people queuing up for you! Or even taking pictures of fashion models for magazines!” Cam’s eyes glowed as if she were picturing herself strutting up and down the catwalk.


I thought about it for a minute. “But it’s my dream. That filthy, come down little shop is my dream.” I cringed when I said it out loud.


I sounded like a whiney child that was upset because It’s parents told It that It simply couldn’t open It’s own ice cream shop right now.


“I know sweetheart.” I could tell Cam could only just resist licking the remains off her plate. So could I. But when one was in their thirties there were things one should give one’s best to resist, I decided, and put my plate back down.


“But think about it, are you making any money whatsoever of that dream of yours right now? You just told me about your problems. You’ve sold your jewelry, for God’s sake. You’re going without internet and a phone at home and everything. You’ve been wearing that tee for what, six years? You’re not eating properly…You should be investing the little money you have in some proper food than in cigarettes!”


I wrapped my fleece around myself subconsciously to hide my skinniness. I’d always been lean. Now I didn’t like to look in the mirror because I considered myself sort of ill looking. And old. But latter was probably the cigarettes. I’d never understood why Cam made such a fuss about her physique. She always spoke of herself as “chubby” or “just a bit too much”. I found her curvy and feminine and gorgeous.


I realized I’d been daydreaming while gawping at her chest and nodded to show that I’d heard what she’d said. “I know. I’ll think about it. It is a good idea.”


“Please do. In the meantime, please say if you need some money to eat or something to wear or you want to use my internet to set up a website or whatever. I know you’re uncomfortable with things like that, but you know I’m always there. You could even-“ she leaned forward when she said this and looked at me with her serious-face so that I’d listen and take it in. ”get out of that pokey flat and like with me.”


I nodded reluctantly. I loved Cam, but I’d grown up fighting my own battles and had never known such genuine kindness, except during the time I’d spent with Greg and Phoebe.


And my time with Al. I shook off the thoughts as I felt tears of anger work their way towards my eyes and finished my coffee. “Thanks.”


She looked at me thoughtfully. “You are off the booze though, aren’t you?”


I blushed, even though I had no reason to feel guilty. I‘d been dry for months.


“Of course. Besides, I couldn’t afford it even if I wanted to.” I laughed awkwardly and looked down muttering a “sorry” when she raised her eyebrows. She was not amused. Which I could understand. Cam had seen me in a rather dark place more than once and didn’t want me back there. Neither did I, really, for that matter.


“Good. Keep it that way.” She looked at her watch. “I’ve got to go.”


“Where?”


“Meeting someone.”


Now Cam was blushing. Cam didn’t blush. And I caught the glimpse of a sheepish smile.


I thought. And something else, but I couldn’t exactly figure out what.


“Who?” I asked slyly.


“Oh no one. Well, just a guy. Nothing serious. Just a casual dinner. Want to shower and change first, get some fresh make-up on. I’d have done that for you but had to work.”


That was a rather vague description for the events that were to occur when she went out with “a guy” to be coming from Cam.


She usually got to listen to who the guy was, how serious it was, where they were going for dinner and how she’d keep topping his glass up and what very expensive and transparent piece of clothing she was going to change into.


This had to be serious. Or Cam was just getting more careful about men after she’d been repeatedly disappointed and had bawled her eyes out over tubfuls of cookie-dough ice cream or otherwise having to climb out some window in the middle of the night to get a taxi home.


“Have fun then.” I said and smiled as I got up to hug her. “And thanks for the coffee.


And everything.”




Alan, 1998


Lunch was a disaster. Why did school lunches always have to be a disaster? Cooking was the easiest thing in the world. Then again, I looked around the cafeteria and failed to count the number of pupils and teachers, there were a lot of people. Still, there wasn’t really anything one could mess up about spaghetti with tomato sauce.


“Did you do the maths homework?” my mate Peter asked between two mouthfuls.


“I tried, was too bloody difficult. My mum and dad were too busy in the restaurant this week to help.”


“Aw, damn.”


“Why don’t you do it yourself for once? You’ve got the stay at home mum and the time and all that.”


“But homework’s rubbish! I’ve got better stuff to do. Like football practice. We had two games at the weekend.”


“Amazing.”


“Hey!”


We were completely different types of people, Pete and I. He was so chatty, so enthusiastic. Most of all about football. I didn’t fancy football very much at all. I watched a game here and there with my Dad, of course. When my Dad was home.


He and Mum were usually in their restaurant, as was I. Partly because that was how I earned my pocket money, partly because I loved being there with the smells and sounds and people. It wasn’t a fancy-dancy place. It was casual, just somewhere families went on a Friday night to avoid cooking – they had crayons, high-chairs and everything – or a group of mates would come for a pint after work.


“I’ve not got practice tonight, mind you. Can we go to your parents place for some chips after school?”


“Doesn’t your mum cook?”


“Yeah, but she’s out with my dad later on, some anniversary or other. They’ve always got the sports channel running there, haven’t they? Al?”


I’d noticed noises that didn’t fit in with the hectic, monotone murmur going through the cafeteria coming from a few tables away.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Licna MeTation

%rgaectz’ve&

o

Yo o
e






