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Mrs Henderson had bought the Billie Jean just a month after her husband had died. She’d traded 

in her six-bed, with country views, for the cabin of the red and green canal boat – one bed, one 

bath and views of beige water and holly bush prickles. Along with the house, she sold most of 

her possessions. As her Gucci and Prada disappeared, so did her friends.  

One day, her eldest son, Jeremy, turned up at the Billie Jean. It was the first time any of 

her children had actually visited after endless arguments about her acquiring it in the first place.  

‘My God, Mother, it’s like a bloody shrine in here,’ cried Jeremy, stepping down into the 

living room-kitchen area. Every inch of the little wall available was filled with pictures of his 

father and the distinct smell of lavender incense clouded the air. 

‘Mum, this isn’t normal, you know?’ 

‘Oh give over, I’m a grieving woman!’  

Mrs Henderson motioned for him to sit down and got out the biscuit tin. On the front was 

a tiny picture of Mr Henderson. ‘Rich Tea, Jeremy?’ 

Jeremy shook his head. ‘Mum, I was wondering if you’d finally meet Anna?’ 

Mrs Henderson puckered her lips and turned away. 

‘Mum, I’m going to ask her to marry me.’ 

‘Marry you? But you’ve only been together, what is it now?’ 

‘Four years.’ 

‘Four years? No, no, that can’t be right. You started seeing her –’ 

‘When Dad died, four years ago.’ 

Mrs Henderson gulped and took a seat next to Jeremy. ‘Crikey.’  

‘Please meet her, Mum.’  

With a heavy sigh, Mrs Henderson agreed and not long after, Jeremy left. She sat in 

silence, patiently waiting until she heard his footsteps disappear along the towpath and into the 

distance. When she was certain he was long gone, she slowly got to her feet, shut all the blinds 

and snapped on her marigolds. Flinging open the bedroom door, she pulled out a gurney and 

gazed down at the body upon it. 

‘Don’t you worry, my darling. I’ve nearly figured it out. You’ll be at that wedding with 

me.’   

 


