Waiting Rooms?

The other day I spoke to a friend of mine and former colleague that I hadn’t seen for some time. I knew that she had long-term connections with the area but now lived a little further away, so I asked what had brought her on a visit.

It turned out that an elderly relative was living not far from where I live, in a bungalow complex set aside for the elderly. Naturally I inquired after the relative and was told all was fine, they were enjoying a peaceful retirement.

‘Not like some in those Waiting Rooms.’ my friend said and went on to explain the health problems of the relative’s friends. After a moment I had to ask something else: I thought I knew the area and couldn’t envisage a doctor’s surgery nearby…so how did they have waiting rooms?

At that my friend smiled with both sadness and humour – ‘It’s what they call those bungalows.’ She said ‘Livesey’s Waiting Rooms.’….and at that, with a bit of a shock and a realisation of the elderly’s mordant humour I finally got the message.

Livesey was the local Undertaker……. 
