The photograph

Present
Kyle wiped shoes on the mat. He took of his weathered flamingo orange jacket and hung it on the hanger. Kyle polished his shoes and neatly put them in the display rack. 
Once upstairs Kyle noticed a minor detail, the family portrait was crooked by a small centimetre. He was deeply afraid of the incident and counted to 43 before he finally found a attolitre of courage in his heart and stepped up to the portrait.
When Kyle tried to touch it he dissolved into the unforgiving moment, piece by piece.

14 years and 1 month ago
Kyle found himself in lost memories, hopping along as a little child picking sunflowers, playing hide and seek with other children, laying down in the flowerbeds- relaxed- untroubled, but of course that was before the incident.
One bright summer morning everyone was taking family photos, happy, enjoyable, unaware. When it was Kyle’s turn to take pictures tradgedy struck.
The camera clicked.
Two seconds away from the second click.
Water erupted.
Drenched.
Thoughts blocked.
All he could see was another wave incoming.
Everyone but maya ran.
I screamed run Maya, but my little siter didn’t hear me.
I turned a 180 and ran for my life.
Don’t turn back, Don’t turn back I scolded myself.
She must be following.
My first thought get under shelter.
Then I saw the lock.
Take a sharp turn I told myself.
I couldn’t, my head hit the glass.
I lost myself.
Present 
I drifted back into reality, I smelled of swaet drenched timber, apple with salt and cinnamon and leather collapsed on with mud. I had no idea what to do but never touch the portrait again.
 

