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Buttermere: 
 
Looking down to the ground as I listen to the sound of gravel moving 
under my feet, I continue forward, walking the path I have walked so 
many times before. Feeling the coolness of the shade as the gentle 
wind wisps through my hair I draw my head up, greeted by the 
spectacular view in front of me. I stop, halting the rhythm of my 
footsteps that were in harmony with the natural surroundings. Inhaling a 
deep breath of the cool, spring air, intrigued to see the expanse of the 
beauty, my gaze wanders over the hazy light, following the edge of 
diagonal shadow towards the other side of the lake. As I turn, drawing 
myself away from the dramatic scenery, I focus my eye on the far 
away shore, transporting myself to another world. 
 
I am no longer here, in the present. 
 
I am 8 years old, standing on the beach I was scrutinizing, looking 
towards my future self. Feeling the sun dance across my back as it 
peers through the rustling leaves of the trees, I feel the gravel shift 
under my weight as I watch two wooden boats docked by the shore, 
bobbing to the waters ebb and flow. Listening to the disturbed water 
as it knocks against their hulls, I focus my attention on the rivets of the 
woodwork, following its grain to the stern of the boat, leading me to 
Haystack’s ominous beauty as it penetrates the skyline. Standing there 
for a moment, embracing the view, I swivel on my heel as I scout for a 
seat in the dancing shade of the trees. Walking back up the beach, I 
choose my rocky throne, gently perching on the edge as lean forward 
to look out at the scene in front of me. 
 
Mesmerized by the natural rhythm of the landscape: the flow of the 
water, the bob of the boats, the movement of the leaves in the trees, 
my attention is pulled away, towards the path, where I here distant 
footsteps disturbing natures melody. Peeling my gaze away from the 
view, I turn my head as you appear at the top of the mound, walking 
towards me with the rest of the group. Watching you as you look from 
me to the boats, I smile sweetly as you slowly, carefully, step down onto 
the gravelly beach and head towards the shore. Analyzing the scene 
in front of you, I focus on your face and watch as your wrinkles, formed 
from years of sincerity, slowly draw back to reveal a delightful grin. 
Confused as to the new expression sprawled across your face, you turn 
to me, quicker than usual, and excitingly beckon me over to the waters 
edge.  
 
Standing up slowly, trying to decipher the new, revealed emotions, I 
make my way across the pebbly beach, joining you beside the boats, 
as I’m greeted by your unfamiliar grin. Trying to grasp an understanding 
of your enthusiasm, your excitement, I draw my gaze downwards, 
following the strap hung around your neck, before pausing at your 
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hands, carefully molded around your precious camera. Still confused, I 
look up at you as I slowly delve my hand deep into my pocket. 
Dragging out my camera as I hold onto the small wrist strap, it dangles 
from my hand, before I steady it with uncertainty. Looking across from 
my camera to yours, I watch as it’s nestled by your body, supported by 
a single, confident hand. Glancing out towards the other that is now 
pointing into the distance, slowly tracing the landscape in front of us, I 
draw my gaze back up to your face as you gesture to my camera, a 
stream of words rolling off of your excitable tongue. 
 
Lighting 
Composition 
Perspective 
Framing 
 
Hanging on to your every word, I look down to my camera, carefully 
trying to follow your brisk instructions, desperately wanting to please 
you. 
 
Crouching down next to the boats, steadying myself on the uneven 
cobbles, I look up at you for reassurance. Reaching your gaze you offer 
me a smile, nodding with encouragement. Slowly drawing my 
attention back to my camera, I adjust my grip as I look out towards the 
boats in front of me. Haystacks looming above them as the branches 
of the trees dance to the shape of her peaks I slowly draw my camera 
close to my face, closing one eye as I peer through the viewfinder. 
Shrinking the landscape, it’s beauty, it’s significance, within the tiny 
frame, I move, slightly adjusting my position, trying to capture its 
breathtaking atmosphere. Listening as I hear you take a couple of 
steps back, I feel your presence. Silently waiting, watching. 
 
Click. 
 
I remember. The excitement, the connection; that was the time you 
introduced me to the art of photography.  
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Haystacks: 
 
Feeling the sun resting against my back, warming my core as I 
tentatively walk down from the breezy summit, I concentrate on my 
footwork, stepping over the jagged boulders. Looking up to see the 
rocky path stretching out in front of me, my gaze is lead to the 
movement of the clouds reflected in Innominate Tarn. As I look towards 
your favourite place, our favourite place, the past creeps up behind 
me, following me along the path like a shadow that never leaves my 
side. 
 
I stop and look, but I am no longer here, in the present.  
 
I’m about 13 years old, standing at the edge of the stream that I just so 
gallantly crossed, looking down at my trainers engrossed in the bouncy 
moss that received my celebratory leap onto the shore. Swiveling 
around to see who is next to attempt the crossing I watch as, one-by-
one, my family takes their turn. Looking across to the other side of the 
stream, waiting for the last people to cross, I smile at you and my Dad, 
beckoning you over. Noticing an exchange of a worrisome look, you 
slowly make your way towards the stream; your feet barely lift from the 
floor, scrapping across the ground leaving a damaged path in your 
wake. I watch as your hunched silhouette cowers away from the heat 
of the sun. Your face dug deep into your jacket, hiding under your hat. 
 
You were getting old. You are old. 
 
Wondering how you will manage the challenge of crossing the stream 
on your tentative feet, I watch as you take your first step, planting it 
firmly on the rock that greets you. Taking the second… The third, my 
gaze follows you across the stream, watching you concentrate on the 
broken path in front of you. You start to speed up, your momentum 
pushing you forward. Too fast. Too fast to place your feet. You loose 
your balance, as you twist your ankle and slip into the cold, trickling 
stream, landing on your hands and knees. I watch as you wait, frozen in 
place, letting out a little giggle as I smile across to my Dad on the other 
side of the river.  
 
Panic. I fall silent as I watch him jump into the stream, wading through 
the shallow water to your frozen side. Leaning down, he tentatively tries 
to pull you out of your state of shock, panic peaking in his voice. He 
takes your arm and slowly lifts you up before clumsily carrying you to 
the shore where we all watch. Bemused, shocked, stunned. 
 
As the swarm of panic rushes over to you, I watch as my Dad sits you 
down on a plump heather bush. Following, slowly, confused and 
worried, I notice the water dripping from your clothes, your silent shivers 
engulfing your body. Working my gaze up to your face I slip past one of 
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the adults, trying to see if you’re okay. Standing there for a second, 
detached from the surrounding commotion, I feel the touch of a hand 
as it’s placed on my shoulder, gently tugging me away, away from the 
worry. 
 
I wait. Watching you embarrassed and ashamed as everyone takes 
their turn attending to you. Back and fourth, back and fourth, back 
and fourth. They discuss, they converse, they attend. Over and over 
again, until they slowly break away from their panicking routine. 
Walking over towards me they start collecting their things. It’s time to 
go, to continue on our walk. 
 
Jumping up with excitement I smile at the faces looking down at me. 
Grabbing my things, turning on my heel, I stride up the path, returning 
to my element. Peering over my shoulder, I stop. Turning around, I scan 
the sea of faces, the people walking towards me. Something felt 
wrong. Peering through the openings in the group, I scan the path, 
returning my gaze to the edge of the stream where I see you sitting 
there, watching us walk away from you. 
 
Overwhelmed by emotion, I freeze, not wanting to go any further. A 
comforting arm wraps around my shoulder, tentatively drawing me 
away from the stream, persuading me forward. Peering back, over my 
shoulder, I watch you sit there as I walk away. Leaving you. 
 
I remember. I wouldn’t have done it. I would have stayed. If only I knew 
that this was going to be the last Lakeland walk we would do together. 
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Loughrigg Tarn: 
 
Walking around the tarn, a soft gentle stroll, I listen to the birds as they 
chirp in the trees, the sound of sheep grazing in a distant field, people 
talking, laughing, eating. I stop and look up to the sun as the shadows 
of the trees brush over my face, closing my eyes as I feel the warm 
breeze whist through my hair. Inhaling a deep breath of summer smells, 
I open my eyes to the glare of the sun.  
 
Looking away, squinting, I realize I am no longer here, in the present. 
 
I’m 10 years old, embracing the same warmth and breeze as I look 
towards the edge of the tarn. Watching as my family huddle beside 
the crooked tree, I run over to join them. Squeezing through a small 
gap between two of the adults, intrigued to see the next stage of the 
day, I peer up at everyone’s faces looking at their masks of sorrow and 
sadness. Removing myself from the emotional expressions, I draw my 
gaze away, looking across the small tarn, watching as the reflection of 
the landscape shimmers in the summer sun. 
 
My mind drifting away with the waves of the water, I’m disturbed by a 
rustling sound, bringing my attention back to land. Turning my head, 
confused and intrigued, I watch as a bouquet of lilies are carefully 
unwrapped, passed, one-by-one, to members of my family. Seeing a 
familiar arm outstretched towards me, a lily looming in his grasp, I 
tentatively reach out to take the delicate flower as I look up to my 
Dad’s face, exchanging tender smiles. Dropping my gaze back to the 
lily I grasp in my hand, twisting and turning it to the rhythm of the 
lapping water, I watch as the soft petals dance in the slight summer 
breeze. 
 
Tearing my gaze away from the beautiful flower I hold in my hands, I 
watch as my Dad takes a step forward to the waters edge. Briefly 
looking over his shoulder to the watching audience, he smiles at me 
before turning back to the tarn. His tall, lean frame crouches down 
towards the water where he stretches out his arm, placing the lily on its 
surface. Following its movement as it slowly drifts away, merging into 
the shimmering landscape, I watch and wait as each of my family 
members follow in my Dad’s footsteps. All too soon, the person next to 
me returns to my side, placing a gentle hand on my shoulder, edging 
me forward. I look up at their face to see the same, tender smile and 
slowly peer down the line of watching faces, searching for my Dad. 
Smiling, nodding, beckoning me forward, I slowly take a step and 
make my way towards the edge of the tarn, taking part in the 
ceremony. 
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I look down to the waters edge, the tips of my trainers hanging over the 
tiny cliff onto the tarn, watching as my reflection dances in 
encouragement. Looking back over my shoulder, I scan the faces of 
the waiting audience before turning back to the tarn, crouching closer 
to my reflection. Stretching out my arm, placing my hand in the cool, 
clear water, I watch as the petals are met by the waters touch. Letting 
it go, gently pushing it away, I watch as it slowly drifts towards the 
middle of the tarn.  
 
Slowly standing up, feeling the droplets of water fall off of the tips of my 
fingers, I turn around to face my family. Looking at the faces staring 
back at me, I see you, detached from the rest of the group. Looking 
out to the tarn, as you watch the dispersed lilies drift towards the 
landscape you love, I watch as a single tear runs down your cheek. 
You stand, watching, staring. She drifted away from you. She’s left you 
alone. Abandoned.  
 
I remember. The detachment, the quietness. That was the only time I 
ever saw you cry. 
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Surprise View: 
 
Standing by the car, I listen to the rustling of the leaves as I look towards 
the surrounding forest. Making my way through the car park, the gravel 
moving under my feet, I join the short, steep trail through the woods. 
Surrounded by the eeriness of the silent forest, I listen to the crunching 
of the leaves as I slowly make my way to the top of the hill. Nearing the 
summit, I grab onto the supporting tree and watch as its bark crumbles 
under my touch. Clambering over its protruding roots, I make my way 
across a small, darkened opening before carefully ascending the 
slippery, moss-covered rocks on the path in front of me. Scrambling 
over the last couple of rocks, I straighten myself up, brushing my hands, 
removing remnants of the short climb, as I slowly walk over to the gap 
in the forest. Feeling the sun slowly warming my back as it attempts to 
break through the clouds, trying to make an appearance in this 
beautiful location, I walk towards the edge of the cliff, looking out over 
the beautiful lake, the rolling hills, the expansive horizon. Taking in the 
gorgeous view, I wait as I feel the sun gently spread across my back 
before turning around, looking towards the dense forest that shades 
this place from public. 
 
Drawing my attention to the shadows on the ground, edging towards 
me as the clouds drift in front of the sun, I realize I am no longer here, in 
the present. 
 
I’m 6 years old, looking back at my family sitting on the moss-ridden 
rocks, hiding in the shade of the trees. I run towards them, excited for 
the next stage of the day, our reward, our routine. I squeeze between 
you and Dad, perching on a small rock as I look up at your faces. 
Smiling and giggling I hear the rustle of that all too familiar paper bag, 
the smell drifting towards me, my stomach growling in appreciation. 
Realizing how hungry I am, I snatch the bag that is outstretched 
towards me. Placing the bag on my lap, I hear a groan of 
disappointment and swiftly look up to apologize through my beaming 
grin. Feeling the heat of the bag warm up my legs, I turn back to the 
parcel, ripping it open. Hitting me with a wave of heat, the smell 
rushing up my nose, tasting the flavours in the back of my mouth, I 
quickly look around at my family, smiling to them cheekily as I grab the 
tiny wooden fork and dig into my fish and chips. 
 
I look up to you with a grin, remnants of chips protruding through my 
teeth, ketchup surrounding my mouth. Giggling as we eat, we turn our 
gaze to the beautiful view in front of us, watching as the landscape 
changes in the evening sun. 
 
I remember. The eating, the view, the routine. I just wish I didn’t take 
these moments for granted. 
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The Langdales: 
 
As I slowly walk up the steep, rocky path, I concentrate on my 
footwork, carefully placing my feet as I listen to my panting breath. 
Feeling the smothering heat of the sun, the sweat dripping from my 
back, I stop, straightening my hunched, tired body. Placing my hands 
on my hips, I widen my lungs, grasping for air, as I tilt my head up to the 
clear, blue sky. Closing my eyes as I feel the gentle, cool breeze 
whisper around my body, I sigh, welcoming the coolness. 
 
Bringing my head back down, turning my gaze to the path I am yet to 
conquer, I find my mind wandering, contemplating. 
 
I am no longer here, in the present. 
 
I’m 13 years old, bounding up the steep path with ease, taking each 
large, rocky step in my stride as I rush ahead. Hearing a distant voice 
shout my name, I stop mid-bound to turn and look down the path I had 
just conquered, searching for the small voice that whispered it’s way 
up to my awaiting ears. Instructed to stop, wait, I slump down onto the 
nearest boulder. Wriggling, impatiently, as I attempt to find a more 
comfortable position, I watch as my family slowly near, one by one 
choosing their seats as they welcome the opportunity to rest. Scanning 
their tired faces as they open their bags, pulling out drinks, snacks, 
suntan lotion, I look around the group and notice that not all of us are 
here. 
 
Peering around a crouched, rummaging body, I look to the distance 
and watch as both you and my Dad slowly make your way towards 
the family. Glancing around at the rest of the group, I feel a twang of 
guilt rush over me, as I realize I’ve left you two alone. Abandoned you. 
 
Feeling the worry beginning to etch it’s way over my face, I jump down 
off of my rocky seat, making my way down the steep, rocky hill. 
Nearing you both, I start to slow down, focusing on your feet as they 
take their time to carefully, shakily, conquer each small step. Looking 
from you to my Dad, I notice the care, the worry in his eyes, as he 
watches you slowly climb the steep path, a hand tentatively, 
secretively placed behind your back, prepared for support. Drawing 
close, I force a smile onto my worrying face as you break away from 
the determined concentration, watching me as I approach. 
 
A slight smile surfacing on your lips, I walk over to join you, greeting you 
with pointless chitchat as I look down to my camera. Picking it up, I 
fiddle with the settings before looking at you both, asking you to stop, 
smile at the camera. Welcoming the small break, I watch as you 
continue to look at the steep path you are yet to conquer, the 
concern settling on your face. Watching my Dad as he leans into the 
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frame, attempting to persuade you’re cooperation, I giggle at your 
stubbornness, my Dad’s face drawing back into a grin. Trying to control 
the cheeky smirk tugging at the corners of your mouth, I quickly pull my 
camera up to my face, looking at you through the viewfinder… 
 
Click. 
 
I remember. The walk, the guilt, the smirk. If only I knew that this would 
be the last photo I ever took of you. 


