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For my brothers Jim, Keith and Ron and our families

Cover by Simon Levy


 

Hi Dad . . . can we have a chat about your dementia . . . Can you remember how it started?

Dementia?
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Dementia, is that what I had . . . Ha ha . . . I had dementia and you ask if I remember how it started . . . Ha, that’s funny.
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Let me think . . . I mean, it’s not like it just starts like a cough or a toothache, it’s something that creeps up on you.
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Because when your mum died . . . I threw myself into things . . . I was very active in mind and body. I wasn’t going to sink under . . .

[image: Images]



 

I loved painting . . . watercolours . . . I did my own Christmas card every year. People looked forward to them, you know. Course, I had my pets in every one. Tee hee.
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I loved golf . . . I wasn’t very good, mind. I did enjoy the company, though, and the exercise . . . and I was the Seniors President too.
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“Fore!”



 

I liked being involved in the community. I was a bit of a committee man: the golf club; Probis; the War Memorial Trust. I liked a debate, a bit of a fight if I’m honest.
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How about your great achievement? You know, your First World War project.

Aye? Oh yes, that was an achievement, wasn’t it . . . You mean researching all the lads from the town who died in the Great War. Great task, more like . . . phew . . .
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But Dad, the mental strength it took to do all that research. The hours of research, late nights . . . You were relentless.

Yes I know! It was hard, but someone had to do it. Someone had to chronicle all those lads who perished. Every single name is now in remembrance books, and I got the council to create a memorial garden. Proud of that, you know.
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We were proud of you too.



 

I loved playing my piano . . . Boogie Woogie and blues. . . . I played in bands in the army, I was that good.
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I enjoyed a pint . . . especially with my lads talking football, politics, music . . . you can’t beat a pint and a chat in a good pub.
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And of course my dog Lossie . . . my lovely best pal. Always there for me. Kept loneliness at the door. Oh Lossie.
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But things began to change didn’t they . . . we noticed you weren’t the same but we couldn’t pin it down. It was just a . . . feeling we had.
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Yes . . . things did change slowly . . . I mean we all forget, and that’s the problem – when do you realise it’s a different form of forgetting?



 

So how did it start for you Dad?

Just that, forgetting things, I suppose. Dates, names, appointments . . . daft things, important things.
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“What, I’m on the tee in ten minutes? . . . bloody hell, no, of course I’d not forget. I’m on my way.”



 

I’d go out and leave the door open or I’d lock myself out.
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“Ron, your door!”



 

I left the tap running a number of times . . . flooded myself out, apparently.
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It could be embarrassing.
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“And the winner of the monthly medal is . . . er . . .”
“Bloody hell, Ron, it’s you! Ha ha.”



 

And going out in my pyjama bottoms wasn’t the wisest move.
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The strange thing was, though . . . my distant memory cleared up. I could remember stories I’d long forgot about my childhood.
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And my wartime experiences . . .

Yes, you told us some, er . . . interesting stories.
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Do you remember the anxiety?

Yes . . . I didn’t like the post. It scared me, letters from people I didn’t know. They all wanted money, the doctors, tax man . . . One said I owed them £25,000!
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It was actually a note from Reader’s Digest to say that you were in the £25,000 draw. You didn’t win by the way.



 

And I didn’t trust anyone, not even my family . . .

Er . . . especially your family
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“Hi . . . it’s us.”
“Come to get my money, I bet. Well, you’re not having it.”



 

Do you remember the ghost?

There was one I’m sure . . . I felt its presence often. I’d put things down, like my wallet on the window ledge, and then it would vanish. I’d find it days later in the fridge or somewhere. It was very strange.
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That’s when we all decided to take you to the doctor . . . we were getting worried.

I didn’t want to go . . . got annoyed about it. All those questions, how was I supposed to remember all that? Ridiculous!
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The results came back. Vascular dementia, apparently. The arteries in my brain were clogging up with
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