Our Dad’s House

We sat the three of us, on the living room floor, surrounded by papers, press clippings, photographs, old poetry, love letters, grannies letters, dads brothers and sister’s letters and endless pieces of paper and memorabilia.
Photographs when dad was a baby and a young boy, a teenager and then a young man, a matinee idol and a producer and director, actor in plays and films, a TV star. A massive life, three wives and five daughters.

We sat the three of us on the living room floor, flooding the room with tears and sorrow, with laughter and with love. We went around the house, sorting through every bit of furniture every ornament, walking stick, china and glass. What should we send to our sisters in Australia, who was getting what where each piece was going.
A whole life time of memories played with our minds and kept my mind in a perpetual dance of sorrow and regret and fond images.

It is not that our dad is dead, he isn’t, he is in a nursing home unable to care for himself, and we have to clear his home out as he will never be coming back to it.

I was speaking to a friend whose mother has just died and she has been clearing away her mothers house, and she described to me the guilt that she had been feeling whilst sorting through her mother’s private possessions. We have all felt the guilt and greed, and should we really be doing this, when we knew we had to and why do such negative emotions come up and knock the mind about, when we where surely doing an unenviable task, that no one would enjoy going through. Besides the fact it was bloody hard work physically.  Keeping sane and civil and gentle and loving with one another was where we triumphed, it could have been different and it could have been much more difficult, but the three of us went through the house with great love, great compassion, understanding and forgiveness. I am proud of my sisters we did a horrible job, beautifully.
We sat there the three of us on the living room floor and we loved.

