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Looking back
through old photos. We’ve all done it – you’re searching in the
attic for something, or clearing out a wardrobe when you’re moving
- and you find a box. Sometimes it’s marked PERSONAL! in big
letters. For some it’s a mystery as to the contents, you don’t
really remember what’s in it, you haven’t looked inside it for
years. Of course, your curiosity gets the better of you, and you
have to open up the box, and then spend the next few hours adrift
looking at faces you’d not seen in years. Laughing, remembering,
sometimes nearly crying. Short-lived hairstyles come back to haunt
you; clothes modelled on bands now long split up; best friends you
haven’t seen since school; first loves who may now be into their
second marriage.

A simple task
turns into a whole afternoon living in yesteryear. When you could
wear the tightest of jeans, go to clubs dressed in next to nothing,
and you didn’t have a care in the world.

That’s what
Diane was doing, and she came across a photo of Paul. Doing his
best Mick Jagger pose, hat pushed back on his head, shades on. Oh
yes, Paul thought he was every inch the coolest dude in school.
Diane held the picture close for a long time, breaking into a big,
big smile. He was in the year beneath her in the photo, just moved
into town; and back then she was in her last year before going to
university. Because of that, their paths didn’t cross very
often.

One weekend
another pupil’s parents made the mistake of going away for a break,
and leaving their teenage son and daughter in charge of the family
home. Yep – party.

Fifty, maybe
sixty dressed up, made up and slightly boozed up kids descended on
the house. The music got louder, and changed after each track, as
the boys hogging the stereo each wanted to play their favourite
tune of the moment. The odd ornament got knocked over and broken,
the kitchen turned into a sea of empty cans and smuggled bottles,
and half empty glasses started to get used as ashtrays. It was all
pretty good natured though, and when the neighbours came round to
ask for the volume to be turned down, it duly was. On each of the
three occasions they had to come and ask.
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