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For any soul that has ever loved and lost.



2,376: TIME

Time – it winds away silently, consuming us, but does it truly exist? My father once 

asked me that, and now I want you to think about it.

Time as we know it, sorted into units: seconds, hours, days, weeks, years. A lifetime, 

is a human conception, so that isn’t what time is. When we look up at the sky on a 

clear night, we see light from stars that have been dead for billions of years. The past is 

staring back at us, guiding us through the present. What does that tell us about time?

It is elusive and slippery, that’s for sure. Dad would say it’s like trying to hold on to 

water. All you’re left with are wet palms, and eventually even that dries up. You won’t 

remember most of it and I can prove that to you. Think back to this time last week. Where 

were you and what were you doing? Can you remember? Maybe you can, but what about 

ten days ago, two weeks ago, this time last month, or last year? You can’t remember, can 

you? No one can.

The truth is, most of your life, it will just bleed into itself, and that's why you have 

to savour the moments. I don’t mean the big ones; they usually stick around without 

much effort. I’m talking about the everyday stuff like enjoying a nice view, a good meal, 

or conversation. Having a snowball —ght with family or riding bikes with friends. Taking 

a walk with the love of your life or relishing a lie down when the rain is falling outside 

and you are safe and sound, tucked into your blanket. Those moments tooStrust me, 

they are worth so much.
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“hould I tell you something else about time? The biggest trick it plays is convincing 

you that you will have some of it left to spare. You won’t. Time is like rolling a snowball 

up a steep hill. It can feel like it takes ages on the way up, but once you reach the 

topSand I can’t tell you exactly where the top will beSit ”ips and tumbles down faster 

and faster until you’re left scratching your head, asking, Ewhere did it all go?1

Don’t worry, though. This doesn’t mean that time is broken. Time is time. What it does 

mean is that you should be mindful, like right now, wherever you are, however you’re 

experiencing this moment. Now is all that matters because now is the only space from 

which change can be made. The past is done with and the future doesn’t exist yet. The 

present is what we have.

I think that’s what time is then. It’s not the past or the future, but just the present, 

the here and now, this bubble that we are living inside. 2very once in a while remind 

yourself to breathe it all in and ask yourself: how incredible it is to be alive. 



Part One

ARTFUL NARRATIVES



"The wound is the place where the Light enters you."
— Rumi
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The mobile beeps. 
Jase snaps the spacebar, pausing the live news broadcast playing on 

his laptop screen. He picks up his phone from the bed and reads the 
WhatsApp message.

UNC:

Outside i   n

JASE: 

O5

Sliding the phone into his pocket, Jase throws on a jumper and his 
hooded coat. 

The laptop screen displays a still shot of the Prime Minister, hair 
dishevelled, xst raised, his eDpression lost somewhere between stern 
and sympathetic.

‘Mise-en-scène.’ Jase can hear Mr ’eedaIs voice in his head. ‘Every-
thing filmed for the screen is staged, so learn to ask yourself why: why the 
outfit, the lighting, and angle?'
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The Prime Minister is seated at a desk, illuminated from behind by 
a table lamp. To his left, the corner of a xreplace is visible, and on his 
right, not one but two Union Jacks hang limply.

Why two Union Jacks2
Schools will be closed again. That part of the announcement a0ects 

him the most. Mrs Atwood had warned them that this could happen 
before they broke up for Christmas break. What a way to begin 1F1' 
and not a bad omen he hopes.

-rom the shoe rack inside his wardrobe, Jase pulls out his boots 
and slips them on, tucking in the laces instead of tying them. He 
switches o0 the table lamp and heads downstairs, the heels of his boots 
thudding against the new Yoorboards that Steve installed. 

-rom the narrow corridor, he peers into the living room. Mum and 
Steve are seated in their usual spots, eyes glued to the T7.

‘Schools are closed,I Mum announces.
‘O heard.‘
She glances up, noticing that he is dressed to go out. ‘Os Carl out!

side2‘
‘Reah, a few minutes away.‘
She smiles. ‘Have fun.‘ Then looking at the T7, adds. 8At this rate, 

you might not get another chance.‘
‘A bunch of rubbishBI Steve snarls. ‘Tier four, tier xve, who under!

stands these rules2‘
‘Has school emailed2I Mum asks.
‘Not yet.‘
‘Make sure you go online this time. O donIt want to get a call from 

them again.‘
‘O will.‘
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The Prime Minister is saying something about more sacrixces 
needing to be made, which looks like itIs about to set Steve o0. Jase 
holds up his phone. 8See you guys.I

‘Have fun, love.‘
-rom the row of coat pegs in the corridor, Jase pulls his scarf and 

ties it in a knot around his neck. Staring into the mirror, he tries to 
comb his hair with his xngers, annoyed that he didnIt cut it last week 
when he had the chance. Now he will have to bear the dreaded ;ieber 
fringe for9, well, who knows for how long. He sighs and checks his 
pocket for his keys, then opens the door and steps out into the night. 

The air is cool and damp. Vampposts cast triangular spheres of 
light, revealing tree branches and misty driGGle swirling in the air. He 
waits on the pavement. Cramped terraced houses with cramped front 
yards Yank him on both sides. Worth over a million pounds according 
to Steve. Some still have Christmas trees displayed in their living room 
windows. They got rid of theirs two days ago. Holding each end, he 
helped Steve drag it through three streets to the local park, where the 
council had designated a dumping ground.

Phone in hand, as if it were an eDtension of his limbs, Jase opens 
Onstagram. Three new likes on the photo he posted yesterday and one 
comment from Holly.

Love this pic
He responds to her comment with a double tap, then scrolls 

through epic shots of waterfalls and cityscapes, tech reviews, football 
news, photography tips, and of course, memes reacting to the Prime 
Minister.

;oris Johnson, pale!faced, eye sockets darkened, cigar in one hand. 
The caption reading: Tier tenK stay in your daddyIs nutsackB

Ot makes him smile, so he double!taps the screen.
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Headlights peek around the corner and creep towards him. A few 
seconds later, the dented grille of CarlIs Honda Pilot comes to a stop. 
Jase puts his phone away and opens the door.

‘Wa gwan, big man.‘ Carl throws out his hand. ‘Happy birthday.‘
‘Thanks.‘ Jase claps it while moving an empty water bottle from the 

seat. He straps on his belt, noticing the dog with a muGGle in the back. 
8Who do we have here2I

8ThatIs Sally. OIm training her in!house for a few days.I
8How you doing, girl2I He is about to reach out when Carl holds 

his wrist.
8;etter not.I Carl eyes the dog in the mirror. 8SheIs mostly harmless, 

but we had a minor incident.I He lowers the volume on the radio, 
which is broadcasting the Prime MinisterIs public address. 8RouIre o0 
school then.I

8Rup.I
8OtIs okay for some.I
8O actually like school, Uncle Carl.I
8…ight.I Carl nods. 8-orgot. HowIs your mum2I
8qood.I
Carl tilts his head. 8What about good old Steve2I
8HeIs okay.I Jase looks over. 8HowIs the channel2I
Carl smiles. 8Just hit twenty —.I
8ThatIs sickBI Jase pats the pocket that has his phone. 8OIve been 

sharing with my friends.I
8Nice one.I Carl drums the steering wheel with his xngers. 8So, how 

does it feel to be a man, big man2I
He qoogled it the other day. Turning eighteen in the United —ing!

dom means he can now vote, buy alcohol, own a car, and get married. 
He could even get a tattoo if he wanted. He shrugs. 8OtIs okay.I
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8Lkay.I Carl makes a face of dismay. 8’o you know how chu0ed me 
and your dad were when we turned eighteen2 We got garmed up and 
hit the town.I He winks. 8Met a couple of lovely ladies.I

Jase raises his eyebrow. 8’oes Mum know about that2I
8Rour pops behaved himself. Me, on the other hand.I Carl grins, 

then shakes his head as if freeing himself from the memory. He goes 
back to drumming his xngers. 8Anyway, my point is you should be 
psyched.I

8Psyched2I
8Sorry.I Carl glances over. 8What do you kids say these days2I He 

makes an eDaggerated face. 8qassedBI
8—ind of hard to be gassed at the moment, Uncle Carl.I
8Rou know what O mean.I
He does know. As a kid, just thinking about Christmas or his 

birthday could make him giddy with eDcitement, and even trips to the 
cinema or Mc’onald‘s were reasons to jump up in joy. ;ut that was 
in a di0erent time and a di0erent life. 8They donIt call us qen 3 for no 
reason.I

Carl o0ers a sympathetic shrug. 8O get you couldnIt celebrate prop!
erly, but O got something to make up for it.I He motions his head to 
the back seat, his tone turning serious. 8Something special to give you.I

Jase twists his body. The dog, panting softly, sits neDt to a bulging 
rucksack. 8What is it2I

8VetIs park up xrst.I
His eyes linger on the rucksack, then he looks back to the road, 

noticing Uncle CarlIs xngers drumming on the steering wheel. 8Rou 
okay2I

8Me2I Carl lets out a nervous laugh. 8OIm good. Rou good2‘
‘O‘m xne.‘
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They drive in silence, the radio in the background doing all the 
talking. The Prime MinisterIs announcement has ended and now 
the news reporter reads o0 the daily statistics. Thirty thousand new 
infections reported in the past twenty!four hours and over a thousand 
deaths, bringing the toll since March to just over eighty thousand, with 
the global xgure eDceeding two million. Though they are in the middle 
of the storm, the doors coming o0 at their hinges, it feels distant when 
read out like that.

The news shifts to the immunisation rollout programme. LDford 
UniversityIs Astra3eneca vaccine has shown promising results and is 
set to be made available from neDt week. ThatIs when Carl reaches over 
and switches o0 the radio. 

8…ollout begins neDt week.I He nods to himself. 8Things will get 
better.I

OtIs the same thing Mum keeps saying, but dystopian worlds of 
mind control and government surveillance pop into JaseIs head when!
ever talk of the vaccine comes up. 8…emember that xlm, Children of 
Men2I

Carl indicates, then turns right into Aylestone Avenue. 8With Clive 
Lwen.I

8Reah.I
8qood movie that.I
Jase looks out of the window. The houses here are larger, detached 

and spacious, looming imperiously behind iron gates and dim light!
ing. 8Sometimes O wonder if thatIs how the future will turn out. Vike, 
what if somethingIs wrong with the vaccine and it has massive side 
e0ects2I

Carl chuckles. 8Not an eDpert, Jase, but O donIt think vaccines work 
like that.I
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8;ut vaccines are supposed to take years to make.I He read that 
point in an online article two weeks ago.

8Reah, but theyIve thrown everything at this one, including the 
kitchen sink.I

Jase considers this. How much money and resources, eDactly2 He 
will have to qoogle that when he gets home. ‘Are you taking it2‘

8’onIt know.I
Jase grins. 8Thought youId be at the top of the list, you know, 

considering your age and that.I
Carl grins back. 8Lkay, Jason ;ieber, just donIt forget OIll make you 

look foolish on the pull!up bar.I
Jase throws up his hands, conceding the point.
They arrive at Tiverton qreen, a medium!siGed park tucked into an 

a4uent residential neighbourhood o0 —ensal …ise. 
Carl switches o0 the engine, and they get out of the car. The rain 

has increased to a light driGGle, so Jase throws on his hoodie. Carl pulls 
the rucksack from the backseat and straps it on. Sally hops out a second 
later, eager to go. 

They enter through the north entrance. The park is desertedK the 
gentle incline o0ers an unobstructed view of the wet lawn, the rows 
of trees at the far end, the houses along the street, and beyond them 
all, the sprawling city twinkling with lights like a three!dimensional 
circuit board. 

Carl puts Sally on a leash, holding it loosely. They do a 5uick lap 
around the park, talking about CarlIs waiting list of clients, which 
has grown massively over the past twelve months. After years of just 
making ends meet, one viral dog training video6liked, commented 
on and reposted by an A!list celebrity 6changed everything.

8OIm serious about my job o0er,I Carl says, kneeling to undo SallyIs 
leash. 8OIm turning down work at the moment.I
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Jase massages his neck and the knot that mysteriously appears 
whenever the topic of his future comes up. School was a refuge from 
the outside world. While enrolled within its institutional walls, he felt 
safe and didnIt need to make any big life decisions. 8Can you give me 
some more time2I

8Reah, but OIll have to put an ad out soon.I
8Lkay.I
Carl ru4es the dogIs neck. 8RouIve been a good girl. qo on, run 

free.I Sally lowers her head and scurries o0 into the darkness. Carl nods 
towards a bench in the corner, sheltered by the sloping branches of a 
tree. 8Lver there. VetIs move from this rain.I

They make their way through the muddy grass, which s5uelches 
beneath their feet. Carl points towards the fenced!o0 outdoor gym in 
the distance, where they would sometimes train, but is now o0 limits. 

8That didnIt take them long.I Jase says.
8’onIt slack.I Carl knocks him on the shoulder with his knuckles. 

‘Press!ups, sit!ups, s5uats. Three sets of twenty every dayK throw in a 
couple of planks and youIre solid.I

8…oger that.I
8Stop faKng about and get a pull!up bar, will you2I
8Reah, got to sort that.I Jase steps onto the seat of the bench and 

perches on the thin backrest. Carl takes o0 his rucksack, then wipes 
the wet bench with his gloved hand before settling his frame down. 
He unGips the bag and takes out two bottles of beer, dripping with 
condensation. 8We can xnally break bread.I He pops one openK the hiss 
is followed by a wisp of steam.

Jase takes the beerK the cold bottle against his xngertips suddenly 
makes him thirsty. 8ThatIs with food, isnIt it2I

8Rou know what O mean, smart Alec.I Carl opens the second bottle. 
8Now O ain‘t naive to think this is your xrst beer, but itIs your xrst beer 
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with me, so9I He raises his bottle and they clink heads. 8To being all 
grown up.I

Jase takes a sip. The stale taste and smell remind him of a warm 
summer night from two years earlier at Mel EvertonIs house. They 
had xnished their last qCSE eDam, and MelIs parents were away, so 
she invited the class over for an end!of!year party. —endrick Vamar, 
StormGy, and Ed Sheeran blasted from the speakers as his classmates 
lounged around MelIs patioed garden, drinking and smoking, laugh!
ing and chatting about the future. 

He woke the neDt morning feeling like death and hasnIt touched a 
drink since.

Carl puts his hand on JaseIs shoulder. 8…yan wouldIve given any!
thing to be here for this.I

Jase looks down at his boots.
8After you were born, he stopped coming down to the ’ynamite, 

and whenever he did, all he would do was ramble on about you. Spent 
most of the bloody time showing pictures.I

Jase tries to imagine the ’ynamite Corner in the early 1FFFs. 
Smoke drifting in the air as a boDy T7 plays in the background and slot 
machines ring out. Steve in one corner with his drinking pals, Uncle 
Carl in another, ’ad hovering between the two, holding toddler pic!
tures in his hand. 8To ’ad.I Jase raises his bottle, and they clink heads 
for the second time.

They sit in silence, the lawn before them shrouded in darkness, 
eDcept for SallyIs collar blinking blue and yellow in the distance.

8No point dragging this on.I Carl puts his bottle on the bench 
and rummages in his rucksack, this time bringing out a boD. 8Happy 
birthday, Jase. Rour mum said you needed a lens, and the guy in the 
shop said this is a good one.I



A TOME TL VO7E SAMPVE 'M

Jase eDamines the model number. OtIs an eDcellent lens. 8This is 
eDpensive.I

Carl taps the side of the boD. 8O got it second!hand, but itIs got a 
two!year warranty, and the guy promised me he barely touched it.I

8Thanks, Uncle Carl.I He says brightly. 8O love it. This will help me 
get those close!ups.I

8CanIt wait to see them.I
Jase rests the boD on his knees and reads the spec.
8ThatIs not all.I Carl reaches into the bag again. 8O got one more 

thing for you.I He takes out a wrapped object and holds it with both 
hands.

8What is it2I
8This Jase.I Carl pauses. 8Os from your dad.I
8My dad2I
8Reah.I Carl pushes it towards him. 8OtIs yours. Take it.I
Jase puts his bottle down and takes the wrapped object. OtIs rectan!

gular in shape and slightly larger than AM in siGe. He gives it a gentle 
shake. 8What is it2I He repeats.

Carl shrugs. 8O donIt know.I He lets out a long breath that causes his 
entire body to sag. 8O can‘t tell you how long O‘ve been waiting to get 
this o0 my chest.I He takes a swig from his beer and turns to face Jase. 
8O told you that …yan asked me to keep an eye on you.I He places his 
hand on his chest. 8qod knows O tried my best.I

8RouIve been great, Uncle Carl.I
8O hope so.I
8Rou have.I Jase repeats, realising that he has never eDplicitly let this 

be known.
8So, …yan calls me over one day, saying he needs a favour. This was 

around a month before he passed. He hands that over to me.I Carl 
points with his eyes to the wrapped object. 8Never seen him so serious. 
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He made me promise that O would hold on to it until you turned 
eighteen. Made me promise like ten times, and O wasnIt allowed to tell 
anyone, not even your mum.I He shakes his head. 8OIve kept it in a safe 
place all these years. When O got Covid last year, O got so paranoid that 
O ended up making a will and put it at the top of the list.I He takes 
another swig from the bottle, then looks up at the night sky. 8;ut itIs 
done now, and O can xnally relaD.I

Jase tries to swallow, but a lump has formed at the back of his throat. 
The object in his hand suddenly feels heavy. 8Rou donIt know whatIs 
inside2I

Carl wipes his palms on his knees. 8…yan never said, and O never 
asked. O xgured it was between you two. OIve just been keeping it safe 
for you.I

His eyes stay xDed on the object, but his mind has gone blank, as if 
a sinkhole has formed within his brain, swallowing his thoughts.

8…yan went  through a  rough patch when he  got  back  from 
Afghanistan, but he got his life in check. Ot was all going good un!
til9.I Carl pu0s out his cheeks. 8Ot was crap luck, but he took it on 
the chin. Rou all did.I Carl looks at Jase. 8There was a whole load of 
stu0 he wanted to tell you but you were young. O remember he kept 
saying that, so OIm guessing this.I Carl juts his head at the present, 8has 
something to do with that. He just kept repeating over and over. Wait 
until he turns eighteen. Wait until he turns eighteen, and here we are.I

Jase s5ueeGes the object. Ots solidity brings his mind back into focus. 
A wooden boD maybe2 ;ut what could be inside2 8This is craGyBI Os all 
he says.

8Rup.I
He wipes the wrapping paper, smudging the small raindrops. 

8Should O open it now2I
8OtIs up to you.I
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He takes a breath as his hands begin to tremble. 8O donIt know.I
8-orget it then. Vook, letIs head back.I Carl takes one last swig from 

his beer, then empties the bottle onto the wet grass. 8Probably better 
to open it in your room anyway. OtIs been waiting long enough.I

What has2 The 5uestion creeps through but Jase doesnIt want to 
ask it out loud. He nods. 8Lkay.I

Carl stretches his legs out and leans back on the bench, looking 
out to the view of the glittering city tucked behind the leaYess trees. 
The spiralling arch of Wembley Stadium is visible in the distance, 
along with the cityIs other heavyweights6 the Millennium Wheel, ;T 
Tower, and The Shard. 8O miss him.I

Jase puts a hand on CarlIs shoulder. 8O miss him too, Uncle Carl.I
They sit in silence, then Carl says, 8Why was siD scared of seven2I
8’onIt know.I
8;ecause seven eight nine.I
Jase sniggers.
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The Honda pulls up outside 44 Cavendish Way. Jase holds up the 
wrapped object, which has been gripped mr‘ly in both hands the 
entire journey ho‘e. I’kll let you Lnow what ’ mnd.k

Carl bites his botto‘ lip. ISisten, donkt tell your ‘u‘ about this. 
?hekll want to be there when you open it.k

I?oYk
IRou donkt even Lnow whatks inside. ’ Lnew -yan better than anyf

one. He didnkt do things …or no reason.k
Jase turns his whole body. I?hould ’ be'Yk
IThe gi…t was ‘eant …or you,q Carl cuts in,  qnot your ‘u‘. Thatks 

one thing -yan was clear about. He wrote her letters and said what he 
wanted to. This is …or you, so checL it mrst, then decide.k

’t ‘aLes sense but also raises xuestions. He nods with a sigh.
Carl oFers a sy‘pathetic looL. IRou cool, big ‘anYk
How could he beY ’n his hand is so‘ething he never eKpected in 

a ‘illion years. How do you prepare …or so‘ething that you never 
eKpected in a ‘illion yearsY Uorcing a s‘ile, he nods. qReah.q

Carl puts a hand on his shoulder. IAeep ‘e posted.k
IWill do.k Jase gets out o… the car, holding the ca‘era lens under one 

ar‘ and the wrapped gi…t in the other. IThanLs again, Mncle Carl.k
Carl nods. ISaters, big ‘an.k
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I!ye.k He shuts the car door and turns towards the house. His 
roo‘ which …aces the street is darL, and he le…t the curtains undrawn. 
Though he only tooL a couple o… sips o… beer, he can …eel its heaviness 
lingering over his brow.

Et the …ront door, he slides Gadqs present into the inside pocLet o… 
his coat. He wipes his …eet on the door‘at and opens the door xuietly.

IRou scared ‘ezk Ou‘ gasps.
I?orry,k he says, peering in …ro‘ the living roo‘ doorway.
IGidnkt hear you co‘e in.k
IRou taLe your shoes oFYk ?teve asLs, his eyes mKed on the T1 screen, 

which is showing a repeat episode o… Top Near.
IReah.k
IThat was xuicL,k Ou‘ says. IHowks CarlYk
IHeks good.k
?he s‘iles. IWhat do you have thereYk
His …ree hand reaches …or his coat pocLet, where Gadks wrapped gi…t 

is nestled inside. Ou‘ looLs at his pocLet. He de2ects, realising she is 
asLing about the boK in his hand. IMncle Carl got ‘e this sicL lens.k 

IEww.k ?he shi…ts her ga0e. IWhat a wonder…ul present.k
IReah.k He s‘iles.
I—ow you have everything you need.k
qRup.q Jase turns towards the door. IJust gonna wash ‘y hands.k
IGonkt …orget to sing happy birthday to yoursel….q ?teve chucLles at 

the sa‘e joLe he has ‘ade …or the tenth ti‘e.
IThinL ’k‘ gonna get an early night. ’ have classes in the ‘orning.k
IPLay, love, goodnight.k
I—ight.k He heads upstairs with steady steps. ’nside his bedroo‘, he 

throws oF his coat, puts down Mncle Carlks present on the shel…, then 
goes into the bathroo‘ to wash his hands, a habit that has beco‘e 
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auto‘atic over the past …ew ‘onths. While drying his hands, he stares 
at the ‘irror. 

When  he  was  younger,  he  would  eKa‘ine  photos  o…  his  …af
ther3that handso‘e oval …ace with darL …eatures, usually …ra‘ed by a 
weeLks worth o… stubble, then staring into the ‘irror, he would will his 
own …eatures to taLe a si‘ilar …or‘. ’t see‘ed to be worLing because 
people always co‘‘ented on how ‘uch they looLed aliLe, which 
‘ade hi‘ stare longer and harder. 

!acL in his bedroo‘, Jase closes the door. UlicLing on the table 
la‘p, he taLes Gadks present …ro‘ his coat pocLet and sits at the desL, 
loo‘ing over it as i… it were an ancient arte…act. Uive years it has been 
sitting idle, but what could be insideY Pnly one way to mnd out. 

He glances again at the door, then swallows nervously as he turns 
the present on its side. Msing his mngernails, he picLs at the tape until 
he can pull it oF cleanly. The wrapping paper un…olds neatly to reveal 
a wooden boK, just as he suspected. The sur…ace is well polished, with 
a s‘ooth, shiny mnish, and the cover has an elegant engraving o… mve 
concentric circles. He eKa‘ines it in the light, running his mnger over 
each line until he reaches the centre. There is no latch, just a clean 
breaL where the two sides per…ectly align. 

Uingers tingling, he pulls open the cover, leaving it to rest on the 
hinges. ’nside is an envelope with his na‘e on it. He picLs it up and 
untucLs the 2ap, which has been le…t unsealed. He peeLs inside, then 
turns it over, tipping the contents onto the table.

E birthday card.
?o‘e old photographs.
Pne …olded sheet o… paper.
Pne 2ash drive.
He presses his pal‘s against the desL, …eeling and hearing his heart 

thu‘ping in his chest. ?preading out the ite‘s, he picLs up the card 
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mrst. ’t has a si‘ple inL sLetch o… a teenage boy and the words_ Happy 
18th printed in bold letters. He opens it to mnd a m…tyfpound note, 
secured with a paperclip, along with a short ‘essage.

To Jase,
I wish I was there to see you. May all your dreams come true.
Love Dad.
The swell o… e‘otion al‘ost li…ts hi‘ …ro‘ the chair. Vyes closed, 

he runs his thu‘b over the words until the …eeling passes. He puts 
the card down and turns his attention to the photographs, three in 
total. He spreads the‘ out liLe a hand o… cards. The mrst is a very 
old sepiaftoned blacLfandfwhite picture o… Nrandad as a teenager, 
standing outside a house shaded by trees. Pn the bacL, two words5 one 
written in a …oreign script, Mrdu, and the other in Vnglish3Ti‘orf
pura, the na‘e o… Nrandadks town.

He puts it down and picLs up the second photo, which shows Gad 
standing in a si‘ilar pose outside a terraced house. He appears to be 
around the sa‘e age, and the two could easily pass as brothers.

The third picture is a …a‘ily photo. Gad is on the right, Ou‘ on the 
le…t, and a sevenfyearfold Jase stands in the ‘iddle. E wet, sunny day 
in the SaLe Gistrict. He re‘e‘bers when it was taLen5 Gad stopping 
a stranger, asLing i… he wouldnkt ‘ind, the stranger happy to oblige, 
the scent o… da‘p earth and leaves_ he was shivering or is that just hi‘ 
shivering nowY

He picLs up the third ite‘ which is a …olded sheet o… paper with 
a scribbled note that reads, one of my favourites. Jase un…olds it. ?iK 
coloured crayon lines, starting …ro‘ each corner o… the page, converge 
in the ‘iddle to …or‘ a colour…ul and sy‘‘etrical, though slightly 
wonLy, geo‘etric pattern. Es a child, he would see the‘ whenever he 
closed his eyes at night to sleep5 da00ling displays o… electric colours, 
dancing and ‘erging as they 0oo‘ed past in the darLness. ?o‘eti‘es 
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they were so vivid that when he woLe, he was able to recreate the‘ on 
paper.

Jase puts the drawing down and leans bacL in his chair. E tear 
tricLles down his cheeL as he inhales deeply and breathes out a …ull lung 
o… air. There is one ite‘ le…t. He picLs up the Aingston 2ash drive, grey 
in colour with 6;N! printed on the side. 

He reaches over and presses the spacebar, bringing his laptop to li…e, 
then inserts the drive into one o… the ports. E …ew seconds later, a M?! 
icon appears on the desLtop. He clicLs on it to mnd two …olders. With 
a tre‘ble in his hand, he hovers the cursor over the mrst …older and 
doublefclicLs.

Uiles. O94 mles to be precise.
He scrolls down, over thirty mles, each one is nu‘bered, has a title 

and a date. I1logs,k he ‘ur‘urs under his breath. 
He eKits the …older and clicLs on …older two. E password screen pops 

up. He pauses …or a ‘o‘ent, then types in his birthday.
-ejected.
He thinLs …or a while then reaching …or Nrandadks photo, types in 

T’OP-9M-E.
-ejected. 
He tries a couple o… variations, then gives up and refenters …older 

one. ?crolling through the library o… entries, he notices they vary in 
length, ranging …ro‘ three to eighteen ‘inutes long. The mrst video is 
titled.

1idB.Oy7dear7son.B6.:4.;:B8
When he was eight or nine and they were living in their old neighf

bourhood, the council had ‘arLed out a site …or a new playground. 
He would pass it every day on his way to school, watching it taLe shape 
and …eeling eKcite‘ent build. Then, one sunny ‘orning3either a 
?aturday or ?unday3Gad woLe hi‘ up. I’tks ready, son.k
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Jase rises …ro‘ his desL and paces the cra‘ped space o… his roo‘. 
He picLs up his phone and highlights Mnc but doesnkt press the dial 
button. Mncle Carl cankt help hi‘. —o one can. He chucLs the phone 
onto his bed and paces so‘e ‘ore, thinLing he could wait until tof
‘orrow, but that would ‘ean spending the night tossing and turning 
in bed. 

He walLs to the door, ‘aLing sure that it is closed, then sits bacL at 
his desL. He reaches …or his headphones and plugs it into the laptop. 
He hovers the cursor over the mrst video and doublefclicLs. ’t taLes 
a …ew seconds …or the video app to load the mle, and there he is5 Gad 
sitting outside, looLing healthy and strong, stares into the ca‘era 
while his outstretched hand ‘aLes an adjust‘ent. He leans …orward, 
then ‘oves bacL until his …ace and upper body are in the …ra‘e. E 
bacLpacL rests to the side, and there is a notepad on his Lnee, which 
he looLs down at. He clears his throat and speaLs into the ca‘era.

"Hi Jase, 

How are you? Hope this video finds you 

well..."

’t hits hi‘ liLe a Lnee to the gut. -olling the chair bacL, he cru‘f
ples, hands covering his …ace, plunged into the sinLhole that had earlier 
swallowed his thoughts and is now swallowing everything. —othing is 
physical_ the world is blacL and soaLed in tears, but the …eeling passes 
xuicLly, and he …eels hi‘sel… beco‘e solid again. 

He reaches …or a tissue, blows his nose, then …aces the screen with 
renewed resolve. He drags the video bacL to the start and presses play. 
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"Hi, Jase,

How are you? Hope this video finds you 

well. It must be strange, it’s strange for 

me too, but drastic situations call for 

drastic actions. I get it, videos from 

beyond the grave is a bit clichéd but you 

know me, I like a good cliché.

Woke up at dawn and felt like going for 

a run. Can’t remember the last time I did 

either, but I might as well make the most 

of it while I can. The doctor said I don’t 

have much time. 

Do you still come to this place? I 

remember the first time I brought you. 

It’s changed since then. I don't know if 

this will be here when you’re watching 

this, but I’m leaving it for you anyway.

So, where do I begin? If you’re watching 

this, Carl has given you my present. I 

don't know how it’s going to play out, 

but you’re hearing my words, and that’s 

the most important thing.

It’s been a long time for you, so let 

me remind you; I love you, son. You and 

your mum mean everything to me. Love is 

one of those strange things in life that 

can bring you joy and pain equally. No 
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one is guaranteed to find it, so if you 

do, you’re lucky.

What else?

Happy birthday, of course. Look at you, 

eighteen years old and all grown up. 

Man, I wonder what you look like. You’re 

probably taller than me, right? There are 

so many questions I want to ask, but I 

can never know the answers, so is there 

any point?

Keep it positive, Ryan.

Let me tell you how I remember you. 

Wide-eyed, that’s what pops to mind. When 

we went somewhere new, I loved watching 

your eyes take it all in, then came the 

questions, always the questions. It made 

me want to see the world how you did. 

I hope you’re still that curious. Never 

stop asking questions. 

You’re shy, but only at the start. Once 

you get going, well, you remember the 

incident at Thorpe Park.

Lastly, you’re strong, stronger than you 

know. When we told you the news, I saw 

the pain in your eyes, but you held it 

together for your mum, for me. 

The hardest thing is knowing that I’m 

going to leave you guys but when I look at 

you, I get this feeling, everything will 
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be okay. That’s the best gift that you 

could ever give me.

How is your mum? I hope she’s healthy 

and happy and getting on with her life. 

You’re probably wondering if you should 

tell her about this. I can’t answer that, 

Jase. I’m dead, so it doesn’t make sense 

I have a say.

I’m dead.

Wow!

I’m dead.

Keep it together, Ryan.

Anyway, it’s your decision, and I trust 

you’ll make the right one.

So, what’s this about? That’s probably 

your main question. I’m not fully sure. 

Like I said, I don’t know how this will 

play out, but I had to do something. 

The future, this cancer will rob me of 

it, and of watching you grow up. We think 

we have time. It made me so depressed and 

angry, but then I got an idea. It doesn’t 

have to be like that. Okay, I won’t get 

to see you grow up, but I can have my 

say. I can tell you some of the things 

I would've told you if I were around and 

you can see me at least, even if I can't 

see you. 

You know that saying about your life 

flashing before your eyes before you 
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die? It’s been happening to me, but it’s 

not a flash; it’s more like drips and 

drabs. It’s hard to explain, my dreams 

are clearer than ever and sometimes when 

I’m waiting, it happened the other day in 

the coffee shop, it’s like time slows down 

and I get these intense bursts, memories 

from the past, playing out in front of 

my eyes in perfect detail. It has let me 

take stock of my life. That’s what I’ve 

been doing these last few weeks, really 

taking stock and it made me realise that 

I have so much to share with you.

I lost my dad when I was ten. Jesus... it 

feels like history is repeating itself. I 

felt cut off from him and his world after 

that, then we moved from Birmingham, and 

that was it. 

There was so much about him I never knew. 

I don’t want that to happen to you. You’re 

older than I was, but we still haven’t had 

enough time. There’s a whole side of you, 

Jase that you don’t know anything about, 

but it’s important you do. Important for 

you and me, and there are other things, 

messy and complicated things. I don’t know 

how this will play out, but I had to do 

something.

I’ll be honest in these recordings; 

that’s  the  only  way  this  will  work. 
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Tragedies can blind people, making them 

remake memories in the perfect way. I want 

you to know who I am, uncensored and from 

me. 

It might get hard and even feel like 

a burden, but you need to stick with me 

until the end. Make that promise to me, 

Jase, you’ll stick with me until the end, 

no matter what you hear.

I’m a bit nervous about this thing, so 

let me stop before I start rambling. I’ve 

said enough and there is so much more to 

tell you, but all in good time. 

One final thing before I go and I need 

you to know this, Jase, really know it.

I would never have left you guys if I 

had a choice. Never." 

The screen goes blanL. Jase pulls out his headphones and inhales 
deeply as i… sur…acing …or air. His thoughts swirl, scattered thinly across 
ti‘e and space and ‘e‘ories that are starL and punchy and invasive. 
He stands and paces in a circle, aware o… the thudding noise his …ootf
steps are ‘aLing on the 2oorboards. Gad looLed strong and healthy, a 
…ar cry …ro‘ the i‘age that is burned into his ‘e‘ory, gripping hi‘ 
now.

E hospital bed, a thin ‘an with sunLen eyes beneath the covers, 
beeping ‘achines and ‘onitors in the bacLground3 the sound e…f
…ects o… death. E …ew days later, at ho‘e, sitting at the dining table 
eating noodles with Ou‘. The phone rings, they eKchange glances, 
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Ou‘ answers, a hand goes up to her ‘outh, then she collapses to the 
2oor.

Jase shudders as the ‘e‘ory LicLs …eelings into the air liLe dust, and 
suddenly he is bacL there, mve years ago, stranded and powerless, as i… 
no progress has been ‘ade at all. He sits on the bed, but the weight 
…orces hi‘ to lie 2at on his bacL, ar‘s at his sides, grie… cocooning hi‘ 
…ro‘ the world yet so‘ehow oFering co‘…ort. Tears roll down both 
cheeLs, and …or the mrst ti‘e in years, he doesnkt try to hold the‘ bacL.



4

The distant wail of a siren.
I would never have left you guys if I had a choice. Never.
Dad!
Jase jerks upright, the phone alarm blaring beside him. He swipes 

it oc and drops his head baqk onto the pillow, syuinting while trNing 
to grip the images from the dream. ?ot onlN images but shapes and 
qolours, rippling through his mind in kaleidosqopiq qonqentriq qirqles. 
Through the fog, he reqalls a plaNground, the one the qounqil built 
outside their old Wat, or was it a dicerent oneI He was on a swing 
or was it a seesawI …ords were shared. ’t was something aboutv 
something aboutv

Notepad.
Jase opens his eNes, notiqing the morning light qreeping through the 

qurtains. He doesn‘t remember falling asleep.
Notepad.
The word lingers like the afterglow of a bright Wash. Dad was 

holding a notepad in the Aideo. …as he holding one in the dreamI
M?otepad,‘ Jase mutters the word under his breath, hoping his 

mind will make a qonneqtion through the murk. ?othing.
The phone beeps three times. Half abandoning the thought, Jase 

wipes the qrust from his eNes and piqks up his mobile. The sqreen is 
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staqked with notiYqations. xliqking them awaN, he opens his sqhool 
email to Ynd three messages from three subjeqt teaqhers, all Wagged red 
with prioritN. He opens the Yrst from Or Bhalil, his business teaqher, 
and reads,

MDear students, please note that qlasses will resume as usual, blah, 
blah, go oAer term plan and arrange work sqhedule, blah, blah. :ours 
sinqerelN, Or Bhalil.‘

He reads through the neUt two emails, whiqh saN the same thing. 
Sast Oarqh, when it was announqed that sqhools would qlose for the 
Yrst loqkdown, all the students qelebrated. Then Laster break qame 
and went, and so did Half Term and still no sqhool. The nights and 
daNs blurred into a requrring stream of mundane aqtions and soon it 
stopped being fun. 

He was glad to return in 3eptember, and the Yrst term of his Ynal 
Near of sqhool had gone well. He qaught up on his work, hung out with 
his friends and got to see HollN eAerN daN. Cut here theN are againR one 
step forward, two steps baqk.

Efter qonYrming reqeipt of the emails, Jase qheqks …hatsEpp. Two 
messages from 2nqle -arl.

2?-R

Did    uope in 

tCaa il fu   eppd nu ycCnh

Two messages from Endre.

E?DGLR
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.u   lieiYc ncp cuaidCf suwrk

sCeC du YC?p CwwCemp?pen CY aCYn ni?ph

Vne hundred and twentN5siU messages on the Xamerzs Sife Xroup. 
Eyeel and -laNton argue oAer the 134 Aersus the new —boU. Gaj plaNs 
it neutral while Jermaine makes a qase for ?intendo. Oartin, as usual, 
fans the Wames.

Cing! The phone lights up with a new message.

HVSS:R

gCrpf sCrpf 

W    yu?iem ueaiep luw yaCYY

JE3LR

giaa R ncpwp

HVSS:R

buLpafv Yor ncpe 

JE3LR 

tuua

During last loqkdown, theN spent most of Ors …aNlon‘s online 
Lnglish lessons qhatting on …hatsEpp. ’t was their Aersion of eU5
qhanging notes in qlass, onlN with a 6ero perqent qhanqe of getting 
qaught, whiqh oddlN neAer took awaN from the thrill.
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M’‘ll see Nou after the holidaNs.‘ …ere her Ynal words to him before 
theN broke up for -hristmas. …ho knows when he will see her now.

This cancer has robbed me of having a future, I won’t let it rob me of 
having my say.

Jase drops the phone, the weight of last night suddenlN pressing 
heaAilN on him. …hat does it all mean, and what is the point of anN5
thingI He qloses his eNes as the droning tinnitus stirs inside his head.

M?o!‘
He throws oc the blanket and in one Wuid motion, hops out of bed 

and drops to the Woor, palms pressed against the qarpet. MVne, two, 
three, four, YAe, siU, seAen.‘ He struggles with eight, stops at nine, and 
loses resolAe bN ten. 

Caqk on his feet, he is energised enough to resist the temptation 
of his bed and strips down to his boUers. He had fallen asleep in his 
qlothes again. Damp bathrobe wrapped tight, he shiAers his waN to 
the downstairs bathroom, thinking about HollN‘s message and the 
qonAersation theN will haAe to power him forward.

He relieAes himself in the toilet. The paqkets of toilet roll staqked to 
one side make him grin. 3teAe must haAe gone shopping late last night.

During the national toilet paper qrisis last Oarqh, he and Oum 
droAe around for hours in searqh of the one qommoditN that had 
beqome as rare as preqious gems. Es a last resort, he went online and 
tNped into the trustN Xoogle searqh engine.

…here qan ’ buN toilet paperI
To his surprise, a list of liAe threads appeared. 3ifting through the 

messages, he disqoAered that Sidl in -riqklewood had toilet paper.
zThat‘s not far from here,‘ Oum said.
MThis message was sent four minutes ago.‘ He showed her the mes5

sage. M3aNs theN‘re restoqking.‘
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Mxantastiq.‘ Oum stepped on the gas. Xoogle Oaps said twelAe 
minutes, but she got them there in nine and a half. 

TheN parked up and headed for the entranqe, feeling as if theN 
were on a treasure hunt. The doors slid open to bright lights, messN 
Woors, and beeping qashier registers. TheN approaqhed a member of 
stac who direqted them to aisle Yfteen without being asked a yuestion. 
2pwards, theN ambled  past emptied shelAes of pasta and qanned goods 
until theN reaqhed aisle Yfteen, whiqh was oAerWowing with qustomers. 
The woman in front of them turned with a smile and said, MtheN‘re just 
bringing out another batqh.‘

MXreat!‘ Oum returned the smile, then turned to faqe him. M1erfeqt 
timing.‘

M:up.‘ He felt pleased with himself.
The baqk door opened, and a member of stac dragged out a pallet 

on a trolleN. The qrowd began to stir and something in the air qhanged. 
…hen the worker manoeuAred the pallet onto the shop Woor, thatzs 
when it happenedR pandemonium. 

The qalm single Yle erupted from all sides as people rushed for the 
pallet, sqooping up four, YAe paqks of toilet paper, shoAing them under 
their armpits and running oc without shame. ’t was like a feeding 
fren6N from one of those nature doqumentaries.

3team from the shower indiqates that the water has heated up. 
Jase loads his toothbrush with paste, then shedding the bathrobe, 
steps into the small qubiqle. He brushes his teeth AigorouslN, using 
the shower water to gargle and spit. Head beneath the deluge, the hot 
water blasts awaN anN last residue of sleep. The dream is now a qom5
plete blur, but notepad lingers in his mind. OaNbe he needs to Ynd the 
notepad that Dad used. OaNbe it qontains important information, like 
the password for folder two. Dispensing shower gel, he yuiqklN washes 
his bodN. …hat‘s in folder two, and whN does it haAe a passwordI
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I would never have left you guys if I had a choice. Never.
That droning tinnitus returns, like the distant purr of giant tur5

bines Aibrating through his skull. He reaqhes for the red tap and twists, 
qutting oc the hot water supplN. The drop in temperature is slow, then 
sudden. He stands against the iqN deluge, Ysts and teeth qlenqhed until 
the droning inside his head fades and he qan feel the Woor againQqold, 
hard, and wet against the soles of his feet.

MDeAon, DeAon, are Nou there, DeAonI‘ Ors …aNlon‘s eUpression 
shifts from probing to annoNed until she realises she is on qamera and 
forqes a smile. M’ guess another one bites the dust.‘ 3he leans forward, 
her faqe growing larger on the laptop sqreen. M3andra, are Nou thereI‘

The noise of statiq is followed bN 3andra‘s mu"ed Aoiqe. M:es, Oiss.‘
MXood, qan Nou answer the yuestion, pleaseI‘
M…hat‘s the yuestion again, OissI‘
The sigh from Ors …aNlon is yuiqklN disguised. M…hat is Diqkens 

trNing to qonAeN with his desqription of Thomas XradgrindI‘
Oore statiq, this time sounding suspiqiouslN like a pieqe of paper 

being qrumpled up neUt to the miq, then 3andra‘s Aoiqe. MDidn‘t qatqh 
that. ’‘m haAing problems with the sound.‘

MGight.‘ Ors …aNlon keeps her qomposure. MVf qourse Nou are.‘

JE3LR 

,uop Ycp dueHn CYr ?ph 

DueHn pLpe res scCn ycConpw spwp wpCdiemh
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HVSS:R 

bua 

MHollN.‘ Ors …aNlon saNs in a resigned Aoiqe. M-an Nou answer, 
pleaseI‘

JE3LR 

ʼ Rpn fu   C Yycuua a  eyc

ʼ’ yCeHn mpn cpw nu yauYp cpw pfpY Ced sciYopw 
fpY airp aCYn ni?p

HVSS:R 

DpCa 

HollN‘s Aoiqe, qlear and qomposed qomes through the laptop 
speakers.

MThrough the qharaqter of Thomas Xradgrind, Diqkens is qonAeN5
ing the eceqt of industrialisation. This qan be seen in how the students 
under his tutelage desqribe things. xor eUample, the boN Cit6er and his 
meqhaniqal desqription of a horseR 89uadruped. XraminiAore. xortN 
teeth, twentN5four grindersv.0z

Ors …aNlon qloses her eNes and nods, repeating, zNesz to herself.

JE3LR 

ʼ’ sie

buurY airp YcpHY CRu  n nu I
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HVSS:R 

buuuua

MThat‘s eUaqtlN right,‘ Ors …aNlon eUqlaims onqe HollN is done. 
Mxabulous answer.‘ 

JE3LR 

U  opwYnCwh 

HVSS:R 

,us ?Cef Yycuua a  eycpY 

Du    usp ?p eus

JE3LR 

Ocu  mcn sp spwp YnCwniem lwu? S

HVSS:R 

DideHn Cmwpp nu ncCn

JE3LR  

OcCnHY YiT ncpe

HVSS:R 

ʼ’ Rpnnpw owCf sp mu Rr Yuue

0n nciY wCnp
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.u  Haa Rp R  fiem ?p a  eyc

Oiaa ncp ped ul Yycuua

Ors …aNlon looks at her watqh. TheN haAe ten minutes left, but 
most teaqhers are happN to end qlasses earlN. 3he mentions the pages 
to read for the neUt lesson, then sets an assignment with a deadline. 
Jase jots down the keN points on his whiteboard. Ors …aNlon wishes 
eAerNone a good daN, then signs oc the qall, making the sqreen go blank.

HVSS:R 

gcCn du fu   cCLp epTnk 

JE3LR 

x lwpp opwiudY

HVSS:R

 b  yrf fu  

ʼ cCLp C du  Rap duYp ul Aw tueauev fCf

JE3LR 

,in ?p   o il fu   mpn Ruwpd 

HVSS:R 

giaa duh 2unnC muh DCdHY yCaaiem

JE3LR 

Uor aCnpw
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HVSS:R

U  wp T

Jase puts his phone down and sqans the timetable on his desk. 
Oedia and xilm 3tudies starts in ninetN minutes, but he will giAe it 
a miss and get the notes from Endre. Their deal last loqkdown was 
to attend qlasses on alternating daNs and share notes. HollN wouldn‘t 
approAe.

3wiAelling on his qhair, the bed and its rumpled blanket entiqe him 
baqk to sleep. He resists and swiAels baqk, eNeing the wooden boU on 
his desk. He strokes the qoAer, feeling eAerNthing from last night ripple 
through his mind and bodN.

There’s a whole side of you, Jase, that you don’t know anything about, 
but it’s important that you do. 

2nqle -arl‘s unopened present on the shelf qatqhes his eNe. ’t had 
qompletelN slipped his mind. TheN spoke on …hatsEpp earlier. 2nqle 
-arl didnzt haAe a qlue about the password for folder two but thought 
it would qome up in one of the Aideos, whiqh made sense.

Jase stands and using his house keN, quts open the boU, whiqh has 
been sealed with brown tape. He pulls out the instruqtion manual 
and the lens, notiqing that it has a niqe weight to it. He eUamines the 
sturdN build, feeling the urge to get outside and unleash it on the 
qitN. 3omewhere eleAated would be ideal, so two spots spring to mindR 
1rimrose Hill or Goundwood 1ark. Coth are qlose enough to qNqle to 
and ocer panoramiq Aiews of Sondon.

Then therezs Xabrielzs 1ier, but that would mean going into -en5
tral. Sifting the lens to his right eNe, he imagines the heart of the qitN. 
Sights, qamera, aqtion. Cuildings and bridges, staggered in qontoured 
laNers, the syuare frames of their windows dusting the sqene with Wares 
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of illumination. End penetrating through it all, the dark qurrents of 
the GiAer Thames, slithering like the leatherN baqk of a giant serpent. 

The aroma of qocee drifts into his room, followed bN the sounds 
of tinkering from the kitqhen. Jase puts the lens down and heads 
downstairs. 

The liAing room door is qlosed, but 3teAe qan be heard on the 
phone. ’t will be oc5limits until 7 p.m. when 3teAe logs oc work.

MOorning,‘ he saNs, inhaling the aroma of freshlN brewed qocee.
MXood morning,‘ Oum replies, not taking her eNes oc the tablet in 

her hand. The mug beside her billows steam. MDid Nou go onlineI‘
MJust Ynished double Lnglish.‘
MHow was itI‘
MVkaN.‘
3he glanqes up. M’t won‘t be for long. Do Nou want a qupI‘ 3he 

gestures towards the qocee maqhine.
M’‘ll get it.‘ He piqks up a mug from the raqk and pours in the hot, 

dark liyuid, adding some milk and a spoonful of sugar. -ocee has 
grown on him oAer the past Near. Et Yrst, it was the noAeltN, a sNmbol 
of being all grown up, but now he enjoNed the taste, although he still 
qouldnzt stomaqh it without milk and sugar.

Oum qliqks her tongue. M’t‘s kiqking oc in Emeriqa.‘
MEgain.‘
3he shakes her head. MTrump is refusing to leaAe.‘ Her lips moAe as 

she reads on.
He doesn‘t remember her being so into politiqs when Dad was 

around. 3he took a strong stanqe against CreUit, forqing him and 3teAe 
to attend two protests, and she watqhed the CSO marqhes in Emeriqa 
with foqused attention. …hen a poliqe oPqer knelt on Xeorge xloNd‘s 
neqk for eight minutes and fortN5siU seqonds, she qalled 2nqle -arl and 
qried about the injustiqe.



E T’OL TV S’PL 3EO1SL “K

MDo Nou want some toastI‘
M?o, ’ had qereal earlier.‘ He sits on the stool bN the benqh and sips 

his qocee.
I want you to know who I am, uncensored and from me. 
…hat did Dad mean bN thatI
MOum.‘
M:es, loAe.‘ Her eNes remain YUed on the tablet.
M:ou know the letters that Dad left Nou.‘
3he looks up. M…hat about themI‘
MLrrm.‘ Her ga6e is strong and he wonders irrationallN if she knows. 

OaNbe Dad mentioned it to her. M…as just thinking about them.‘
MHe had a waN with words.‘
MThat‘s what 2nqle -arl said.‘
3he glanqes up.
MSast night.‘ He pauses. M…e were talking about Dad andv umv‘ 

He qould tell her now.
3he giAes him a pu66led look. M:es.‘
MEnd how we miss him!‘
MVh.‘ 3he laNs down the tablet and walks oAer to him, resting her 

hand on his shoulder. MHe would‘Ae giAen anNthing to see Nou grow 
into suqh a handsome Noung man.‘ 3he sighs, and the weight of it, 
transferred through her hand, settles on his shoulder.

Dad recorded some videos for me. Let’s watch them together.
That‘s what he wants to saN but instead replies, M’ wish he was here.‘
3he kisses him on the side of the head. MHe would be so proud of 

Nou.‘
MTell me something about him.‘
3he sits on the stool beside him. MSike whatI‘
He shrugs. MEnNthing.‘
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3he rests her qhin on her hand and looks up, nodding to herself. 
MGNan used to bakeI‘

M…hatI‘
M:eah,‘ she saNs yuietlN.
MGeallNI‘
E nod.
M?eAer knew that.‘ He leans forward, intrigued.
MHe worked at this bread faqtorN for a while. TheN used to supplN 

baked goods to qafQs.‘
M…hen was thisI‘
M:ou were Noung, around four or YAe.‘
M…hat did he bakeI‘
zEll sorts of things.‘ 3he pauses as an unqlear eUpression qrosses her 

faqe.
He lets out a laugh. MHow qome ’‘m onlN hearing about this nowI‘
3he shrugs but doesn‘t ocer an answer. ’nstead, she saNs, Mhe was 

good at it.‘
M…hN did he stopI‘
3he qonsiders the yuestion, then shakes her head as if dismissing a 

thought. MHe got busN with other things.‘
’t doesn‘t eUplain anNthing, but there is something in her tone. 

M…ish ’ qould haAe tasted his baking.‘
3he staNs silent, staring into open spaqe. He lets her linger there, 

wanting more details but sensing her hesitation. 3he didn‘t hide her 
pain but neAer let it take oAer, at least not in his presenqe. LAen at the 
funeral. Her eNes streamed tears, Net her Aoiqe remained steadN as she 
qoordinated the mourners and funeral arrangements.

MDo Nou eAer wonder...‘ He pauses, thinking how to frame the 
yuestion. M’f it will eAer go awaNI The feeling, ’ mean.‘
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3he does that thing with her lips when thinking about something 
deeplN. M’ don‘t know. ’t‘s been oAer YAe Nears, and ’ think about him 
eAerN daN.‘ 3he smiles. MEnd to be honest, ’ don‘t want to stop, so a part 
of me hopes not.‘ 3he syuee6es his shoulder and repeats, Mhe would be 
proud of Nou.‘

He opens his mouth then pauses.
You need to stick with me until the end. Make that promise to me.
Why would Dad need him to promise?
3he tilts her head eUpeqtantlN. M:ou okaN.‘
He nods.
3he reaqhes oAer and using her thumb, rubs beneath his right eNe. 

MThought Nou went to bed earlN. :our eNes are red.‘
3omething in her tone triggers that swell of emotion from last 

night. His eNes water.
M…hat‘s wrong, JaseI Don‘t worrNR this loqkdown won‘t last foreA5

er.‘
M’ know. ’‘m Yne.‘ He stands and blinks rapidlN. MOust be the 

onions.‘
3he qhuqkles. M…hat onionsI‘
M’‘m Yne,‘ he repeats, wiping his eNes with the baqk of his hand. M’ 

should get baqk online.‘
MVkaN.‘ 3he nods. M’‘ll be making lasagne for lunqh. …ill leaAe it on 

the stoAe, so help Nourself.z
MVkaN.‘
M’‘ll probablN pop down to see Nour aunt and gran before loqkdown 

starts for real.‘
MXiAe them mN loAe.‘ He leaAes the kitqhen. xrom the qorridor, 

he qan hear 3teAe ranting about a spreadsheet that wasn‘t formatted 
properlN.
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Caqk inside his room, Jase leans against the door. He needs to get a 
hold of himself. He wipes his eNes again and sits at the desk, thinking 
about the storN he just heard. Dad used to bake. How qome he didn‘t 
know thatI He glanqes at the Wash driAe protruding from his laptop. 
…hat else doesnzt he knowI

He snaps the spaqebar, bringing the laptop sqreen online. Vn 
:ouTube, he sqans the algorithmiqallN tailored seleqtion of Aideos for a 
distraqtion. He watqhes a photographN tutorial, then halfwaN through 
switqhes to a Aideo game reAiew of Emongst 2s. Two Aideos later, he 
piqks up his phone and qheqks …hatsEpp. 

KFé messages in the Xamerzs Sife group. Eyeel and -laNton‘s de5
bate about the 134 Aersus —boU has eUpanded into a qomparison 
between 3onN and Oiqrosoft. Jermain isn‘t giAing up his argument for 
?intendo. 

HaAing nothing to add, he switqhes to the qhat with HollN, re5read5
ing their qonAersation from the morning, measuring his responses, 
hoping theN sounded qool and wittN to her. He wishes she would 
message him now and thinks about messaging her. …hat he reallN 
wants is to see her, but that isn‘t happening anNtime soon. 

He puts the phone down and stares at the wooden boU. There‘s no 
point trNing to ignore it. He rubs the surfaqe, then Wiqking it open, 
goes through eaqh item again, wondering if theN are qonneqted to the 
Aideos. He remoAes the YftN5pound note from the qard and the familN 
photo, then puts eAerNthing baqk inside the boU.

He turns to the laptop and minimi6ing the :ouTube window, 
qliqks the 23C iqon and opens the seqond folder. The password sqreen 
stares baqk at him. He tNpes in ?VTL1ED

Gejeqted.
He thinks for a moment. TV ’?x’?’T: E?D CL:V?D
Gejeqted.
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He drums his Yngers on the table. 2nqle -arl is rightR it will most 
likelN qome up in one of the Aideos. He eUits folder two and enters 
folder one, his heart rate speeding up as he sqrolls through the list of 
entries, trNing not to linger on the titles or infer anN meaning. He plaNs 
Aideo one again. 

’t‘s earlN morning, but Dad‘s eNes are full of life. He is at 1adding5
ton Casin, sitting on a wooden deqk faqing the qanal. His hand is busN 
marking something on the benqh.

"I don't know if this will still be here 

when you're watching these videos but I'm 

leaving it for you anyway…"

Jase pauses the Aideo. …hat did Dad leaAe for himI E messageI 
’nstruqtions about the passwordI He knows both are unlikelN, but the 
room suddenlN feels qlaustrophobiq. 

He qloses the Aideo and folder, then dragging a boU around folders 
one and two, transfers eAerNthing from the Wash driAe to his laptop‘s 
hard driAe. ’t takes a few minutes, so he signs into Xoogle DriAe and 
onqe the folders are qopied, uploads them from the hard driAe to the 
qloud. ?ow he has multiple baqkups. He ejeqts the Wash driAe, puts it 
baqk into the wooden boU, and stows the boU deep in his desk drawer. 
…hile the Yles upload to the qloud, he piqks up his phone and messages 
Endre.

JE3LR 
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Mun yu?iem ueaiep luw ?pdiCh 

Uped ?p eunpY oaGh ʼNaa yuLpw    z n??w

He qhanges qlothes, throwing on jogging bottoms, a hoodie, and 
blaqk trainers. Vnqe the Yles are sequred on the qloud, he logs into 
Xoogle DriAe on his phone and downloads the neUt three Aideos. He 
folds the YftN5pound note and slips it into his wallet. Es for the familN 
photo, he puts that inside his battered qopN of Hard Times. Caqk 
on his phone, he opens Oaps and punqhes in 1addington Casin. '“ 
minutes.  

MJust going for a ride, Oum,‘ he saNs, popping his head into the 
kitqhen.

M…hat about qlassesI‘
M’‘m done for the daN.‘
MElreadN.‘
M1rettN muqh.‘
3he giAes him a sqeptiqal look, but he doesn‘t Winqh. 3he rolls her 

eNes. MSunqh will be on the qounter.‘
MThanks.‘ He blows her a kiss. M3ee Nou in a bit.‘
MGide safelN.‘
M…ill do. CNe
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“Turn right on to Brondsbury park”
The terrain is oat sJ dase sits Jn the sall,eg ,ettinb the kime lJ fJst 

Jw the .JrmI ’tys a fi,l lau wJr dan;aruc wrabfents Jw a k,;e smu preev 
thrJ;bh p,J;ls that are ,auerel in .isvu wJ,ls Jw breusg .hites anl eNen 
sJfe ue,,J.sI zJ. J;t in the Jveng v;ll,el streets anl the hJrixJn 
e?vanlinb in a,, lireptiJnsg he ,ets his finl .anler tJ wJ,ler t.Jg 
.hatys insile anl .hu the vass.Jrl! zJtevalW Ai,, ’ neel tJ Dnl it! 
‘nl .hat lil Cal fean ku BpJfv,ipatel!y PJ;,l the enbraNinb sti,, 
ke there!

“At the roundabout, continue straight for eight hundred meters”
The terrain livs as SrJnlesk;ru Rarm kepJfes Qa,;sk;ru :Jalg 

the fain thJrJ;bhware intJ the neibhkJ;rhJJl Jw é;eenys RarmI The 
kime vipms ;v sveelI dase stanlsg hJNerinb his Dnbers JNer the krame 
,eNers as resilentia, hJ;sinb biNes .au tJ pJfferpia, J;t,ets4 a bufg 
sJfe shJvsg pawHsg hairlressersg a kJJmshJvg anl a,, the Jther afenities 
that inoate narrJ. terrape hJ;ses ,ime MM PaNenlish Aau tJ JNer a 
fi,,iJn vJ;nls 

SeevW
Oe fJNes as a si,Ner SUA sveels vastg Jn,u tJ s,J. lJ.n at the 

traYp ,ibht ahealI 
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dase xibxabs his .au tJ the wrJnt anl seeinb it p,ear in kJth lirepV
tiJnsg shJJts thrJ;bh the ,ibhtsg baininb ,eNerabe Jn the SUAI Ois 
kest riles are .hen he is in pJnstant fJtiJng b,ilinb thrJ;bh Nehip,es 
anl velestrians .hi,e his weet neNer tJ;ph the brJ;nlI 

"Slight left onto Carlton vale B/413"
Oe ibnJres the lireptiJn anl heals straibht awter the Uarms j 

Qvenperys Jn the pJrnerI 
"After one hundred meters, at the roundabout, take first exit"
Oe s.inbs ,ewt intJ Qhir,anl :JalI Tibht,u varmel pars anl qJnlJn 

stu,e SrJ.nstJne hJ;ses ,ine the vath ;v tJ Uaila 'a,eI Oe h;nmers 
lJ.ng p,ipms ;v a we. bears anl sveels thrJ;bhg the pJJ, .inl stinbinb 
his euesI 

“Turn left into Clifton Villas and at the second roundabout take 
third exit” 

Oe s,J.s lJ.n thrJ;bh Aar.ipm ‘Nen;e as the pana, eferbes G;st 
JNer the krilbe .ith a s;rbe Jw breen arJ;nl itI 

“You have arrived at your destination”
dase lisfJ;nts at qitt,e 'enipe anl tames J;t his eark;lsI Pup,inb 

has .arfel hif ;vg sJ he ;nxivs his GapmetI R;shinb the kimeg he enters 
the pana,I QE;a.minb seab;,,s hJNer in the airg anl tJ his ,ewtg there is 
a sfa,, is,anl .ith a .i,,J. treeg its .itherel kranphes lanb,inb JNer 
the .ater ,ime leal hairI 

Oe mnJ.s the pana, .e,, kepa;se their J,l oat ;sel tJ ke ne?t tJ 
itI Aest.arlsg it lisavvearel keneath k;su streets anl hJ;sinb estates 
kewJre reVs;rwapinb intJ the ,eawu vast;res Jw :ebent9s RarmI QJ;thg 
it vassel thrJ;bh qalkrJme 1rJNeg .here their J,l oat .as ,Jpatelg 
.hi,e zJrtheast ,el it tJ RallinbtJn QtatiJn anl the ne. leNe,JvV
fent areaI

Oe heals that .au nJ.g .a,minb keneath a narrJ. krilbe tJ eferbe 
intJ the fJst bentriDel vart Jw the pana,I The Aest.au l;a, parriabeV
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.au p;ts the Nie. in ha,w anl kJatsg lJ;k,inb as resta;rants are fJJrel 
ku the .aterI 

’tys E;ietg .ith a,, the karsg pawHsg resta;rants p,Jsel anl shrJ;lel 
in larmnessI The ,arbe w;t;ristip JYpe k,Jpm aheal ,JJms G;st as akanV
lJnelc its oJJrVtJVpei,inb .inlJ.s reNea, efvtu rJJfs i,,;finatel 
ku ha,Jben ,afvs .ith lesms anl phairs ,ewt NapantI

‘re .e Jn the p;sv Jw sJfethinb h;be! The 1reat :esetW ‘ ne. 
ze. AJr,l 8rlerW Sapm in Uarphg SJris dJhnsJn lep,arel that the 
vanlefip .as the braNest pha,,enbe the natiJn hal wapel sinpe the 
QepJnl AJr,l AarI ‘t eibhteeng daseys e?verienpes .ith natiJna, pha,V
,enbes .ere ,ifitelI Qevtefker 00th Jpp;rrel kewJre he .as kJrng anl 
the wJ,,J.inb .ars tJJm v,ape .hi,e he .as ,earninb tJ .a,mI 

The 5;m;shifa n;p,ear v,ant e?v,JsiJn in davan .as a kib lea,g 
k;t he .as ten at the tifeg anl it .as sJ war a.auI ‘ uear ear,ierg in 
…G0Gg there .as the ‘rak Qvrinb k;t that .as wJreibn tJJ ;nti, ‘feera 
GJinel his p,ass in &ear LI 5Jr the Drst si? fJnthsg she sat E;iet,u in the 
pJrnerg .ithlra.ng sveaminb Jn,u .hen svJmen tJI 

Three uears ,aterg .hen Urs OJksJn pJnl;ptel the enlVJwVuear 
Fnb,ish sveaminb e?afg eaph st;lent hal tJ vresent a viepe Jw versJna, 
vrJse tJ the p,assI ‘feera stJJl ;v anl wear,ess,u real J;t a letai,el 
appJ;nt Jw her wafi,uys GJ;rneu wrJf Quria tJ 1reepeg then CJNer anl 
Dna,,u qJnlJnI The p,ass .as k,J.n a.aug anl Urs OJksJn baNe her 
an ‘ starI

‘wter RallinbtJn QtatiJng dase tames the JNervass tJ prJss the pana, 
anl pJntin;es .a,minbI The .aterg D,terel ku v;fvsg is p,ean anl p,ear 
anl eNeruthinb has a .e,, fanip;rel wee, G;st ,ime he refefkersI 

8n s;nnu Q;nlau awternJJnsg theu .J;,l strJ,, this .aug ;s;a,,u 
vipminb ;v an ipe preaf wrJf Jne Jw the NenlJrsI Oe hasnyt keen 
kapm in uearsI There are E;ite a we. v,apes ,ime thatg pJnspiJ;s,u Jr 
;npJnspiJ;s,u aNJilelg as iw ha;ntel ku a fefJrug the sveptre Jw their 
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vreNiJ;s se,Nes Jpp;vuinb ne. wJrfsg ,ime the pJ;v,e .ith a phi,l in 
wrJnt Jw hifI

‘s dase reaphes the enl Jw the pana,g he svJts the .JJlen lepm 
.here Cal .as sittinb .hi,e repJrlinb the NileJI Ois heart sinmsI ‘ 
feta, rai,inb pJrlJns it JI wrJf the v;k,ipI 

Oe stJvs in wrJnt Jw the lepmg rests his kime tJ Jne sileg anl b,anpes 
arJ;nlI ‘ sep;ritu b;arl stanls Jn the JvvJsite sile Jw the pana,g 
wapinb a.au wrJf hifI 

’tys nJ. Jr neNerI 
dase bent,u n;lbes the rai,inb .ith his wJJtg then sE;eexes thrJ;bh 

the bavI Oe stevs JntJ the lepm .hiph preams ,J;l,ug wJrpinb hif tJ 
wreexeI The sep;ritu b;arl fJNes his heal k;t lJesn9t t;rn arJ;nlI 

Trealinb ,ibht,ug he spans the kenphg .hiph is akJ;t three fetres 
,Jnbg truinb tJ .Jrm J;t e?apt,u .here Cal .as sittinb .hen repJrlinb 
the NileJI The ne.Vk;i,l oats .ere Nisik,e in the kapmbrJ;nlg sJ it 
f;st haNe keenJg he fJNes a we. vapes anl b,anpes JNer his shJ;,lerg 
satisDel tJ see the oats .ith their shinu ka,pJnies ,ininb ;v in the 
wrafeI 

The sep;ritu b;arl sti,, hasnyt t;rnel arJ;nlI dase tames J;t his 
vhJne anl Jveninb the pafera avvg  starts repJrlinbg s,J.,u vanninb 
the ,ens JNer the s;rwape Jw the kenphI Oe is akJ;t ha,w.au thrJ;bh 
.hen he hears a NJipe pa,, J;tI

BF?p;se feWy
Oe lJesnyt b,anpe ;vg G;st fJNes wasterg s.JJvinb the pafera aprJss 

the kenphg hJvinb he has pJNerel a,, the septiJnsI
BF?p;se feg sirWy The NJipe reveatsg ,J;ler this tifeI
Oe sees sJfethinbg k;t the b;arl is stanlinb ne?t tJ his kimeg 

v;,,inb a.au the karrierI B&J;yre nJt a,,J.el in thereIy
BQJrrugy dase sausg stanlinb ;v straibht anl truinb tJ stealu the pafV

eraI Oe lJesn9t t;rn tJ wape the b;arlI
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Bze. r;,esgy the b;arl saus as iw faminb an annJ;npefentI
B8w pJ;rseIy  Oe Dll,es .ith the settinbs then tavs the spreen ;nti, 

the enbraNinb pJfes intJ p,ear wJp;sI Oe tames a we. snavsg a.are Jw 
the sep;ritu b;arl h;Ynb ,J;l,uI Oe t;rns arJ;nlg sfi,inb anl s,ivs 
his vhJne intJ his vJpmetI The b;arl stevs asileg biNinb hif svape tJ 
e?itI dase s,iles thrJ;bh the bav anl tames a hJ,l Jw his kimeI 

9’w ’ ,et uJ; sit thereg ’ bJtta ,et eNeruJne sit thereI9 The b;arl sausI 
B’ ;nlerstanlI OaNe a bJJl lauIy
The b;arl resvJnls .ith a s;svipiJ;s ,JJmg tibhtens the karrierg 

then stanls in wrJnt Jw it ,ime a sentruI
dase .a,ms a.au anl Dnls a pJnprete .a,, tJ ,ean abainstI Oe sprJ,,s 

thrJ;bh the vipt;resI ’w Jn,u he hal anJther fin;teI Oe stJvs at the 
Jne .ith the kest wJp;s anl vinphes the spreen tJ xJJf inI There it is4 

:I O …G0H 
‘U8: 5‘T’
‘ trefJr traNe,s thrJ;bh his kJlu anl ,ime ,ast nibhtg tife anl svape 

pJ,,avseg Jveninb a NJrte? tJ the vast .here he stanls wrJxeng as iw 
e?istinb in t.J v,apes at JnpeI

’t .as a 5rilauI Theu hal G;st Dnishel linnerg .hiph .as ;n;s;a,,u 
E;ietg k;t he halnyt vail it f;ph attentiJnI Oe .as akJ;t tJ bet ;v 
.hen U;f bent,u v,apel her hanl JNer hisI

BAe haNe sJfethinb tJ te,, uJ;Iy
Oer eues keban tJ .aterI Then Cal tJJm JNer anl lrJvvel the 

ne.sI ’t .as ,ime keinb sv,it in ha,w ku a feat p,eaNerI Oe hasnyt keen 
.hJ,e sinpeI 

dase shames his kJlug truinb tJ wree hifse,w wrJf the fefJru anl 
the wee,inbg k;t theu ,inber ,ime a kal JlJ;rI Oe ,JJms kapm at the 
kenphI The sep;ritu b;arl lJesnyt ,JJm ,ime he is akJ;t tJ fJNe anuV
tife sJJnI 
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Oe tJ;phes the .Jrls Jn the spreeng then Jvens 1JJb,eg .here he 
tuves in4 what does amor fati mean?
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Vid2_Where_I_Am_16.04.2015

“Today is Thursday, the 16th of April, 

2015. The weather is sunny with clear 

skies and highs of 21 degrees.

The headlines are:

NFL superstar Aaron Hernandez was found 

guilty of murder.

David Cameron was not invited to share 

his thoughts on TV debate.

X  Factor  star  finds  himself  in  a 

predicament.

That’s where I am. What about you? What 

are the headlines? Please tell me Arsenal 

are in the Champions League.

I can’t say what the world will look 

like in 2021. It doesn’t always look so 

bright here in 2015, but that’s how things 

have always been. Here’s the secret. It 

will pass; it always does. The good, the 
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bad, and the ugly, it’s all on a conveyor 

belt, and nothing lasts forever.

It’s been a few days since my last 

recording and I feel good. I want you 

to know that. Since I got this idea, 

my spirits have been up, less hopeless, 

I guess. I know Carl will get these 

recordings to you, and one day in the 

future, you’ll be listening to my words. 

The future. It’s weird when I say it 

out loud. It’s the future for me, but the 

present for you, and eventually, it will 

be the past for both of us.

We’re all going to die one day but 

it’s strange when you’re given a rough 

timeline. It’s like everything has become 

HD overnight. The sky is bluer, coffee 

tastes better, hot showers, a soft mat-

tress, fresh air, all those little things 

are just that much sweeter.

Wherever you are, take in a long deep 

breath for me, will you. 

I hope you're looking after your mum, 

not giving her a hard time or stressing 

her out. You are the true love of her 

life, so don’t take the mick.

Do you still dream like you used to, 

the clear ones? It was amazing, all the 

details you could remember. What about 

dreams in the real world? You need to 
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have some of those too. And if you have a 

passion, that’s rare, so take care of it.

I kind of had a passion for writing. I 

never wrote stories or poetry, just my 

thoughts, and I figured no one was going 

to pay to read that. If we had Internet 

back then, it might have been a different 

story; I could have started a blog or 

something. Oh well, it doesn’t matter.

One of the easiest things in life is to 

feel sorry for yourself. To sit there and 

list all the things that didn’t work out 

or go your way, and all the people who let 

you down and blah, blah, blah. It can even 

feel good, but in the end, it’s pointless. 

Your life is your responsibility, no one 

else’s. People can help you or slow you 

down, but in the end, all the big stuff 

is on you.

Do you remember that morning in the Lake 

District? When the water was so still, 

then I threw in the stone. Remember how 

the ripples kept spreading, and we tried 

to count them, but they moved too fast? In 

life, your actions are like those ripples; 

they  can  stretch  far  and  wide.  This 

doesn’t mean you second-guess everything; 

it just means you are connected to a whole 

load of stuff and people and what you do 

matters.
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Let me share a memory with you. You 

would've been about six or seven. We were 

in the park, late autumn, leaves scattered 

everywhere, and you were obsessed with 

puddles. Not just splashing through them, 

you wanted to claim them. I remember 

calling you, “come on, Jase,” but you 

stood there in the middle of this giant 

puddle, ankle deep, grinning and refusing 

to budge. You looked up at me and said, 

“I’m not done.”

I've been thinking about that moment a 

lot lately.

As kids, we lived in the moment and every 

puddle mattered, but then we get older and 

start chasing, looking forward or back, 

forgetting the thing that’s in front of 

us. I’m not sure when we lose that ability 

but hold on to it for as long as you can. 

The next time you find yourself in a 

puddle, stay a little longer, even if the 

world is telling you to move on.”
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Jase peers through the viewndfer oc his majera adf af,usts the tripof. 
usidg the rooc oc the stafiuj to craje the shotV loyujidous sudyight 
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mreates fenditiod adf jaSes everkthidg popV

ze :oojs idto the stafiuj. medtrayyk crajef. adf afjires the mrisp 
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Thank you for downloading and
reading this sample. 

If you got this far I will assume you've enjoyed the reading experience.

If you are interested in purchasing 
a paperback or E version of 
A Time To Live, please click the link
on my website.

Thank you again.  
 


