
Sitting down on a vintage and well-loved family chair I 

observe my mum with anticipation, watching 

unobtrusively from a distance, her eyes blinking 

rapidly, squinting, and darting in an unfocused manner. 

Given her deteriorating eyesight, I know the scarf 

knitting pattern in front of her is likely to be blurred, an 

unfathomable jumble, yet I am encouraged that 

unwittingly she appears content to create her own. 

Intermittently, she peers over her bent arms flinching 

at the stitches randomly dropped in places throughout 

the rows of the scarf. It makes me think of when she 

tells me, ‘I can’t remember’ when asked, ‘what did you 

eat for lunch?’, information dropped like the stitches, 

but this time from her mind! Watching her clumsiness, 

I note that her silver knitting needles are the ones in 

charge now, like dementia, directing her hands, 

gripping her cold fingers as they cross. The rows of the 

scarf lengthen slowly with time as the ball of wool 

sitting at her side unravels more. However, I can see 

with each row she completes, bigger wider collective 

holes begin to emerge in the output devouring and 

vomiting any organised flow. At times, I notice that she 

looks down wincing and tries to recognise what she has 

created but looks frustratingly at her output with 



furrows visible in her brow. I guess the connections in 

her mind don't join up and facilitate recognition like 

they used to. My mother ever the perfectionist, still 

perseveres, knitting more and more rows likely in the 

hope it can be improved. This time I know it can’t, and I 

empathise silently with her as I see out of the corner of 

my eye the salty tears of frustration rolling down her 

ageing cheeks. I wonder too if this is the reason, I find 

so many scrunched up used tissues under her pillow 

when I make up her bed in the morning. 

 

The days pass…I find her knitting lying discarded at the 

bottom of her wardrobe one day.  I attempt to 

resurrect and reconnect her with this activity on other 

days but, she shakes her head disapprovingly 

whenever it is mentioned. I tell myself, her will to solve 

the knitting mystery has faded. I imagine that the 

pattern is too shredded to be comfortable, so she has 

silenced the needles for good as she has no use for 

them now. I turn my attention to encouraging her with 

other activities. However, being brought up with the 

mantra from a young age, ‘if at first you don’t succeed 

try, try, again’ I decide to finish knitting the scarf for 

her and one day present her with the completed scarf. 



This day, she is resting easy in her sofa as I hand it 

over. She slowly lifts the long grey shape she had been 

personally encumbered with of late into blurry view 

and she smiles at me. I know she feels happy that her 

part in this activity struggle is over. She lifts the scarf 

length and slowly places it over her neck clawing her 

right hand to clumsily grasp one dangly end lifting it up 

to wrap over. But I can tell from observing her body 

shivers that strangely, she feels no warmth, no comfort 

only a slight resistance from the wool with tightness in 

its grasp. My mind wanders as I recognise that the 

‘dementia scarf’ is not done with her yet, merely 

circling like a vulture lying in wait for the time being. 

While she sighs with ongoing relief at the knitting 

chore abandoned, I think of the terminal hat that she 

has been forced to wear which remains with her, a 

stable in her wardrobe, another part of the set! 

 

But wait, what became of those old, treasured 

threadbare sheepskin gloves I know she still likes to 

wear which completes the set? I ask her about them 

one day and where they might be. After opening 

several empty drawers and fumbling about for them on 

shelves she eventually finds the gloves on top of her 



side table obscured by envelopes. After asking me, 

‘which glove goes with which hand?’, I observe as she 

holds them up in turn and slowly envelopes her thin 

digits into the fur lining of each one. She pulls the 

gloves over her wrinkled, ageing hands hesitantly. 

Noting that her body shivers again, I am reassured that 

these start to abate as it seems a warm glow radiates 

inwards from her furry hands.  

 

I can see her mind is drifting now as she gazes staring 

into the distance. As a countryside lover who 

experienced a lifelong attachment to a farm, I imagine 

that she is remembering country walks in all weathers 

wrapped up in a hat, gloves and scarf, carefree 

laughter, and the merriment of her youth. She looks 

over at me happily and a feeling of peace appears to 

radiate from her demeanour. I take from this her 

window shutter of confusion may have opened 

revealing a chink of residual awareness. I am 

comforted too that while she frequently tells me she 

feels ‘past it’, ‘confused’ and ‘I don’t remember’ her 

behaviour suggest that she can still access some 

precious feelings and memories in her mind, ones the 

villain dropped or left behind. And so, despite the 



robbery of her mind, the confusion, the disarray in her 

thoughts and feelings, she can still feel warmth on her 

onward journey. 

 

Being a person ‘living with dementia’ she doesn’t 

remember much about when ‘it’ moved in with her 

albeit uninvited. She is aware that carers, loved ones 

and family also visit but doesn’t always remember their 

names. The charts stuck on the kitchen wall, daily 

menus which her daughter makes up and phone calls 

provide her with a structure and instructions which she 

attempts to understand. I observe daily as she grasps 

the accompanying hard copies of her schedules tightly, 

never letting them out of her reach for fear they 

become lost or disappear. A lifetime of punctuality 

means if her daughter delivers them late or the 

schedule changes, she is particularly confused, lost, 

and agitated. It seems to me as an observer that they 

provide her with a torch, emitting light and direction in 

a dark tunnel as she attempts to understand and 

navigate her confusing world. 

 

Mum thanks me every day for what I do but is unaware 

how I wrestle her storms and my daily struggle to hold 



the battered anchor of her ship on her behalf. Lifelong 

values of love, compassion, respect, and dignity which 

she held so dear throughout her life are now 

reinforced in her circle of life by ‘nice people I like’.  

 

I know from personal experience and observation in 

bygone days that my mum cared for her own ageing 

mother (my granny) in her years of need when 

Parkinson’s ‘moved in’ with her. Bedridden and barely 

able to swallow my mother bought my granny in her 

care home bed her favourite creamy custard on a 

spoon. I observed then as my mother was rewarded 

with a flicker of gratitude which radiated from across 

the eyes of her own mother. A posy of flowers from a 

familiar country riverbank my mother had gathered 

frequently raised its head colourfully from my granny’s 

bedside vase. Knowing this and that my mum was the 

carer then, I feel comforted that now she is the one 

being cared for by others. I watched and learnt in the 

past as my mother tended her grandmother. I 

recognise now that the wisdom of the circle of care I 

observed has echoed and has silently passed onto the 

next generation.  

 



Tiring now, my mum turns facing the only photo on her 

mantelpiece, the one I know she cherishes of myself, 

her only daughter with her two grandchildren. She asks 

me to pass it to her which I do. Looking at the 

photograph, she whispers under her breath to herself, 

‘remember as you are now, so once was I!’.  I catch her 

words but only just! She pauses for a long time as if 

attempting to chase and round up her straying 

thoughts, ‘and still am in my heart’ she softly says to 

me. My heart aches at her words, most of all for her 

unspoken loss but also for my loss too. 

 

Suddenly, a knock at the door startles us and two 

familiar faces pop their head round the door. The 

youngest grandchild shouts, ‘are you ready for your 

walk, Mum and Granny?’ He draws breath while his 

sister continues, ‘come on, make sure you put on your 

hat, scarf and gloves Granny, we’ll look after you… I 

think that the four of us need to clear our heads!’ 
 


