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​​​​“Just read through the forms and prepare to time travel,” 

When the sweet little male nurse who I admit had an amazing ass left me and my Mum in the small clinical medical room, I had to admit I was tense as anything. My stomach was as tight as when I had come out to my Mum and even though this was different, I was still scared.

As my Mum sat in the wonderfully soft black fabric chair next to me started re-reading the paperwork and medical forms (something she had been doing obsessively twice a day for the past week), I could only focus on the actual bright white walls of the medical room.

The room was small and cosy and scary, there wasn’t anything on the walls or anything. All four of them were just white sheets of nothing and that certainly didn’t help make me feel any better, I would have liked there to be some focal point in the room but there wasn’t.

There was only my sweet, beautiful Mum that I had wanted to give her a legendary birthday present before she died. 

I wanted to give her a chance to say goodbye to her own mother.

The air was sterile with hints of cold lemon, bleach and a hint of rosemary that I didn’t understand where it had come from, but all this discomfort was worth it if it meant giving my Mum a chance to say goodbye. 

You see my Mum and her Mum (hence referred to as Nan) had always had a bad relationship. Nan had never wanted, cared about or even really loved Mum for honestly no fault of her own (but I guess I would say that). Mum had tried to fix the relationship time and time again so they could have the relationship mothers and daughters were meant to have, but it always failed.

I hated how upset Mum got because despite all the hate, abuse and foul family politics that happened, she really did love her Mum in the bitter end. I’m not really sure I “loved” her because she could be a real piece of work when she wanted to be but there were some good times.

Yet the problem was when Nan was dying, me and Mum raced up the hospital to say our goodbyes, say that we loved her and more.

We were only met with hate and toxicity from my aunt, uncle and grandad who hated us for apparently ruining their lives. 

My Mum, sweet beautiful Mum could barely say goodbye to the mother that had caused her so much pain, agony and abuse over the nights. But my Mum being the amazing woman she was wanted to do the “right thing” and say her goodbyes.

Her sister couldn’t even give her that properly. And it was so toxic in the medical room that I couldn’t even say goodbye to my Nan.

So when time travel became a thing I didn’t care at first, but then Mum had her 75th birthday, I wondered if she wanted to travel back before my aunt, uncle and grandad arrived at the hospital before she died. That way at least both of us could finally get to say the goodbyes we never could.

Thankfully, all the scientists, computer experts and stats people crunched the numbers and confirmed that by travelling back in time we wouldn’t destroy the world, change our futures too much or do anything negative so we were finally getting a chance to travel back in time. 

But I had to admit I was still young and all the scientists said you can only go back one time so if I don’t say something to my Nan now then I never will. 

I couldn’t afford to mess this up.

“I still don’t want to do this,” my Mum said.

I hugged her and just admired how beautiful she was in her black trousers, flowery white shirt and little pearl necklace that might have shown her age but she was still my sweet mother that had been through so much but had come out the other side stronger than anything.

“You wouldn’t have come if you didn’t want it in part,” I said.

“Maybe you’re right Callum,” she said.

The hot male nurse came back in and me and my Mum stood up and we shook his wonderfully soft, silky hands that I so badly wanted to touch again as he gave us two thick white bracelets.

I could see how tense Mum was getting and I really hoped she didn’t start crying, I hated it when she was upset.

“I don’t normally like jewellery too much. I normally get it for boys though,” I said putting on the bracelet and trying to lighten the mood.

The male nurse winked at me and smiled. “Remember the rules, you’ll have two minutes in the past to say whatever you want to your Nan. It can be kind, horrible, whatever. Once those two minutes are up you’ll come back here,”

I just stood there frozen as I realised this was actually it and there was no going back now. 

I actually wasn’t sure if I wanted to see her or not. Sure I wanted to see and say goodbye to my Nan or at least have the chance to do it but as the nurse shut the door I could only hear the constant pounding of my heart in my chest.

“I love you,” Mum said and I just hugged her as I felt the white bracelet vibrate and we travelled back in time.

A few moments later I sat in a depressing grey medical room that was barely large enough for the hospital bed that my Nan laid in but I didn’t dare look at her.

The early morning light was barely strong enough to shine through the still-open curtains that had never been closed. The room didn’t smell of too much despite the subtle undertone of death and urine and I was just surprised I was here.

I had to look at the three grey plastic chairs that hugged the wall at the bottom of the hospital bed. In a few hours my aunt, uncle and grandad would arrive once the doctors realised this was my Nan’s final day and then a few hours later my Mum and me would walk in and be given so much abuse for just wanting to say goodbye.

It was wrong but so was family at times.

“Mary,” Mum said, not daring to call her Mum in front of her.

I finally dared to look over at my Nan and she looked like, well, she was dying. She had always been an obese woman and I never judged her for that but she looked awful now.

In life she had always carried her body with such distinction and elegance that she looked great, but under the thick grey bedsheet she looked like she was over 100 and she wasn’t going to make it much longer.

Part of me was amazed she had lasted another ten hours, even in death she was a stubborn old woman.

“Katie?” Nan said slowly as her eyes fluttered up. “Baby girl? Is that really you?”

The words felt like stab wounds in my ears. I never expected Nan to react like this to
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