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        After recovering from pneumonia, Martha Harris finds herself stashed in a nursing home.

      

        

      
        Without even a private room.

      

        

      
        But finding a new friend in Selma.

      

        

      
        Until an unexpected turn sends Martha on a new path. One that changes her life forever.

      

        

      
        Just when she thought her life would end in the twilight days in a nursing home, Martha finds a new direction in Super Senior: Origins, a superhero novella.
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      As if it wasn’t bad enough having to leave my house of thirty-five years, my daughter Tracy hadn’t even bothered to get me a private room in the nursing home.

      That was the last time I let anyone talk me into going into a hospital, pneumonia or no pneumonia.

      I could still remember the feel of those scratchy bedsheets against my neck as Tracy hovered over me, passing me pictures. She was still wearing her jacket from the office although it felt like it was a million degrees in the hospital. But there wasn’t a bead of sweat on her smooth forehead. She’d dyed her brown hair a rich caramel colour and cropped it to a few inches below her cheekbones. With the jacket, it made her look like a mannequin from some high end store.

      I barely had any chance to glance at the photo before she was shoving another one into my hand.

      “And this is the courtyard out back, Mom,” she said.

      I caught a glimpse of blurred green before she snatched it away and replaced it with another shot.

      “This is what your room would look like.”

      I squinted, but without my glasses I could only make out a blurred smear of white in the centre. I think it was a bed.

      “Thanks for showing me,” I slurred. Even in that drugged state I knew better than to give any kind of tacit approval.

      Tracy patted my arm. “You’ll love it, Mom. You’ll see. Give it a chance. Will you…”

      Her voice had faded as I fell asleep.

      Next thing I knew, I was standing outside a set of white-trimmed double doors. The late afternoon sun shone from behind me, only highlighting the smear of finger prints on the glass.

      Was this a nursing home or a grade school? Smeared finger prints at waist height to push the door open, I could understand. But right near the top?

      What the hell were these people doing?

      What the hell was I doing here?

      Before I could turn back to the taxi and jump in (or crawl in) and get the young driver to take me home, the door in front of me creaked open.

      A short woman in a tweed suit stepped out. The skirt hovered at knee height. The jacket cut just below her waist. She had sensible black shoes on her feet, less then two inches. Her mousy brown hair was a shapeless short cut around her head, highlighting the flatness of her face and the beak-like hook of her nose. Thin lips lined with pale peach lipstick smiled but it didn’t reach her eyes.

      “Mrs. Harris, how lovely to see you,” she said. She moved forward, holding her hand out.

      Oh god, was she one of those relentlessly chipper people?

      “Who the hell are you?” I asked.

      To her credit, her smile remained intact as she stopped in front of me. “I’m Holly Reslin, the director of this facility. I like to welcome all of our guests personally.”

      Guests? That made it sound like I could leave if I wanted.

      Oh, I so wanted.

      “One of our staff, Reggie, can take your bags,” Holly Reslin said.

      A hulking man stepped out of the doors. His shaved white head seemed to gleam in the sun. He gave a nod but was otherwise expressionless as he moved forward to snag up my two suitcases. I had struggled with them but he plucked them up like they were weightless and carried them inside.

      Unless I wanted to abandon my things, I suppose I had to follow.

      Holly Reslin gave me another hollow smile and beckoned me onward.

      Inside the halls were wide and monotonous in white. The floor was covered in flecked linoleum, easier to keep clean and relentlessly soulless. Holly Reslin chattered away about shuffle board schedules and movie nights as she led me on. I did my best to ignore her grating voice as I peered into every open doorway we passed.

      On the right, I spotted a large living room area, possibly twenty feet in length. Somewhat faded area rugs covered the tile, giving it a little more personality. Burgundy curtains hung beside the windows. A dark blue couch pressed up against the right wall with a matching loveseat in front of it. Other mismatched armchairs were scattered around the room, creating other gathering areas.

      Several residents were inside, old men and women dressed in fading pants and shirts and dresses. All of them slightly bent over, a little slow in their movements. Old.

      Like me.

      Dammit.

      I forced myself to straighten as I followed Reggie past the room.

      He led me to the left, down another hallway. Then right. Soon I got lost in the maze of blinding white paint.

      That was how they would force me to stay. I wouldn’t be able to find my way out.

      Finally Reggie stopped with a grunt in front of a plain brown door on the left. He glanced over at me. His eyebrow gave a slight lift, the only expression I’d seen on his face. He stepped back to allow me to reach the doorknob.

      I turned it and pushed the door open.

      A large door was beyond it. Two windows faced the door, framed with the same burgundy curtains from the recreation room. Two single beds gave me the first clue that I was sharing a room. There was one on either side, like reflections. The rest of the room was the same. A single, hard wood chair on each side. A nightstand beside each bed. A tall, thin, wooden wardrobe on each side.

      It made me think of a dollhouse reflected in a mirror.

      Except this was now where I was supposed to be living. And it didn’t look like no private room.

      I turned to see Holly Reslin standing a few feet away on my left. Her same fake, sympathetic smile spread across her face.

      “I thought I was getting a private room,” I said.

      The smile never faltered. “Your daughter made the request but unfortunately we don’t have any available at the moment. You’re on the wait list for the next one that comes up.”

      “You mean when the next person bites it,” I said.

      That finally wiped the smile off her face. She looked startled like I’d thrown a glass of water into her face.

      “Oh, I don’t think that necessary,” she said.

      I heard another grunt behind me. I glanced over my shoulder. Maybe Reggie was finally starting to feel it holding my bags, but he wasn’t. His lips were pressed hard together to stop a laugh. His eyes, flat and dull before, now had a twinkle.

      I gave him a wink.

      I turned back to Holly Reslin.

      “So what happens if I croak before I get the private room?” I asked. “Does my estate get a refund on the rate?”

      Now her hands came fluttering up almost to her face. I heard Reggie give a little snicker behind me. Holly Reslin’s face was colour of curdled yogurt. Her mouth opened and closed like she was trying to catch her breath.

      “Never mind,” I said. “Which bed is mine?”

      “Left,” Reggie said. His voice was a deep baritone. He would have sounded fine singing the blues.

      I took a breath and stepped inside the room to claim my bed.
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      The thought of unpacking in that room made me more depressed than ever so I settled for shoving my suitcases under the bed. Fortunately, the area rugs didn’t cover that so the cases slid easily on the tile. I was just struggling to my feet when I heard the sound of a throat clearing.

      My knees gave a final crack as I stood up. I turned to see an old woman standing in the doorway.

      She stood about five three and wore a dark blue dress under a white cardigan sweater. A flowered pin decorated the button on the left side of the sweater. An afro of white curls floated around her head. Her face was the colour of a dying, brown leaf and had a wrinkled, pinched look as she squinted at me from overtop a set of black rimmed glasses. She shuffled forward as if to get a better look, her brown shoes making a slight squeak nose on the tile.

      As she got closer, I noticed that in the centre of the flower petals pin was a tiny sculpted hand with the middle finger raised.

      Immediately, I knew I would be friends with this woman.

      “Who’re you?” she said.

      “I’m Martha Harris,” I said. “Who the hell are you?”

      Her tiny head rocked back an inch then a grin creased her face. “I’m Selma Waverly and you’d better be polite or I’ll kick yer ass outta my room.”

      “Well shit,” I said. “I guess I’d better be polite then.”

      She barked a laugh.  “So you’re movin’ in, are ya?”

      “Do tits sag after sixty?” I asked.

      A loud belly laugh came out of her tiny frame. She wagged a finger at me.

      “You’re gonna be trouble. I can tell,” she said.

      “Is that a problem?” I asked.

      She grinned wider and shook her head. “Nope. ‘Bout time there was someone else with a pulse in this place.” She waved me toward the door. “C’mon, let’s go steal some extra pudding cups.”

      For the first time since I got out of the hospital I felt the stir of interest quicken my heart.
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      As I expected, Selma and I became great friends. She showed me the best place to sit in the cafeteria to make sure you got a hot meal. During movie nights, I dragged her off to the side where we could make rude comments and heckle the screen then make a hasty escape if the attendants came to scold us.

      I hated the whole knitting and crocheting thing but Selma showed me how to do cross stitch and insert tiny swear words into flowers.

      We caused such havoc the staff began calling us the Trouble Twins although we couldn’t look more different. Selma, black and tiny. Me, tall and so white I was almost translucent.

      But we had the same give ‘em hell attitude and that was all that mattered.

      Most of the time we were harmless, like smuggling popcorn from the movie night back into our room or spiking the fruit punch on dance nights. Not that we added very much to it. Selma didn’t like wasting her whiskey so we usually only ended up adding a dollop to the bowl.

      But it was the rebellious thought that counted.

      Unless Nurse Cheryl was on duty.

      She was a tall, heavy woman with tightly curled hair of steel grey tucked under her old fashioned white nurse’s hat. She wore the whole old-style outfit: white dress, white stockings, white rubber soled shoes along with the hat. She had a whistle on a chain around her neck that she blew to summon the orderlies. They would always come running fast, not because they necessarily wanted to do whatever she was asking but because they were as afraid of her as we were.
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