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A grey-haired lady
sat staring out of the window. She was unsure of her surroundings;
How long had she been sitting here? Where was she?

Looking down at her
hands, she was holding a blanket, why, what was she doing?

A smile came to her
dry lips as a short sweet memory flashed before her, of a young
girl playing on a swing. She had fallen and ripped her pretty
dress, a hand-me-down from her older sister Grace, but never the
less, it made her feel very grown up.

Crying, she ran
indoors to her mother, who automatically took a handkerchief out of
her apron pocket to dry her child’s eyes. “Now don’t you fret
Charlotte, I can patch this up for you.”

Fetching a needle,
thread and a pair of scissors, she cut a small square from the torn
dress, pinning in its place a square of material taken from an old
apron. In no time at all the dress was repaired.

It didn’t matter to
the child that her dress had a completely different pattern on the
skirt. She loved it and was happy once again.

Her sister Grace, two
years older, teased her dreadfully, but all the teasing in the
world didn’t stop Charlotte dancing around their small house.

With the passing
years, Charlotte collected squares of material from discarded
clothes, patterned tablecloths, anything she thought pretty enough
to add to her quilt.

She kept a notebook,
writing about each square; where it had been cut from or who gave
it to her. For Charlotte, it was better than keeping a scrapbook.
Each piece held a memory and was carefully sewn together.

Her mother had taught
her to sew, allowing her to use any material in the house that was
too good to throw away.

Today, clutching her
blanket, the elderly lady stared at the squares. Why was she
feeling so emotional? Where did this quilt come from? Was it even
hers?

Most days it warmed
her soul, as flashes from the past reappeared. Then the fog would
return, and the vacant look came back to her dark brown eyes.

Hours passed as she
sat motionless, staring out of the closed window. A noise, or a
clatter of cups, sometimes brought her back to her
surroundings.

“Would you like a cup of tea dear?” said a friendly
voice.

The fog slowly
cleared once again as Charlotte smiled and replied. “Oh yes please,
that would be very nice, I’m so thirsty!”

“You
sound bright this morning Charlotte, are you feeling well?” Not
waiting for a reply the nurse carefully handed Charlotte a cup of
tea, with a biscuit on a small plate. The plate had a lovely blue
and white picture on it called a “Willow Picture or, Willow
Pattern.”

“I
have seen this picture before,” said Charlotte.

The fog had gone as
she looked down at the quilt, there it was, the blue and white
square of the Willow Pattern. “This reminds me of my sister
Grace.”

Everything became
clear in her mind for a few moments.

The smile left her
face, as she once again tried in vain to remember why she had kept
that piece.

“Don’t upset yourself now,” said the lady with the tea-trolley.
“You have a visitor this morning. Let me tidy you up a bit and
straighten your lovely patchwork quilt.”

The door opened and a
lady walked towards her, accompanied by a nurse.

As they approached,
Charlotte gripped her patchwork quilt. “Please don’t take it away!
It’s my blanket!”

The nurse smiled and
reassured her that no one was going to take her quilt away.

“I’ve brought someone to see you.” She said with a caring
smile.

“You
promise you won’t take my blanket?” asked Charlotte: Picking it up
to study a square without looking at her visitor.

A pink square with
silver hearts looked familiar, as a baby girl flashed into her
mind. “I must try and remember,” she thought.

Squeezing her eyes
tight shut she could picture a child, a little girl, laughing and
holding her arms up. “Pick me up mummy,” she said. The young girl
was wearing a pretty pink dress with little silver hearts on
it.

“Of
course, this is my daughter’s party dress. I made it for her. Now,
what was her name?”

“Hello Mummy, It’s me, Rose, that square was taken from my
favourite dress. You made it for my birthday. How clever you were
with your sewing.

Now tell me, how are
you today?”

“What am I doing here?” asked Charlotte, looking into her
visitors face.

“It’s me, Mummy, Rose, look into my eyes, it’s me! These lovely
nurses are here to take care of you.”

Charlotte smiled. “Of
course, you are Rose!” she said. “How good it is to see you. Can I
go home now?”

Not answering her
mother’s question Rose interrupted.

“Mummy, I have something very important to show
you.”

Out of her bag, Rose
took a black notebook.

“Look what I found. Do you remember this book? It has your name
written on the first page. This book belongs to Charlotte Brown.
Dated 1947.”

The old lady beamed
with delight. She remembered the notebook.

Rose sat next to her
mother and turned the page.

“Do
you remember your first entry?” The elderly lady raised the blanket
and tried to go back in time. It wasn’t long before she pointed to
the middle square.

“This square came from my mother’s apron; I’d fallen from my
swing and ripped my dress!”

A light shined in
Charlotte’s eyes and Rose was delighted to see her mother
respond.

The notebook had been
such an important part of her life.

“Where is your sister Daisy, is she here with you Rose?”
Charlotte asked.

Rose turned the pages
of the book until she found an entry.

“Let
us look at the quilt and find a piece of material that belonged to
Daisy.”

Rose spotted it
straight away. It brought back to her, the trauma of that day:

Daisy had taken Rose
to the lake close to their house. Daisy was wearing a red and
yellow sun-dress that their mother had made.

Whilst playing near
the edge of the water, a snake had slithered around Daisy’s leg and
bitten her on the foot: Rose stood motionless not knowing what to
do as Daisy fell to the floor. “Fetch mum as fast as you can Rose!”
said Daisy.

Rose ran faster than
she’d ever run before, screaming her mother’s name, but by the time
they returned, Daisy was dead.

 

After all these years
Rose was looking at the red and yellow square taken from Daisy’s
sun-dress.

She made a quick
decision not to remind her mother of that story, instead she
changed the subject and thankfully Charlotte didn’t notice as she
had fallen asleep.

Charlotte had
Alzheimer’s disease and had been in this “Care Home” for a few
weeks.

Rose had emigrated
from a small town in Australia a few years ago and now lived in
England with her husband and daughter.

With Charlotte unable
to care for herself as Alzheimer’s took hold, her only alternative
was to arrange for her mother to go into care until she could get
an early flight.

When Rose landed in
Australia
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