
I’m fine 

 

“How are you?” 

I’m aching all over but you don’t want to hear that. So, I say, “I’m fine. How are you?” 

You don’t really want to know how I am and I understand that. You’re fretting over 
everything you’ve got to do and how difficult it all is and how there aren’t enough hours 
in the day. 

“Ugh, I’m having nightmares trying to get this printer to work. I’ve got to get these 
documents out today, so that everyone can see the contracts, approve them and get 
them back. People just don’t understand….” 

And on it goes until I hear, “Must get on. Have a good day.” 

 

“How are you?” 

My head has been splitting for days but you don’t want to hear that. So, I say, “I’m fine. 
How are you?” 

You don’t really want to know how I am and I understand that. You’re worrying about 
whether you’re being a good enough Mum, whether your kids are going off the rails, 
whether you’ve done the right thing by grounding them. 

“Oh, you won’t believe what Jo’s done now. You know I told you about that awful boy 
she’s been seeing? Well, he’s been skipping school. He’ll lead her astray, I know he 
will. People just don’t understand…” 

And on it goes until I hear, “Duty calls. Speak soon.” 

 

“How are you?” 

Yesterday I spent 17 hours not being able to move at all but you don’t want to hear 
that. So I say, “I’m fine. How are you?” 

You don’t really want to know how I am and I understand that. You’re bothered about 
your job and how awful your boss is and whether you should just walk out but if you 
do, how are you going to pay the mortgage. 

“She’s being a bastard again. I gave her those reports she asked for; early, as well. 
No ‘thank you’, nothing. Just ‘these aren’t in the format I asked for, do them again’. 
But they were. They were what she’d asked for. She’s just trying to find fault so that 
she can get rid of me. People just don’t understand…” 

And on it goes until I hear, “No rest for the wicked. Bye for now.” 

 

“How are you?” 



I’m having trouble seeing the point in struggling on but you don’t want to hear that. So 
I say, “I’m fine. How are you?” 

You don’t really want to know how I am and I understand that. You’re mithering about 
your sister visiting at the weekend and what to cook for her and whether she’ll be 
judgmental about your new bedroom furniture and whether she’ll like your hair, now 
that you’ve had it dyed. 

“Oh, I don’t know why I do it. She’s already been on the phone 5 times with her list of 
requirements. She’s always been so demanding; it must be from being the baby of the 
family. My Dad spoilt her. Worst thing he ever did, that was. People just don’t 
understand…” 

And on it goes until I hear, “This isn’t getting the baby bathed. See you.” 

 

“How are you?” 

I can’t get my hands to work properly and am having to drink from a bowl like a dog 
but you don’t want to hear that. So, I say, “I’m fine. How are you?” 

You don’t really want to know how I am and I understand that. You’re stressing over 
how you can juggle your social calendar and whether you should skip that barbecue 
at the weekend or whether you’ll be missing out on networking opportunities and 
whether you’re going to be invited to your friends’ villa again this summer or not. 

“I don’t know; I’m pretty sure that I blew it last year. I should never have mixed gin and 
prosecco. What was I thinking? But, you know, I need a bit of Dutch courage in 
situations like that. You see, I look like an extrovert but really I’m a bag of nerves. 
People just don’t understand…” 

And on it goes until I hear, “My God, look at the time. Ciao!” 

 

“How are you?” 

Silence. I haven’t even been able to pick up the phone.  

You don’t really want to know how I am. I can’t understand that. 

People just don’t understand. 

I should have interrupted. I should have said that I wasn’t fine.  

Too late now. 

 


