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Picture This

Photography is an invitation to travel through time. Within these snapshots are the seeds of ‘what if.’ Every shutter click was a beginning, looking past pixels into the lives of strangers. These images conjured distinct narratives in my mind. I invite you to see these photos as doorways to the stories I imagined while the light was still hitting the lens.




Songs

Every lyric and melody in this collection is a heartbeat from my past. These songs aren’t just compositions; they are my life experiences set to music. From the raw ache of loss to the rhythmic pulse of joy, each track captures a specific chapter I’ve lived, turning personal milestones into a soundtrack of resilience, growth, and survival. (SCAN QR CODE FOR SONG)




Tracks Of My Life

Music is my personal time machine. Each memoir in this collection was triggered by a specific song from my past—tracks that act as ‘play’ buttons for long-forgotten moments. From a single chord that resurrects a summer breeze to lyrics that gave voice to my heartbreak, these stories capture the resonance left behind. Within these pages, you’ll find the tracklist of my life, where every melody holds a story waiting to be heard.
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In my earliest memories, one person shines a little brighter than the rest: my paternal grandmother, Constance Annie Thompson Abbott—though to me she was simply Nanna Abbott. She was only in my life for six short years, but those years stuck fast, like a thumbprint left in soft clay. Constance—Connie to anyone who knew her well—became a mother later in life, at a time when people still threw around terms like ‘geriatric mother’ without a second thought. By the time she became a grandmother, she was well into her sixties and carried herself with the kind of steady, unshowy wisdom that comes from having weathered a few eras and deciding that, frankly, not all of them were worth remembering.

She died suddenly at seventy, taken by a heart attack. I never knew her as a young woman; I knew her as the older one—calm, thoughtful, her face lined in the way that tells you someone has experienced joy, worry, and everything in between. She had this habit of propping her chin on her fingers, and her face almost seemed shaped around that gesture, as if the expression had moulded itself into her over time. When she looked at you like that, you felt fully seen. Sometimes fully judged. But mostly seen.

Her hair was straight out of the 1940s, and she stuck with that style like it was a lifelong contract. No hairdressers, no updates, no experimentation. It suited her—why fix what isn’t broken? The same could be said for her clothes: floral housecoats, comfortable shoes, and handbags large enough to conceal a week’s shopping or a medium-sized dog. After my grandfather died, long before I arrived on the scene, she lived alone in a tall block of flats called Bevan House.

Bevan House stood tucked behind Freeman Street on Grimsby’s East Marsh—a place that now gets talked about mostly in grim terms. But that’s a long way from what it used to be. In the ‘60s and ‘70s, when Grimsby was one of the biggest and busiest fishing ports in the world, the whole area buzzed with life. Fishermen, pockets stuffed with cash, practically kept the shops and pubs in business single-handedly. Streets that today make the news for all the wrong reasons once rang with laughter, music, and the clatter of crates full of fish being wheeled from trawler to market. Things changed, as things do, and by 2020 the flats were demolished. In their place? A whisper of a new Grimsby Town football stadium—one of the many whispered stadiums I’ve heard about since roughly the moment I could walk. If Grimsby had been given a new stadium every time someone promised one, the town would have more football grounds than people.

As a kid, going to Nanna’s high-rise felt like a day out. I was obsessed with the lifts. Yes, they stank of stale urine, but that wasn’t the draw. For me, stepping into those metal boxes felt like boarding a rocket. Nanna would lift me up so I could press the button for the top floor—even though she lived on the third. She let me have my space mission, then gently brought me back down to Earth in time for tea, never once complaining about the extra detour, despite the fact the lift juddered in a way that suggested it had opinions about unnecessary stops.

The corridors had their own attractions. The rubbish chutes, for one. We’d drop in bags of potato peelings, empty beer bottles, and tin cans—this was the ‘70s; recycling was a future invention—and wait for the distant clatter as they hit the bins below. But mostly, the chutes were fantastic echo chambers. We’d stick our heads in and shout, or attempt a yodel that would make a Swiss goat flee. The elderly neighbours did not share our enthusiasm. More than once, an older lady in rollers and a dressing gown would burst out of her flat wielding a broom like a medieval weapon—only to spot Nanna, soften instantly, and politely ask if her grandson might ‘keep it down just a smidge, petal’. I never saw anyone command such instant respect armed with nothing but a handbag and a gentle smile.

Inside, the flat was what an estate agent might call ‘bijou’ or ‘compact’, but it had its own cosy charm. Nanna had somehow managed to fit an enormous double bed into the main room—a bed so tall it felt less like climbing in and more like scaling a small hill. It was layered with sheets and blankets and topped with a duck eiderdown so heavy it practically needed a manual handling assessment. Once you were under it, escape required a well-thought-out strategy.

The living room was Nanna’s idea of modern: an Ercol two-seater sofa, a radiogram the size of a small car, and a glass-fronted drinks cabinet that—despite the name—contained no drinks whatsoever. Instead, it held a collection of delicate ornaments that operated under a strict ‘look but don’t even think about touching’ policy. There was a ceramic poodle with a chain lead, a pair of swans fused together at the wing, and one small glass horse that I was certain would shatter if I so much as exhaled near it.

The kitchen was tiny, and I rarely ventured in. Partly because it was Nanna’s territory, and children were definitely discouraged from crossing the border, and partly because you couldn’t get two people in there without one of them having to reverse out. Still, with her permission I’d occasionally squeeze in to grab a biscuit or pour myself a glass of milk, pretending I wasn’t breaking any unwritten kitchen laws. The draining board always had something drying on it—usually a single teaspoon and a Pyrex dish—and the smell of boiled cabbage seemed permanently baked into the wallpaper.

I can’t for the life of me remember what the bathroom looked like, although I’m sure it existed. What I can say with total confidence is that there was no communal toilet or late-night bucket-and-balcony arrangement. If anyone in Bevan House was launching things onto unsuspecting people below, it wasn’t us. The closest thing to airborne danger was the occasional pigeon with an attitude problem.

On top of the occasional visit, I stayed over most Fridays from the time I was born—presumably so my mum and dad could hit the town without a pram in tow. The routine never changed. The moment I was deposited, Nanna would make a pot of tea using a ritual so elaborate it could have been choreographed. The teapot had to be pre-warmed. Loose leaf tea went in, along with half a teaspoon of sugar. Lace doilies were placed on the table. China cups came out. She poured half a cup of tea, tipped it back into the pot, added the milk first (a controversial move), then poured again—this time filling both cups—before finishing with two sugar lumps delivered ceremoniously with her silver-plated sugar tongs.

It all looked terribly refined until you realised the highlight for both of us was slurping the dregs from the saucer, producing noises that would have mortified anyone who’d actually bought into the performance of elegance. Mundane as it all sounds, fifty-odd years later I can still picture it as clearly as if it were last Friday. If I close my eyes, I can even smell the slightly musty sweetness of the doilies, which I’m convinced were older than me and possibly older than my father.

Then came our grand expedition to the fish and chip shop around the corner on Victor Street. The mission: two pieces of haddock—always haddock—and hopefully a free bag of scraps if the fryer was feeling charitable. Nanna, who’d been managing alone since my grandfather died, knew how to stretch every penny. A bag of scraps wasn’t a consolation prize; it was a perfectly sensible alternative to chips. The fryer always seemed to recognise her, greeting her with ‘Evening, Connie, usual?’ as though she were some sort of VIP in the haddock world.

After that, we’d pop into the off-licence for her treat of the week: a bottle of Mackeson stout. You might think we’d rush home to devour our freshly fried treasure, but no—there was a system which didn’t include eating freshly fried haddock; I’ll come to that later. First, she poured her stout into a half-pint glass with the delicacy of someone performing surgery, then came the truly baffling part: she dropped a raw egg into it. I have no idea why. She may have explained it, or she may not have. After seeing it done so often, it just seemed normal. I had my own drink—dandelion and burdock—and pretended it was something equally adult and alarming. I would swirl it dramatically, sniff it as if appraising the bouquet, and take a tiny sip like a miniature connoisseur.

Supper was its own curiosity: thick slices of slightly stale bread soaked in hot, sweetened, full-fat milk. Trust me, it tastes better than it sounds—assuming you can still locate full-fat milk in the wild. I used to watch as the bread slowly sagged and surrendered under the heat, turning into something halfway between pudding and soup. These days it would probably be called a ‘deconstructed dessert’ and sold for nine quid in a gastropub.

Afterwards we’d settle in with the radio. There was a little black-and-white television in the flat, but it was practically ornamental. It just sat there as if it knew the real entertainment was on the airwaves or in the stories Nanna read to me at bedtime. Her voice had a rhythm—soft, unhurried, occasionally veering into sing-song without her realising. Sometimes she’d nod off mid-sentence, leaving me hanging on a cliffhanger about Noddy or some equally pressing literary matter. I’d prod her cheek, and she’d jolt awake insisting she was just ‘resting her eyes.’

Saturday mornings were all about tea and toast. Proper toast from an unsliced loaf, cut into thick doorstop wedges and drowned in real butter. It was heavenly. For this meal, the fancy china stayed in the cabinet and out came the sturdy mugs. China was strictly for afternoon performances. Breakfast was a practical affair, designed for sustenance, not theatre.

Once I’d been scrubbed and dressed to a level Nanna found acceptable, we headed to Freeman Street market. This wasn’t a casual outing—it was a full sensory assault. The place was a riot of sound, colour and people, and as a toddler it felt like entering a gladiator arena made of shouting. I got lost more than once, but so did half the town, judging by the existence of a dedicated lost-children office. I vaguely remember being handed a biscuit once, presumably as a consolation prize for having wandered off yet again.

The stallholders yelled over one another, each determined to out-shout the rest. And then there was Mad Harry. A force of nature. He sold everything from fancy bed linen valued at ‘twenty pounds in the shops, ladies.’ to Capodimonte figurines he’d fling in ‘absolutely free’ if you bought two sets. His pitches were part theatre, part auction, part fever dream, and he had the kind of booming voice that could strip paint.

I loved it. Nanna let me watch for a few minutes before whisking me away just as he was warming up. One time he almost had me convinced I could own a full Action Man set, complete with plastic American jeep, for the jaw-dropping price of one pound. Sadly, I had no pound. Nanna quickly reminded me she didn’t either. Her entire weekly shop didn’t stretch that far, and even if it had, she’d not have spent it on what she called ‘plastic tat.’

Surviving the market, we’d head to a shop called Burgons on Kent Street—the promised land of broken biscuits. In the middle of the shop sat a huge wooden barrel, and the grumpiest man in Grimsby stood guard behind the counter. For one penny, he’d hand over a paper bag and let us fill it to the brim with as many broken biscuits as we could cram in. I’m convinced this activity taught me more about engineering than school ever did. You learned quickly that biscuits with rounded edges were a waste of space; rectangular pieces were the true champions.

Back at the flats, we’d return to our favourite lifts—assuming they were working—and shout down the rubbish chutes for fun, because that’s what passed for entertainment at the time. Eventually lunchtime arrived, which brings us back to the fish from the night before. The haddock was always eaten cold. Not ‘cooled down’—cold. Served with slices of fresh bread so thick they practically required scaffolding.

It never occurred to me to ask why cold fish was superior. That was just how it was done. Years later I discovered cold fried fish is a thing in some Jewish communities. While there’s zero evidence of any Jewish ancestry in the Abbott line, my dad did have what people politely called a ‘Jewish nose,’ though I doubt facial geography has anything to do with culinary traditions. Still, it’s a fun thought, and I sometimes imagine my ancestors unwittingly adopting culinary customs by sheer coincidence.

As Nanna sipped her stout-and-egg cocktail, I drank my dandelion and burdock with all the gravitas of a small boy pretending to be sophisticated. If anyone had walked in, they might have thought we were participating in some sort of eccentric tasting event.

After lunch, the afternoons drifted by in a mix of radio music and card games. Nanna was ruthless at snap. She had a lightning-fast hand and a poker face that suggested she’d honed her skills in the trenches. She never let me win. Not once. She said losing built character, though looking back, I suspect she just enjoyed the thrill of victory.

Before long, my parents appeared for me, but never before we had our final ritual: garlic sausage sandwiches. This was definitely my parents’ contribution, not Nanna’s. She’d never have bought something so modern and exotic. She was happiest with a tub of beef dripping. My mum, meanwhile, thought garlic sausage was a sign we’d moved up in the world. It was our version of continental living.

One final memory always snaps into place with a song. Christmas 1970: Nanna gave me a Mickey Mouse watch and my first seven-inch single—‘In The Summertime’ by Mungo Jerry. I can only assume I’d shown some enthusiasm for it; otherwise it’s a very bold gift choice for a small child in December. I remember holding the vinyl as if it were treasure, tilting it in the light to see the grooves shimmer like magic lines leading to music.

We only had six years together. Six tiny years out of a lifetime. But she left a mark on me that never faded. The memories play in my mind like an old technicolour film—warm, bright, a little worn around the edges. She was kind in that effortless way some people are, the sort of love you feel rather than analyse. I miss her still. I always will.

And I carry her with me—every slurp of tea from a saucer, every broken biscuit, every silly, ordinary moment that somehow became extraordinary. Those small, unremarkable rituals became the scaffolding of who I grew up to be. She taught me that love doesn’t always need grand gestures; sometimes it’s just a cold piece of haddock, a pot of tea, a heavy eiderdown, and the knowledge that someone is utterly delighted you’ve shown up.
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I’ll never get tired of listening to Ian Dury and the Blockheads, and I’ve got him to thank for this memory. It didn’t seem like much at the time, but for some reason, it’s stuck with me. I’ve got a lot of time for the eco-warrior types who are doing their bit for the environment; they put a massive amount of energy into looking after the planet and they don’t usually ask for anything in return. Plus, they really go out of their way to cheer up the rest of us at work when we’re feeling a bit knackered. Even when everything feels a bit grim, they’ve always got these living, breathing projects on the go—bits of abstract art that wouldn’t look out of place in a proper gallery like the Tate Modern.

In the last week at work, this massive pile of recycling has turned into a right masterpiece—a bit of ‘abstract art’ that looked like something Jackson Pollock might have come up with on a bad day. It got to the point where nobody dared touch it, and the thing just kept growing until it practically took over the whole room.
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Through vivid imagery of scorching deserts and
rugged mountains, "Kidist" paints a moving portrait
of our journey. I watched her brave every hardship
before finding peace and freedom. This song
celebrates her incredible resilience and the
unbreakable, father-daughter bond we share—a
powerful testament to the chosen family we’ve
become since the day she first affectionately called
me "Daddy."
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The Victoria line never waits, but for a moment, time stood still. At
Green Park, an off-duty priest—still in his spectacles—blessed their
union over the roar of the tunnel. With a cereal box ring and vows

and "Mind the gap" warnings, the most London wedding imaginable
was complete.
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"Forever Young" is a poignant, autobiographical
reflection on the fleeting nature of existence.
Through a bittersweet lens, the song navigates the
complexities of life, death, and love, lamenting the
rapid passage of time. While it yearns to bottle up
the innocence of lost youth, it ultimately serves as a
powerful celebration of an enduring love that

transcends the years.






