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Buttermere: 
 
Listening to the sound of the gravel move under my feet, feeling the 
coolness of the shade as I continue forward, I look up to be greeted by 
the beautiful haze that’s shading Haystacks from view. Standing still, 
taking in the beauty in front of me, my gaze is drawn up to a couple of 
birds dancing by. Inhaling the cool air I feel the wind whisp around my 
legs as I draw my attention back to the view in front of me. Curious and 
questioning I follow the shadow line down from the summit, and look 
across to the other side of the lake to see what beauty lays the other 
side. 
 
But suddenly, I’m no longer here, in the now. I’m 8 years old, across the 
other side of the lake, looking towards my future self. I feel the sun on 
my back as it peers through the rustling leaves, working in time to the 
laps of water as it hits the shore. Walking ahead, I look down at the 
ground, kicking the stones under my feet, wandering how much longer 
I have to endure the walk around the lake. Bringing me out of my state 
of boredom, I stop and listen to a new sound. Tilting my head to try and 
determine the producer of the noise, I listen carefully to the flow of the 
lake as its disrupted by the shallow sound of hollowness. Walking 
forward, intrigued as to the new sound, I cross a small mound to see 
two wooden boats docked by the shore, bobbing to the waters ebb 
and flow. Drawing closer to them, I focus my attention on the rivets of 
the woodwork, following it back to the bow of the boat before being 
confronted by Haystacks beauty as it penetrates the skyline. Standing 
there for a moment, listening to the water trickle over the rocks, hit 
against the boats, I turn to try and scout for a seat in the shade. 
Choosing my rocky throne, I perch, leaning down to pick up rocks, 
feeling them fall through my fingers as I watch the scene in front of me. 
 
Mesmerized by the rhythm of the scene, the ebb and flow, the bob of 
the boats, the movement of the leaves in the trees, my attention is 
pulled away as I here footsteps in the distance disturbing the rocky 
path. I peel my gaze away from the view and look over to see you 
slowly walking towards me with the rest of the group. I smile sweetly as 
you look from me to the boats, and head towards the shore as I had 
done. Watching you analyze the scene in front of you, I focus on your 
face and watch as your usually solemn face peels it’s way back into a 
grin filled with delight. You turn to me, quicker than I am used to, and 
beckon me over to the waters edge. Standing up slowly, confused as 
to the revelation that is sprawled across your face, I make my way over 
to you, stepping across the pebbles, and join you beside the boats. I 
look up at your face the unusual grin still there as you look down at me 
with pure delight. During my gaze away from your face, I move my 
eyes down, trying to grasp an understanding of the situation. And then 
I see it, your camera perched perfectly in your hands, as if they were 
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made to fit, hanging from your neck for support. Still confused, I look up 
at you as I slowly go into my pocket, bringing out my camera, holding it 
in my hands in front of me. Looking across from my camera to yours, I 
look back up at your face as you’re pointing into the distance, talking 
to me, gesturing to my camera. Seeing you excitement, bemused by 
your animated self, I compose myself and start to listen to the stream of 
words as they roll off of your excitable tongue. Lighting. Composition. 
Framing. Perspective. I hang on to your every word, looking down at 
my camera, trying to follow your instructions precisely, wanting to 
please you. 
 
I end up crouched towards the ground next to the boats where we 
were stood, my camera still carefully placed in my hands. I look up at 
you, worried that I was doing something wrong. Looking back at me 
you smile and give a reassuring nod. Drawing my gaze back to my 
camera, I adjust my grip as I look out towards the boats in front of me, 
Haystacks looming so ominously over them, the wind whistling through 
the branches that frames the peaks. Looking back to my camera, I 
slowly bring it up to my face, taking one last look at the view as I move 
my face closer, peering through the viewfinder. Everything seems so 
different, so small and insignificant. I move slightly, adjusting my 
position, take one last look at the landscape within the restricting 
square and, snap. 
 
That was the first time we shared a common interest, connected. That 
was the time when you taught me how to compose a photo. 
 
 
 
Haystacks: 
 
Feeling the warm sun hitting my back, warming my core as I carefully 
place my feet dodging the boulders, walking down from the breezy 
summit, I look up and see the movement of the clouds crossing the 
peak. In the distance, I see the movement reflected in Innominate 
Tarn, our favourite place, your favourite place. I struggle to experience 
it in the here and now, just me, in the present, embracing it, as the past 
follows me along the path like a shadow attached to my feet. 
 
I stop, I look, I remember. I’m about 13 years old, we’ve decided to 
walk up to Innominate Tarn, and although I thought it was just another 
family day out, there was a sense of wariness in the air, the exchange 
of looks between the adults, a worry that followed our footsteps. It was 
strange, I was curious, and I looked round, trying to find the factor that 
etched their faces with worry and dread. Then I watch you. Your 
hunched back cowering away from the heat of the sun, digging your 
face deeper into your jacket, hiding under your hat. Your feet slowly 
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dragging across the stones, barely able to lift off of the floor, creating a 
path of destruction behind you. You were getting old. You are old. 
 
Drawing my attention away from the sadness that emulated from you, I 
tried to distract myself with the adventures of the day: the races we 
could have across the straight “motorway” path, slate path we could 
slide down, the boggy areas we could avoid, but every so often I 
would stop, place my questioning eye upon you and wonder when the 
walk will be too much. 
 
Hearing the water trickling through the rocks on it’d downwards 
journey to the lake below, I walk to the edge of the stream and watch 
as the light from the sun reflects across the pebbles, dancing like little 
fish. Once you and the group have caught up, I look at you, 
wondering how you will manage the next step of our journey on your 
tentative feet. Drawing my attention away from you, I look at my Dad 
for permission before bounding across the small stepping-stones, over 
the stream, like a little gazelle. Jumping to the rhythm of the water 
hitting the rocks, I reach the last stone before leaping to the shore, 
planting my feet in the bouncy moss that receives me. Looking down 
as it hugs my trainers, I draw my gaze up before swiveling round to see 
who was next to take on the challenge of the crossing. One-by-one the 
group makes their way across, some more agile than others, until only 
you and my Dad are left on the other side. I smile at you both, 
beckoning you across, teasing you with how easy it is. 
 
Watching as you exchange a worrisome look with Dad, you decided 
to slowly take your first step onto the stepping-stone, then the second… 
the third. Your momentum busing you forward, your balance 
compromised with your hunched back, you start to speed up. Too fast. 
Too fast to place your feet. Your ankle turns, you slip into the stream 
and you wait there, on your hands and knees, frozen. Letting out a little 
giggle, I smile as I look up at my Dad across the other side of the river. 
Panic. Pure panic etched across his face, I fall silent as I watch him 
jump into the stream, wading through the shallow water to your frozen 
side. Talking tentatively to each other, panicking peaking through my 
Dad’s brave voice, he takes your arm and slowly lifts you up before 
practically carrying you to the shore where we watch. Bemused, 
shocked, stunned. The adults rush to help as my Dad sits you down in a 
plump heather bush, but me, the children, we look at each other. 
Confused and worried, not quite understanding the severity of the 
situation. Slowly making our way over, as we draw close, I see the 
water dripping off of your clothes, making a small puddle on the floor 
where you sit. Working my gaze up to your face, I ask if you’re okay, 
knowing full well that you’re not. Grabbing the attention of the adults 
that are swarmed round you, one of them turns round, places a hand 
on our shoulders before diverting us away from commotion, the worry. 
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We wait, taking time to have a snack break as the adults try to distract 
us from the situation. I eat as I watch you and Dad having a quiet 
conversation, worrying if you’re okay. As my Dad turns around to walk 
over the adults, I follow his movement and see that they group 
together to make a small circle of adult discussion. Listening to them 
chat in soft voices, not quite being able to hear, I move my gaze from 
face to face, reading the range of emotions that are captured in this 
small group. Angry. Upset. Worried. As I take my last mouthful of food 
they disperse, the adults coming back towards our snacking station as 
my Dad heads back towards your side.  
 
Looking up at the faces as they approach, we’re told to pack up our 
things, ready to continue on our trek. Excited with the idea, I jump up 
and put everything in my bag in one swift motion before I begin my 
journey on the path. Feeling the pulse of excitement rush through me, I 
continue to walk for a bit before deciding to turn around to see if 
everyone was with us as we continue to our destination. Scanning the 
sea of faces that are walking towards me, I notice that not everyone is 
with us. Looking back to the snacking station we had just left, I see you 
sitting there, in the same heather bush next to the stream, watching as 
we walk away from you. 
 
I turn to the nearest adult. “What about Dad and Grandpa?”, “They’re 
staying there, we’ll meet them on the way back down”. 
 
The walk was too much for you. Feeling a wave of disappointment and 
worry wash over me, I feel a friendly hand being placed on my 
shoulder, tentatively persuading me forward. Turning around, I look 
back over my shoulder watching you sit there as I walk away from you. 
Leaving you. 
 
I wouldn’t have done it. I would have stayed. If only I knew that this 
was going to be the last Lakeland walk I ever did with you. 
 
 
 
 
 
 


