Week 3 Writing Homework
Go Back to Course 
Write Narrative on ‘Photograph’ using all techniques listed in slides (500 words)
The attic air, thick with dust motes dancing in slivers of sunlight, always held a certain magic for Felix. Today, it was less about magic and more about mundane decluttering. He uncovered a battered shoebox; its lid resisted stubbornly before finally yielding to a treasure trove of forgotten memories: old letters, a dried corsage, and a stack of faded photographs.

One picture made him freeze. It was a Polaroid, its edges softened by time, its colours mellowed into a sepia-like warmth. There was a boy in it, no more than eight years old, grinning toothily, clutching a bright, red toy biplane. His hair was a wild tangle, his knees smudged with dirt-unmistakably a young Felix. Except it wasn't the boy's joyous face that had captured his attention; it was the figure on the blurred background, a large and gnarled hand that gave an uncertain wave from the frame's edge.

Felix frowned. He remembered that plane. It had been his most prized possession, flown endlessly over flowerbeds and imaginary battlefields. He remembered the thrill of unwrapping it, the weight of the balsa wood in his small hands. But the hand… whose was it? A faint, almost imperceptible ache began in his chest, a whisper of a memory just out of reach.

He'd forgotten how photos could do that-unlock doors to rooms he didn't even know he'd sealed off. He closed his eyes, pressing the cool, slightly textured photo against his cheek. The scent of old paper and something else, something like pipe tobacco and damp earth, filled his senses.

Suddenly, it clicked: Papa Leo.

That plane had been given to him by his grandfather, a quiet man with few words but profound warmth. It was an afternoon like this: late summer, the sun already low. Papa Leo was leaving, not for the evening, but for a ‘long visit’ to a distant relative. Felix hadn’t registered the gravity in his mother’s eyes then, or the unusual tightness in Papa Leo’s embrace; he’d simply been overjoyed with his new toy.

Now, when Felix looked at the photo, he saw what he hadn't seen then. Mama had framed the shot in a hurry, trying to catch her son's pure happiness. She hadn't noticed, or perhaps she hadn't wanted to immortalize, the faint outline of Papa Leo in the background. His hand wasn't triumphantly waving to bid farewell but rather in a gentle, almost hesitant motion. A silent adieu to more than his grandson's fleeting attention. Papa Leo never returned from that trip.

A wave of deep sorrow, laced with tender warmth, washed over Felix. The photograph wasn't a picture of a boy and his plane; it was a captured moment of unspoken farewell, a testament to the quiet dignity of loss that a child couldn't comprehend. That blurred hand wasn't just waving; it was holding onto a last glimpse, a last connection, before fading into memory. Felix cleaned the dust from the polaroid with care. Placing it back in the shoebox, now reverently, he felt it was much more than just a relic: a tangible link to a love that had triumphed over time and an unexpected reminder that in the quietest corners, life retains its most poignant stories. And sometimes, all it takes is a forgotten photograph to bring them into focus.
