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Last Rights 

‘He’s on his way. Said his train was cancelled.’ 

 ‘You’d think he could be punctual. Just once.’ Jacinda tapped her middle finger 

on the centre of her bottom lip, smacking them together to ensure the sticky mauve was 

evenly distributed. She patted her hair, frizzed by the damp, foggy bank of cloud that 

had blanketed the city for the last two days. ‘We all have lives.’ 

 ‘How sentimental. I see some things don’t change.’  

 ‘Like your sanctimonious attitude, Christian?’ She walked to the vinyl chair, 

smoothed her dark grey pencil skirt and sat.  

 Beep…Beep…Beep 

 ‘Will that goddamn thing be quiet? It’s driving me insane.’ 

 Jacinda pulled out a mirrored compact and examined her face again, the 

fluorescent light accentuating dark circles beneath her eyes. She’d had a late night and 

that morning she’d been forced to wake earlier than usual.  Consequences of excess 

were painted in sallow shadows on her face.  

 The privacy curtain slid open, the shrill of metal rings against the rod startling 

the siblings. 

 ‘I’m here. Sorry, sorry. It was impossible to find a taxi this morning and –.’ 

 ‘I thought it was the train this time.’ Jacinda glared. 

 ‘Well, yes, but also the taxi –.’ 

 ‘Stop.’ Christian grabbed his brother’s slate-coloured coat and hung it on the 

stand. ‘I think we've had enough excuses today. We’re all here at least, and that’s better 

than last time.’ He eyed Jonathan, who shrugged and walked to the bedside table, 

picking up an ageing photo.  
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 ‘When was this, twenty years ago?’ He let it drop. ‘Did they say when it’d be?’ 

 ‘3p.m.’ Christian and Jacinda answered in unison. 

 Beep…Beep…Beep 

 ‘Now that we’re all here, does anyone have anything they want to say?’ 

 ‘I posted this funny video on –.’Jonathan stopped when his sister shook her 

head, causing wavy hair, dark as soot, to frame her shoulders. 'What?' 

 ‘I meant to Mum.' Christian pointed towards the motionless body on crisp white 

linen. 

 ‘Oh, right.’ Jonathan walked to the bed and took the woman’s hand. ‘Thanks, 

mum. We'll miss you.’ Her wrist dropped, limp onto the sterile sheets as he walked 

away. ‘We’ve had today booked in for months.  You’d have thought we could have had 

an earlier slot. I have plans tonight.’ 

 Christian said nothing. He ran his hand down his mother’s arm, remembering 

not even a year ago when he had said goodbye to his father. Her cheeks were flushed 

pink with warmth and the rise and fall of her chest reminded him that she’d been the 

picture of health until the end. He squeezed his mother’s hand and stiffened, staring at 

their intertwined fingers.  

 ‘What is it, Chris?’ Jacinda asked, standing up. 

 'It's – it was nothing.' Christian looked at the small video screen on the metal 

cabinet, still on from when he'd admitted their mother that morning. She'd been awake 

the first few hours, wanting to keep occupied. Not fretting about the inevitable. 

 'These new measures,' the Prime Minister began, 'in addition to the Cessation 

Act passed nearly ten years ago, will further safeguard our future. With a reduced 

burden on our key services, the United Kingdom’s place as one of the strongest 
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economies in the world will be reinforced. We owe a debt of gratitude to those making 

these selfless sacrifices to secure the future, ensure prosperity and save the NHS...' 

 'Screen off,' Christian said and the picture went black. ‘New measures. Fantastic. 

Bet the PM can afford to have both his parents.’ 

 ‘He probably didn’t gamble all of his money away,’ Jacinda said, wrapping her 

arms protectively around her middle. Christian frowned. 

 Beep…Beep…Beep 

 'I need a coffee.' Jacinda took her bag from the arm of the chair and began 

flipping through her purse. 'Jonathan?' 

 He shrugged and trailed after her as she opened the curtain. 

 Jacinda looked back at Christian, noting the days of stubble that were slowly 

weaving into a scruffy beard. 'You've been here all day. She'll be here when we get 

back, you know. They can’t start without us.' 

 'I'll stay.' 

 'Suit yourself. Come on, Jon, there's no room here with all of his demons.'  

 As the twins disappeared behind the curtain, Christian pulled the chair close to 

his mother's side.  

 Her face looked peaceful, and very smooth, he thought. Much younger than her 

sixty-five years. Her almost wrinkle-free complexion betrayed nothing of the summers 

they'd spent as a family on Brighton Beach. He picked up the photo from the table, 

running his fingers over the fraying edges. A simpler time. The five of them, together. 

 'Mum, can you hear me?' Christian whispered as if trying to coax her from sleep. 

Had he imagined the squeeze minutes before? He ran his hand through his hair.  Of 

course he had. The drugs she'd been given could fell a horse, never mind this small 
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woman.  

 To save them all years of suffering. 

 He stood, then paced the cubicle that was theirs until her passing. This day had 

come too soon. Was he ready to say goodbye? 

 A whimper so small, hollow, it was almost imperceptible came from behind 

him. When he turned, her eyes were closed and her body still.  

 'Mum, is that you?' He stood rigid beside the bed and clenched the bedsheets 

until his knuckles were white. 'Are you awake?' 

 Beep…Beep…Beep 

 'God.' Christian shook his head. 'What am I thinking.' He needed sleep. The 

soothing words of his wife...ex-wife. A drink.  

 He reached into his coat pocket and took a deep swig from the monogrammed 

flask. Just to take the edge off. Christian hissed, the liquid stinging his throat before 

transforming into a comforting, warm throb in his belly. He bent to retrieve a single 

poker chip that had fallen, rolling it from knuckle to knuckle before slipping it back into 

his pocket. 

 The rhythmic hum of the machines monitoring his mother hadn't changed. 

Nothing to show that she was awake or even aware that he was there. Exactly as 

promised. Eased into a peaceful and eternal slumber.  

 Help. 

 Though her lips had not so much as quivered, the word crashed around his head 

like Thor's hammer summoning the storm. 

 'Mum. Mum, open your eyes. I know you're awake now.' He shook her, but her 

mouth remained pursed in a disapproving smirk. 'I can hear you,’ he said. ‘Speak to me. 
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Why are you tormenting me?' Christian closed his tired eyes, but all he could see was 

his mother’s pleading face. He slammed his fist hard into the cabinet. 

‘This next case is similar to the last,’ said a disembodied voice. ‘Female, 65 

years old, good health. There’s more uptake in winter, so you’ll probably have a full 

load yourself, Doctor.’ A man poked his head from behind the curtain. ‘Pardon me. 

May we come in? We’re a bit early, but we’ve been ticking along nicely this morning.’ 

Christian shook his throbbing hand and shoved the flask into his pocket as the 

two men entered. ‘Um, yeah, yes, come in.’ 

‘I'm Dr Gault and this is Dr Reeves. I believe we're here for,' he picked up the 

clipboard at the end of the bed, 'Kay Goddard.' He looked around the room. 'Are you 

alone?' 

 'Yes,' Christian said, peering over the doctor's shoulder at his mother. 'Alone.' 

 The curtain opened again. ‘God, he is so melodramatic. He's not alone. We were 

just getting a latte.' Jacinda waved her cup.  

 ‘I see. Well, it looks like your mother’s Last Rights have been waived. No 

extension requested and,’ the doctor flipped through the clipboard, ‘no last minute 

family objections. Final birthdays, a grandchild’s recital, a newborn perhaps?’ Jacinda 

grimaced at the thought of her young body destroyed through pregnancy. 

 Silence. 

 'Okay, just the formalities then. Who has power of attorney?' 

 Jacinda and Jonathan looked at their brother. 'That's me, Doctor.' 

 'Yes, of course. Well if you could just sign this here.' He pointed at the papers. 

'And here and there. The Sacrifice Distribution of twenty thousand pounds will be in 

each of your accounts within 24 hours.'  
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 Jacinda squealed with excitement. 

 Dr Gault dropped the clipboard onto the woman’s legs and walked to the IV 

drip. 'You know, you've made the right decision. No point in waiting for your mother’s 

cognitive decline and years of costly care. Especially when the government makes you 

cover it yourselves.' Smiling at Jacinda, he reached for the vial. ‘You’re good people. 

Good citizens. And I read your father made the sacrifice too, on his sixty-fifth birthday 

no less. Such a great example for the country. Sixty-five is really the ideal age.' 

 'Yes, ideal.' Jacinda licked her lips and smiled. Christian watched. Jonathan 

played on his phone. 

 The doctor entered a code into the bedside monitor and an automated voice 

spoke. 'Permission to begin protocol 65 granted. Patient 203546, Nightingale – London, 

Commence cessation.'  

 ‘Well then, here we go,’ the Doctor said as he pushed the poison into the tube. 

‘Ideal, really ideal.' He looked up to family with a smile. 'To secure the future.’ 

 Beep…Beep…Beeeeee 

 ‘To secure the future.’ The siblings repeated. 
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