Finding mum’s old diary 
The house was so familiar, the same faded floral curtains that I remember from my childhood, Mum had made them as Dad said they couldn’t afford to buy any. The front door had been painted but essentially it was the same and the small front garden was tidy and full of plants that were slightly faded in the summer heat. I knew dad was home as the car was parked neatly in the drive, he had  reversed in as usual in exactly the place the car belonged, no variation was tolerated, I parked across the entry to the drive.
I hadn’t  been back home  for  several years , I refer to that  house as home, it was after all  the place I grew up,  but it stopped being a home a long while ago , even before I left for  good .I was close to my mum , she was always there for me , the one who helped with my homework , the one I told about my boyfriends, or lack of boyfriends ,dad was remote and I learned not  to bother  him with the  trivia of my day or life  . As I grew up I started to wonder why they stayed together , I suppose you never really know what goes on in a marriage but whilst  there was never any physical abuse but he undermined her at every opportunity , my mothers name was Margaret and he called her maggot , she loved to sew but anything she made ended up going to the charity shop as he decried it as tat and didn’t want it “littering the house”.
I went to the back door and gently knocked and the door opened within seconds, he had been waiting as he  had seen my car, his words of greeting were 
“You have blocked the drive”
“Well, I didn’t think you would be going out before I leave”
“No but the drive is blocked “
“Look, I’m not planning on staying long so it shouldn’t be a problem but if you need to get out, I will move it, I’ve only come to pick up mums’ stuff “
“I suppose you want tea”
“No thanks I’ll just pick up the boxes and go”
I followed him to the cupboard under the stairs where the four boxes and sewing machine  were , not much to show for all those years , some  clothes had gone to charity and apparently some “junk”had gone to the tip .I carried the boxes to the car , the last contained some books journals and several diaries , what my father had described as  your mothers scribblings .I didn’t return to the house just drove away without saying goodbye and with no regret , I don’t think I will be going back .
I knew it was an invasion of mum’s privacy however, when I got home, I settled with a coffee and read some of the entries in the diaries. I expected outpourings of despair and unhappiness but the pages were full of happy memories, of small victories, the day she brought me home from the hospital, her accomplishments  , but mainly her hopes for her future. There was little mention of my father and even more surprisingly no anger if anything sympathy that he was so cold and unloving.
The next day I put the boxes back into my car, when I reached mums new home the contrast to my childhood home was startling, bright curtains, massive colorful blooms a shiny bright red front door which was flung open and I was enveloped in a warm hug.
“I’ve got some of your stuff mum”
“That is history love, come in and see where my future is”
 The house smelt of coffee, cake and home 
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