
“If you can ask someone to get all of her things ready, I will call our lawyer to get the legal papers ready for us to take my mother with us, TODAY.”
The lawyers at the institution and our lawyers made a lot of money that afternoon. It took hours. We called Jutta and Ilse to prepare our homecoming. They would all stay at my place tonight. Taking her back to the house with so many memories of Koen seemed like a bad idea. Finally, at around four in the afternoon, we were called back into the psychiatrist’s office. 
“This is the last chance I have to talk some sense into your stubborn brains.” The best defence is to attack. “Your mother and… friend suffer from serious trauma. She needs to be treated for that. With medication and therapy. We have the skilled people here to take good care of her. If you take her with you, she will have none of that and is likely to regress towards a successful suicide attempt. That’s the consequence of removing my patient from her necessary treatment at this moment.
“I hope you have gathered all her personal belongings?” I asked.
“To clarify, I won’t prevent you from taking her home, but I won’t take responsibility for anything that happens to Mrs van Geelen.” He signed a paper and shoved it our way. “I hope, for her sake, you know what you are doing.”
They had dressed Sylvia, and she was in a wheelchair in the hall. A nurse wheeled her to the exit. According to the instructions, Sandor could not wheel her to his car because the wheelchair was not allowed to leave the building. An iron gate prohibited his car from entering the park. Without a word, Sandor scooped his mother out of the wheelchair into his big, muscular arms and carried her like a sick child towards our car. The nurse had the decency to look embarrassed. I carried two bags of her belongings to the car. 
I sat in the back with Sylvia, who was blissfully unaware of what was going on. Sandor gave detailed instructions to Jutta and Ilse. 
“We will take turns who is going to stay with her tonight. Each of us three hours. Jutta says Girl should stay in her bedroom tonight. And make something for dinner. I’m starving.”
“Master”, Ilse said.
“Yes?”
“We don’t have a key to Jutta’s house.” We both failed to address that practical problem. 
“I will call you when we are close.” 

