
Going 

 

 

Rain falls in elegant silk curtains, tumbling and dancing in the warm air. It makes me feel 
expensive to hear the softness of its music as it lands, weighted, and tensed for the impact. 
It’s like at the dancing. I can feel the frantic pulse of it as it waters my knees jutting out from 
below the bus shelter. A sudden change would lift the water in and pull it around me. 
Sometimes it would bite my exposed ankle, or it rushed in from the side to caress me and 
then I didn’t recognise the clothes I was wearing. 

I have to check the bus times, but by the time I’m standing in front of the slab of black and 
white and names and places, I have quite forgotten where it is that I am going. In fact, I’m 
not all that sure of where I am. The rain has made the whole world dull somehow - dimmed 
the colours. Blurred the edges. 

How is anyone supposed to be able to see what they want when they have printed the 
words so blurry? I open my handbag. I sometimes pick up leaflets at the post office on 
pension day; perhaps one of them has bus times. Someone has left their glasses in here. I’m 
lucky about that; I’ve never needed glasses – probably saved a fortune. I start to wonder 
whether Susie has been using my handbag again - I always find her putting her books and 
crayons in here. She tries on my shoes and my make-up. This is fine, except that she wastes 
it - putting my best lipsticks and polishes on her dolly. I set the glass case down on the slanty 
bench: they’re much too large for Susan’s dolly. 

The rain sort of slips over and around itself like a satin gown and the air is alive with the wet 
smell of summer air. It makes me feel sticky though, and I don’t like being out in it - at some 
point it has soaked my best trousers. I can almost see the skin of my thighs through the pale 
fabric. What very peculiar rain.  

A bus comes and I don’t recognise the driver, but it’s the 28. I get the 28 home from visiting 
Susie and the boys, unless the weather is bad, and then she drives me home. She would 
probably offer to drive me home today - but perhaps she is working. I step up to the 
platform as the doors hiss open at me.  

“Bus pass, love?” the man asks, and I fail to understand how it’s any of his business. I just 
shake my head.  

“Where to, then?” he asks. I’m getting a little irritating because he’s trying to trick me, so I 
just tell him want to go to see my daughter. “And where is that love?”  

Irritated. I meant irritated. I don’t think I understand what he’s asking; he’s wording it 
stupidly, like he thinks I’m stupid. Where is what?   

“Thanks for the lift, son. Mind the roads” I say, turning to disembark. 

“Eh?” 

“I said thanks, son” and smile in what I hope is a reassuring way, but he isn’t smiling back at 
me, the way Susie does.  



“Look, where is it you’re going? You’re holding everyone up.” I look right and see a few 
strange people dotted around the lower level of the bus. Quite a few of them look a little 
wet - it must be raining outside.  

“Nowhere,” I tell the driver. I have no idea why he called me on to the bus in the first place. 
“I’m waiting for my daughter to drive me home!” 

“Right. Step back please!” and he turns away from me. Very rude, I think. I exit the bus and 
realise that he’s dropped me off at the wrong stop - this isn’t Susan’s street at all! I turn 
back to complain, but the bus has already turned its nose to the road, the loud “TCHST!” 
telling me it means to pull out.   

But it’s started to rain, so I turn in to the shelter, meaning to check the times to see if the 28 
comes to this stop. It’s almost impossible to read anything in fine print these days. I need 
my glasses. I’ve left them on the bench, I’m lucky no one was off with them. Can’t trust 
strangers, these days. I check the time on my watch. It takes a while to count and I think I 
made a mistake somewhere but I think it might be ten past three. I forgot to feed the cat. I 
had better look at the bus times, see if there’s a 28 coming soon. Imagine standing all this 
time and not one bus!  

It’s far too wet for June. Is it June yet? Susan would know, I’ll ask her when I get home. She’s 
always telling me what day and what month it is and asking me if I’ve checked my food. Just 
to make a point, she hid some mouldy bread in the pantry once and blamed me. Wasn’t me, 
I told her. I don’t even eat bread.  

Goodness, it’s started raining, I’m already soaked through! It is entrancing though, watching 
it glide and pirouette in a breeze. Such light rain, such soft feet on thirsty grass. I find myself 
swaying with in time with it, attempting the same graceful movements of my arms, 
sweeping myself across the ground before the breeze catches me and pulls me close, in 
tight for a hug and calling “Mum! Mum, where were you going? What are you doing?” and 
it’s Susan. Susan has her arms around me, taller than when she went to school that 
morning. 

She folds me into a car left waiting with its door open, all impatient and still. She pulls the 
seatbelt over me and tells me very sternly that I must not take it off. “Say it back to me, 
mum. Don’t take off the seatbelt.” 

“Don’t take off the seatbelt.” 

The door closes thud beside me. This looks like Susan’s car. I watch a droplet make a lunatic 
path as it is dragged along the window by passing wind. 

“Where were you going?”  

I must have drifted off because Susan is looking at me, expecting something. I ask her if 
she’s been to see Granddad today. 
 
“What?” she asks.  
 
“Aye, Granddad, he was needing a hand with his garden before the rain came on. Did you 
go?” 
 



She sighs and pinches her nose, and asks me if I remember where Granddad is. She asks me 
how old I am, and how old I think Granddad is. “How old do you think I am, Mum?” 
 
“Och, never mind, Susan, I’m not daft! I never have any idea what you’re talking about you 
have absolutely no idea how frustrating it is having a speak with someone who makes no 
sense!” 
 
“Conversation” she corrects. 
 
“What?” 
 
“I think you meant conversation, mum.” 
 
“I KNOW WHAT I MEANT.” 
 

There is a silence and Susan has her face on. She has always been so moody, usually for no 
reason. “I’m just waiting on the bus, I missed the last one. You know, I said to the boys I was 
going to miss it and now I’m having to wait ‘til the one at half past.” 
 
“We’re driving home, mum. I picked you up in the car. Were you trying to take a bus 
home?” 
 
“Why would I take a bus Susan when we’re already in the car! Besides, I never take the bus; 
I only ever take the 28 from your house.” 
 
“We don’t live on Limefield Road anymore, mum, remember?” 
 
“Oh yes, I remember. Robbie has a girlfriend?”  
 
“Yes, mum. They’re married now and they live in Canada. You live with me now, in Langford 
Gardens. Do you remember where you live?” 
 

“Oh don’t be pedantic Susan, I’m not daft,” I say. I look down at my thin trousers, soaked 

wet and cold. They’re my best dress trousers, so I must be on my way somewhere special. 

Something stirs, the pitter patter of rain-fingers on the window beside me. It reminds me of 

music, of spinning - “Susie.” I say. “Susan? Is it like the dancing?” 

 
 
 


