
‘Here is your pot of glue.’ My eyes barely see over the top of the shop counter as the 
long-fingered, scarlet-nailed hands hand me an ancient-looking clay pot. ‘And here is 
the recipe book and usage tips for more. None of this is compulsory, you understand. 
Just appreciated.’  

I am eleven years old when I lug my pot home, and it sits on my bookshelf gathering 
dust for months. Mum nods at it, muttering something about bloody inherited 
responsibilities, but she doesn’t explain.  

And I don’t ask. 
      

 
Flour Glue: 1/2 cup flour, 1/3 water. Mix to a paste, then boil. *Note: the adhesion 
won’t last as it’ll dry out too quick. Frequently goes mouldy.  

      
 
The day doesn’t properly lighten the day of Dad’s funeral. I dress in navy blue to spite 
Mum’s sense of propriety, grab the simple long-stemmed white lilies the florist 
recommended from my kitchen table, text her to say I’m on my way. She greets me 
with a sniff from behind her veil; she’s always leant toward the dramatic, but still I peck 
her on the cheek, inhaling her old rose scent overlaid with Elnett spray. I miss Dad’s 
old book smell. 

‘Ready?’ I ask, though I know she has been since her alarm went off at 6am, same as 
every morning. She replies, and quickly I dab some of my glue into my hand as I reach 
for hers. I know my place. 

      
Some Uses for Glue  

● Sealing pruned plants 
● Splinter removal 
● Keeping relationships alive 
● Wound sealant 

      
Rebecca cuts herself as we scale Mrs Robinson’s wall after school, scrumping for 

apples. The wound is deep and clear red, the colour of the lipstick Mum wears when 
she accompanies Dad down to the pub on a Saturday night, leaving me alone with a 
portion of chips or pasta and sauce and game shows. I am unfussy, and don’t wake 
when they stagger in. Only rarely do they giggle.      

Rebecca licks the cut, but it keeps pulsing. From our perch, we spy Mrs Robinson’s 
award-winning raspberries, and they glow almost the same colour as Rebecca’s bloody 



hand. I hesitate, fingering the little tube in my pocket, my first homemade batch. But 
she’s my best friend so I seal her cut with a dab, sending a prayer upwards it’ll hold.       

A week later she comes to school with a great big dressing where the cut was, 
shrugging, stating the hospital had to clean it out. 
     Our friendship goes mouldy not long after. 

      
 
Cornstarch Glue: 1 – 1 ½ cups cold water, 2 tbsp corn starch, 2 tbsp corn syrup, 1 
teaspoon white vinegar. Let boil but not burn. Cool. Leave in the fridge overnight       
for best adhesion. Will keep 2-4 weeks. 

 
 

Mum shows me how to make Gran’s glue once, and once only. I am fourteen, and in 
between her sighs and huffs I gather that this is only ever women’s work and 
permanently exhausting, and Mum is one of the feminists of the old school who burnt 
their bras. I don’t understand why she settled on Dad. 
     Dad finds me in the kitchen late one night trying to replicate the recipe, but 
something isn’t gelling. He puts his book down, rolls up his sleeves and shows me his 
family recipe instead. He doesn’t sigh, just patiently answers my questions about when 
to use it, but most importantly when not to.  

‘Not everything is worth keeping stuck together, Amy. Not everything.’ 
Often, I forget those words, but they are wise.      

 
 

I make Dad a small pot of glue for his birthday. He would have been 70 but it’s the 
thought that counts, isn’t it? Mum will make her own way there, crystal-clear. 
     She turns from his headstone just as I arrive; I hang back. I want my time with Dad, 
like all those times we had in the kitchen over the years. 
     The flowers I picked from the woods look squashed and wilted next to Mum’s 
pristine florist offering but I arrange them in the pot of glue all the same. He would 
have been happy with them in any case, and he’s right, some things aren’t worth 
forcing back together.      
     I text Rebecca as I leave, asking her to order me a large glass of whatever if she gets 
to the restaurant first. A heart emoji the same colour as Mrs Robinson’s raspberries 
pings me back. 
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