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			For Mum. Who forgot who I was.

			For my children. Whom I hope I never forget.

		

	
		
			

			Prologue

			February 2022

			Sometimes my mother thinks she lives on a ship. She doesn’t. She lives with me, a long way from the sea. Or any significant body of water. And yet: ‘Am I on a ship?’

			‘No, Ma. You’re high on dry land.’

			‘Oh.’

			I can’t tell if she’s disappointed. But I can tell she doesn’t believe me; she inches towards the window, pulls the curtain back and slyly surveys the fields and trees that spill in every direction, hoping – I know – to provide the evidence that I am wrong.

			‘What’s that then? If it’s not the sea?’

			‘Those are hills, Mum. But they look blue in this light,’ I add.

			(Not blue enough to be the sea – but blue enough that I can excuse them as something other than hills.)

			Sometimes Mum asks, ‘When should I start packing?’

			‘Packing?’

			‘Yes, packing: to get off the ship when we dock?’

			Occasionally she will tell me about the person who used to share her ‘cabin’ with her.

			‘I miss her,’ she says, sounding mournful, and then, brightening, ‘but at least I have more space now.’

			

			My mother has slept in a room of her own for almost forty years. There has always been space.

			The first time I heard my mother reference her ship was after a dream, a dream so compelling it spilled into her consciousness.

			That night she was near the sea, holidaying with me. Ocean waves were not seen in the distant undulations of blue-green hills, they were pounding the beach for real right outside her window. Perhaps the surf drummed its beat into her sleep and brought her dream to life.

			Back then, excuses were easier.

			My mother’s dream was so persuasive it had her up and out of bed; that night she was living the dream for real. In her half-awake-state, she moved from her bed to her bathroom and pulled its sticky door tight-shut behind her.

			Concerned when she did not appear to join me in our usual habit of early morning tea the next morning, or answer my voice when I called, I went to check on her and heard banging and angry tones from behind the stuck-closed door. I tugged it open and was immediately face to face with her as she dropped the fists she’d held aloft to thump on the door again.

			She was furious.

			‘Why did you lock me in?’ she shouted.

			‘Lock you in?’

			‘Yes. Why did you lock me in? In my cabin? I’ve been here all night!’

			Her voice is high and she gestures around the tiny bathroom with impatient, frustrated hand-flapping as if I should know exactly what she is ranting about.

			‘But I didn’t, Mum. Why would I? And anyway, this is your bathroom.’

			Slowly, she collects herself and takes in my expression and her familiar surroundings, her head turning as she scopes the room – her things, her toothbrush, her toilet bag. I see realisation begin to illuminate her face.

			

			‘I must have been dreaming,’ she says, ‘I was on a ship, you see. I was trying to escape, but I couldn’t get out. I gave up in the end and made myself a bed on the floor,’ and I notice a pitiful little nest of towels in the corner of the shower. ‘I must have been dreaming,’ she says again. As if to confirm this fact to herself.

			‘I’m sorry, Mum. Let me bring you tea on the veranda,’ and I take her hand and lead her outside.

			She settles into a chair, patting the dog’s head and cooing good mornings to her.

			It is only when I return with her mug of tea that I notice the back of her head; her white hair is painted pink with blood that has dried and matted it into dark clumps.

			‘Mum! Your head,’ and I rush to examine it. There is a deep gash, gaping wide and still seeping. I already know this will need sutures.

			Later, when I try to understand where, how, this has happened, I will find a small blood splatter against the bathroom tiles and conclude that she clambered onto the loo to try to reach a window – in that somnolent endeavour to escape – and fell backwards.

			‘Oh,’ she says, her fingers rising to probe the damage, ‘I must have fallen. When I was trying to get off the ship, I must have fallen,’ and she smiles ruefully at me.

			I held my mother’s Dementia at the arm’s length afforded by denial for as long as I could. But it is plain now: she has boarded that ship of her dreams and she is adrift. The changes in her tug like something unmoored. Soon she’ll float clean off the edge of my horizons.

			

			‘Are you sure I’m not on a ship?’ she asks, again, still at the window, studying the ripple of distant hills.

			‘I’m sure, Mum,’ I say, and then, ‘Come, let me help you down the steps.’

			And I hold out my hand for her to grasp and I lead her down to the garden so that we can both feel the earth beneath our feet.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 1: Storm Warning

			December 2019

			When I go down the beach at dawn, the night’s high tide has swept it clean. I look across the sand before I walk to the waterline and hesitate briefly, reluctant to sully its smoothness with my footprints.

			It’s as if yesterday’s story – a story of families who played here, built sandcastles, threw towels down to lie on, chucked a ball for a dog, flew a kite – has been rubbed out. Battlements and towers cast of bucket and spade and strung with a bunting of seaweed have been levelled. Holes dug have been filled. Evidence of hundreds of feet erased. Today the beach will write a new story on sand clean as a fresh page.

			I walk across this clean-slate-sand now and wade into the water. I look back. And there it is: the first line of my story for the day, my even tread in shallow indentations down to the shore: a clue to how I began my morning.

			I break the surface easily as I swim out, I can feel the power of every stroke, propelling me forward, faster, further; further than I mean to. I’m startled when I stop and roll onto my back and see the smallness of the house on the cliff. I have swum until I am just a dot if you’re sitting up there, on the veranda, where we will sit later. Over breakfast somebody might say, ‘You went out miles today, I could only just see you: a dot on the horizon.’

			

			I float for a bit, watch the sun peel the sky bright blue then swim back to the shore. I walk back up the beach towards the house. I gather up the towel I left slung on a branch and rub myself dry. I look back at the sea as I do – and there it is: another sentence in the sand. Another day; another story.

			*  *  *

			The evening my mother forgot who I was – who I am – was just like the one that had come before, and the one before that. Weeks of evenings all alike. I puzzled about that later. Why that evening? Why so sudden? So that at lunchtime she knew I was her daughter and by nightfall she didn’t.

			Six hours later. That’s all it took. All the time it took for her view of me to become something else entirely, and for mine of the sea to change completely: the jade and green of the sun-dappled sandy shallows of a low tide to be drowned out by heaving, high black water.

			A quite different story would be written on the beach the next day: I wouldn’t swim the next morning.

			I say to myself afterwards and often, over and over, ‘I’ll never, ever forget what that felt like; I’ll never, ever forget this day.’

			And I say to my children, who witness my devastation at my mother’s forgetting who I am, and begin to worry that one day they’ll experience the same: ‘I’ll never ever forget you, I promise.’

			But how do you know?

			You don’t.

			*  *  *

			

			As one of a panel discussion on Dementia entitled ‘Alzheimer’s: Like a Tsunami, by the time you see it, it is too late,’ Professor Craig Ritchie, CEO and Founder of Scottish Brain Sciences and Professor of Brain Health and Neurodegenerative Medicine at the University of St Andrews, was quoted as saying, ‘We talk about there being a long, silent period of this disease before Dementia develops, but it’s only silent because we are not listening properly.’

			I wasn’t listening, and by the time I heard the roar of the turn of a tide, the rise of a wave, it was too late to do anything.

			*  *  *

			The veranda faces the ocean and the east so that at dawn, when the sun pokes long fingers beneath the eaves, and pinches, we sit with spines straight against the back wall. We huddle in mean shade and drink tea.

			Mum fans herself impatiently with an old envelope somebody has used as a shopping list so that I can see what was bought – tomato sauce, baking powder, bath soap – and what was not (brown rice and cotton wool remain unchecked). Mum, fresh from an autumnal Ireland, complains regularly about our East African equatorial heat.

			When we sit out here later though, at dusk, at the tipping end of the day, we draw our chairs from the morning’s back wall out onto the lawn, so that we can catch the breeze and watch the sea and the sky.

			Some evenings, on a rising tide, the surf, a frill of white lace at its throat, runs up the sand chasing ghost crabs and obliterating the tread of their small weight in a single lick. Over and over that story is told: one minute the sand is patterned with tiny prints, the next it isn’t and no sooner has the water receded then the crabs scuttle out again, a relentless race to see which story will stick.

			

			‘Can I get you a beer, Mum?’

			‘That would be lovely.’

			I fetch two bottles and pour one for her. She watches me and comments as her glass begins to bead sweat, ‘That looks nice and cold’ she says, with a laugh.

			I sit opposite her and raise my bottle before I sip, ‘Cheers, Ma.’

			At night, when the breeze drops, the ocean’s song will seem louder and I will think of the conch shells my father held to my ear as a child: ‘Can you hear the sea?’ he’d ask and I would listen intently and then politely I would tell him that yes, yes I could. The rush of blood in my ears as a tidal hymn.

			We are quiet for a bit then, Mum and I, drinking in the darkening view and our beers. Stars begin to puncture the sky with sputtering pinpricks of brightness. They appear, one after the other, as if some celestial body is putting a lit match to the wicks of overhead lamps.

			And then, it was then, as the day sunk to its haunches, that Mum said: ‘Tell me,’ and she leant towards me, ‘When did we first meet?’

			*

			Afterwards, I will understand better the watery metaphors that drench Dementia; when you start to look, to listen, you hear them everywhere: Dementia is described as a ‘wave’, a ‘rising tide’, an ‘emergent tsunami’. Politicians, poets, academics wade through the language, sieving it for the right words. Dementia is flooding services.

			But what I learn myself is that long before we, the well, feel the cold rise of that tide, the sick have already begun to drown.

			

			*

			Later I will also understand that we all do what I did in the face of Dementia: make excuses.

			She’s overtired, I told myself when Mum could not follow a conversation, perhaps she needs a nap. She’s distracted, dehydrated, hungry – did she eat lunch? – when she asked a question that was not anchored by context or common sense. She’s just old, her humour misguided; when she warned my vegetarian daughter she shouldn’t eat marmalade on her toast because the skins suspended in the jelly were made from animal hide. She’s having a Senior Moment.

			And much, much later, when I read Ritchie’s words, I know he is right: Dementia is only silent because we are not listening.

			It murmurs its way into the world. You need to keep an ear cocked to this thing. It could be there in the background. It could be.

			Listen?

			I am not sure if we do not hear it because our ears are full of sand. Or because we don’t want to. Do we miss it because we cannot imagine a fine mind – not her! – shredded? Does fatalism render us deaf: it’ll happen to us all in the end.

			So we, I, looked instead, for palatable, passing, friendly reasons for the soft, slow fraying of a person’s – of my mother’s – cognition.

			She’s overtired. She’s distracted, dehydrated, hungry – did she eat lunch? Perhaps she needs a nap? She’s just old; she’s having a Senior Moment.

			When I track back, when I think about it now, my vision lit by hindsight, my head inclined to Dementia’s soft, slow tread, clues abound. Hansel and Gretel breadcrumbs which I either didn’t want to see, or dismissed as nothing of consequence. So I stepped clean over them.

			

			I rake my memory now as if looking for something precious – my daughter’s charm bracelet, a 21st birthday gift which fell off her wrist as she ran on the beach and I imagined it gone forever. I had almost given up looking for it when suddenly there it was, winking at me, a curl of silver in the sand. It is only then, when I look, when I really look, that I remember another morning, a year – maybe more – before Mum forgot me.

			That morning, as we sat over breakfast, I noticed Mum staring at something in the middle distance.

			‘What are you looking at, Ma?’ I asked.

			‘That plant,’ she motioned, gesturing towards the lemongrass in a pot, ‘what can I see beneath its feathers?’

			I frowned, puzzled: ‘Leaves, Mum,’ I said, ‘you mean beneath its leaves.’

			‘Yes. Beneath its leaves,’ Mum confirmed, unfazed.

			Nobody else at the breakfast table seemed to notice, not my husband ploughing through bacon and eggs. Not my son, thumbing his phone.

			‘Feathers.’ The wrong word, slid in with such exquisite subtlety it would have been easy to miss.

			One word. What’s one word, one ordinary word substituted for another ordinary word?

			Feathers for leaves.

			Dementia was whispering.

			But now that I’ve noticed it, now that I see it writ large in our lives, it screams at me.

			Shouts. Insists: a person is diagnosed with Dementia every three seconds.

			

			*  *  *

			There must have been a second split by disbelief.

			Like when you’ve been slapped across the face: a moment before you feel the sting of it, seconds before the rose blooms on your cheek. A tiny lapse into which the shock drops before time catches up with you and you realise what a person has done.

			Said.

			‘Tell me: when did we first meet?’

			And then I laughed. I burst out laughing with such force, beer comes out of my nose and stings the back of my throat. She must be joking.

			Do we all have a Before and After in life? A defining, separating moment?

			A place where the seam of what came first and what came next shows? If we do, this is where mine came undone.

			If your mother does not know you, who are you?

			If she has forgotten her history, what’s yours?

			Before.

			After. 

			‘You’ve known me since the day I was born, Mum! You’re my mother!’

			(As if that word, mum, interjected by a lifetime of habit, were not enough of a clue.)

			Her face blanches and her mouth falls open.

			I can tell she is not joking. I can tell by the look on her face – her expression is hollowed by something like shock. I can tell by the tone of her voice; she enunciates a tight little, ‘Oh,’ in response to my laughter, my ‘you’re my mother.’

			There is silence.

			My own daughter, my youngest, Hattie, will tell me later: ‘You went so pale, Mum.’ I could feel the reassuring warmth of her hand at the base of my spine.

			

			I need to say something to plug the breach that our story is already beginning to leak out of. But I don’t know what to say. I’ve said it: I am who I am.

			It is only months later that I will wonder: what would be worse, that your mother does not recognise you? Or that you do not know your own daughter?

			I hope that by tomorrow this – this what? Confusion? Lapse? This transient, jarring Senior Moment – may have been forgotten. Or softened as something we might laugh about.

			But it isn’t.

			As I step onto the hot veranda with a tray of tea, it is clear Mum has clung onto last evening’s encounter and has been ruminating on it. She is pacing. She seems seized by a strange, alienating energy, as if lit up by some urgent underground current.

			She does not look like my mother.

			She launches in without using my name, ‘Now. Now, listen, I’ve been awake all night worrying about this…’ and she raises a hand to sift the air with her fingers, filtering it for the right word ‘…About all this nonsense, and I know you’re wrong; I know you’re telling me stories; you can’t be my daughter. I know who my children are! I know!’

			We stand facing one another in the full glare of the morning sun and one another’s expressions. My mother is very close yet she feels very far away: as if she has wedged something sharp into the split seconds dug by Before and Afters, and wrenched us apart.

			I feel a fretful finger pulling at a loose thread – the damage that can do in seconds! I feel that unravelling, a curious unspooling of time; I don’t know it yet but the distance my mother will travel from me has only just begun.

			

			‘You are,’ Mum states with assuredness, ‘far too old to be my daughter.’

			She sounds so certain, so resolute, so confident.

			And briefly I am cast back twenty-five years to a memory of a quite different woman, a woman watered down by Depression to such timidity she told me, ‘I think I need to go to lessons in assertiveness.’ And I remember not being surprised that she needed to learn to assert herself – that much was clear – but that there was formal provision for this: classes in the art of saying ‘No!’

			‘You must be at least fifty!’ she spits, ‘I am not old enough to have a daughter your age.’

			Another memory – so many so suddenly – that I will wonder if they crop up coincidentally or reflexively, to test that my own recall is still functioning and accurate – this time, a photograph.

			When my son, my first born, was just a few days old, I, 25, stood at the back door of Mum’s Northamptonshire home with my baby swaddled against me. An unfamiliar shape in unpractised arms. The late summer afternoon has toasted the walls of the house so that they are caramel coloured, weeks of no rain and the lawn where the photographer stands is desiccated so that the grass is Africa-yellow. The brightness flares in the lens so the sun is caught in my hair, my cheeks flushed with the warmth. I am flanked, in the picture, by Mum who is fifty and my grandmother Alice, who is 75. What neat symmetry, we remarked to one another then, laughing with delighted self-satisfaction that we had achieved this clever balance. Each a tidy two and half decades apart. A generation apiece. Four collected on that back step that early September evening.

			

			But there is no symmetry now, the maths is muddled, an abacus broken so that beads roll away where they cannot be collected or counted.

			Whatever face Mum looked at in the bathroom mirror that morning was not, apparently, old enough to be the face of the mother of the woman she glares at now, with a mixture of suspicion and something else. Disgust?

			I persist. I can make this add up, I can. I will.

			I ask her, pleased I have thought to (for surely she will have no answer for my question other than the obvious): ‘Why would I call you “Mum” if you weren’t my mother?’

			She shrugs. Her response is both instant and indifferent, she doesn’t even need to think about it: ‘Because you don’t know what else to call me,’ she sniffs.

			Don’t know what else to call me.

			I feel Hattie’s hand on my back again.

			‘I promise you, Gran,’ she says, ‘I promise, you’re Mum’s mum.’ And she brandishes a trump card, ambushes her grandmother with persuasive logic: ‘Otherwise how could you be my granny?’

			Mum loves Hat. This thought stills her for a minute. She may be prepared to renounce me but Hat and her beautiful youth still make sense – she can believe Hat is her granddaughter. She wants to believe Hat is her granddaughter.

			Later that day, frantic to provide proof of our relationship – you really hadn’t heard Dementia’s surf-roll before now? I hear you ask in some astonishment (No, no, truly I had not) – I scour my laptop for old photos. If I can only produce compelling evidence of my connection to my mother, I tell myself: some corroboration of my story, testament to the facts: See! You are my mother.

			

			After 

			Much later photographs will be proof of nothing. They will simply be a portrait gallery of mostly unfamiliar people in a bound book. If my mother stumbles upon an image of her parents in those pages, she will remark with surprise, ‘Oh look! Mum and Dad!.’

			Her tone speaks of astonishment to find them here, her kin among those of this strange woman, as if to ask, ‘What are they doing here?’

			You imagine that because a camera can capture a moment in time, like amber embracing an insect, the profile of a particular occasion, or place, or person, will remain forever sharp and clear: you have pasted it to celluloid so that everything about that moment is suspended forever. A memory preserved in time even as time itself slides by.

			But you are wrong.

			‘Who’s she?’ Mum asks one day much later as we leaf through albums. She is pointing to the young woman in the photograph with a bundle in her arms standing between her mother (‘That’s me,’ says Mum) and her mother’s mother, (‘And my mum’), their backs against a stone wall toasted caramel in late summer sun which has baked the lawn in front of them Africa-yellow.

			‘I don’t think I know her,’ she decides. And she turns the page.

			*

			I find a slew of them – that afternoon – old photographs, in a folder on my laptop: My mother as a child in India, me at nine months on her lap, me beside my maternal grandmother. I collect all these pictures up and plant them in a PowerPoint as a family tree. I root myself firmly. A common denominator, branching out in connection to all Mum’s people – her parents, her siblings, her husband – my father. If I can provide illustrative proof, I tell myself, I will endorse myself as her daughter, reassert myself in her affections, her trust, her life.

			

			I show her later, when I am composed, when it’s cooler, when I have bribed her to submission with another cold beer.

			‘Can I show you something…Mum?’ I ask, my voice faltering; I am uncertain what I should call her in this hiatus of unknowingness.

			She is reluctant at first. But curiosity gets the better of her and she sits down beside me, close enough to see the screen but not so close that our thighs touch.

			A week ago, had I shown her pictures on a screen, she might have rested a hand on my leg, or draped an arm about my shoulders. Not now: now I feel the draught of distance.

			I talk her through all the images I have collated.

			‘There we are with Dad – see – you, Dad, me?’

			‘There’s you, Granny and Grandad – and me?’

			‘That’s you and Rob and Carol – my brother and sister – and me.’

			Later on, we will adopt this as a habitual trick, a subtle pointer to who’s who; later on, we will learn to prefix a person’s name with their connection to her or to one another: ‘That’s your son, my brother, Rob; that’s Carol, my sister, your youngest daughter, with your husband, my – her – dad, Jim.’ As if we are reinforcing the scaffolding of some ancient old building that’s beginning to crumble and collapse.

			And that’s me, Mum, me, me. Me and you, Mum.

			She studies the picture I am pointing at. I notice her eyes slide to regard my face, ‘Oh yes, I see, it is you!’ I think I can hear relief in her tone. That she has placed me?

			

			That I’m not lying after all? But I’m not sure.

			For a few days after that, I hope Mum has recognised her mistake and recognises me.

			But, it turns out, she has either forgotten who I am all over again or she is politely humouring me. Perhaps she was just trying to avoid another tedious who’s-who-in-the-zoo PowerPoint as I tried to pitch myself into position of her daughter.

			In the end, I think she is just waiting for back-up.

			*

			When my sister, Carol, arrives a week later to join us for Christmas, Mum aligns herself with her tightly, like a child might with the appearance of a more popular peer in the playground. And she begins to view me with growing and cold suspicion.

			She takes a seat close to my sister at breakfast time, sitting as far away from me as possible so that she can scrutinise me, from the other side of the dining table. She squints at me over the top of her mug of tea, I can feel her stare upon me through steam.

			Every evening, for weeks before my sister’s arrival, I would accompany Mum to her bedroom, to turn down her bed, switch her lamp on, count her pills out into the palm of her hand.

			Sometimes Mum asks, ‘What are all these for?’

			‘These are to protect your heart, they’re blood thinners,’ I say, holding out the clopidogrel on the flat of my hand to show her, ‘These are statins,’ I say, ‘they keep your arteries nice and clear. And these are Vitamin D, to keep your bones strong.’ Mum smiles at me. ‘And these,’ I say, as I count out five more tablets, ‘these are your antidepressants.’

			

			Sometimes Mum picks the capsules off the palm of my hand, one by one, and swallows them with sips of water from the glass I hold out to her like an obedient child.

			Sometimes she scoffs, ‘Depression? I’ve never had anything like Depression!’

			I say then, ‘You did once, Mum, a long time ago.’

			But with the arrival of an ally, there is a jarring shift in this evening routine.

			When I motion it’s time for bed, Mum insists Carol help. She holds out a hand to her, ‘Come, come, please come,’ she says in a voice enfeebled, I am appalled to notice, with something that sounds like fear.

			When I rise too, and make a clumsy, confused attempt to insert myself into this cosy union, ‘Let me help,’ Mum shoots me a look: ‘No, thank you’ she says, ‘I don’t need you; she’ – gesturing Carol – ‘is here to help me. Goodnight.’

			You. I don’t need you.

			She gives me a tight little smile and shuts the door in my face so that my toes are almost caught beneath it.

			I stand on the other side of the closed door and lean my forehead against it. I can hear her chatting cheerfully to my sister who is silent because, I imagine, she is studying the pharmacist’s unfamiliar scripts as she counts pills out. She will, I think, be checking them against the notes I wrote and which are kept with Mum’s drugs. In case. In case what? In case I’m not there and somebody else must take charge.

			I never imagined it might be for this reason.

			*

			

			Days later I slyly listen in to Mum on the phone to her own sister because, in my bid to understand this alienating development, I have taken to eavesdropping on her calls, on all her conversations.

			‘Apparently Anthea is my daughter!’ she exclaims, ‘I wish somebody had told me! Did you know?’

			It’s only months and months later that I recognise it’s not just the lost memory that is troubling, not just the dimensions of that misplaced memory (how do you forget your daughter?) it’s the way Mum tries to make sense of the forgetting, the way she places blame for this at somebody else’s feet: I wish somebody had told me. If you thought Dementia was just about forgetting – and I did once – you are wrong. Forgetting is only the beginning. It’s that first fretful finger at that loose thread. It’s the skewed logic in trying to make sense of the forgetting that begins to pull the whole thing apart. My eldest daughter, Amelia, is appalled at her grandmother’s unravelling.

			‘How does it make you feel, Mum?’ she asks.

			I don’t know how I feel. How am I supposed to feel? Hurt? Angry? Confused? Should I be grieving? (Yes, I learn later: you should be grieving. Another metaphor: Dementia is a living death).

			I feel hollow. I feel as if a huge part of my history has been torn out and ripped to pieces and set fire to. I feel as if my identity is a lie.

			‘I feel rudderless,’ I tell her, ‘Like I’ve lost my bearings.’

			Mostly, though, I just feel sad: sad at the furtive, suspicious looks Mum gives me across the breakfast table, sad at her evident distrust of me. And sad that I begin to feel scared, scared of spending time alone with her, because the lack of trust stings and I don’t want to have to defend my position again. Subtly the distance sliced that evening is split further and further apart, the widening chasms of seismic shift. We avoid one another.

			

			Three weeks later, Mum leaves to return to a wintery Ireland. As I hug her goodbye, I feel her stiffen, just as you might if a stranger were to encroach on your space. I kiss her on her cheek. I scold her gently as I smile, ‘Now, Mum, don’t forget me.’

			March 2020 (After)

			Within weeks of my mother’s return to Europe, the world is strait-jacketed by pandemic: she’s locked down with my brother and his family in a rule-bound, mask-wearing, socially distanced corner of southwest Ireland and I’m in a flagrantly Covid-denying red-listed country in Africa where caution is thrown to a dusty wind and we are urged to put our faith in lemon, ginger and the gods. Churches are packed.

			It will be more than a year before Mum and I see one another again.

			I ask myself afterwards whether the Coronavirus-crusade I embarked on was an altruistic endeavour to keep my mother engaged during that peculiar isolating time when – as a woman in the at-risk over-seventy category – she wasn’t even allowed to accompany my brother to the local supermarket.

			Or was it a desperate last-ditch attempt to reinstate myself as her daughter? A sort of virtual inveigling as I attempted to wheedle my way back into her world?

			The first time I speak to Mum on Skype after her return, I do so with some trepidation and my brother’s support; it is clear he has primed her. I imagine him standing close and prompting her with cues, propping up that falling-down familial scaffolding.

			

			She wishes me a belated Happy Birthday, ‘I’m sorry I forgot it,’ she says.

			It’s happened before. For another reason. Though I don’t say that. I just say, ‘That’s okay, Mum.’

			And then she says, ‘And I’m sorry I didn’t believe you were – are – my daughter; you must have been very hurt.’

			It sounds almost comical. As if she were apologising for forgetting something trivial. As if this important connection had just slipped her mind. As if – in fact – she was apologising for having forgotten my birthday.

			‘That’s okay, Mum.’ Again.

			*  *  *

			Ironically, days after Mum enquired when she and I had first met, my siblings and I gave her an Echo Show, an Alexa device with a screen.

			Voice-controlled, it meant she could summon us up with a single command:

			‘Alexa, call so-and-so.’

			And Alexa would obediently Skype me or my sister or my aunt.

			It worked well until Mum forgot Alexa’s name and it became ‘that bloody woman’.

			And Alexa, who does not respond kindly to cursing, especially if you don’t use its – her – name, did not respond at all.

			Irony abounds when, despite Alexa’s high definition eight inch display, Mum cannot see me.

			I told my brother before that first call, ‘I’m not going to put my camera on: I can’t go through that again.’ He knows what I mean.

			

			So, Mum cannot see me, but I can see her: when she picks my calls up, I watch her face swim into my screen. Sometimes I see her bedhead, a towel slung over it. Sometimes I see the ceiling. Occasionally just the top of her head – so that I can tell – depending on whether her hair is brushed or not – how the day has begun.

			I ask her to tip her device so I can see her smile.

			‘Why can’t I see you?’ she asks.

			I tell her it’s because I cannot turn my camera on because my bandwidth is too narrow.

			Mum is accepting of this; she does not understand anything of the technical link that connects us. 

			She can’t see me, but always recognises my voice: as soon as she hears me, she says, ‘Oh hello, Anthea.’

			‘Who am I again?’ I tease Mum before I hang up.

			‘You are Anthea,’ she says, ‘you are my daughter; you are that Anthea,’ as if she has been rehearsing the characters of a cast.

			That Anthea.

			I call her every week during the pandemic, often daily. Some days our calls feel strong and tethering.

			On others, our connection is tenuous: she is distracted or distressed and cannot get a grip of the conversation or who we are in relation to one another, or where we are. On those days it feels like a rope fraying.

			On those days it feels as if the mooring of a small boat is being tugged by wind and tide and is in danger of being pulled right out to sea.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 2: Deep Blue

			March 2023 (After)

			I was once interviewed on a small radio show called The D Word, about Dementia. 

			The D Word. Like the F word. A word we don’t want to say out loud, in full, for fear of inciting fear or insulting sensitivities.

			Or tempting fate: if we don’t say it, perhaps we won’t summon it into being. As if in keeping the whole word contained in our mouths, and only whispering a clue, The D Word, we’re touching wood (Please. Not me.)

			The D Word. Is that all, I puzzled then, at the time: Just D for Dementia?

			What about D for death?

			When death overwhelmed us later, it took us by surprise: we didn’t see it coming, didn’t hear a thing, and when it came, it wiped out everything that had come before. Flattened us. Meant we had to wade chest-deep through its high cold waters and pick out what we could find from the detritus so we could cobble together some new version of our lives. We definitely never expected D for death.

			And what about D for Depression?

			That was different. Depression is not silent. I heard it; I knew something was coming. I just didn’t know what.

			

			*  *  *

			I am sometimes struck that I could travel the distance between not knowing a thing about a condition, and needing to know absolutely everything about it once it caught my attention, in such a short space of time. I have since found that I am not alone. I speak to a friend whose mother shares my mother’s diagnosis of Dementia.

			‘I never used to think about it,’ she says, staring into her coffee, ‘Now I can’t think about anything else.’

			And it’s all we can think about for two reasons: we need explanations for the strange ways our mothers begin to behave; we are forced to rationalise behaviour that is no longer rational.

			And we’re terrified we’ll end up like them.

			I am conflicted by the peculiar sensation of needing to get as close to my mother’s illness as I can to stay close to her. And at the same time, getting as far away from it as possible.

			My arm’s-length ignorance of Dementia was foreshortened when the illness was dragged horribly close and became personal. Oblivion mutates as obsession and I begin to seize on every news item about the illness, every new understanding of it. I struggle through academic reports with a forensic eye.

			I have done this before. With Depression. To understand my mother then. And to avoid the same diagnosis myself.

			1978 (Before)

			At first, we did not know, did not guess, Mum was ill.

			At first she just seemed distant. As if preoccupied. Or tired. As if she might be coming down with something.

			

			I try to capture this unsettledness in my diary in the round, even hand of a twelve-year-old: ‘Mum wasn’t feeling too good this morning, so she went for a lie down.’

			*  *  *

			I have tried to understand often since. If I heard Depression slink its way into our lives, why didn’t I hear Dementia coming? How come – at twelve – I could recognise something was wrong with Mum and four decades later, I failed?

			How come, long before the phrase ‘mental illness’ was painted to our everyday lexicon with a broad brush so that every sadness and disappointment and twinge of anguish was whitewashed as illness even when it wasn’t, how come I knew then something was amiss even if my mother’s doctor couldn’t put a name to it?

			I have analysed this, turned the conundrum over and over in my head and think I understand why now.

			As children, our faces are turned inwards, towards our parents. They are the centre and the sunshine and the nourishing force of growing lives.

			*

			When I was a child, food was a thing of happiness. Every meal was eaten at a table properly laid. Mum threw a linen cloth over a polished surface and leant low to smooth its creases with a flat hand. Cooking became central to my growing up. ‘What shall we bake?’ Mum asked, and we would pore over cookery books, elbows on kitchen counters, chins in palms, as we deliberated and salivated over the pictures in Katie Stewart’s Cooking Better All the Time.

			

			We baked in the afternoons, as if to nudge the day through its slowest hours. At my mother’s side, standing on a stool, I learned to weigh ingredients, the tip of my tongue poking pinkly out of the corner of my mouth as I concentrated on the balance of the scales, old fashioned with weights described in ounces. Some of the smaller weights were missing, so we used a pile of coins instead.

			I learned to artfully separate eggs and beat the whites with a fury until they stood up in snowy peaks, then Mum would turn the bowl upside down, laughing as I held my breath – properly beaten, the peaks would stay standing without slipping from the bowl.

			I learned to handle pastry dough with a cool touch, running my wrists under a cold tap like Mum showed me. I learned how to whip a sponge to breathy submission; I beat sugar and butter and sunshine yolks to a cream of such velvety lightness that the air-filled batter seemed to sigh with pleasure.

			We made Scotch pancakes and piled them steaming, swaddled in a clean tea towel. We ate them spread with Tate and Lyle’s Golden Syrup. (Today, I cannot consider a tin of the stuff, lid sticky on my larder shelf, lion swarming with bees, without a sentimental swell.) We ate them to prove our half-Scottish heritage even as we grew up under hot, high African skies. I wondered, later, if that’s why my maternal grandmother foisted Irish stew on us – to assert the other half of our Celtic makeup.

			My grandmother’s cookbooks were testimony to the cook she was. (She lived by the newspaper columnist Harriet Van Horne’s maxim: ‘Cooking is like love. It should be entered into with abandon or not at all.’) The pages of her recipe books were glued together where flyaway mixture had escaped a beating, recipes had been altered in her own hand, a looping generous scrawl, others ripped from magazines and pasted inside the jacket cover so that the book was fattened on Gran’s voracious appetite for cooking and collecting. 

			

			Sometimes – on special occasions – we baked a chocolate cake. Mum taught me to test it for readiness, the sponge pressed with a finger would bounce back to shape. Cooled, we filled it with buttercream; Mum cinched two halves together in a kiss-stained mocha with Camp Coffee Essence and we glazed it with icing spread to mirror sheen using a knife dipped in hot water. You could almost admire your reflection in it when we were done.

			As children, we bask so close to parental warmth, hold our hands up to it, our gaze trained to a face so familiar, we are reassured just by its proximity, And when that closeness is splintered by sickness or when the light dimmed by Depression or the warmth replaced by a distancing coolness, it’s as if somebody has turned a lamp low or a heater down: you feel the chill instantly. And when that parent loses their appetite – for food, for fun, for life – because it has been stolen by that clinical robber of joy, anhedonia, you notice the hunger everywhere. My siblings and I ate straight from the fridge then, foraging. Biscuit tins were disappointingly empty. Their shameful nakedness sheathed with a single stale sheet of baking parchment.

			I, pre-teen, was so focused in, towards my mother, of course I noticed the infinitesimal changes as soon as they began to manifest.

			Later, an adult, with the clamour of my own children, a husband, work, a life hewn separately from my mother, I was not attuned to her in the childlike way I had been then.

			If you’re watching the sea, standing staring at the place where it fingertip-touches the sky, you’ll see the shift of the tide, you’ll notice a sudden change in tempo and tug, you’ll register the rise of a tide in a line on the sand, every wave draws it in again and again and again, higher and higher it comes, so that you have time to step back, keep your feet dry.

			

			But if you are turned inland, facing away from watery horizons? You’ll notice nothing then. Not until the water is lapping your ankles.

			I had my back to her. How could I have noticed?

			*  *  *

			I was thirteen when a diagnosis was confirmed: My mum has Depression, I wrote in my diary. Just like that, with a capital D. Why the capital? Because Depression felt like a presence? Like a person. Because Depression, Dad said, is a Proper Illness? There we are: perhaps that explains my big D for Depression: proper noun, proper illness.

			When Big-D-Dementia comes along later, it seems to confirm my capital D theory: these illnesses bring with them a personality of their own as they erase their host’s.

			I will wonder later if my mother’s complicated relationship with Depression, complicated because nothing got rid of it for good, sometimes nothing got rid of it for long, was because of where we lived? Or because it was the Seventies? Or just because it took so long for Mum to receive a diagnosis that by the time she did, the black dog had sunk its teeth deep? It was never going to let go now.

			1979

			A long time afterwards Mum told me how the doctor had arrived at his diagnosis.

			

			When the shadow of this mercurial thing that we could sense but could not pin down did not lift, Mum made an appointment to see her local physician. She sat opposite him in a small airless office and grappled with the amorphous shape of an illness which has no helpfully discerning physical characteristics. She tried to mould it with words that made it sound as bad as it felt.

			She complained of tiredness, of aches, of not sleeping well at night, of not wanting to get up in the morning, of no appetite, of nausea, of an absence of interest in anything. Everything.

			‘Even my children,’ she whispered, as if divulging some disgraceful secret.

			Even my children. How strange, I will think later, that one illness left my mother ashamed she did not have the energy to acknowledge her children and the other without any memory of them.

			Describing Depression is hard. It is like trying to describe an apparition; you can sense its presence everywhere but you can’t see it, you can feel it but you can’t touch it.

			I am weightless yet I feel heavy, what am I?

			How’s anybody else to believe it’s really there when Depression is a riddle?

			The doctor listened, his brow furrowed. Then he took syringes full of blood. He tested Mum’s iron levels; perhaps anaemia was the reason for her lassitude. It wasn’t. He ran tests for ordinary illnesses like diabetes. Perhaps low glucose levels explained her lack of energy? Nope. Then he took more blood and tested it for exotic infections that may be lingering, for the ones that a childhood in Asia and a lifetime in Africa might have marked Mum with: malaria and brucella and bilharzia and tick-bite fever. He checked her heart, her blood pressure, her weight.

			

			He pronounced her well. Except she was not.

			Finally, Mum suggested, ‘You don’t think I could be suffering with Depression, do you?’ She had stumbled upon a description of the condition in the Oxford Dictionary; she thought it sounded like the way she felt.

			*  *  *

			Let me just be clear here. My mother’s Depression was not the ‘designer disorder’ a one-time president of the Royal College of Psychiatrists told me he feared mental illness was in danger of becoming on account of the hasty branding by prescriptions.

			Hers was the train-wreck type, vitality-stealing, life-saturating, utterly, utterly alienating.

			My sister will tell me years later, ‘Even knowing other people now who suffer from Depression – they never seem to be as bad as Mum was.’

			Depression, my mother’s sort – recalcitrant, recurring, ruinous – is, I discover, when experience means I am forced to consider these things, a significant risk factor for Dementia.

			*

			A Danish study, one of the largest of its kind, followed 1.4 million Danish citizens, men and women, for more than forty years. It found that if you’d suffered with Depression in mid-life, like Mum, you were twice – perhaps even three times – as likely to suffer with Dementia later.

			But why? Why might Depression in your thirties and forties pose a risk of Dementia in your seventies? What damage inflicted by melancholy then could erase your memories later? How could a visceral too-close connection with life (‘Depressives are too in touch with the real world,’ a doctor told me, ‘That’s part of their problem.’) cause such an unhinging that my mother, in the end, seemed to inhabit some alternative universe?

			

			Physiologically, Depression influences neurochemicals; it messes with the levels of things like serotonin, noradrenaline and dopamine. These drive changes in the brain. And the more frequent or deep or lengthy the episodes of Depression, the greater the risk for Dementia.

			‘On average,’ I read, ‘The rate of Dementia tends to increase 13 per cent with every episode of Depression.’ On average. There was nothing ‘average’ about my mother’s experience of Depression. Nothing.

			A doctor will ask her years later how many episodes she’s had in her life: ‘Three? Four?’ he poses.

			Mum will look at him as if he’s joking.

			Mum’s diagnosis – even if her GP couldn’t put his finger on this lingering malady until she produced her Oxford Dictionary definition – morphed with time, and a pattern developed. Episode after episode after episode, each hard to shift no matter the pharmacological cocktail that was administered. Severe Recurring Treatment-Resistant Depression, a psychiatrist finally concluded.

			Recurring.

			‘Reductions in hippocampal volume have been observed among individuals with recurrent Depression,’ I read.

			Hippocampus – from the Greek híppos for ‘horse’ and kámpos, ‘sea monster’ – those two small seahorse-shaped memory vaults that serve as a cache of our stories and a compass for our spatial awareness. Did Mum’s Depressions shrink her hippocampi?

			

			Recurrence of Depression in late life – and my mother’s Depressions sustained into her seventies – cause ‘subclinical cerebrovascular changes’, as if the storms that howled in and out and in and out of Mum’s mind eroded some elemental part of the brain’s topography.

			Mum’s incessant worrying when unwell would have been fuel to the fire.

			She tells me she feels afraid. ‘Of what, Mum?’ I ask, and I try to keep my tone even with no hint of the impatience I feel. It is hard to fathom what could hold such terror on a morning like this – a morning so bright it seems only to herald hopefulness – the sort of terror that keeps you curled in a chair, like a tight comma, a life in hiatus.

			‘I am afraid of what will happen next.’

			It is that state of gnawing anxiety – ‘rumination’ in medical jargon – that causes the stress hormone cortisol to flow, then flow faster, so that it spills into the brain and swamps it, a body drowning in sulphur so that the eyes and ears and mouth and meat and bones of a person are dissolved and nothing of them remains.

			And cortisol, Professor Ritchie told me, ‘Can underpin the development of Alzheimer’s Disease, by driving the production of the type of amyloid which lays the foundation for amyloid plaques’ – the pathological marker for Alzheimer’s.

			He is at pains to emphasise two points: Some stress is good for us – it lends a sort of psychological endurance test to keep us limber. Secondly, significantly, these processes don’t happen overnight. A handful of depressive episodes are unlikely to have a lasting impact on a brain. ‘We’re talking about “chronic exposure”, months, years – for it takes years for the body’s natural resilience to be overwhelmed – years of the brain being “steeped” in stress, just like it takes years of eating badly, years of sugar overload, to expose a person to the risk of Type 2 Diabetes.’

			

			Chronically high cortisol levels are also associated with the loss of neurons in the brain, especially in the hippocampi. And so those seahorses, with their secret stash of precious memory and subtle skill in navigation, shrink some more. Mum forgot who I was. And then she forgot how to find her way to the bathroom.

			Another study posits that there is a Dementia risk even if the first episode of Depression happened as long as twenty-five – possibly even forty – years before cognition begins to collapse like a sandy bank at a tide’s rise.

			Yet another finds a link between the number of episodes of Depression and the development of Dementia – is this the right word, ‘development,’ when Dementia by its very nature is a dismantling? – more episodes mean greater risk.

			And Depression has a cumulative effect, as if the tiny slice of loose mortar – a first clue of a home falling apart – gathered momentum, became an avalanche of bricks until the whole thing collapsed, leaving Mum buried beneath the rubble.

			I find Mum’s experience of Depression in every paper I read, whether it was evident late in life or early; I find it in the recurrence of those episodes – every year, at least once a year, for more than three decades. I find it in the length of those episodes: the worst endured for almost two years.

			Sometimes, I think what chance did she stand?

			1979

			For a week or two, Mum was consoled by her GP’s words – you’re exhausted, you just need some rest. She was reassured by the prescription for sleeping tablets that he wrote and ripped from a pad on his desk. She left his office buoyed by relief.

			

			And who would not be encouraged by that? Who would not imagine that sleep was all that was required? ‘If I could just sleep.’ Aren’t the burdens of whatever midnight anxieties pinch us awake in the small hours reduced to weightlessness by morning? Don’t we rise at an acceptable seven and wonder why we were so worried at three, when all of the house was dark and still and blanketed by the muffling slumber of others so that you couldn’t hear a thing except your loudly rattling thoughts? Isn’t feverish nocturnal unease always soothed by the cold light of day, a cool hand on a febrile brow, when its menacing proportions are made smaller and we can see its shape clearly and realise with relief: ‘Oh, it’s not as bad as I thought’?

			If we cannot drop back to sleep when we wake at three, do those monsters then loom large as life? Do they – with every sleepless night – grow bigger and bigger?

			Mum’s did.

			As I grew better acquainted with the illness, I learned that this was Depression’s habit, an early marker of its arrival and then its persistence. One bad night morphed into two. And then three. And then weeks of tossing and turning and tearful, reluctant risings.

			Perhaps Mum’s lack of sleep, night after night, week after week, month after month, snowballed into something devastating, something else that helped to crow-bar the opportunity for Dementia wide open?

			(There must be reasons, I tell myself: there are always reasons).

			*

			

			We sleep in waves, our slumber alternates between deep and shallow-near-surface sleep when the slightest sound might jolt us wide awake. An onlooker can bear witness to where we are in our dreams by the flicker of our eyes behind closed lids in Rapid Eye Movement – REM – sleep. Sometimes, during this sleep stage, our fingers might twitch, our breathing quicken to mimic the faster beating of our hearts.

			During REM sleep, our brain activity is high, similar to cerebral activity while we’re awake, neurons flare faster and fire asynchronously. We dream more vividly during REM sleep.

			But during Non-Rapid Eye Movement – NREM – sleep, those neurons fall in line as even, undulating slow waves. They fire simultaneously and tidily. We are more difficult to rouse during NREM, our bodies are slower, our blood pressure lower, our heat rate drops.

			And it is during this deep, still sleep that our memories are played and replayed, and this results in a neural reorganisation that helps stabilise those memories, make them more permanent as if transcribing our day to a page with indelible ink. Scientists call this ‘memory consolidation’.

			An adult human brain weighs around three pounds, a tiny percentage of the average adult body. Yet it needs a quarter of the body’s total energy to function. And in the consumption of that fuel, and in managing its smooth day-to-day operation, your thought-action-idea factory generates a huge amount of waste; every day, that adult brain eliminates a quarter of an ounce of worn-out proteins. In a year, the brain produces twice its weight in waste, waste it must dispose of in order to keep working properly.

			And it is during NREM that the brain sets about doing this: its housekeeping chores don’t just include the tidying up and archiving of our days, the filing away for later, but the cleaning up between those archives too. A job that’s orchestrated by the body’s glymphatic system which is virtually dormant while we’re awake but hard at work during NREM sleep when the brain’s levels of noradrenaline drop. This causes a widening of the spaces in the brain, so there’s less resistance to the flow of cerebrospinal fluid which means it can move through the channels in the brain, rinsing them of waste, including toxic beta-amyloid and tau tangles, the signature stains of Alzheimer’s Disease.

			

			Neurologist Andrew Lees in his book about Alzheimer’s, The Silent Plague, (that word again - Silent) calls this build-up of insoluble plaques and tau tangles a ‘sepia galactic storm’.

			I remember when I first heard the phrase – plaques and tangles; it struck me as almost poetic. I was in a hotel room, watching the news on television, overnighting between home and a flight. I was on my way to stay with Mum who had been looking after my youngest daughter for a month. When she still could. Look after another person. Look after herself.

			I rolled the words around my mouth – amyloid plaques, tau tangles, amyloid plaques, tau tangles. As if in pinning them to memory, I was fastening a rabbit’s foot to my collar to protect my own.

			You never imagine, of course, that such phrases will become part of your everyday vernacular. That you will be forced to confront them, that they will lose all poetry then. Why, I asked Lees: why sepia galactic storms? What do they look like?’

			Plaques, he told me, ‘Are dense roundish clumps in the spaces between the nerve cells that contain the protein beta amyloid. Tangles are wispy, some are flame-shaped and contain the protein tau in a form which causes the fibres inside it to twist like a helix.’

			

			And the sepia – which speaks to me of old photographs, of those captured recollections there, on the page see, secured by neat corners, fading to invisibility?

			‘Because the first stain used to clearly demarcate them was Congo Red which made the amyloid blush sepia.’

			Lyricism of language is replaced by life-stealing facts; in my mind’s eye, I see something knotty and violent and unstoppable, a tempest that roars through lives and turns them upside down.

			And I think, is this some alternative amulet, this insistent asking of questions. If I ask enough, will I uncover the secret to saving myself?

			2023 (After)

			When I come across the phrase anticholinergic, I don’t know how to say the word; I must revert to Google for instruction on pronunciation: an.tee.ko.luh.nuh.juhk, it prompts.

			And I only come across it, long after my mother’s memories have begun to abandon her, when a doctor I speak to remarks on the Dementia risk of sleeping tablets: ‘Many sleep aids are anticholinergic,’ he told me.

			Anticholinergic because they disrupt a neurotransmitter – one of the most abundant in our nervous system – called acetylcholine – uh.see.tuhl.kow.leen, Google cues – which is essential for memory. It is, a researcher tells me, important in the conversion of short-term memories to long-term. Think of it as the programme essential to transfer data to a careful repository. The software to hardwire a past.

			But acetylcholine has other roles in the body too; it’s involved in involuntary muscle movement. It helps to regulate the heart and blood pressure. American pharmacologist, Professor Reid Hunt, writing in the December 1906 copy of the BMJ, described acetylcholine as a powerful physiological depressor ‘fully one times as active in causing a fall of blood-pressure as is adrenaline in causing a rise.’

			

			If it was his intuition that told Professor Malaz Boustani, a geriatrician and neuroscientist at Indiana University, that these drugs may pose as insults to the brain, it was, he laughs, a scientist’s necessary scepticism and research that bore his hunch out: anticholinergics aren’t just bad for the brain, the burden of them is cumulative.

			‘The threshold for damage is between 180 days and three years of exposure,’ he tells me. Just this one brief window in a whole lifetime, could be what ‘tips you over to develop Dementia.’

			And their weight adds up across different drugs; Boustani developed the ACB – anticholinergic cognitive burden – scale which registers a drug’s value: zero means a medicine bears no anticholinergic effect, one represents possible anticholinergic effect, two and three represent a definite anticholinergic effect.

			What about Mum’s prescription, I wonder, what burden would that have brought to bear on her brain? And I begin to list drugs she has been on for years, adding a new line for each. I start with the earliest, old-fashioned tricyclic antidepressants, and the lithium she took for more than forty years.

			I punch in: Imipramine. A red-for-danger three flashes.

			And a message on the screen: Your patient has scored ≥3 and is therefore at a higher risk of confusion, falls and death. Please review their medications and, if possible, discuss this with the patient and/or relatives/carers. Please consider if any of these medications could be switched to a lower-risk alternative.

			I type in Quetiapine, prescribed by my mother’s psychiatrist years after another old-fashioned drug, Amitriptyline (three for danger), was switched out in favour of something else because, he had, he explained in an offhand tone, ‘read something in the literature about it being helpful in the case of treatment-resistant Depression.’ It wasn’t. It made no difference; Mum’s recurring Depression did not recede.

			

			But Quetiapine loaded her score with another three points.

			I keep adding, line after line: antidepressants, anti-anxiety meds, antacids (for even innocent, easily obtainable over the counter meds are not as benign as you might imagine).

			Later, years after the anti-anxieties and antidepressants are prescribed, when Mum is in her seventies, they are joined by a medication for bladder control because acetylcholine is also the neurotransmitter that sends signals to your brain to trigger bladder contractions. If you suffer with an irritable bladder, an anticholinergic will block the message. My mother’s GP stopped suggesting cranberry supplements when my mother didn’t stop complaining about needing to pee.
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