
Anne: He wasn’t always so confused, there were times when he was still at home that we 

could talk about all sorts of things, even make plans, or try to. But then something from the 

past or an irrational thought would come into his head, and our conversation would veer off 

in another direction altogether. (Slight pause) Most of our friends stopped calling round 

eventually as well.  Of course they cared, they just didn’t know what to say I suppose, or how 

to help, and God knows I could have done with some at times. It felt like my life was shutting 

down as well. Dave might not have been a policeman any more, but I was fast becoming a 

prisoner to his illness, and there never seemed to be any time off for good behaviour. (Slight 

pause) And as the disease progressed, so the demands on me to be aware of him increased as 

well. There seemed to be no reason or pattern to his thinking. It was as if certain areas of his 

mind were not his too own anymore, as though an outside force, an evil presence was eating 

away at the man I loved, raping him of his dignity and his love of life, but not of his love for 

me, or mine for him. I wouldn’t allow that, not for either of us. I like to think even in the 

darkest moments our hearts were still in tune, even if our conversation didn’t always agree. 

There are times when love transcends words or actions, and I like to believe that was true for 

the two of us, even at the very end.  (Slight pause) But, gradually the Dementia took him 

further away, no matter how hard we fought against it. And so in the end, I had to admit that I 

couldn’t look after him by myself anymore, it just wasn’t safe, - he wasn’t safe. (With 

emotion) Social services sent someone round occasionally to check I was managing alright, 

which I often felt I wasn’t. I suppose they meant well and were trying to be nice, but I’m not 

sure they really understood what it was like, or how tiring it was? And they always seemed to 

be in such a hurry as well, to get to the next “client” or “service user” as they put it.  Dave 

may have been a “client” to them but, to me, he was my life, and sometimes I could have 

done with more than just a pat on the head and told how well I was doing under the 

circumstances. (Pause)  But like I say, eventually I had to admit that I couldn’t manage and 

let him go. He tried so hard to keep focused and battle his confusion, especially in those early 

days in the nursing home. Trouble was, he thought it was just the strokes he was fighting 

against, but it was his failing mind as well, like a dark unseen enemy creeping up on him.  

(Pause for emotional reflection, then pulling herself together) But like I say, it wasn’t all bad, 

there were good days as well.  

 

 

The stage lights come up to reveal Dave’s room empty.  Anne walks towards a chair and puts 

her bag on it. 

 

Anne: Now where’s he gone? 

 

Dave:   (Entering from stage left, he is frustrated and trying to tuck his shirt into a pair of 

jogging trouser bottoms, but is struggling as the shirt is buttoned wrongly)  Bloody thing, 

come on. 

 

Anne: (Smiling) Hello love, having a bit of trouble, here let me do it.  (She goes to him and 

starts to button his shirt correctly) 

 

Dave: (He quietens, then speaking passively) Where have you been, I was looking for you 

earlier? 

 

Anne: (Still re-buttoning his shirt) I’ve only just arrived. 

 

Dave: No earlier, after breakfast. I was talking to Frank on the phone remember? 



 

Anne: (Recognising her husband’s confusion, she smiles and decides to go with the moment)   

Sorry, I must have nipped out for a minute. 

 

Dave: Well anyway, you call Sally and make the arrangements for the weekend.  Then you 

can tell me what you decide and I’ll speak to Frank at work. You know I hate making those 

sorts of decisions. 

 

Anne: (Tucking his shirt into his trousers, and carefully moving the conversation on) Alright 

love I will. Now there you go, - (Stepping back to look at him) - that’s better, can’t have you 

walking around like an old scruff bag can we?   

(She guides Dave to his armchair and pulls another chair forward and sits by him) 

 

Dave: (Pause in the action as they both struggle for conversation) What time is it? 

 

Anne: (Looking at her watch) Half past two. 

 

Dave: How are the kids? 

 

Anne: They’re fine, send their love. Carol might come in tomorrow.   

 

Dave: Have they moved away, we don’t seem to see them so much nowadays?  Have we 

upset them? 

 

Anne: Of course not you soppy ‘apath.  They’re grown up now remember, John’s moved out 

and got a flat with his friend Bob, and Carol spends all her time with Trevor, or sulking in her 

flat because she’s not spending all her time with Trevor.  We talked about that yesterday, 

remember? 

 

Dave: (With confused emotion) Yes, - not really. Think I must be getting old.  (He looks at 

his wife and smiles weakly)  Memory’s not what it used to be. John finished those exams yet? 

 

Anne: (Recognising her husband’s confusion, she takes his hand and answers him gently) 

Yes love, he finished them a while ago. We gave him a party, remember? 

 

Dave: (Recalling the particular occasion briefly, he becomes more animated in his speech 

and movement as he grasps the moment) That’s right, cheeky little bugger drank half my 

scotch with his mates. 

 

Anne: (Enjoying being able to share a memory) Yes, and his friend Paul was sick and said it 

must have been something he’d eaten. And you told him either way he was in trouble because 

he was either criticising my cooking or wasting your good whiskey. 

 

Dave:  And the three of them asked John to talk to me, begging me not to say anything to 

their parents. 

 

Anne: And you teased them by saying that, as a policeman you had no choice but to tell the 

truth and, it would be up to their parents to decide what punishment might “fit the crime of 

theft, and being drunk and disorderly”.  (Laughing)  They were scared stiff for the next half 

an hour while you made them clear up the bathroom. 



 

Dave:  Serves them right, watering down good scotch with lemonade, - (With a smile) - never 

did it again though. 

 

Anne: I should think they were too worried that you actually might tell their parents. 

 

Dave: (With a smile) You’re probably right, they weren’t bad kids though. (Pauses in 

thought for a moment)  Then they got stuck in the airing cupboard? 

 

Anne: (Faltering for a moment, and then realising Dave has gone even further back in his 

memory and time) Oh you mean Carol and John when they were very young. About four and 

three, that’s right.  We had that lovely big old cupboard over the hot water tank where I kept 

the sheets and towels. 

 

Dave:  What was it they were playing, hide and seek? 

 

Anne: That’s right, only they forgot to tell us, so we didn’t know we were meant to be 

looking for them, and John pulled the door too tight and it closed on them. (She pauses and 

smiles)  Then of course they were worried they’d be in trouble for shutting themselves in, so 

they decided to stay quiet. 

 

Dave: I shouted the house down looking for them. We thought they must have wandered off. 

 

Anne: And the more you shouted, the more worried they became. Then Carol, who always 

did have the brains realised that if they didn’t call out we wouldn’t find them till the next time 

I went to the cupboard, by which time they would really be in trouble, and not just with us. 

 

Dave: John was more worried about missing his breakfast, and thought he might starve if 

they stayed there much longer. 

 

Anne: (Laughing, and looking at her husband) We didn’t know whether to hug them or 

smack them when they came out.  Carol was so pleased to be free that she wet herself bless 

her. 

 

Dave: (With a slight pause, then slowly)  And John promised never to drink with his mates 

again. 

 

Anne:  (Recognising her husband has slipped back in his memory to the previous 

conversation, she pauses and smiles lovingly at him) That’s right love, still he passed his 

exams that’s the main thing.  (Another short pause)  Tell you what, how about a nice cup of 

tea? 

 

Dave:  Please. 

 

Anne: You always did like your tea.  (She goes to her bag and takes out a packet of biscuits)  

And look what I’ve bought you, digestives, your favourite.      

 

Dave: Especially with a bit of cheese or jam on them. 

 

Anne: (Smiling) Do you remember our honeymoon, all those biscuit crumbs in the bed. 



 

Dave: (Also smiling as the moment returns) And it wasn’t only the biscuits we spread the 

jam on if I’m not mistaken. 

 

Anne: (Laughing) That’s right, I had a sticky tummy for ages. 

 

Dave: You should have let me lick it off like I wanted. 

 

Anne: Oh yes, that’s right, - (Laughing) - you know how ticklish I am. 

 

Dave: (Turning to his wife)  Nice though, when we washed it off together in that big hotel 

bath. 

 

Anne: Trust you to remember that. (Returning her husband’s affectionate look)  But yes it 

was nice, it was all nice. 

 

Dave: (Looking away, and becoming tearful) Seems like ages since we made love. 

 

Anne: (Aware of her husband’s sense of loss she approaches him ) Dave, making love is 

nice, but being in love is more important. We may not be doing the first just now, but we are 

still in love. (Taking her husband’s hand)  Listen sweetheart, just because you’re going 

through the wars at the moment doesn’t stop me loving you, or wanting you.  The most 

important thing is that we have each other, and our memories, (Smiling) even if they’re not 

very clear just now. And we still have our future together, - (Becoming a little emotional) - 

whatever that might be.  I love you Dave Bailey, and don’t you forget it. 

 

Dave: (Looking at her) I know, and I love you.  (Struggling with his emotions)  But 

sometimes I’m in love with a woman whose, - whose name I can’t remember.  (He looks 

away as his emotions get the better of him)   

 

Anne: (Sharing the moment, and trying to be strong) It’s what’s in our hearts that matters not 

what’s in our heads.  (Slight pause)  I love you so much, and I know you love me as well, 

okay? 

 

Dave:  (Staring ahead, and with resignation in his voice) Yea. 

 

Anne: (She watches her husband for a moment, then attempting to lift his spirits) I’ll 

organise that cup of tea. (She rises picking up the biscuits and her bag.)  I’ll bring some of 

these back with me, and leave the rest with the nurse, then she can give you a couple more 

with your supper later, alright?  (Dave doesn’t reply.  She kisses him on the head and moves 

stage right to leave. Halfway across the stage she pauses and looks back at her husband who 

is continuing to stare into the distance. She exits)   
 


