
CHANGES 

by Adam Thorstensson 

 Norwood’s changed. 

 But then again, I guess, so have I. 

 It feels like The Parade’s got a new layer of paint; the shape is the same 

– the details different. I guess that’s to be expected after all my years away, 

although I never really expected to see it. 

 The spattering of lane tree leaves (the ones which always make it onto 

the main road from the side streets) crunch underfoot – just like they used to 

during my school years. This is the time of year I miss the most, these days of 

startlingly blue skies and frosty mornings, of steaming mugs and semi-frozen 

toes. If there was one thing I’d return for, it would be these few days. 

 These days; and for Lewis of course. 

 I mean, that is why I’m here. I’m stuck until the plane leaves tomorrow. 

I might as well put the time to good use. 

 We were friends throughout high school, friends throughout my 

various failed romantic experiences. Friends, even when I said I’d never be 

back. Who would I be, if when I had a chance, I didn’t take it? 

 So here I am, out of place in somewhere so familiar. 

 I remember some of the shops. Some of my teenage favourites are still 

here, most have vanished. 

 The bakery I always frequented with my early crush Gil is gone. Now 

some foreign clothes shop is where it used to be. It doesn’t feel at all long since 



we sat there at sixteen-and-a-bit-year-olds, pretending to like coffee so as to 

seem more mature; since we got kicked out for playing that timeless teenage 

game of ‘see-how-far-up each other’s-thighs-we can-stroke-without-getting-

caught.’ Man, did I cry when we broke up. Back then it all seemed so 

important. Like it should’ve lasted forever. Like we were meant for each other. 

Thank God, we weren’t. 

 There are more clothes shops and boutiques than I remember. They 

seem to be cropping up everywhere nowadays, filled with their European 

design, and branded clothing. I’m sure most of them were here before I left. I 

just didn’t notice them. I never did care much about shops which didn’t sell 

either food or books in my youth. 

 The amount of time my friends and I spent loitering outside the various 

bakeries and cafés as early teens was epic. Each of us debating how much of 

our little money we would be willing to part with in exchange for food – before 

eventually walking off without buying anything. It wasn’t until I had my first 

part-time job at sixteen that I actually had money enough to buy anything. 

 Come to think of it, that same part-time job is the reason I’m back here 

now because that’s how Lewis and I met – standing at the checkouts of Coles, 

bored out of our minds. 

 Well, maybe ‘met’ is not the right word. We’d been in the same classes 

in school. We knew of each other. We’d even talked together in class, and 

worked together in Drama – but standing there in Coles was the first time 

we’d actually talked about more than just school; the first time we’d opened 

up to each other. 

 Once we did, it didn’t take long for us to become fast friends. For that 

reason, and that reason alone, I think that job was worth every dull hour I 

spent there. 

 I wonder if that particular Coles is still open. Probably is. The big chain 

stores seem to stay, no matter what happens to the small ones. 

 The imported-lolly shop is gone. That’s a blow. To think children can 

no longer nag their parents for expensive imported liquorice, that they’d never 

actually enjoy. Doubtless some of the parents are happy; but personally that 

was my favourite part of Norwood. Standing amongst the tiny aisles 



desperately trying to pick between the different lollies. Trying to find the best 

money to sugar ratio.  

 Sure, it was bound to close eventually – I can’t ever remember it 

actually being very busy, but, still … 

 At least the bookshop remains, even if the name is technically different. 

That’s a blessing if ever I’ve seen one. 

 How many times did Lewis and I arrange a time to meet outside it on 

weekends and holidays? Always meaning, and both understanding, that what 

we really meant was meeting an hour earlier than whatever time we’d set to 

allow time to browse through the books. 

 There’ll always be that especially memorable time, early on when we 

still hadn’t known each other for very long, when we’d both shown up an hour 

early and not realised for a solid forty-five minutes that we’d both just been 

browsing and reading on opposite sides of the store. 

 It seems fitting that here, after all this time, we meet again. 

 He’s taller and leaner, more angular; no longer the clumsy teenager I 

remember from high school. Different, but still familiar; grown up. 

 The stubble on his chin and cheeks is, just that, stubble; ‘peach fuzz’ no 

longer. Still slouches to the side like when he was younger, but he doesn’t shift 

his weight nervously from foot to foot anymore. He’s different, but still, on the 

same level not so far away, the same awkward, shy, boy I remember. 

 We’ve changed, and we haven’t seen each other for far too long. We 

stand, unsure of how to react; the reunion completely different to the one I’d 

imagined. 

 ‘Oh to hell with it.’ 

 I wrap my arms around him, and, after a second, he hugs me back. 

Hugs me with the same hesitant hug I remember. His hug full of compassion 

and friendship. His hug full of comfort and love. Hugs me with the hug I’ve 

always missed during all my years away. 

 ‘Um … Yeah,’ he smiles his familiar smile – the one which always 

makes me smile too. ‘Let’s go.’ 

 I smile and nod, ‘Let’s go.’ 

 Some things never change.


