
You only truly appreciate something when you lose it. The age old phrase that 

is often overlooked in modern society; however it still holds equivalence today. 

The thought of losing something, someone, in which day to day life becomes 

almost too much to live without is a feeling like no other. A feeling of absence, 

of loss, a void craving to be filled. This is what it’s like to lose someone with 

Alzheimer’s. 

“What was your name again?” an otherwise normal question asked by James’s 

grandmother, nana, a question that would always leave an emotional memory 

on James’s mind. A question that would cause him sleepless nights, days of 

constant worrying, a feeling that in his life he has achieved nothing. As we take 

a step deeper into the circumstances for the thoughts and personality of 

James, the real effect of the question will begin to dawn on us, a person you 

almost worship not remembering who you are. In this story I will try to 

enlighten what it feels like to be the person forgotten, the familiar face now 

unfamiliar, the grandson now lost thought. 

James was a 17-year-old boy when this question was first asked to him. He was 

around 5ft 10 and very thin for his height. James was more reserved than 

others his age due to an onslaught of unfortunate circumstances had bestowed 

him. The constant worry of his deteriorating health, never-ending bullying and 

fear of being seen as weird were daily thoughts that circled through James’s 

head. A boy that didn’t need to find out that his own grandmother sadly had 

forgotten him.  

James was a boy who valued family and friends above everything in his life, he 

trusted no one in his life more than his own grandmother. His grandmother, a 

goddess in his eyes, could do no wrong, say no wrong, or ever be wrong is 

James’s eyes. All his problems he would tell his grandmother on their walks 

twice a week.  

The walks around the local village roads, past the church, through Bluebell 

wood and Fern Field were one of the times that James felt normal growing up, 

where he felt extra special. It was in these walks that James would pour his 

heart out, all his worries, fears, regrets would be told and explained thoroughly 

whilst his grandmother would kindly listen and smile with that smile that 

makes you feel like royalty, a smile that makes you feel like you can do 

anything, be anything. 



After every rant and explanation James would always look at his grandmother, 

patiently waiting for an answer, a solution, an understanding of his problems. 

It was this response or acknowledge that would ease James’ concerns and 

worries. This was a way for James to relax, a way for him to truly feel ‘normal’. 

Now it is only natural that as someone gets older their memory begins to fade. 

That is something that is almost treated as a given with old age. However, the 

constant misplacing of items and loss of memory must be looked out for, ready 

to be explored.  

James’s family all noticed his grandmother’s memory was slowly beginning to 

fade four years ago. Everyone suspected it could be a problem, could be a 

condition such as Dementia or Alzheimer’s, but were always to scared to get 

his grandmother tested. Scared to face reality, scared to get an answer, scared 

of the truth in a way. Everyone seemed scared to get the response, get the 

realisation, get the revelation that the person they love the most will never be 

the same again.  

From the moment he was told about his grandmothers Alzheimer’s, he knew 

that one day she would not know who he was. He understood that it would 

hurt, a pain incomprehensible until it happens, he knew it would change his 

perspective of life and he thought he was ready. One thing James was always 

proud of was his mental strength. 

Discovering at a very young age, James also praised his mental strength, 

mental stubbornness it could be commonly called. It didn’t matter how many 

people tried to bully, belittle, embarrass James, no one could crack him. His 

ability to keep on going no matter what happened, to add another item to this 

backpack he carried was a skill that he was very proud of. 

At times James thought that nothing could hurt him more than what he had 

already been through, a childish outlook on life some might say but to a 17-

year-old what else was he meant to believe? He also thought of his life as like 

the start of a superhero comic book. At the start of his life he would meet 

obstacles that would mould him, shape him. He would encounter problems, 

losses, enemies but all of that wouldn’t matter.  

He would get that turning point. That point where he feels unique powerful, 

like gaining a superpower in a comic book. That phase where even though he 

would still experience losses and obstacles they wouldn’t matter, he would be 

able to get through them. He wouldn’t be judged, wouldn’t be bullied, would 



be treated as equal. The realism that life would be full of bad times and good 

times were a common thought in James’ head. A constant theory he would 

investigate, a theory or ideology even that he never really accepted. He could 

respect it, understand it too but the acceptance stage was almost omitted 

from his thought process. 

Two years past into his grandmothers Alzheimer’s. The gradual deterioration of 

her mental state was becoming more and more visible each week. The cracks 

in the once thought unbreakable family were beginning to expand. James’ 

grandmothers mind went from occasionally forgetting where she placed her 

cup of tea to slowly forgetting what day it was, what year it was, who people 

were, what she spoke about two minutes ago and many other deteriorations.  

The time came when she started to forget family, the weeks that really 

crippled James emotionally, really hit him right at his core, his video game 

weak spot, his deepest fear. Eventually the day came when his nan would not 

remember him. His beloved nan, the grandmother he saw three to four times a 

week, his greatest advisor, confidant was soon to disappear. 

It was on the 5th of October 2016. The day his grandmother would first forget 

him. 

James finished college at 1 o’clock every Wednesday. Usually he would drive 

home in his metallic grey Citroen C3. Usually he would come home, do some 

work and the relax before going to work. However, it was on this day that 

James decided he would call in to see his grandparents before he went home. 

He decided to take his grandmother for a spin in the car, the whole way talking 

about his day, his life, his feelings.  

As you can imagine with a story like this it turns emotional. Almost brings me 

to tears as I recap this day when writing this. It was when they arrived back at 

Nana and Caps house, Cap being a nickname Kieran, James’ brother gave to 

their grandfather, that James’ deepest fear became a reality.  

As James and his grandmother walked through the front door they were 

greeted by Cap, James’ grandfather. “Hello you two! How was your spin in the 

car? Care for a drink?” Cap asked. “It was great Cap thank you! Can I have a 

glass of squash please?” James replied.  

Whilst this conversation between James and Cap continued, James’ 

grandmother gradually looked more and more confused. Noticing this Cap 



looks at her and asks “Everything Okay Rosemary?”. Silence. “Rosemary, 

everything okay?” Cap repeats. “Um everything is fine thank you Roy. I was just 

trying to remember what I was just doing.” Rosemary paused. “Ah yes, I just 

went for a spin with my chauffeur” Rosemary replies.  

“Your chauffeur?” Cap remarks, raising an eyebrow. “Yes my chauffeur, he’s 

sitting in the living room now.”. James, who was sitting on the three-piece sofa 

says chuckling “She’s talking about me” thinking that his grandmother was just 

winding him up. 

 

“Your chauffeur?” Cap again says, still looking confused, despite James thinking 

he explained the situation. Rosemary feeling a bit agitated about having to 

repeat herself says “Yes Roy, my chauffeur, he’s sitting in the living room”. She 

pauses raising a hand to face as if thinking. “Although I’m not sure what his 

name is.” Rosemary says. James still thinking it was a joke replies “It’s me nana, 

your grandson”. 

Rosemary seemed not to hear James’ last sentence and continues to think. 

“What was your name again?” she asks as she turns to look in the living room. 

Turning to look at James. Realisation dawns in Roy and James’ faces. James 

stares at his grandmother, a goddess in his world, mouth open in shock, 

realising what has happened.  

 

 

  

 

 

 

 


