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About the Author

 Patricia Morgan was born during the 1950s and brought up in the North Midlands. She left school early to work in a factory to help support her fairly large family. In her mid-20s, whilst working full time, she studied part-time to become a general practice surveyor and qualified some 8 years later. Patricia has lived in Somerset with her husband Arthur and various cats for over 30 years. She enjoys golf, yoga, reading, gardening, researching her family history and collecting stamps. This is her second book, written about her life in later years, and she has found the process extremely cathartic.





Dedication

 For Arthur – my brave and stoical husband.

For Carers everywhere, unpaid, poorly paid and fairly paid – you are angels in disguise and your incredible dedication makes this world a better place.

For my cat Betty boo – thank you for making me feel not so alone.
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Author’s Note

After I had written my first book, namely Solace in Stamps, I realised that nowhere within it had I included anything about the subject of dementia. I guess in one sense that was because I had been fortunate not to have had any close encounters with anyone struggling with this devastating disease. When my friend Wendy’s Mum was finally diagnosed with Alzheimer’s disease, I do recall the consequences of her memory slipping away from her as though her life before had never existed. When she went into a Nursing Home, as it was no longer safe for her to live alone, Wendy visited her mum daily after work. Despite no longer being recognised as her daughter, she still went on to chat and play cards with her Mum but more in the role of a best friend. I know I thought at the time, gosh, how does Wendy continue to cope in these circumstances and what a sad thing to come to terms with. But that is where my sympathy or any empathy drew the line. I think the reality of their situation was too awful to comprehend and it was easier not to think about it.

Yet, over the past few years, I have found myself in a similar situation. And no amount of other people’s talked about or written experience can prepare you for living day to day with the effects of someone close to you slowly losing their mind, their mobility and their will to live.

Writing about this now, following the death of my beloved Arthur one year ago now is something I felt compelled to do. Whether it is to tell the world of his suffering or to confess my frequent inadequacies in dealing with the situation before my husband passed away, I have no idea. But I wish to show other carers that those awful feelings of isolation and despair, the guilt at the loss of patience, the never ending tiredness and mental torture in seeing a loved one constantly suffer are all very real emotions and human ones too.





Prologue

‘Hello, can I speak with Arthur Morgan, please?’

‘Who, sorry?’ said the voice with a foreign accent, at the end of the phone

‘Ar-th-ur Mor-gan’ I repeat more slowly

‘Umm’, said the voice with hesitation

‘ARTHUR MORGAN’ I spelt out his name with growing impatience

‘I no sure’ said the voice

‘He is in bed number 28’ I said with growing exasperation slight pause, ‘Hmm, Bed 28 is empty’ said the voice

What does that mean? I think momentarily, oh I know, with relief

‘No. no, he will have gone for a scan on his chest’, says I, thinking is this person for real?

‘I need to check with my superior’, said the voice

Then realisation dawns, oh no God, he is dead. I feel a tight restriction in my chest and my body begins to heave with sobs and I am unable to breathe, when suddenly the voice comes back on the line.

I speak with my superior and Arthur, he go to the Covid ward, pause, ‘are you ok?’ as my sobs grow louder and I am unable to reply. Rapid thoughts whirl around in my head as I try to digest this new information, I don’t understand, he was already in the Covid ward, wasn’t he?

‘I,I…thought, he, he was…dead, I stammer’

‘Oh no, no says a now more sympathetic foreign voice, ’I transfer you to the ward, he be ok’

The Covid ward line is engaged so I put the phone down to try and gain control of myself before ringing again, but can’t stop crying and am still unable to breathe properly. The idiotic thought of where was a paper bag when I needed one slipped into my mind. No, think think, deep breaths, long exhalations are required. Oh Thank you God, he’s alive!

Then a niggling worry entered my head. Yes, but for how long?





Chapter One The Beginning of The End

So, how did we arrive at this sorry state of affairs? Well they do say old age doesn’t come alone, and whoever ‘they’ are, would be right! Yet despite our nearly twenty years age gap, Arthur Morgan, my dearest husband that was, has always been the epitome of youthfulness to me. Whether that was because he was such a sociable, outgoing and likeable person, I am not sure. I just know that since the day we met, until he was turning 80 years old and his health issues got very severe, our age difference hardly crossed my mind.

I know Arthur was more aware of it than I. He was 45 years old and I was 26 years old when we first met in the early 1980s. When we went anywhere together I know at times he felt awkward because I did look young for my age. And at that time he did look to be in his late thirties. He was my boss and I am afraid it was that old cliché of boss and assistant ‘diving into the sack’ together. We were madly attracted to one another right from the very start but both in denial to begin with. I for one fell head over in heels in love with this really handsome man old enough to be my father. I didn’t care what anyone thought, as I became obsessively in love with him. Although I am not sure he felt entirely the same way. For one thing he was married with two teenage sons. And I was married too. To a man my own age whom, unfortunately, I had married on the rebound. I do feel I ought to set the record straight by saying Arthur initially had no intention of leaving his wife and family for me but over time that all changed. For my part, I couldn’t pretend I loved my first husband any more. So we split up, me still not knowing whether I would end up with the man of my dreams.

After much soul searching, angst, guilt and every other emotion you can think of Arthur and I finally moved in with one another for good in 1983. I say ‘for good’ because an earlier trial attempt at living together had ended in near disaster.

But then we defied everyone’s expectations by remaining together for over 40 years. I have told our life story together in detail in my previous book Solace in Stamps. Suffice it to say, ours was not a smooth road! There were more pitfalls, twists and turns than we could ever have imagined. But despite all of the trials and tribulations something of a bond held us close. Despite being total opposites on many a subject, we did respect and admire one another. Arthur was a morning person, whilst I was definitely not. He was careful (euphemism for mean?) with money whilst I was more carefree with it. He was a staunch Socialist whilst I erred more towards Liberalism. He procrastinated whilst I was often impetuous. He was intelligent with lots of general knowledge whereas he claimed I was the academic, yet with little common sense! But we shared a mutual and competitive passion for playing golf, were both outgoing and both held similar views upon humanity and how best it should be treated. And when the going got really tough in the early 1990s and we hit a financial catastrophe in the recession, we managed to work through it over a number of years and came out the other side, stronger for the experience.

Arthur asked me to marry him some 13 years after we moved in together. By then I had given up on the idea and was determined that if he ever proposed, I would take great delight in saying, No, you’ve had your chance!. Well, this idea went right out the window and our nuptials took place in 1996 on Hilton Head Island, in South Carolina. And no, we hadn’t won the Lottery. We were fortunate to have two dear friends who lived over there and they arranged the whole she-bang, including an amazing honeymoon. They even came with us on our honeymoon!

The circumstances of near bankruptcy and my redundancy led us to move into the County town of Somerset, that being Taunton, from our dream cottage on the Brendon Hills. The stress of what had happened over those years during the 1990s definitely had an impact and detrimental effect upon Arthur’s health. He admitted to me that he felt so dreadfully low over losing his business and us nearly losing our home, that he had thought about taking his own life. I was stunned. He was such a strong character, or so I thought, that this idea was something that would never have occurred to me. I am partially relieved that I only got to learn about this possible intention when the danger had passed. Arthur also developed into a more compassionate person following this so called failure. He had so much more empathy than before and for this I was eternally grateful having undergone my own mental health stumbles following the loss of a job that meant the world to me.

But shocks to our system in any shape or form, I am convinced are responsible for many of the illnesses we suffer today. In Arthur’s case he began to have nightmares and live out his dreams. If he was playing football, then I became the ball and would often get kicked in bed! He got more and more restless, until one night his antics culminated in him throwing himself out of bed and landing on all fours onto the carpet. Arthur had cut his head open on the drawer handles as he hit the floor. Not being your regular Florence Nightingale (although I have made up for this deficit since) I nearly fainted at the sight of all of the blood. Another time he got agitated in his sleep and thumped the bedside cabinet with his fist, bruising and cutting his knuckles badly.

Remembering these rather traumatic nightmares now, it occurs to me that the time Arthur spent in the Army fighting in Malaysia against the Chinese Communists may have been linked to some of these events. He had witnessed a mate being killed by friendly fire, this being one of their own platoon who had shot the poor man by mistake. And then another close pal had taken his own life. The Malaysian campaign was one of the forgotten wars still active during 1954 to 1956 when Arthur was old enough to undergo his National Service. After being trained at Jellabad barracks in Taunton, he had joined the Somerset Light Infantry. It was Christmas time when their troop ship set sail with a force 10 gale blowing up the Irish Sea. Nearly all the soldiers on board were sea sick, a fact that doesn’t bear thinking about!

Right. I have digressed, something you will need to get used to when reading any of my writings. Following the unexplained nightmares and forays Arthur then got problems with constipation. Now, I was putting this down to two things. One, he had undergone an operation to remove strictures from his bladder in years gone by and then two, he had been diagnosed with fast growing prostate cancer and had undergone a radical Prostectomy in 2005 when he was 69 years of age. Sadly, this operation had left Arthur with various side effects and we both put the constipation down as being one of them. Even though now, come to think of it, that wasn’t particularly mentioned at the time.

Simultaneously, Arthur began to experience a number of unexplained falls. One was from the top of our old 16th tee at our golf club, Taunton and Pickeridge. This was a raised tee area reached by a flight of steps. He lost his balance as he walked off the tee and fell down the steep slope to one side. On another occasion Arthur fell backwards off our raised vegetable patch, straight through the green house door. Now this was a glass door, as you would expect, and how he didn’t cut his skull open or anywhere else for that matter, I have no idea. And finally he had a bad fall in the living room when I wasn’t home but didn’t tell me about this at the time. He said he got up from the chair and just seemed to lose his balance. I thought what had happened was that Arthur’s right knee, which became severely damaged until he had bone on bone rubbing together within it, had collapsed as it became prone to do. We genuinely didn’t realise how serious it was at the time and although the possibility of a knee operation was mentioned Arthur prevaricated, not wishing to be ‘out of action’ for any length of time. Yet with no warning his knee would give way and the pain when this happened was terrible. The decision not to have a new knee would come to haunt us both at a later date.

As time wore on Arthur got more and more tired and his co-ordination when he played golf slowly slipped away. He couldn’t come to terms with this because as mentioned previously he was a competitive soul and didn’t enjoy not playing to a reasonable standard.

It was in November 2014 when the penny dropped. I was reading a piece in a health article about folks with Parkinson’s disease in Tuesday’s Daily Mail, when I suddenly registered Arthur had been suffering from at least four of the symptoms. He lived out his nightmares, his right hand now had a tremor, he had constant constipation and his now poor balance had led to a number of bad falls. I showed him the article and Arthur warily agreed that it did seem like a bit of a coincidence. I suggested he visit our wonderful GP, show him the article and ask if he thought it might be a possibility. Well, the GP agreed but was unable to dispense any medication until Arthur had seen a consultant who could definitely diagnose the disease.

Arthur was sent a referral and then a note arrived from the hospital for him to make an appointment. But when Arthur rang up to do this he was told there were ‘no appointments’. Arthur said, what none ever? The clerk said there would be more appointments in six months’ time but these could not be allocated now! We faced a quandary. He needed the medication urgently in my view because until then he was at risk of more falls. But it would not be dispensed until Arthur had been seen by a consultant. So, reluctantly we decided to go for a private appointment, which came through within a fortnight. And, yes, sadly Arthur did have Parkinson’s disease. Now though, he could begin taking the prescribed medication and his tremors began to ease. It didn’t assist with the constipation but another type of medication did help with him living out his dreams. And this was for both our benefits. We were told that no two people ever experienced exactly the same symptoms or were affected in the same way. We were taken aback to discover there was no cure. However, the later in life you are diagnosed with Parkinson’s disease, the lesser to a degree the effects are, generally speaking. I was tempted to Google it at first but common sense for once prevailed and we soldiered on. Arthur, like many men, preferred not to think too hard or too deep about his new diagnosis and he was now ‘in the NHS system’ whereby he would have two appointments a year to ascertain his decline.

One of these appointments was with the most knowledgeable nurse practitioners I have ever had the pleasure to meet. He saw Arthur once a year for an assessment and was there at the end of the phone or an email to dispense helpful advice in between times. Dennis had lots of practical suggestions to make and referred Arthur to all manner of relevant people. He contacted the physiotherapists to assess Arthur’s needs at home. Various aids and adaptations were brought in to assist with daily living that was becoming more challenging as time went by. Dennis contacted a lady at Parkinson’s UK who also visited us at home. Susan gave us advice on Arthur being able to claim for attendance allowance, which we didn’t know about. She also arranged for us to attend a group information meeting about living with the disease, held in a local village hall. This was so insightful. One of the things I registered about Arthur was that he appeared to look quite miserable much of the time. I often said to him, look cheer up, things aren’t that bad. He didn’t seem to smile a lot any more. Well, it came to light that with Parkinson’s disease your face muscles can seem to almost set. And it is difficult for a person to move them physically in a manner the rest of us take for granted. It is like your expression remains the same. I was so pleased to find this out. Hence the reason Arthur often looked quite sad for much of the time but now at least I knew why.

In 2017 a group exercise session for people with Parkinson’s disease began at the local gym and Arthur was referred by Dennis to this new practice. He met a lovely man called Mike who sadly died just over a year and half later. He was only in his mid to late seventies and this did hit Arthur badly.

Yet Arthur seemed to get a new lease of life attending these gym sessions that I learned were taken by an extremely young, fit and attractive gym instructor. I soon got to know rather a lot about her. I could tell Arthur fancied her and I was a bit concerned because the side effects of the medication he was on could make him prone to crossing social boundaries. Not that he needed any help in that direction when it came to meeting attractive members of the opposite sex! On one occasion I offered to go to a meeting with him whereby a specialist in Parkinson’s disease was giving a talk. That would be useful I thought. No, Arthur said adamantly, there was no need for me to attend. Later on I discovered he had gone with Dawn, and initially I was angry by this new secretive association. You may well be forgiven for thinking I was imagining things but she had given him her personal mobile number and told him to call her, any time, should he need to talk about anything. I genuinely felt this was going beyond the bounds of a professional gym instructor/client relationship. When we initially met she told me how wonderful she thought Arthur was etc etc. I could see she had fallen for his innate charms. You would think, after a lifetime of Arthur flirting with other women I would have gotten used to this scenario. I think I was more hurt than jealous about this particular dalliance.

In 2016 we had gone on a short break to Nice with our dear friends James and Margaret. Arthur’s declining mobility was highlighted on this trip and I am so grateful they were there on hand to help.

I have to say if you do wish to visit somewhere with a wonderful flat scenic promenade you would be hard pressed to visit anywhere better. And although part of the old town is set high on a hillside they have these great seaside trains that take you right up to the very top. The most amazing views of Nice and the coastline await you.

Now, I decided that a holiday abroad would be too much of a risk to contemplate. In early 2017 I hit upon the idea we should embark upon a coach trip to Tenby, in South Wales. The break would do us both good. Little did I realise how wrong I would be!
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