
 
 
 

 
 

 
 got the phone call 
on Monday 
morning just as I 

was leaving to drop the 
children off to school. I 
should have continued on 
to the surgery where Dr. 
Bill would be looking at 
his workload for the day 
and asking Miriam where 
I was.  
 

 had just had time 
to call her and say 
that I would not be 

at work that day and that 
I was not sure when I 
would be back at the 
surgery.  My brother had 
called me to say our 
mother had had a fall 
that morning. She was in 
intensive care and tests 
were being carried out to 
try to establish the cause. 
A stroke was the most 
likely cause. I kept telling 
myself I am a nurse after 
all I should be able to 
help my beloved mother. 
My brother was hysterical 
on the phone.  
 

lthough my 
mother lived up 
north, about 

five hours driving from 
our home, we were in 
touch almost daily. She 
was the rock in our lives. 
My husband, John often 
said how lucky we were 
that Mum was such a 
huge presence in our 
lives. His own family 
were spread all over the 
world and were not very 
close. We exchanged 

Christmas cards and the 
odd phone call. They 
visited when they were in 
Ireland. But these visits 
were infrequent and 
often strained. After all 
these people were almost 
strangers to us.  
We had been married for 
thirteen years on that 
Monday morning when I 
received my brother’s 
call.  
 

 called John at his 
office and 
explained that I 

would have to drive up 
north immediately and 
see what had happened 
to Mum. For the first 
time in our thirteen year 
marriage I detected a 
hesitation. I had not even 
given it a moments 
consideration 
that John 
would be 
anything but 
supporting. 
But there was 
that slight 
hesitation 
followed by “What about 
us”?. I replied that I was 
sure they would manage 
perfectly without me for a 
while. “What do you 
mean, a while. When will 
you be home”. I told him 
I had no idea that this 
would depend on what I 
found when I arrived at 
the hospital where my 
mother had been takne.  

 
 assured him I 
loved him and that 

I would miss him. He did 
not return my 
assurances. He sounded 
grumpy and did not ask 
what had happened to my 
mother. 
 

one of this was 
evident to me 
until I was 

driving along the 
motorway. I reassured 
myself that he was 
probably having a bad 
day with one of his staff. 
But I was disappointed. I 
wanted my hero to be 
concerned for me. I 
wanted him to be worried 
about my Mum’s health 
and about how I would 
cope. But he was only 
concerned about how he 
would cope. 
 

he rain was 
coming down 
steadily for most 

of the trip. I had to 
concentrate hard 
as the traffic was 
dense. I drove 
straight to the 

hospital arriving just 
after lunch time. It was 
then I realised I had had 
no breakfast. My head 
was hurting and my 
mouth was dry.  
 

 asked at reception 
about where my 
mother was. She 

looked worried and asked 
me to take a seat. “Dr. 
Manning will be with you 
in a moment”. A young 
man came forward 
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My husband, John, 
often said how lucky 
we were that Mum 
was such a huge 
presence in our lives 

“I thought I loved 
him;  

now I’m not so 
sure”. 



offering me his hand. 
“I’m Dr Manning. I am 
taking care of your 
mother. She is in 
intensive care on floor 
three. I will take you 
there in a few moments. I 
need to ask you a couple 
of questions.” 
 

s your 
husband here 
with you?”. I 

said no that he had a 
business to run. He 
smiled sympathetically. 
“Well the news is not 
good I am afraid”. “Your 
mother has had a massive 
stroke”. “She will almost 
certainly pull through”. 
However I cannot give 
you any idea how she will 
be until we do more tests. 
Your brother tells me you 
are a nurse so you will 
understand when I tell 
you that the prognosis is 
not good. 

 
 wanted John by 
my side at that 

moment. I wanted to lay 
my head on his broad 
shoulder and cry. I 
wanted to cry for myself 
and for my mother. I 
wanted him to put his big 
strong arms around me 
and tell me I would be 
fine and that he would be 
there by my side. I 
wanted him to say that of 
course we would take 
Mum home with us when 
she was well enough. 
That we would manage 
whatever needed to be 
done. But he was not 
there. I was alone. 
 

 excused myself 
from Dr Manning 
and went to a 

quiet corner where I 
could call John. The 
phone rang for a couple 
of rings. Then I heard his 
soft voice “Yes” he said. I 
tried to start my story but 
he interrupted almost 

immediately saying he 
was really busy. He had 
had to arrange someone 
to collect the children 
and did nto know what 
they were going to do for 
dinner. He said I could 
call back. I tried to 
protest just repeating his 
name “John, John, I….. 
But he was gone. 
 

 sat speechless. 
The young Dr 
Mannign came 

around the corner at that 
moment and asked me if 
I was allright. I managed 
to say I was fine. Here 
was a young man who 
had only met me 
moments before but he 
seemed to be more 
concerned with my 
welfare than my 
husband. 
 

e walked up 
together to 
the third 

floor and he asked me to 
put on a surgical gown 
before going in to my 
mother’s room. When I 
walked in I was 
overwhelmed with grief. 
My wonderful strong 
mother was like a little 
old lady. She was hooked 
up to a million tubes and 
the machine tracking her 
vital life signs were 
whirring in the 
background.  
 

 felt myself getting 
weak so I reached 
for the chair 

beside her bed. My 
brother was holding her 
hand. He put his free arm 
around me and let me 
weep quietly on his 
shoulder. “She will come 
through” he whispered. 
“But…. His voice trailed 
away.  
 

f I had ever 
visualised this 
scenario it would 

have had John present. 
My rock standing beside 
me, holding me, 
reassuring me that what 
ever I decided would be 
great with him. Instead it 
was my brother. 
 

e sat with 
Mum for a 
coupe of 

hours, saying very little. 
Finally we had to get 
something to eat.  
 

red, my brother, 
turned to look at 
me. I knew what 

he was going to say. “She 
won’t be able to be left 
alone, you know that”. I 
said I did. I wanted to 
add immediately that 
that would be no problem 
with me and John. John 
adored my mother. But 
did he. He adored her 
attention. But when he 
had to provide all the 
attention how would he 
feel about that? Nothing 
was straightforward 
anymore. I had always 
been so sure of my 
husband. I had always 
been happy with our life 
together. But was John 
happy. I did nto know 
anymore. I tried to call 
him again but his phone 
was not answering. My 
world was falling apart.  
Thought I loved my 
husband , but now I was 
not sure……. 
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