The Diary
The cupboards and drawers have been emptied. The family have removed items that hold significant memories for them, clothes and shoes taken to the charity shops the more valuable items sold on selling sites and the rest packed in boxes to be taken to second hand shops. There is one final cupboard to be emptied and it is the one I have been dreading! It is the size of a walk in wardrobe and I know what is lurking inside. Tentatively I open it up -paperwork from the past fifty years! I sit on the floor and start to sift through piles of invoices, bills and statements that are currently stacked up from floor to ceiling. Yes each file has been filed away but in no particular order. And so begins the Herculean task of sorting through it all!
Many weeks later I open one box that is full of diaries dating back to 2014. Hesitantly and also feeling very guilty, I start to read through them. They are a reminder of the busy social life my mum used to lead and the number of groups and organisations she was she involved in. Every day seemed to be busy attending meetings or social engagements. Dad was out playing golf most days but Mum always had plenty to occupy her. Aware that I was getting distracted, I considered leaving them for another time but I had been drawn in and had to read on. I picked up the diary from 2016. The entries seemed sparser and on further examination consisted of comments about not feeling well or not having done anything. The meetings and social side of life seemed to have disappeared.  How had my sister and I not noticed the change? As the years progressed there were more gaps in the diaries until 2020 when there were only blank pages. I remember buying a diary every year for mum at Christmas but was allowed to see it as the year progressed. It was private which was fair enough; many diaries contain comments and feelings that are not for public viewing. 
It then suddenly occurred to me that all the accounts and paperwork had been meticulously filed until 2016. There was even hand written account books that had been filled out in great detail showing bank account balances at the end of each month. In the ensuing years there were piles of bank statements that were randomly put in files along with letters, receipts, and minutes for meetings, house insurance documents and the annual TV licence. Mum had remembered that paperwork had to be filed but had forgotten how to do it.
As time has now moved onto 2026   I visit the lady in the Care Home, I feel sad that I wasn’t able to intervene and stop this terrible disease taking her from us. She cannot remember being part of Young Wives, Mothers Union or the WI or being a well-respected member of her Church. No longer has she any recollection of her busy social life and the many friends she once had. I still buy her a diary for Christmas but I know full well that it will remain unopened for the entire year!
It had taken a box of old diaries to make me realise how Alzheimer’s had gradually taken my mum. We saw her so often we hadn’t noticed the gradual decline and mum had remained so independent that she had declined all offers of help but then everything seemed as it should be. Basically she had hidden her demise from us. What we hadn’t realised was that the filing gradually consisted of paperwork being piled up and occasionally put in a cupboard or a drawer. Not only hadn’t we hadn’t noticed the lack of entries in the diaries over the past ten years, but we hadn’t realised how infrequently mum was interacting socially.
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