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t was unusually, ;
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uncomfortably warm ;
for October. The air
seemed to become thicker
the further south I drove : .
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I call it “my parents’ house”, but it’s rightly mine now. Dad died six years Quarterly.
ago. Mother died three weeks ago. At her funeral, the priest thought I
turned away from the coffin with grief. It wasn’t. It was fear. Fear that the
M‘—H )
moment I saw it I would know for certain what I suspected—her death was :
no relief. There would be no release, no weight lifted. She was haunting me
still Ias “she always had. I would not keep the house.
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The plan was to stay for a week, gut the place, hand the keys to the estate
agent, and never set foot in it again. Exorcise my demon}l decided to start
with my childhood bedroom, untouched in the twenty years since I'd left :
m N for university. Dad hadg_eéecora;eé it every two years when I was livixlg_j*m it

AR v there—he’d change the wallpaper or make me s.;;e‘éiai furniture. I would : -
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A0 0 skionEh Mg that during my sleep I could absorb what he’d made and carry it through Off‘»‘ \uw;wk to

) ; my day. The rest of the house had been stripped of him the very day he J e, _ 1‘{,;,1 s
died. It was as though he had never been. Mother had always been distant,
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I started with my bedroom so I'd have a place to sleep without her—a safe \’\J\Ma Ty
zone I could use and then clean outwards into the house so I would never E\‘L phamet
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again step in her territory. I opened the window to let the outside in but the

M ore bl a@ thick air was worse. It tooE;_day to sort my old things into boxes (keep,
/4 sell, charity shop). “Keep” was for the handmade cards and toys from Dad.

. __He always sewed or stuck my name on everything. I put each one in the box
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it re ot as though caring for a broken bird, and carried it into the hallway. 5f MAAD ‘fp ‘
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o ‘E’(i 4% LD hns my bed. I tied my hair up into a bun, put on a bandana to make me feel like
cleaning, and pulled at the corner of the wallpaper. Slowly, in one large
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