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DAD’S CAMERA 

 

Ian’s little sister poked his shoulder. 

 “Ian! Mom’s calling for breakfast!” 

Ian  groaned.  “Can’t she at least let me finish 

my dream?” 

He rubbed his eyes and blinked. In his dream, 

he’d  been  at  school,  learning  all  sorts  of  amazing things. Then he smiled. His little sister would soon be old enough to go to school herself. And he would make sure she could study, no matter what. 

Dragging himself out of bed, Ian brushed his 

teeth,  took  a quick shower, and gobbled down his breakfast. Then he grabbed his trusty shoe-polishing kit. Today, like every day, he’d polish the shoes of the townsfolk and earn a little money. 

“Shoes  need  mending?  Shine  need 

brightening?”  Ian  called  as  he  stepped  onto  the cobbled streets of Ravenfield, carrying his kit like a knight with his sword  

Ian  set  up  his  little  wooden  stool  by  the 

fountain in the town square. He put his brushes and polish neatly on the ground, ready to start work. 

“Good  morning,  Ian!”  called  Mr.  Hargrove, 

the baker, holding up his worn-out shoes. “Can you make these shiny again?” 

“Of  course!”  Ian  said  with  a  big  smile.  He 

dipped his brush into the dark polish and rubbed it on the shoes. The leather shone almost like new. 

  As he worked, he glanced down the cracked 

road.  A  group  of  kids  was  walking  to  the  small school at the edge of the village. 

The school wasn’t fancy at all. The walls were a 

bit chipped, the roof had a few missing tiles, and the playground was just a patch of dirt with a swing or two. The village itself was simple — tiny houses, little shops, and roads that had more cracks than smooth spots. 

Ian watched the children laughing and running 

together. A small smile crept onto his face. Soon, his little sister would be old enough to go to school too. He promised himself he would make sure she could study  and  learn  all  the  amazing  things  he  had dreamed about that morning. 

* 

Ian  hurried  home  before  sunset,  his  shoes 

tapping  softly  on  the stone path. When he opened the door, his mother was folding laundry. 

“Ian,  could  you  bring  down  the  old blankets 

from the attic?” she asked. 

“Sure, Mom!” he said, setting his polishing kit 

aside. 

He  climbed  the  narrow  ladder  and  pushed 

open the attic door. The air was warm and smelled like  old  books.  Sunlight  poured  through  the  tiny window,  catching  little  specks  of  dust  that  danced like tiny stars 

As  Ian  reached  for  the  blankets,  something 

shiny caught his eye. Tucked between two boxes was a  small,  old-fashioned  camera.  Its  body  shimmered faintly  in  the  dim  attic light — a soft, light purple glow that made it look almost alive. The leather strap was  cracked,  but  the lens sparkled as if it had been waiting for someone to find it. 

“Mom?”  Ian  called,  holding  it  up.  “What’s 

this?” 

His mother looked over and smiled, though her 

eyes softened a little. “Oh, that old thing? It was your father’s  camera.  He  used  to  take  pictures  of everything  —  sunsets,  rain  puddles,  even  our  cat when it sneezed. He said the world looked different through that lens.” 

Ian’s smile faded for a moment. His father had 

passed away long ago, when Ian was six and his little sister was only two. Sometimes, it still felt strange — remembering someone you loved through stories and photographs instead of hugs and voices. 

Ian held the camera gently. “Dad’s camera?” She nodded. “Yes. He loved it very much.” Ian  hesitated, then asked quietly, “Can I keep 

it?” 

His  mother  gave  a  small  smile.  “I  think your 

dad would’ve liked that.” 

Ian  grinned,  even  though  his  heart  ached  a 

little. “Then I’ll make Dad proud.”  

* 

Ian  carefully  placed  the  purple camera on his 

bedside table. It looked almost too special to touch again — like a treasure from another time. 

Then he pulled out a small tin box from under 

his bed. Inside were a few coins and some crumpled notes  —  his  savings.  He  started  counting  them slowly, whispering the numbers to himself. 

“One…  two…  three  pounds  and  forty…”  He 

frowned a little. “Hmm. Not enough yet.” 

He had been saving for weeks — for his sister’s 

new  school  uniform,  her  notebooks, and that little kitten-shaped  backpack  she  had  been  begging  for. She  wanted  it  so badly that she’d even drawn it on every page of her sketchbook. 

Ian smiled softly, imagining her face when she’d 

finally  get  it.  “Just  a  bit  more,”  he said to himself, closing the tin box. 

He  glanced at the camera again. It felt almost 

like it was watching him, waiting. 

*
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CLICK! 

Ian  picked  up  the  purple  camera  with  both 

hands, holding it the way someone might hold a baby chick—very, very carefully. 

 “Alright, Dad’s camera,” he murmured, “let’s see if you still work.” 

He  pointed  it  toward  the  window.  Outside 

were  the  same  old  houses  he’d  seen  his  whole life—tiny  roofs,  peIanng  paint,  crooked  chimneys, and the well in the middle of the street that everyone kept promising to fix “next week.” 

Ian pressed the button. 

CLICK! 

A soft whirr came from inside the camera, like 

it  was  waking  up  after  a  long  nap.  A  small square photo slid out.  

Ian blinked. 

 “That’s… impossible.” 

The picture wasn’t of his old, cracked village at 

all.  It  showed  tall, colourful houses with shiny wi– ndows. Bright banners hung from lampposts. Streets looked smooth and new. Children were riding bikes and laughing. There was even a fountain shaped like a dolphin spraying water into the air. 

It looked like someone had taken Ravenfield… 

and upgraded it. 

Ian flipped the photo over, then back again, as 

if it might magically correct itself. 

“No  way,”  he  whispered.  “This  can’t  be  real. 

My camera is—” 

 He stopped. The camera’s lens gleamed faintly, as if it was smiling. 

Ian gulped. 

 “Okay… maybe I should try one more.” 

He aimed it at his messy room this time. 

CLICK! 

The picture slid out. 

Ian stared. 

There  he was—standing in a neat, tidy room. 

His socks weren’t on the floor. His bed was actually made.  Even  his  hair looked like it had listened to a comb. 

“That  is  DEFINITELY  not  real,”  he  said, 

holding the picture away from him like it might bite. 

The purple camera hummed softly, almost like 

it was daring him to test it again. 

And Ian? 

 Well… curiosity was basically his superpower. 

Ian was still staring at the strange photo of his 

magically  clean  room  when  a  voice  echoed  from downstairs. 

“Ian! Dinner’s ready!” his mother called. 

He nearly jumped out of his skin. 

  “Coming!”  he  shouted  back,  quickly  hiding  the photos under his pillow. He wasn’t ready to explain… well… whatever this was. 

He  grabbed  the  purple  camera—because  no 

way was he leaving that behind—and hurried to the dining table. 

His little sister was already sitting in her usual 

spot, swinging her feet and humming some silly tune she’d made up. Her hair was messy, her cheeks were smudged  with  something  that  might’ve  been chocolate…  or  mud.  With  her,  it  was  always  a guessing game. 

Ian paused. 

 A tiny idea poked his brain. 

What if…? 

He raised the camera. 

“Hold  still,”  he  said.  “I  want  to  test 

something.” 

His  sister  blinked.  “Test  what?  Is  it  gonna 

explode?” 























































































