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Where was Albert? He hadn’t come home last night. June had kept Angela and Albie up a 
little longer in the hope that he would read their bedtime story, not because she didn’t want 
to but because she wanted him to build a bond with them. Then she’d waited up a little 
longer in the hope that he had decided to walk instead of drive, she hated it when he drove 
after drinking, especially after the accident in his car. It bothered her conscience that he’d 
gone along with the story about his car being stolen, but of course, by saying nothing, she 
was equally complicit and the card left by Officer Jones still burnt a hole in her bedside 
cabinet. 

She had to stop herself from calling her mother: she would have either fussed about it or 
told her that she was being paranoid. Her father would have helped, but she couldn’t get 
to him without getting past her mother, the gatekeeper: she was less subtle than a GP 
receptionist. If only Granddad Timothy were around, he would have an answer for her. 
Though, he would never have allowed her to marry Albert and this situation wouldn’t be 
happening. 

June hadn’t slept a moment last night; she was tired and agitated. She couldn’t leave the 
children and it was pointless calling Susan because she couldn’t leave her children either. 
None of her family could or would help without judgement or questions, and the one person 
who should be helping was the one who was the biggest problem of all. It was like one of 
those Chinese puzzles – seemingly impossible to solve but entirely anticlimactic if you did 
finally succeed. 

Up until her alarm clock went off, June had felt wide awake. Now that it buzzed impatiently 
her eyelids wanted to fall and her muscles willed her to stick to the bed like she had been 
magnetised. Bumps and bangs from across the hallway informed her that the children were 
awake and ready for the day. They had got used to their father not being around much faster 
than she ever would, perhaps they thought it was normal. 

The door slammed open, and Albie ran into the room demanding breakfast. Angela tried to 
pull him away, apologising on his behalf and saying something unintelligible about the milk 
bottle. June dragged herself out of bed and made her way downstairs, allowing gravity to 



do most of the work. The kitchen floor was sprinkled generously with Coco Pops where 
Angela and Albie had made their best efforts to share the remnants between the two of 
them. The cats showed zero interest in the cereal Albie was offering them from the floor: 
they were more interested in the chicken fragrance coming from the partially open fridge. 
June fended them off and went to grab the milk, discovering now that it was empty and 
simultaneously realising what her daughter had tried to explain to her sleep-deprived brain. 

She shooed the cats away and slammed the fridge door, making her way to the front door 
to grab the fresh milk bottles: they should have been delivered by now. She opened the door 
tentatively, checking for neighbours with judging eyes, but the street was empty save for a 
couple of smartly dressed women just up the road. Probably Mrs Jenkin’s friends, she 
thought. Reaching down to grab the milk, all she found was an envelope stamped “BILL” 
and a handwritten note stating “second reminder”. 

“Great. Just great,” she exclaimed. 

Slamming the door a little too hard, she turned to find that her entourage had followed her. 
It was only cats and children but it felt overwhelming, everyone wanted a bit of her. When 
would it be her time to have some relaxation? Whenever her husband took her away it was 
just so he could drink in a different country. America had held so much promise as the trip 
of a lifetime but just left her feeling empty. Now, even an evening at her parents’ house 
had left her with a missing spouse. She sank to the floor, how did it all go so wrong? 

The cats – sensing that there was nothing in this situation that they could benefit from – 
slunk off. Angela not wanting to see anyone upset, steered clear. Albie however was 
oblivious to anything but his stomach. “Can I have my Coco Pops now?” 

June dragged herself upright and went into the kitchen. Cereal was a non-starter so toast 
would have to do. She lit the grill and took three slices from the half-loaf in the bread bin. 
Money was tight and she wondered if her husband earned anything at all sometimes. Though 
he always had cash for beer, cigarettes and takeaways. As the toast warmed she emptied 
the cereal back into the boxes. They only ended up with the expensive makes because her 
mum took her shopping. June was embarrassed to go alone in case she didn’t have enough 
to pay. 

The doorbell rang and June flinched, thinking back to that moment a few weeks ago when 
the policeman had attended. The silhouette was much smaller though. June didn’t want to 
answer but curiosity made her: this could be news of Albert. 

“How would you like to learn about everlasting life in paradise?” the cheery woman asked 
her. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BROKEN PICTURES by G.H. WOOD 


