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Amelia     

 I happened to be the only one awake. The other residents had drifted into their after dinner 

lounge  slumber. The carer approached, a bright eyed slip of a lass stood by her side.  

  “ Brenda this is Amelia , she’s a student and she doing a project on reminiscing. Would you 

be interested in helping her?”  

  “ I don’t really have an option all the rest got to sleep in time. “ My humour was missed as 

her young face lost its smile. My smile returned hers. I did feel obliged a bit but agreed 

because I was also inquisitive to find out a little more. 

As she pushed me in my wheelchair to my room she explained it was about my 

memories, my life as I remembered it. That we could spend times weekly for the next three 

months exploring my memories and  making them into  kind of  a history book of me. It was 

the way she told me, the soft touch on my shoulder as she spoke that endeared her to me.  

 Amelia. I could smell the freshness of her youth and something that reminded me of 

my youth, the scent of cold tar soap, as she sat close to me. It seemed like an age since 

anyone had the space to give me a listening ear.  

I felt safe, with her and softly ventured. 

“Amelia, I prefer to be called Bren.”  

“Okay”. 

At first I was a little wary telling a stranger about my life, but then I thought it was 

just going to be lost with me wherever I am going if not. Amazingly when we started I felt a 

release. I forgot what I had seen myself become. I was no longer a frail body, washed, 
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moved , changed by hands that cared for me and maybe loved me, I saw instead as Amelia 

had suggested.  A history, my history  wrapped in this frame of bones, blood and skin. The 

daughter, mother, grandmother, the academic ,the  accomplisher.  

I began back home in the countryside, collecting the warm eggs and helping with the 

milking. A child, my life at a time of simplicity,as yet uncluttered unaware of what lay ahead. 

The pleasure of my mother putting me to bed. Her bony hugs and the comfort of the thick 

old blankets as my body warmed beneath them , the simple  shared prayer. 

“ As I lay my head to sleep, I pray the Lord my soul to keep 

               If I should die before I wake, I pray the Lord my soul to take.” 

“We prayed that for my brother as well but he never came home from the war. I don’t think 

I want to put in about the prayer Amelia.” 

“ Whatever you’d prefer Bren, it’s  your life, your story,” she replied, gently 

squeezing my hand.” 

The early school years, I started to remember people, who then, I thought would be 

friends forever, lost names and faces that trickle to the present and the marks they’d left. 

Scars or smiles or a mix. I felt I was rushing to get it all in. She needs to know I was one of 

first woman engineers in the UK.  

“Bren, I’m going to have to go now. We’ve been sat here for two hours.” 

The time had flown. I kind of ignored her comment continuing to talk.  

 “ Listen there is no rush , I’ll come back next week if that’s okay. I’ll write down all 

you’ve told me before then and you can read it to see that its correct.” 



 

3 
 

  She seemed to sense my urgency and took a notebook and a pen from her canvas 

bag and passed them to me.   

      “ Perhaps you could have a think about things for next week and write them down. 

You’ve got lots of family photos in your room maybe we could use some for the cover of 

your life history book.” 

 My tongue and brain had warmed up, I was greedy for her attention and enjoying 

having someone to myself. I grudged her departing but she left me bubbling with thoughts. 

Later, drifting between waking and sleep, contently unsettled. 

“Amelia, Amelia,so much to tell you next week,” I whispered as my  hand squeezed 

the notebook under my pillow, a reassurance this really did happen today.   

Don Russell           11/11/16 

 

 

 

 

 


