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IN THE SEEING HANDS  
OF OTHERS
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COPIED POSTS FROM CORINA SLATE’S 
BLOG, ‘WITNESS’

AUGUST 2016 (1)

Blood flowed beyond their bodies. There’s about 250ml of blood 
in the machines at any time. Losing that much isn’t lethal, but 
it’s definitely sub-healthy. Weakness, dizziness, nausea, along a 
short scale of severity. It’s not something we usually think about, 
let alone expect. But the lights cut out. The machines sounded an 
outage alarm. I had to rely on moonlight to find the nurses’ station, 
the headlamps in a drawer. I handed one to Tasha and we both 
went down the beds, checking the machines. The backup batteries 
kept blood flowing, but it wouldn’t be long before the batteries 
died. A temporary lifeline.

Then we checked on the patients. I tried to stop my trainers 
squeaking across the floor. I tried to hold the calmness in my voice. 
I told them what I was doing as I did it. It’s amazing how much 
this reassures people. It points to a route away from failure, illness, 
pain. I smiled into their faces. I promised a standby generator, 
forced myself to pat their knees. Confidence can be an effective 
medicine, whichever way it’s administered. Sometimes I think 
treating them is medicine for me. Or I mean I hope it is.

They had their own ways of telling me they were scared. ‘How long 
will it be?’ ‘This better be a drill.’ ‘Corina? Are you there? Corina?’ 

A frowning man with black tooth cavities, shrunken gums, possible 
gingivitis, maybe a dependency on fizzy drinks, new to dialysis, asked 
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me why this would even happen. I told him I didn’t know. Then there 
was the fire alarm. He said, ‘I assume you know what that is?’

Before, I would have let it go, but I said, ‘I assume you don’t want 
me to leave you here?’ 

He just shook his head, held on to a twitchy smirk, like that would 
save him.

When the batteries died, their blood began to clot in the machines. 
The only thing to do was cut and clamp the lines, move them to 
another unit. The younger patients were timid, obedient. The older 
ones were woozy now, or agitated, like when people wake up after 
a coma. That little moment of wild potential before they become 
themselves again. I struggle not to cry when I see someone wake up. 
Maybe because you didn’t.

We went back and forth with wheelchairs. There was a woman I’ll 
call Audrey. 76 years old, 6 '1'', only two deep wrinkles cut from the 
corners of her eyes. A bubbling giggle that lets you hear what she 
was like as a girl. During her treatments, we’d play trumps.  We 
were fascinated by each other’s hands. Mine are ashy, over-washed. 
Hers soft. She’d laugh when I envied her hands. I let her touch 
mine. She told me she was scared by saying my name. When I 
wheeled her out, she asked me faintly if this was anything to worry 
about. I told her, ‘No, you’ll be all right soon enough.’ 

But it was extreme hypotension, shock, heart failure. She died.

In the toilet after, I let Tasha hug me. We had a cry, checked our 
watches. She said, ‘We’re only two hours in.’

I said, ‘At least it went by quickly.’

—

In the past week there have been three kidney failures, four heart 
failures, all fatal. The power cut made it eight. That’s a lot of dead 
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people, in case you thought it might be common. Eight dead in 
a week in a hospital isn’t as unusual as eight dead in a nursery, 
but it comes close when it’s a renal unit we’re talking about. The 
second anniversary of what your brother did was on the third day 
of the week. On that night I needed help so I watched an American 
YouTuber talk about her own experience. ‘Because the worst thing,’ 
she said, ‘is if you lose your sense of humour.’ I wasn’t thinking about 
my sense of humour after the power cut, a sixteen-hour shift. I was 
standing in the toilet slapping my cheeks to rouse the blood in them.

The problem with surviving is what to do next. Leaving the 
hospital means facing a life that doesn’t feel like my own, to 
ailments I don’t know how to heal, to myself, not yet back to who I 
was or on to someone else. I can remember laughing off a sixteen-
hour shift. It was ridiculous, hugging other nurses, an honoured 
kind of feeling. I remember laughing a lot, being silly. I don’t think 
you could’ve called me a pushover. I didn’t have to sleep facing the 
bedroom door. I didn’t feel like there’s someone with a big mouth 
who knows an awful secret about me that could ruin my life if it 
got out. It was easy to care for others. 

A relief to find the break room empty. I stared through gluey eyes 
at leaflets on the coffee table. I put another teabag in my half-
drunk mug, watched it turn in the microwave. There weren’t any 
spoons so I plucked the bag out with my fingers, but it wasn’t 
much warmer or stronger than before. I chucked it, washed the 
mug. Then I washed up Tasha’s mug that looks the same as mine. 
I did this quickly, wanted to get out before someone else came 
in, but behind me the General Manager of the Kidney Service 
Team chirped hello. I went over to my locker. Talk to the General 
Manager of the Kidney Service Team for long enough and she’ll 
extract something painful. 

‘It was a pipe that burst in the basement,’ she said, getting one of 
her yoghurts from the fridge. ‘It flooded the electrics. Actually, one 
of the firemen was electrocuted.’
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I glanced over at her, saw she had new acrylics, red swirls, glitter. 
She was wearing her Dior coat. She’s a woman with a Dior coat, 
fur hood, real fur.

‘You look good, Corina, considering.’ 

She pierced the foil lid on the yoghurt pot with a biro, dragged 
it around the rim. I’ve put on a stone this past year, but every 
other day she asks if I’ve lost weight. Not long ago she said, ‘You 
probably can’t gain weight, no matter what you eat.’ Once, when 
I brought in some rice for lunch, she talked to me about rice for 
twenty minutes, how cultures who eat rice live longer, stay thin, so I 
don’t bring in rice for lunch anymore. When a cry is coming I’ll go 
to the toilet and she’ll see me after and say, ‘God, you look fucking 
great today.’ She’s white and nicer to me than she is to white 
women. She’d probably like to say that she has me as a friend. 

I closed my locker, looked at her. She was right in front of me 
now, making the I’m-so-sorry face that’s taught in palliative care 
seminars. I could see the pores on her nose. She put her hand on 
my shoulder. I looked at it. She pulled it away. She sipped from the 
pot, said, ‘I can look at the rota, you know, and maybe give you a 
day off soon. Maybe get you some more day shifts, too.’

‘It’s fine,’ I said.

‘Well, if you need any help,’ she said.

‘I don’t need any help.’

I pulled my cigarette tin from my coat pocket, but she wanted 
something more from me. I suppose she’d finally diagnosed a cause 
of my pain. She said, ‘But, you know, last night. Hadn’t you gotten 
close to—’ but she waved her hand in place of her name.

‘Audrey,’ I said.

She nodded. ‘It must have been—’ she said, widening her eyes, her 
mouth, yoghurt slime ‘—really bad.’
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We stared at each other for a moment.

I said, ‘Yeah.’

Then the General Manager of the Kidney Service Team filled her 
thermos from the tap and left, as quick as if I wasn’t there.

—

No deaths today. But I still smelled death in the corridor. Past the 
prayer room, by the staff toilet, where a young man stood plastic-
eyed cradling a cane and a purse, there was a sweet, vinegary, 
turned-fruit smell. That’s the smell of death approaching. I’ve 
only met a couple of other nurses who say they can smell it. 
It’s not a mystical nurse power. It’s probably just an olfactory 
sensitivity to some chemical building up in the dying body, maybe 
excess acetone in the bloodstream brought on by ketosis. I don’t 
know if Tasha can smell it. She likes to mythologise nursing even 
less than I do. When we met, in our first year at King’s, twelve 
years ago, Tasha said her mum wanted her to be a doctor, like she 
is, but she went for nursing because she didn’t want to be like her 
mum. One time, when we were in oncology, she got angry with 
a woman with stage one lung cancer who said she couldn’t stop 
smoking. This woman requested another nurse. The consultant 
lectured Tasha about ‘best practice’. Tasha was determined to 
quit, saying she’s too hard, unfeeling. But I think she just lacks 
pity. I think many nurses quit because they’ve confused pity 
with care. I don’t think you can properly care for someone if 
you pity them. Same with empathy. I think the nurses who talk 
about empathy only care for patients who are easy for them to 
empathise with. Tasha cares using an instinctive understanding 
that you have to keep your hand on someone’s back for a few 
moments after you’ve heaved them onto a bed. Some nurses use 
common sense to care. A Sister once told me, ‘Common sense is 
hit-or-miss, and we’re not here to fucking miss.’
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When I went into the staff toilet before going home, I heard Tasha 
shout my name from inside a stall.

‘How did you know it was me?’ I said.

‘Heavy steps.’

She asked me why I was still so mopey. I leant my bum against the 
sink. I looked at the lino that had come loose, curled up, beneath the 
stall door. If I told Tasha why, she wouldn’t be able to help telling 
everyone. We’ve toured the units together since graduating, both 
gravitating towards nephrology. She worked for years at Chelsea and 
Westminster before coming back to Guy’s and St Thomas’ a few 
months ago. We’ve drifted apart, especially since your brother did 
what he did, but we can’t admit it. Maybe if I could tell her what he 
did, we’d be close again. But maybe the secret to having friends is 
avoiding important situations where someone can let you down.

I made up something about getting a cold. I could hear her pissing.

‘I had a guy in my GP year who kept getting colds,’ she said.

‘What was the matter?’ I said.

‘All he ate was ham.’

‘Was he trying to lose weight?’

‘Nah,’ she said, ‘his childminder beat him for not eating or 
something. Fucked him up.’

‘Shit,’ I said. ‘I hate ham.’

‘It’s all a bit grim,’ Tasha said. I heard her tear off some toilet 
paper. 

We were supposed to go out with the graduating students tonight. 
Tasha said they were going to Shoreditch. I would’ve had to find 
something Shoreditch to wear. I knew that another nurse, let’s call 
her Grace, would be going. She’s the kind of person who never 
forgets a compliment. She’d judge my Primark heels. She’d say 
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something like, ‘I love how you don’t feel the need to wear any 
make-up, like, at all.’ She’d get men to talk to us.

‘I wouldn’t know what to wear,’ I said. ‘I’ve got nothing I like the 
look of.’

The toilet flushed. Tasha came out wide-legged with her zip 
undone, her hands held up as if in surgery prep. She said, ‘I haven’t 
pooed in thirty hours.’

‘I’m bunged-up, too,’ I said.

‘I need a night out. I need to not remember going home.’ She 
washed her hands.

‘Can’t you sleep?’

‘Like the dead.’

‘I can’t,’ I said. ‘I close my eyes and I just keep seeing the bad stuff. 
I think I’ve forgotten how to distance myself.’

‘We got paid yesterday, didn’t we?’

‘I haven’t looked.’

‘I think we got paid.’

She dried her hands. She pinched and pulled her tunic at the back 
to see how flattering our uniforms could be. ‘Are you coming out, 
or what?’ she said.

I planned the route to Shoreditch. Two buses there, night buses 
back. I’d be alone.

I said I needed to take my mother to her oncologist in the morning. 
A half-lie. It was in the afternoon.

Tasha took off her glasses, put her lenses in. ‘So, no?’ she said.

‘Yeah. No.’

‘Well, I’ve got to go church tomorrow morning. Got to show my face.’
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Her voice suddenly seemed to get so loud. It seemed to ring around 
the toilet walls, in my head, after she’d left. I got rid of the smile 
she’d put on my face. I washed my hands. I stood at the toilet door. 
I wondered if the automatic lights would go off if I just stood there 
very still. I knew I wouldn’t go to Shoreditch. I wish I could go to 
Shoreditch. That I felt comfortable in Shoreditch, in the night-time 
in Shoreditch, in the night-time outside. That I didn’t have to take 
the longer way out of the hospital to avoid the security guard who 
calls me darling. That I could stop seeing innocent things, like 
cars, crowds, handshakes, smiles, laughter, jokes, flirting, food, the 
Internet, the world, as infected, violent. That I didn’t hate and feel 
afraid. I don’t know if writing this will come to mean anything, if 
it’ll be any good. I know it won’t be seamless. Showing the scars, 
my own sloppy stitches, that’s the point, if there is a point. This 
won’t be a well-made, thought-through thing. 

No deaths today, except yours always.

COMMENTS

Unknown
This comment has been removed by the blog administrator.
Reply

Unknown
So is this guy (if there even is a guy . . .) did this guy go down for 
what he did (if he even DID anything . . .) or what???
Reply
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TRANSCRIPT OF TEXT MESSAGES FROM 
CAMERON STRUTH TO SAMUEL STRUTH

28 MAY 2014
12 WEEKS BEFORE ASSAULT

20:03
Contrary to your advice I’ve drunk excessively after a shite rehearsal 
and wandered over to Guy’s to wait outside for Cor and ended up 
following someone I thought was her along the river until the Tate 
only to discover it was actually an amazingly svelte South American 
bloke. Probs for the best. She had the grace to Skype the other week, 
saying how she was in love with someone else and I thought she was 
only saying it so that I would hate her and move on, but in fact her 
expression said ‘I’m in love for the first time.’ That hurt. So I’ve gone 
up the London Eye. Mate I’m on the London Eye

20:10
Why don’t you answer your phone man? Mam text earlier about 
you, I didn’t know what to make of it as per

20:12
Full moon! When you notice it it’s like peering up from your book 
on the underground and bam! There’s someone looking at you. 
Look up at the moon Sam! Can you feel it? We’re interfacing

20:19
8 miss you man. Christ I thinkninjust heard your eyes roll. It doesn’t 
really bother me that much that you don’t like that sort of talk (I 
don’t really either evidentially), but what does brotherhood mean in 
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all your philosophy? Is saying ‘I miss you’ the same sort of thing as 
saying ‘I’m there for you’ when you’re not actually at hand?

20:29
On me way down now. It’s not long up here like! Those red lights 
cranes have turned on. When they finish London it’s going to be 
tremendous

20:30
Only just noticed a magnificent church by the opera house that’s 
got a rose window all lit up, and for some reason I just imaged how 
wonderful it would feel to grow a brick through that 

20:32
In rehearsals I had my first scene with the guy playing a policeman 
and duck me and call me halitosis. It’s unacceptable man. It’s 
impossible to concentrate when there’s an open sewer in your face. 
Savage. It makes you want to sew their mouth shut and sew their 
ducking nose while you’re at it

20:34
We were running through the scene, just reading it out really, and 
instead of saying ‘clumsy male hands have dressed her’ I said ‘lovely 
male hands have dressed her’ and this donkey makes some joke 
that everyone feels obliged to laugh at, I could’ve crushed his face 
against the wall. This cunt wears a t shirt with FEMINIST on it 
makes me sick. He’s fucked his way around the crew of course. If 
he wasn’t so repulsive I think I’d admire him

20:37
Oh yeah what Mam text me was ‘you’ve killed your brother’. You 
know what she’s getting at? Rev Michael must’ve turned her water 
into whiskey again

20:38
Ere – when I saw Cor last she seemed sort of weird with me. I 
wouldn’t say scared, but. Maybe I’m just ducked and para but you 
know I was only joking when I said all that stuff last month yeah? 



11

Not saying you will have told her owt, obviously, but I was only 
joking. You know right? You know I wouldn’t do anything like 
that
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COPIED POSTS FROM CORINA SLATE’S 
BLOG, ‘WITNESS’

AUGUST 2016 (2)

A girl has taken Audrey’s bed. Anorexia has led to diabetes, 
electrolyte imbalances, anaemia, hypotension, causing repeated 
pyelonephritis, chronic kidney disease. Vomiting. Too tired 
to hold the bowl herself. If  tolerated, an anti-emetic before a 
small meal of favourite food. Fish-finger sandwich with tomato 
ketchup. 25 years old. She has been here a few times before. Last 
year her mother had agreed to donate a kidney. The girl was 
wheeled to surgery, but when they went to move the mother, her 
gown lay on the bed, hasn’t been heard from since. The girl went 
on the transplant waiting list. She’ll get a new kidney in two 
years, if  she’s lucky.

EPO injection. Phosphate binders and Alfacalcidol with meals. 
Aggressive treatment of hyperlipidaemia. Possible dialysis.

She fell asleep. I took a student nurse aside, the one who’d started 
crying when this girl went into hypoglycaemic shock, who I’d told 
to get the fuck off the ward to pull himself together. I apologised 
for that. I told him tears are fine. It’s good that he feels. 

You might wonder where these outbursts have come from. Last 
night I dreamt of the room where your brother did what he did. 
I woke up, pinned by the bedsheets, sweating, didn’t trust my 
sleeping mind to let me stay out of that room, so I kept myself 
awake, out of the room of sleep. Is there any beating it? Not long 
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after it happened I moved into a flat across the city because I 
couldn’t sleep in that room. Now I sleep to get rid of my body, my 
memory of it, but sleep uses my memory to take my body back to 
that room, that oven.

Glomerular filtration rate >40ml/min. Tipping point before 
progression to end stage, renal failure. IV iron. Aiming for 
ferritin >150ng/ml. Obtain daily weight. Clip nails, avoid acute 
paronychia. Don’t make it all about quantitative development.

The girl’s stool was slightly more solid than the day before, floating 
in the water. Her hydration was better, blood pressure up. She 
wears a crucifix with a long gold chain that gets sharp bends in it 
from her clavicle. She reads a filthy Gideon’s Bible, close up to her 
eyes, as she mouths the words, replacing pages that fall now and 
then. She’s 50 years younger than Audrey, but their silhouettes are 
indistinguishable. Her hair is thinning, falling out. Elsewhere, on 
her body, she’s furry. Except for extremely underweight people, 
only new-born babies have this kind of down. It’s insulation the 
body grows to protect itself.

In the morning, the girl wept openly over an untouched sandwich, 
kind of forcing it out, like clearing your throat, exhausted, saying, 
‘I just want to fucking disappear.’ 

She managed a bite a few hours after that. I asked her if she 
wanted more. She ‘went monster’. That’s what she called it later. 
Suspicious, frustrated, prickly, nasty. She apologised. Her voice sort 
of frothed. It smelled of mouthwash. Her name is Ali. She doesn’t 
mind me writing about her, though she said she couldn’t see why 
I’d want to write about her, or myself, in the first place. She asked 
me where I could find this blog. I didn’t tell her. I asked her what 
Ali is short for.

‘Alistair.’

‘Really?’
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‘No.’

I tried to hide how cross it makes me when I’m the butt of a joke. I 
asked her again what Ali is short for.

‘Alien.’

—

It took 55 days for the word to begin to lose its dread. 66 days to 
manage the cinema, in the afternoon, alone. 94 days to imagine a day 
that I wouldn’t feel dissolved. 98 to go to a pub. 135 to go to a busy 
bar. 159 to go to a busy bar, have a few drinks. 162 days to go to a busy 
bar, have a few drinks, let a friend, a girl, stay over with me in my bed. 
188 days to walk the ten minutes from Turnpike Lane Station to my 
flat instead of waiting for a bus. 201 days to say, once, without doubt, 
that it wasn’t my fault. The 268th day was the first day I realised that 
a memory of what happened hadn’t made me sweat. The 371st day 
was the first day I could remember remembering your brother’s face 
and not feeling scared, vulnerable, and then wanting to smash my 
fist into his nose, crack the ethmoid in half, flatten the septum, the 
cartilage mushed, skin burst, until it couldn’t be called a nose. No, I 
just felt a vague nausea, a kind of regret, almost like disappointment, 
which turned eventually into the black emptiness I feel seeing a stocky 
macho white bloke with kanji tattooed on his arm. The 548th day was 
the first day I slept without a knife hidden between my mattress and 
headboard. On the 578th day I put the knife back. On the 581st day I 
heard that a girl I knew from uni had gone through something similar. 
I thought about messaging her to ask if she wanted to meet to talk, but 
I couldn’t find the words.

COMMENTS 

Unknown 
Something happened to me and I just never want to think about it. 
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I don’t want to talk about it, I’d rather pretend it never happened. 
I’ve been depressed ever since and I want to be okay again but I 
don’t know how. This is a really good blog, thankyou for writing it. 
Reply 

Unknown 
This comment has been removed by the blog administrator. 
Reply 

—

Many times when my mother appears in my head, e.g. a picture 
of her calling the council with a speech written in bullet points 
over takeaway menus that come through her NO JUNK MAIL 
NO EXCEPTIONS letterbox, or pouring herself a Guinness on a 
Saturday evening, or arranging flowers on the kitchen counter, I 
yawn. When I think of her, it’s like watching someone yawn. When 
she calls, I answer, ‘Hi, Kaasan,’ and she says, ‘What’s the matter 
now?’ and my voice is thick with yawn, saying, ‘Nothing. I just said 
hi.’

‘Hi. That is how you said it. Hi. What’s the matter?’

I called her every other day for a couple of weeks after she was 
first diagnosed. One day she called me. Two days later she called 
me again. It’s become a kind of custom, whether I like it or not, 
whether this dosage of interaction is useful or not for either of us.

‘Have you eaten yet?’ she says.

‘Not yet.’

‘I suppose you must have slept in.’

I tell her I got home late from work before I realise I should lie. I’m 
never more earnest or humourless than with her.

‘I’ve had my meal,’ she says. ‘It should last me all day.’
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‘You don’t get hungry?’

‘I never get hungry. I don’t think I’ve been hungry in my life.’

‘That’s ridiculous.’

‘“Ridiculous” is a bit dramatic. I wasn’t hungry this morning and 
I had an orange. But I suppose that is personal information you 
don’t need to know.’

This could take us, if I let it, to one of three long-contested diagnoses.

 1) I am just like my father.

 2) I resent having my mother in my life.

 3) I don’t value anyone’s opinion other than my own. 

She tells me that Polina, another housekeeper at the Stratford Premier 
Inn, has given her some Russian face cream. ‘I cannot read the bottle at 
all,’ she says, ‘but Polina says it will get rid of any wrinkles.’

‘You don’t have wrinkles,’ I say.

‘Thank you for saying.’

‘What’s wrong with having wrinkles?’

She makes the sound you shoo a cat with.

‘There’s nothing wrong with wrinkles,’ I say.

‘Of course not.’

‘But then—’

‘But what?’

‘Why don’t you just try it on your hand if you’re that worried?’

‘I am not worried,’ she says.

‘Concerned.’

‘I’m not concerned.’
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‘Whatever you are, then.’

‘Well, Polina was the one who sneaked her boyfriend in one of the 
rooms.’

‘And what?’ I say.

‘Well,’ she says. ‘A woman like that.’

‘A woman like what?’

Now there’s a certain silence that even my mother knows not to cross. 

‘I’m about to make some food,’ I say.

‘What did you have last night?’

‘I went to a kebab place. It was late.’

‘Kebab?’

‘You know what a kebab is.’

‘I do not.’

‘It’s a Turkish thing, and you do.’

‘Turkish food is unhealthy,’ she says. ‘It makes you sluggish. It’s 
addictive.’

‘I don’t have it often.’

‘Expensive. Extravagant.’

‘I don’t have it often.’

‘Your grandmother ate like that. She was an elephant. When my 
father died, she didn’t know how to look after herself, and—’

‘And she didn’t even notice the gas leak.’

‘Yes. I have told you many times. But it’s worth repeating. A 
woman must know how to live completely by herself. That is why I 
am here and not in Aomori picking apples.’ 
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And because of the family fruit shop that was swallowed by 
the earth. Because of the pain of seeing her mother’s face – a 
‘strange thing,’ she once said, ‘like it was made of gauze’ – 
since Obaachan had been ‘mistreated’ by an American soldier 
in Tokyo, lost everyone in the air raids and moved north with 
Ojiichan, a man constantly ashamed of whatever ‘unspeakable’ 
things he’d got away with in China. Because the foreign white 
investment banker she met at a Michael Jackson concert, my 
father, had a Western offer.

In this silence, I see her checking the list of things she wanted 
to talk about, making another bullet point at the bottom, but 
scribbling over it.

‘Well, I don’t want to take up your time,’ she says.

‘I’ve got to make some food,’ I say.

‘That’s what you said.’

‘What are you going to do today?’

‘I’m not sure. Some things.’

‘How do you feel?’ I say.

‘Good enough for some things.’

‘Do you need a hand with anything?’

‘With what?’

‘Anything.’

‘I’m going to call Sally about the living-room wall again. She says 
it’s damp. It’s my responsibility, she says. But the wall is wet again. 
Wet. That is a leak. That is not damp.’

‘I can come over, have a look.’

‘You could get a haircut,’ she says.



19

I don’t say anything. I hold out my silence, full of pain, hoping 
she’ll diffuse it with asking how I am. ‘Kaasan?’ I say, readying the 
question, the subject, that I can never bring up.

‘Because that would be a good thing to do,’ she says.

‘Kaasan?’

‘What is it?’

But I can’t say anything. I can’t ask her.

‘Because I saw a picture of you and wondered if people might think 
you are sloppy. I think if someone looks sloppy, they look lazy.’

‘Okay,’ I say.

‘Okay?’

‘Okay. I’ll get a haircut.’

‘That might be for the best,’ she says.

‘Okay. Well. Talk soon.’

‘Okay.’

‘Okay. Bye, then.’

‘Yes. Bye.’

‘Bye.’

‘Bye.’

‘Yeah, bye,’ I say, but I don’t hang up.

‘Are you still there?’ she says. ‘Hello? You’re still here, but, hello? 
You must have gone. Now how do you—?’

I should hang up first. I suppose that’s the daughterly thing to do.

While she tries to end the call, I swab the condensation on my 
bedroom windowsills. Black, flaking with mould. Dust has clogged 
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with rain, crusts the glass outside. The light that tries to come 
through comes through a little dirtied. 

I guess it’s an obviously motherly thing, but it still amazes me to think 
that after every time we speak on the phone, she plans and awaits our 
next call. More and more these days I think about what she gets up 
to. I know she wakes up at 5:30 on workdays, 7:00 on her days off. 
I know she has big breakfasts, usually rice, smoked fish, omelette, 
fruit. This became her routine when she started working for Premier 
Inn. With no payment for overtime, they practically pay housekeepers 
by the room, not the hour, so she works through the shift without a 
break to finish her schedule in time. I know she has a bath when she 
gets home. I know she often calls her property manager, the council, 
about problems with the flat. Leaks. Mould.  I know she arranges 
flowers. I know she meets other women with cancer in a café once a 
week. I know, once a month, she drinks with women she doesn’t like 
but can speak Japanese with. I know she often has dinner, watches 
TV, has sex, I think, with Leonard Down the Corridor, whose wife 
died some time ago. But this is strictly private information. I can 
tell by the way she says hello to Leonard Down the Corridor when 
we pass him on her floor. ‘Hello, Leonard,’ she says, flatly, without 
looking at him. ‘Hello,’ he says with a smile. 

I know she thinks about the money she wants to leave my brother and 
me. I know she thinks about the cancer the size of a five-pence piece in 
the only breast she has left. I know she must worry about it. She must 
worry about when blood will drip from her nose after chemotherapy. 
She must worry about when or where she will need to throw up. She 
must worry about looking like a person with cancer. She must worry 
about having a daughter who has a mother who has cancer, how that 
daughter will be if the mother dies. She might not worry about leaving 
her own life, but maybe about leaving her daughter’s life. 

What she must not worry about is how the daughter was raped. 
She believes the lawyers who argued that the drunken stories don’t 
add up, that not putting up a fight, what I felt I needed to do to 
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save my life, is evidence of me not telling the truth. She believes the 
witnesses who vouched for your brother’s sensitivity, his affability, 
his history of respecting women. She doesn’t understand why I 
would throw my bedsheets, my pyjamas, evidence, in the skip, how 
I could be too disgusted by them to think they could be useful dirty. 
But she does worry about the daughter lying about such a serious 
thing. About the daughter getting so drunk she could’ve got raped. 
And the daughter worries, between all this worry, about her mother 
having cancer. She worries about wishing her mother didn’t have 
cancer. She worries because she wishes her mother didn’t have 
cancer, partly so she could say how much the mother has hurt her.

COMMENTS 

Unknown 
I was sexually abused by my stepfather from 8 years old to 13. I never 
told anyone. Now I’m 50 and I still haven’t properly. I wish I had told 
someone. If this is happening to you or if it has, please, please tell 
someone. Like Corina, don’t hold it inside.  
Reply 

Unknown 
This comment has been removed by the blog administrator. 
Reply 

Anonymous  
You invited your ex to a party; you got drunk and flirted with him; he 
was still in love with you, God knows why; he passed out in your bed; 
you could’ve told him to fuck off but you let him stay there; you got in 
bed with him . The whole thing stinks of bullshit. You only posted this 
for publicity as a means to grow your online brand or whatever you 
think you’redong. Gtfo with your BS and put your face on . . . tramp 
Replies 

Corina 
Is that you, Your Honour?
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denial 

I would like to let all know that the size of your Penis really 
matters in your relationship or marriage. I got married to my wife 
about 1 month after we met on a photo studio, we lived happily 
for the first 3 months of our marriage until I and my wife started 
having quarrels at home because I couldn’t satisfy her on bed with 
my little penis. Actually my penis was very small, it measured 
about 4.5 inch long on erection and I am 39 years old. My wife 
said it was forbidden by the women of this world. My wife started 
sleeping with other men outside. Sometimes I will return from 
work without finding my wife at home and whenever I call or 
ask her where she was, she will always snub at me and sometimes 
just tell me to go get a larger dick. All this continued for a long 
time and it hurt me so much that I was at the edge of breaking 
up on the marriage till when I read about a doctor calledDR.
OMOHAN. online. I never thought I could smile and be in a 
happy marriage again if  not for the help of DR.OMOHAN. 
I got the doctors Emails: (dromohanherbalmedicine@gmail.
com ) on the internet and I emailed him, and he got back to 
me with some encouraging words, he got me some herbs cream 
which I use for just 8 days and I began to feel the enlargement of 
my penis, and without surgery! This went on for a little period 
of about 10 days and to my surprise my wife keeping screaming 
that she love my big dick now. Now my wife no longer cheat on 
me, and my penis is now about 10.5 inches long on erection and 
off course very large round. And now my wife uses breasts, hips 
and bumsenlargement. I and my wife are very happy for the help 
rendered to me byDR.OMOHAN , and I want to say a bif thanks 
to Doctor for the help. You can contact the Doctor now on his 
Email  dromohanherbalmedicine@gmail.com ) Am thankful to 
the doctor for helping me. 

his whataspp number +2348164816038 
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DOCTOR OMOHAN CAN AS WELL HELP THE FOLLOWING 
PROBLEMS: 

HIV/AIDS SPELL 
HERPES SPELL 
CANCER SPELL 
IF YOU WANT YOUR EX LOVER BACK SPELL 
IF YOU NEED A BABY SPELL     
LOW SPERM COUNT SPELL 

get all your problem solve. No problem is too big for him to solve. 
Reply

—

When someone is raped they’re never raped once, never just by one 
person, never just by a person.      

COMMENTS 

Unknown 
This comment has been removed by the blog administrator. 
Reply 


