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Foreword

By definition, an ‘anthology’ is a collection
of compositions, whether, writings or music.

Not having done one before, I went into
this with no other thought than to put together a few of my earlier
scribblings. Thing is, as I continued to read and edit, I realised,
what I was compiling was the development of my writing, over the
last twenty years, or so.

It began feeling like a temporal analysis
of my skills. The internal TARDIS again, groaning its way through
the vortex.

That’s one of the things, you see; the use of
cultural reference points that the reader (hopefully…) should
recognize. I believe they add depth to our experiences. And, if
that’s true of us, then it’s also true of the characters I write
about. Their worlds are framed around ours, after all.

Personally, as a EFL Teacher,
I’m aware that I don’t just teach words, grammar and discourse, I
also teach and represent the culture of a language. Alright, that
doesn’t mean I spend my lessons talking about ‘Dr. Who’
(more’s the
pity). However, we are what we watch, listen to and read. Much of
my forty-five years have been marked by the culture I was born
into.

I see my characters in the same way.

So, that’s one facet of my
writing that has developed.

Those of you, the ‘reader’, who are
interested enough, may also see other differences. Which, is why I
decided to present these ten stories in a chronological order, from
the earliest written; ‘Control Freak’ (at a guess, around 1995 or
’96) to ‘Union’, completed in 2013.

But, whether you read between the lines or
just those presented to you, as the person who pulled these stories
into existence, I’d like to give you a bit of insight into each
one. That way, we, as writer and reader, come closer together and
‘you’ get a sense for the “personal” side of each one.






‘Control Freak’ is based on my University
years in Bognor Regis, on the south coast of England. A seaside
town, very much in the traditions of such places. ‘Jamie’, the main
character, begins his short journey on Bognor beach, where I once
sat, bombing the groynes with pebbles.

Now, I don’t want to go spoiling the
stories by giving lots of detail, but I think it’s important to
mention the after-life concept revealed at the end.

I was interested and optimistic enough (at
that time) to consider there might be some greater reason for all
“this”, other than the ticking of a biological clock.

As for the death of a child, well, my
apologies. Last time I checked, the Gods, should they exist, don’t
discriminate by age.






Post-University can be a rough
time. You
feel invincible, with the certificates and weight of knowledge in
tow, doors will swing open before you and employers will drop to
their knees.

If only.

The truth is somewhat harsher. This is
what ‘Jez’ experiences, as did I.

At the time, I didn’t know about the other
things that would happen in my life, that have brought me to this
point. None of which I would change. But, with my youthful
empowerment crushed beneath a metaphorical boot, it is very easy to
blame the corporate society we are all born into.

Jez does the same.

However, my end choices were thankfully, very
different.






‘Face’ is my homage (or, a “rip-off”, as a
friend once called it) to ‘Seven’; a fabulously dark
film.

It’s also, fundamentally a…no, shouldn’t say
that.

Spoiler.

Anyway, from reading it, you’ll probably
notice how important the verses are to the plot - to give
information on the killer and also distract you from him. I took my
time over these and they are my favourite parts.

Especially, the one in ‘Part
Nine’.

“A date with hell does the
preacher win”.

Very cool, if I do say so myself.






I suggested before about the
personal nature of each story, in this anthology. ‘A Good Day’
is very personal. Though I will spare you the details, the
antagonist who appears later, is based on a reality I had the
misfortune to experience. Rather than disappear into the depths the
world has to offer, much better to use such things in a more
positive and cathartic way.

In fact, having read this
story, my sister actually asked me, “You’re not planning on doing something
silly, are you?”. My answer - “Not worth it.”

This one also uses music to drive it
along, which I really enjoyed writing with (thank you,
‘Radiohead’!).

There are two other things I really
appreciate about, ‘A Good Day’.

First, the ‘cyclical’ nature of the plot;
i.e what we “see” at the beginning comes back around
later.

Love that.

Second, when I got the urge to write it
(that’s exactly what happened) I simply grabbed a wad of paper and
a pencil, and started writing. Several non-stop hours later, the
story was finished. And since, I’ve only had to tweak it slightly
for the sake of this anthology. What you read here then, is pretty
much what came out of the pencil. A rare, but wonderful
experience.

If there is evidence for Stephen King’s
theory that stories are “artifacts”, which are just waiting to be
found, for me, ‘A Good Day’ is it.






If that one is “…very personal…”, ‘Curtains’ is almost
autobiographical. Thus, the dedication at the end. This story was
born out of a conversation, with my sister, regarding our family
collection of photos. It was also written as a lasting memorial to
our Mum, who passed away ten years ago, this year.

The use of curtains was purely a way of
threading all the separate memories together. After all, the last
time I saw anything connected to my dear ol’ Mum was a pine box
sliding behind a red, velvet curtain.

Excuse the minor pun, but the idea seemed
fitting.






The name of this ‘ere anthology is also the
name of the only “pure” horror story in the collection.

Back when I was a kid, we used to spend a
lot of time at our grandparents (as ‘Curtains’ suggests). Over the
years, the garage that used to house the family car began to fill
with the usual, accumulated detritus of life. When Gramp passed
away, a good clean-out was, hence, required and given the fact some
of that detritus had been standing there, gathering dust for
several years, you can imagine how many cobwebs and gloomy corners
had grown into the mess.

Guess whose job it was to clean.

That’s right.

Thus, ‘Of Dust and Decades’.

As for the hoovering…

Come on, don’t tell me you don’t do the
same..?






So, to ‘The Deadwood Series’.

Following school and two years at
technical college, I was taken on as an Engineering Apprentice at
the local car manufacturer (at that time, quite a thing for a young
chap). As my time there passed and I moved from first-year trainee
into various placements around the plant, on the shop-floor, I
became acquainted with the multitude of different departments and
men who worked in them. One such place was indeed, Toolroom Number
One, known “affectionately” as, ‘Deadwood’ (for reasons ‘Retired’
explores).

Looking back, that whole time provides a
wealth of material for stories, of which, ‘Pop…Rivet’ was the
first. As soon as that one was finished, ‘Arc Eye’ sprang to mind.
And, that’s how it went; one leading to the next, in relatively
quick succession (covering a maximum of two months - I hadn’t
experienced a “burst” like that before. Or since, for that
matter…).

I was fully engaged in this series, at the
time of writing, so they flowed out reasonably well (more evidence
for Mr. King..?).

Where ‘Arc Eye’ is quite nasty,
‘Retired’ is more obvious. Though I knew it would be apparent,
quite early, where the story was going, I wanted to record it
anyway. If anything, as a dedication to the man who prompted it.
The same man I worked with, during one of my placements, the same
man who retired during my time there and the same man I met outside
the plant one day, and who used one of the employment-related lines
I’ve never forgotten, “Forty-two, fucking years and all I get is a cheap,
gold watch.”
It was thanks to him that I left the company not long after the end
of my apprenticeship, because I had realised, by then, my dreams
were more important (also explored in ‘Arc Eye’. Damn! Spoiler. I
knew one would leak through…).

A decision I have never once regretted.

Which is something I can also say about the
whole idea of writing.






Hopefully, you, the reader,
will enjoy these short ditties, as much as I enjoyed “penning” them. And, if you
happen to notice how my style has developed and evolved, all the
better.

I also hope these little insights have indeed
brought ‘us’ closer together. After all, without readers, there
would be no writers.

Or, should that be the other way around?

Whatever.

I’ll let you decide.






Kris Malkin (July 2015)


‘Control Freak’

Afternoon haze beat down. Blue filled the
sky, intermingled with thin, wispy cloud. Bright yellow sunlight
streamed down, in all directions.

The height of summer.

Jamie loved this time of year. The whole
place seemed to come alive. What was a boring, quiet place,
infested by old people for eight months of the year, became an
absolute hive of activity and the centre of Jamie’s world for the
other four. It was the place to be.

It was Jamie’s place to be.

Another pebble plopped into the rippling
surf, just missing the encrusted wooden groyne that stretched into
the swelling water.






Bugger.






Jamie Arnold was fourteen.

Well, almost.

At least, he liked to think so. He was a
typical kid, just like the rest. He enjoyed doing all the “boyish”
things that you were supposed to do. He also relished those few
peaceful moments. Like now. Moments when he could just sit and
watch his world go by.

Plop!






Shit.






Missed again.

All around him, locals, holiday makers or
simply people out for the day, continued to revel in the summer
sun. Little children were all about, playing with toys, or making
sandcastles. Dads played beach football with sons, kicking balls
which were so light, they'd be better as balloons. Mums looked
after babies and soaked up the warm rays.

The same thing every year, the beach becoming
a showcase for society’s stereotypes.

But, everyone was happy. So was Jamie.

Two windsurfers flashed across his view,
cutting through the water like scissors through paper.

Splosh!






Bollocks.






Jamie checked his watch.

Christ. He was late.

It was so easy to get caught up in these
moments.

He jumped to his feet, leaving an
indentation in the pebbles. He felt something smooth and round in
his palm and peered down to see a single, grey, rounded stone
waiting for him.

One more shot.

The blur arced almost in slow motion through
the air, until with a clunk, it bounced off the rounded top of the
sodden wood and sank into the water.






“Yesss.” muttered Jamie, triumphant.






He turned and headed for the busy promenade,
weaving in and out of the beached tourists, as he went.

Mixing with the mass of walkers in their wide
variety of hats and sunglasses, Jamie made for the road crossing,
which seemed about the only safe place to get through the heavy
summer traffic. He was in luck too. A group of people had already
pressed for the red light, which now obliged, halting the on-coming
cars.

After crossing, Jamie walked through the
small open-air market, which was a weekly occurrence for most of
the year. The path led to the back streets behind the main shopping
area and away from the busier roads the tourists used.

Jamie appeared onto the high street, which
was busy, but not as busy as the sea-front. About sixty yards to
the left was the solitary road crossing, to which he now aimed.






“Hey! Jame!” shouted the familiar voice.

“Yo!” he responded.






It was Craig and Aaron, the friends he was
late in meeting, and who were already on the other side of the
road.






“Come on Jame. You’re late!” Craig
complained. “We’re off to the arcade!”.






The two boys began walking towards the top
end of town.






“Hang on then!”






Out of the corner of his eye Jamie saw the
green of the distant traffic light turn to amber. He checked for
cars coming from his right, but it was clear. Seeing his friends
disappearing amongst the shoppers, Jamie sprang quickly into the
road. With the kerb in sight, he aimed his foot towards the
pavement.






THUD!






>>> <<<






This isn’t right.

Blackness isn’t right.

Where’s the colour?

I can’t feel.

I don’t feel hurt.

I control this.

I make it happen.

This isn’t right.






>>> <<<






The hospital corridors were the standard
white, with brown, wood effect doors, breaking the clean
monotony.

Uniformed nurses milled around every corner.
Doctors, in long, flowing white coats, pens protruding from the
chest pockets like brooches, appearing and disappearing through
brown doorways. Among the clean walls sat patients, waiting and
wondering if they would be called next.






“Please. Sit down.” requested the sympathetic
voice.

“Thank you, Doctor.”






The office was compact, but made bigger by
the snow-clean white. Two shelves carried a seemingly wide expanse
of medical knowledge, which was in easy reach, from the desk
below.






“When can we see our son?” asked the seated
man.






Keith Arnold was trying to remain calm, but
it was difficult. He considered himself a simple man, never wanting
much, only to keep his family safe and comfortable. When the police
had called with the news, his wife Sally had become distraught and
he had remained strong.

Even though he sanctified his family’s safety
above everything, his son was now lying in a hospital bed. He still
had to be strong, if not for himself, for his wife.

It was the hardest thing he'd ever had to
do.






“Very shortly.” Doctor Andrews began, as
easily as he could. “But, we should first talk about Jamie’s
condition.”






This was the part of the job that nobody
liked. Years of study and experience could not prepare even the
best doctors for this. Ben Andrews, only eighteen months a
fully-fledged doctor, was certainly not prepared.






“I’m not fully aware of the circumstances
behind the accident, so I don’t wish to misinform you.”

“I just want the truth, Doctor. All I know so
far is, Jamie was knocked down on the high street. I just want
answers.”






Keith Arnold needed to understand and to make
some sense of it all.

Sally Arnold, still very upset, could not
bring herself to speak for fear of losing control.

They both needed logic from the
illogical.






“Of course.” Andrews shifted in his hard
seat. “As far as I know, Jamie was hit by a camper van, whose size
and flat front-end may have only magnified the injuries.” Andrews
knew more, but now wasn’t the time. “There are still tests to do,
but Jamie’s injuries are quite extensive. Both thighs and the
pelvis have been badly broken. The abdominal region has suffered
crush damage, which we are still assessing and some ribs have been
broken.”






Sally Arnold began to sob and her husband
stretched an arm across her shoulders, in an attempt to ease her
distress.






“Are you saying Jamie might not survive?”
Keith Arnold sounded scared.

“No. Not at all. As I said, there are still
tests to do. Though, he is being supported by machines, he is alive
and we are doing our utmost to sustain him. There is no reason to
think the worst, at this point.”

“So what’s his situation?”

“Well, he is critical, but stable. He’ll
be isolated in intensive care for some time yet, until his
condition allows us to move forward. “Until then, I’m afraid it’s
very hard to say.”

“Can we see him now?” asked a shaky Sally
Arnold.

“Yes. Of course.” Andrews rose from his seat.
“If you’d like to follow me, I’ll take you to him.”






Keith and Sally Arnold followed, somewhat
reluctantly. They soon reached what was Jamie’s room, where they
would be left alone with their son.






“Please, don’t be scared by all the
machines. They’re for our benefit, try not to read too much into
them.”

“Thank you, Doctor.” Keith Arnold said,
through a difficult smile.






Doctor Andrews calmly opened the door and
allowed the couple to pass, closing it behind them.






>>> <<<






I can hear beeping.

A low hum.

I feel a cool draught.

There’s the creak of a door.

Footsteps.

A hand.

I am here.

I am in control.

Alive.

So, where’s the colour?






>>> <<<






Sunday morning in the town was exactly like
Saturday. Bright. Beautiful. Just the sort of day people
enjoyed.

For the Arnolds however, the day was far
from right. Their summer had become overcast.

Jenny had finally arrived the previous night.
She had rushed down from university to be with her family. It had
been a long journey and she was tired. All this seemed irrelevant,
as she saw her brother for the first time, lying in state, broken
and surrounded by the machines before her.

The door opened again and Doctor Andrews
entered the room, stethoscope swinging from his neck.






“Mrs. Arnold. I’d just like to examine
Jamie, if I may.”






Sally Arnold nodded
lightly. Jenny remained fixed, holding hands tightly with her
mother. Both joined in a close, gut-wrenching anguish.

Keith Arnold was out of the room. He'd gone
to pick up Jamie’s grandparents, who were anxious to be with the
family, in this darkest of hours.






>>> <<<






Talking.

That’s what it is.

Familiar voices.

Two of them.

A third.

One I don’t know.

There, at last.

Colour.

Shapes.

A bright light.

Like the sun.

Like yesterday.






>>> <<<






Two older faces now appeared in the open
doorway and were greeted with tearful hugs from Sally and Jenny.
Keith Arnold followed behind.






“Mister Arnold. Would you mind if we went to
my office and talked for a few minutes?”






Doctor Andrews spoke quietly, but very
seriously.

A turning point had come.

The two men left the room, going down the
corridor and returning to the compact office. Waiting for them was
a tall figure, dressed in a clinical, dark-blue, pin-striped suit
and who obviously held some seniority within the hospital.






“This is Professor Hoyt. He’s the consultant
on Jamie’s case.”






The two strangers exchanged formalities and
all sat down.






“As I’m sure you’re aware Mister Arnold.”
began Hoyt. “We’ve been carrying out tests on Jamie, to assess the
full extent of his injuries.”






Keith Arnold nodded politely, squinting
slightly, as his curiosity grew.






“The results came back this morning, and I’m
afraid the news is not good.”






The greater experience of the professor was
clear, and his handling of the situation was as sympathetic as it
was unwavering.

Ben Andrews was both impressed and admiring
of Professor Hoyt.

Keith Arnold
however, looked
uneasy and hesitant, in the face of the truth he had been waiting
for.






“Jamie’s injuries are unfortunately very
extensive. Without going into detail, although the brain appears
active, Jamie is currently only being kept alive by the life
support machines.”

“What are you telling me Professor?” Keith
Arnold’s voice began to break.

“If I may be blunt, Mister Arnold.” Hoyt had
realised that the facts could no longer be avoided. “Jamie has
massive internal damage. We can keep him alive indefinitely, but
without the machines, I’m afraid Jamie will die.”






Keith Arnold’s heart sank. His son. His safe
and happy son, may die.

He couldn’t do a thing.






“But, you said his brain is still active,
that means Jamie’s still alive in there, isn’t he?” Arnold argued,
searching for some hope.

“Well, that’s something no-one can really
answer. Electrical activity in the brain does not guarantee life.”
the words began to grind passed the professor’s teeth. “You must
understand, no amount of surgery could fully correct the damage, no
organ transplant on the scale required has ever been attempted.
It’s a miracle he’s lasted this long. Given his current condition,
even if Jamie lived, he will never be able to walk properly again,
will never again have the quality of life he deserves. Without the
life support, Jamie’s body will, most likely, simply shut down and
die. There is very little else we can do.”






The truth.

Clear and concise.

What Keith Arnold had been waiting for.

The words stabbed at him like daggers.






“What can I do?” Keith Arnold struggled
against the pain.

“Well, that must be your
choice and
one you should, of course, discuss with your family. Naturally, we
will support you whatever and be available, if you need further
advice.” Hoyt sounded so matter-of-fact about it.

“What do you mean?”

“It may be better for yourselves and for
Jamie if he were allowed pass on quietly and without further
suffering. It is a possibility you have to accept, Mister Arnold,
and one we can give you every assistance with.”

“He’s my son.” the anguish began to flow. “I
can’t kill him.”

“You would not be killing him, only easing
his pain and helping him on his way.”






Keith Arnold’s face spoke a thousand words.
He had become the jury, sitting in judgement. Passing sentence over
an innocent. Playing God’s games with his own son’s life.

What gave him the right?

Keith Arnold had failed his son and now he
would have to help him die too. It was the cruelest irony and one
that dug deep into his soul.

Professor Hoyt got up and placed a hand
firmly on Keith Arnold’s shoulder, to take away some of the burden
from the grim decision ahead of him.






“I’m so sorry the news could not be
better.”

“Thank you.” whispered Keith, rising gingerly
to his feet.






Ben Andrews could feel the pain. His own face
was ashen with grief. Losing a patient was never easy. In
circumstances like these, the pain seemed doubled.

Keith Arnold left the office, leaving the two
colleagues in quiet contemplation.






“I hate this job.” muttered Hoyt.






Back in Jamie’s room, Sally Arnold had
become the focal point of the family’s emotion. United in their
sadness, they spoke to each other and to Jamie. All the while,
Sally kept hold of her son’s arm, hanging on to him like he would
float away from her, if she let go.






>>> <<<






All the senses.

All the feelings.

Everything.

I control it.

I define it.

I turn light into clear objects.

I put meaning to those objects.

Allow their definition.

What is thought.

What is felt.

All controlled.

All defined.

Even the person.

Who they are.

I am.

Without control and definition.

Nothing.

But, there is something.

Existence.

I am existence.






>>> <<<






Keith Arnold returned to the room. He
looked grey and forlorn, as he walked slowly around the small
family gathering and sat on the edge of Jamie’s bed, staring down
at his son. For a few moments, Keith Arnold was still and quiet,
taking in the grazed and battered form before him, tubes and wires
trailing away, in almost every direction.






“They can’t save him. They think we should
turn the machines off.”






The words opened the floodgates, as Keith
Arnold bowed his head and cried, tears falling onto the white
sheets and soaking up into the fabric.

Finally. The strength had gone.

Sally Arnold stood and held her husband.
It had taken twenty years and a terrible accident to bring them
this close. She now found new strength and for a brief time at
least, their roles were reversed.






>>> <<<






I distinguish words.

Give meaning.

Understanding.

Everything there is.

Is me.

All the person is.

And, will be.

Machines?

What machines?

Where are they?

Show me.

The beeping.

The sounds.

The blackness.

No.

No.

I control.






>>> <<<






The family spoke softly and calmly,
discussing what must happen next. Keith Arnold, red eyed, explained
what he had been told, putting it clearly and warmly, so all
understood and could accept it.

Jenny cried. Her and Jamie had always been
at each other’s throats, arguing and fighting, how brothers and
sisters typically did. He could be a real pain, but she couldn’t
help look out for him and wonder how he was getting on. Jamie was
her little brother, after all.

That meant something.

Sally Arnold remained calm. Her tears had
gone for now and Jamie would need his mum to be there for him.

Then, the talking was over.

Decision made.

Doctor Andrews came in, ready to hear the
pain again and maybe console himself in the family’s grief.

He found calmness, acceptance and a feeling
he could not truly describe.






“I thought I’d better give you some time
alone.” he said, apologetically.

“It’s okay, Doctor.” Keith Arnold spoke with
new strength. “We’ve talked, and...and we’ve decided, it’s for the
best, that we turn the machines off. We love Jamie too much to let
him suffer anymore.”

“I understand Mister Arnold. I appreciate how
difficult this has been. I’m so very sorry we couldn’t have done
more.”

“You looked after my son and did what you
could, that’s all I could ever ask.”






The two men shook hands. For a moment, there
was understanding, a sharing of sorrow, then Doctor Andrews left
the room.

You were always told at medical school never
to get involved, but that was crap. You weren’t human if you
didn’t.

Ben Andrews walked off down the corridor, a
watery glaze beginning to fill the corner of his eye.






>>> <<<






The family sat together silently, searching
for the strength they would all need. Minutes passed like hours and
the clock over the door ticked them away.

In turn, each of the family
said, “Goodbye” to Jamie. A simple kiss on the cheek and caress of the
face summed up so much.

Sally Arnold leaned over and held her son for
the last time, her tears falling onto Jamie’s dry skin. Lastly,
Keith Arnold held his son’s hand and lightly kissed his cheek.






“Goodbye son.” he whispered, battling to keep
his composure.






As soon as the switch was flicked the lights,
the humming and the displays faded away.

The Arnold family sat with Jamie in the
silence, together for a few more precious moments.

Jamie’s chest rose slowly.

A last breath.

The air escaped from his lips, and the chest
was still.

He was gone.

The family watched quietly, making sure Jamie
was safe.

Making sure he wasn’t alone.

Jamie’s world was everything now.






>>> <<<






Please.

I control.

No-one else.

Don’t take this.

Not this.

I thought.

Thought this was forever.

I’m scared.

Scared of the dark.

Scared of this.

I don’t understand.

I thought I knew.

Light.

A light.

All around.

Beautiful.

Colour.

Colour.

I do control.


‘Dream’

Jeremy Walker; ‘Jez’ to his friends; appeared
from the cover of the subway and made his way through the main town
centre plaza. It was a cloudy day. Everything seemed drab.

To Jez, everything was drab at the moment,
regardless of weather.

He walked passed a poster,
roughly stuck onto a lamp-post. It read, “Apathy will cost the
Earth”.


“Seems we’re already paying the price.” Jez
muttered to himself.


Things weren’t good for Jez.

Okay, on the face of it, he was fairly
happy.

Underneath, he was hurting.

He went around looking like the same-old-Jez,
but inside his guts were knotted, tearing at his innards every time
he thought about his life. Sometimes, he just wanted to sit down
and cry.

He passed the mini-market and peered in,
looking at all the people going about their daily business. They
looked like ants. In fact, everything around him reminded him of an
ant colony. Wandering around, some carrying leaves or parts of
insects, over-run and ripped apart by other drones. All feeding the
Queen and her minions. Living in their little society with one
single purpose. To serve the system.

Christ, how Jez hated the system.

Serving for the greater good of all, but for
only enough to survive yourself. Everyone slogging their guts out
for nothing.

The harsh reality of life.


Bullshit.


That’s what it was.

After taking some back routes to the bank,
Jez entered onto one of the central shopping streets, where his
bank was. He found himself competing with many ants for space on
this street.

Jez had spent most of the last few years
completing his education. After undergraduate college and a year
out working, he had returned to the student grind to do a Masters
degree. He’d always known what he wanted to do and, although he had
invested much time and money into gaining his qualifications, it
would all be worthwhile in the end.

That was where reality was harsh.

He had finally left college only a couple of
months ago, thinking that it would only be a short matter of time
before he found the job and life that he had been looking for.

It was all a deception.

He had sent off many application forms for
many jobs and yet had heard nothing. He felt betrayed. He had done
exactly what the system had told him. If you go to college, we can
guarantee you any job you want, the Government spokesman had
spouted.


Yeah. Right.


Jez slipped the cash-point notes into his
wallet and headed off to his next planned port of call.

All he wanted was to be happy. He didn’t
want to end up as just another ordinary, average, everyday ant. He
wanted something more, something that he knew would make him happy.
It wasn’t much.

And yet, to Jez, it was everything.

For all the effort he had made over the last
few years, happiness seemed like such a small thing
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