
 Memoir of A Young Boy, Alone 

 

I want to start this memoir like I would any other; give the date, describe the weather, maybe 

give the moment some context. Truthfully however, this is too early a memory, too raw an 

emotion for me to offer any of those details. All I can do is take you to a young blue-eyed boy, 

sitting at the top of the stairs tracing with his finger the soft gold diamonds against the 

patterned navy carpet. This boy was myself, playing with the carpet with markings so vivid 

that I can visualise them to this day. I sat perched on the top step as my mother and my 

grandmother engaged in a shouting match: each seeming to best the other in volume. As I 

sat, I thought. I thought about the day we had planned, the day I had anticipated. I thought 

of ice cream in the park, movies on the sofa. I find myself transfixed by the contrast of the 

gold and the blue as my fingers trace the outline of each diamond: slowly moving from one 

to the other along the length of the step. The volume finds a new pitch before ceasing 

altogether, following a sharp slamming of our front door. Grandma was gone. It feels strange 

calling her that: “Grandma”. I believe that’s what I once called her, but after that day I’m quite 

sure I never saw her again. I can picture her face, but time is a fascinating beast, and memory 

a trickster. Can I be sure that I truly remember her face from interacting with her? Perhaps I 

have just spliced my knowledge of her image from photographs into scenarios that I have 

been told happened? Looking through old photographs or being told these stories I can easily 

convince myself that I remember these people, these moments, these sentiments, when- in 

absolute discerning honesty - all I really remember is those stairs. And the feeling of desolate 

loneliness as my world quakes beneath me. 


