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It was on the day after Boxing Day that I found my father’s mirror, buried among the other remnants of his life. Clearing out the long-neglected upstairs rooms of his house was supposed to be my Christmas gift to him but every time I returned downstairs he would, instead, accuse me of stealing his life away. That hurt. I was trying to give his life back to him; whatever of it was left. The old man hadn’t even been able to go upstairs for years. All that remained up there were forgotten and inaccessible memories.

It was the inevitability, I think, that hurt him the most. He knew this time had to come—the moment when the structures of the life he had grown used to finally became incompatible with the life he needed to live. I had chosen to help him make the transition while he was still with me, while he could still, somehow, be part of the process—even if his part was to fight against it. Against me. At least he still had it in him. Life was still life.

The sour undercurrent to the whole thing was the knowledge that, one day, we both knew I’d have to sell the house anyway. I had briefly entertained ideas of moving into it myself; relocating to the country, stepping back in time. In the end I couldn’t see it happening. It was a few steps too far removed from the life I knew. I would swear some of the neighbouring houses were still made from wattle and daub. My Dad’s house might have been solid brick but there was barely a straight edge to be found inside. It was a stubborn slice of the past.

Just like my Dad.

He wouldn’t even let me stay with him, worried that it might somehow reveal that he was incapable of managing by himself; that it would prove I needed to put him in a home. I wish I could say I hadn’t considered the option but I lived with the ever-present fear hanging over me that one day he might fall, scald himself, be victim to any one of a hundred different domestic accidents with no one around to help.
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