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NEWLY INFLATED TYRES skidded across gravel as two teenage boys raced around the corner; their clothes flapping widely in the breeze. It was a warm, blue sky and puffy-cloud day in January. The summer holidays were in full swing. 15-year-old Carl Brigs had ‘scored big’ for Christmas this year. A brand-new black Mongoose BMX with yellow and red racing stripes and a Sony CD Walkman. The Mongoose was now speeding him through the park, the wind whipping his long brown hair in his face, as he scared a family of ducks off the lake. The Walkman was wrapped up tightly in a flannelette shirt and stowed in a canvas backpack that slapped against his backside with every bump. Dreams of rock and roll stardom flashed in his mind while Pearl Jam’s Jeremy blasted through his headphones. Carl looked behind him at his best friend Steve, with his shoulder-length dirty blond hair trailing behind him. Steve smiled, then stuck his middle finger up at Carl, almost losing control of his handlebars.

Carl and Steve had met just over a year ago when a mutual friend had started a band. They shared a love of BMX riding and Grunge music and had now become almost inseparable. Steve idolised Kurt Cobain from Nirvana and Carl felt the same about Eddie Vedder from Pearl Jam. Together they knew they were going to be the next big thing in rock music.

Stopping under a shady tree to rest, both boys pulled out well-used notebooks, containing ideas for song lyrics. With a grunt, Carl removed his backpack and placed it down beside him on the cool green grass. Pulling up his long white socks and scrunching them up at the top of his Doctor Martin boots, he leaned with his back against the tree trunk. A warm breeze meandered its way around the park, rustling through the branches creating a dance between the green leaves and the speckles of sunlight. Carl leaned his head back and looked up at the blue patches playing through the green and yellow, a large smile across his sweaty, pubescent face.

A sharp, 2B pencil was in Carl’s hand, poised above his notebook; ready to create lyrical magic, when something out of the corner of his eye caught his attention. A few meters away, a grey-haired old man, wearing a blue shirt and black tie was looking at them, half-hidden behind the branch of an old gum tree. Carl stared at him for a moment wondering if he was lost or looking at something else; Carl’s confusion grew when the man started waving. Carl looked around to see if there was anybody else nearby. No, no one. Carl laughed and waved back. The man’s wrinkled mouth curved into a smile. With shaky hands, the old man lifted something small and black to his lined face. A small light flashed at the side of the old man’s head and that was when Carl realised he was holding a camera; he had taken a photo of them!

What was that about? Carl thought to himself, feeling a little uneasy. ‘Did you see that?’ He asked turning to Steve.

‘See what?’ Steve asked, putting his notebook down.

‘That old dude took a ph...” he stopped mid-sentence, the old man had gone.

Propping himself up on one knee, Carl swivelled his head around. There was no sign of the man with the camera. ‘There was just an old guy over there,’ he pointed to the spot and got up to walk over. ‘And I think he took our photo.’

‘Yeah right,’ Steve replied, his voice thick with sarcasm. Carl frequently made up stupid stories like that.

‘I’m serious, look; I think he left the camera.’

When Carl got to where the old man had been just seconds before, there, sitting on the ground was a small black camera. Looking around, he could see no sign of the old man. He spent a few moments looking behind the trees but found nobody. Finally, he crept tentatively over to the camera and picked it up, slowly as if it might set off some hidden booby trap. He lifted it up to show Steve, shrugging his shoulders. ‘That’s so weird man!’ He called. Steve, simply nodded his head slowly up and down in reply.

Turning the camera over in his hands, Carl made his way back to Steve and the shade of the tree, looking behind him every few steps expecting the old man to reappear at any moment. ‘Looks like the films’ almost full,’ he said when he was sitting back under the tree.

‘Smile.’ Click, he took a photo of Steve and the camera started to whir as it wound the film back to the start.

‘Dude!’ Steve protested, getting to his feet, ‘it’s not ours, don’t take photos of me; he might be some creeper.’ Carl nodded his head and pushed Steve’s legs.

‘He definitely was creepy. I think we should get the film developed.’

‘No way man!’ Steve yelled, his voice becoming momentarily high pitched. ‘There might be dead bodies or other weird... sex stuff on there.’ He whispered the word sex, even though there was no one to hear him.

‘Yeah,’ Carl declared excitedly, ‘we might help solve a crime, there could be a reward!’ Steve looked a bit more convinced by the mention of money. ‘Anyway,’ continued Carl, “there’s no name on this.’ He turned the camera over in his hands again. ‘It might be the only way to figure out who it belongs to. You know, see if we recognise anything or anyone in the pictures.’ After some more reluctance from Steve, it was agreed that they would ride into town and get the film developed.

The two boys and their friends had lovingly nicknamed the park Seattle, after the home town of their musical heroes. The park (Seattle), was only about a five-minute ride from the main street. After placing the camera safely in Carl’s backpack, they rode along the back streets and alleyways that led into the main part of town. Once they had pooled their lunch money, they had enough to get the film developed and buy a banana Paddle Pop each. They dropped the film off at O’Mara’s Pharmacy; it was slightly more expensive than the camera shop but offered same-day processing. Steve suggested that they pass the time by looking through CD’s in Chandler’s, a large music and electronics store in the middle of the town’s mall.

Chandler’s was set out over a large split-level shop floor. The walls of the bottom floor contained shelves of, home hi-fi equipment, CD and cassette players, and headphones. In the centre, lined up in racks were CD of all different genres of music. The top section of the store was for musical instruments and public address equipment. Music posters hung proudly from the black walls and high ceilings as the soundtrack from the motion picture Singles played loudly through the sound-system. Carl, made his way straight to the top section; walking hungry-eyes past the wall of guitars. Steve remained on the lower level; flicking through the CD on a discount table. Usually, Steve found something new that he would like to listen to, but today he was distracted by thoughts of what they might see on the photos. They passed the time in Chandler’s until they were asked to leave when Carl started to play one of the display-only drum kits.

Just over an hour after they had dropped the film off, the lady at the chemist handed over the envelope containing the photos. Carl began to open it slowly but Steve stopped him, placing his hand over the envelope ‘I don’t think we should open it here. Let’s go back to your place.’ His pupils were so dilated they almost covered his irises.

‘Ok, ok,’ Carl Laughed as they turned to leave.

‘Hold on boys.’ The lady behind the counter called after them. ‘You get a free roll of film too, here you go.’ She handed them the film canister in a small red and white striped bag.

“Cool.” They replied in unison, then made their way out through a cloud of perfumes and scented toiletries and back out into the mall, squinting their eyes until they readjusted to the sunshine.
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WALKING BACK TO THEIR bikes, Carl started loading the new film into the old man’s camera. ‘What are you doing?’ Asked Steve. ‘It’s not our camera.’

‘Yeah but it’s our film, we paid for the photos.’ Carl snapped the back of the camera shut and it made a short whirring sound, automatically winding onto the first frame.

They had chained their bikes to a ‘no standing’ sign at the front of Chandler’s, under a large poster of Guns N’ Rose’s new album The Spaghetti Incident. ‘Hey,’ said Carl, passing the
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