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Tenuously Acquainted 
by Katherine Watson 

Mum makes that tutting noise that only annoys me because I do it too. Tuttuttut in 

quick succession as she reads, or pretends to. Like someone knocking on her teeth 

asking to get out.  

"How is Eloise?" she asks which is an improvement. Twenty minutes ago she 

called her 'Louisa'.  

"Fine. Thriving." Causing a lot of trouble was the subtext. Once Mum would 

have heard my tone, read between the lines.  

"I wish you could have brought her to visit."  

"She's just in the next room Mum, just while we look at this." I draw her 

attention back to the papers on the peeling, lino-topped kitchen table. Letting her 

look at them is a courtesy: an illusion of agency.  

"Now, what do we have here?" she mutters, flicking back to the start, 

fleetingly eager to tackle the task at hand.  

"As I was saying," I begin. I hate doing that to her but I can't help it. A 

hangover from a time when she was just a bit dopey. Just normal Mum being a ditz. 

"It has nice gardens. You'll be right at home, probably telling them they're pruning 

their roses wrong."  

She gives me a sharp look. "You shouldn't be pruning your roses at this time 

of year." Her voice is scathing: this snide brittleness being another gift of the 

disease.  

Desperate for an escape before I say something I regret I call out: "Ellie 

Bear?" and she skips back into the room, always more obedient when she has an 

audience other than me. Mum watches my daughter with frightening intensity while 

Ellie shoots her a shy smile and leans against my leg like a Labrador. She is old 

enough, just, to remember what Mum was like before.  

	



 

		

	

	

	

This	text	is	reproduced	with	the	permission	of	the	author	for	use	in	the	2020	Microflix	Awards.		
Not	for	distribution.	Copyright	the	author. 

"Why can't we have the old Nanna back?" she asked me in the car. Straight 

home, TV on for Ellie and I made it to the bathroom before the tears started. When I 

was calmer, I unearthed the old photo albums, scouring each black and white page. 

And there was Mum: undisguised pride in her school uniform, hand shielding her 

eyes from the sun like a salute. Beside the dinghy pinching a fish by the tail, disgust 

apparent. Mouth open in delight as the knife made the first cut in the wedding cake.  

As much a stranger to me in these photos as she is now. 

 


