Victor Forrest
Chapter 1

Victor’s mother left the family when he was 9 years old. Victor took this not insignificant life event surprisingly well for a 9 year old. Took it in stride one might say. It could be argued that the emotional attachment Victor appeared to display after his mother left was actually a sign that he did not cope well with the loss but such an argument would have to turn a blind eye to the same emotional detachment Victor appeared to display whilst his mother was still an active and integral part of his life. If Victor were capable of expressing himself more effectively he would explain that he suffered through all of the expected emotions relevant to the departure of one’s mother at such a young age, he just processed these emotions internally rather than allow them to encroach on and effect his everyday life. Of course, Victor wasn’t able to express himself in such a manner.
Victor’s sisters did not handle the sudden absence of their mother quite so well.  His older sister, 15 year old Connie, responded with a series of increasingly elaborate cries for attention. Connie had been, up until that point, a shy and reserved child but the change in circumstances, perhaps in tandem with her burgeoning adolescence, saw an almost one hundred and eighty degree turn in her behaviour. His younger sister on the other hand, 7 year old Rebecca, already a rather bratty child, responded by attaching herself to her father more than ever. Her cries for attention were far more direct (and in some instances, literal).
For the nine years that Victor knew her, Mrs Forrest, Elizabeth to her friends, was a warm and generous mother. What she lacked in maternal instincts she more than made up for in effort. She would spoil the children rotten and would spend much time playing with them and exchanging stories. Victor could only assume that she was just as warm and loving with his older sister during the four years prior to his birth. This friendly, almost sisterly relationship between Elizabeth Forrest and her children appeared to be idyllic from an outsiders’ perspective and even from the perspective of the young children themselves. However, rather unfortunately, it was something of a strain on Mr Forrest.
Looking after the children, seeing to their needs, providing them with meals, making sure they were in bed at a reasonable time, ensuring they were clean and well kept and made it to school on time, all of the les glamorous but fundamental aspects of motherhood, none of these were her strong suit.  The children were, with the possible exception of Connie, too young to fully understand the detriments of their mother’s parenting style and their school mates and other friends were jealous of the free reign they received.  The other parents of course, disapproved. As did Mr Forrest, Paul, and his disapproval would be one of the contributing factors that ultimately led to Victor’s mother’s departure.
For his part, Victor was mostly unaware of any division between his parents, at least consciously so, and so when she did leave he was, not shocker per se, he rarely felt that strong of an emotion, but certainly a little bit taken aback. He coped though, and the family, as a whole, eventually weathered the storm and adjusted to a not altogether different lifestyle.

The ease with which Victor came to terms with one of the defining moments of his childhood and his general propensity to not ‘feel’ anything too strongly came under closer scrutiny one unseasonably warm day in December when Victor, quite unexpectedly, felt overcome by emotions. Emotions he thought could best be described as nostalgia, longing and something felt like a small but growing whole at the centre of his very being. He may not of been able to put the pieces together quite yet but Victor also knew that these sudden feeling were somehow linked to the absence of his mother for the past 20 or so years. 

