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As we approach the house, a sad-looking
person shuffles, hunchbacked, across the
road.
He looks a bit depressed,” I say brightly. I’m
driving slowly now, searching for a parking
spot.
“I’m depressed,” Mum replies.
“Are you?” I ask, struggling with the small
parking space and a suitable reply. “About
what in particular?”
“About the lack of a future,” states Mum.
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the moment, Mum has lost none of her
conversational spark.
We’ve sat on the sofa, drunk tea and eaten
tomato sandwiches. Mum is preparing to go
home and fussing about what she might
have brought with her and whether she still
has it. She’s not sure where I’m taking her.
She’s tired and can’t summon the rest
home to mind. We’ve been out for less than
two hours.
“I’ve had such a lovely day,” says Mum,
kissing my hair.
“So have I.”

It seems important for me not to dismiss
this. I must stay with it even though I have
no idea what to say. I finish parking the car
and turn to Mum. “It must be hard, being
88,” I begin.
“I’m not depressed about being old,” Mum
interrupts. “It’s just that I’m not good at
anything anymore.” She gazes out the
window. “I’ve used up my ticket.”
“Used up your ticket? Used up your
ticket…” I can’t stop saying it. Images of fair
rides and EuroRail passes run through my
head. Mum gives me an inquisitive look.
“That’s so good.”
We look at each other again. “You’re such
good company,” I say. Mum smiles and
squeezes my arm. I think about how much
she loves to see me every Saturday, how
she always notices my hair and my clothes,
how she picks up on my mood, how she
asks about the children, realizing all the
while that she has no idea where they live
or what they’re doing. I think about how, in
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