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Annie was short, white-haired, and about ninety. She had none
of the usual signs of age—veined hands, withered appearance, liver-
spotted skin. Instead, Annie could have been a friend’s grandmother.

Each time I brought her up to therapy, I had to explain to her =
that Occupational Therapy was the place where she worked on her
knitting with Doris. She remembered the knitting, but not Doris, 1
the therapist, or me either. One day when I came to take her to
O.T,, she said she could not go because her daughter was coming to ‘
visit. I fold the nursing staff where Annie and I were going so that
her daughter could find us. Even so, she asked me five times if her |
daughter would be able to locate her. 1

Whenever she saw me she asked if I worked at the home. When i
I answered no, I was a volunteer, she sweetly replied, “Then you give
your time freely. God will bless you and your family.” Annie fre-
quently asked if I was still in school. When I told her I was and
would be a senior, she said, “How long have you been in school?”

Annie always insisted that she had forgotten how to knit. Yets :
knitted beautifully. Puzzled, she would squint and demand that I
check to see if she was knitting correctly. She said, “You know, I
once dropped a stitch and had to do a whole row over again.”
asked her what she wanted to do with the scarf when she had fin=
ished. She scrunched up her face and answered. “I don’t know. I’
made others, but they always take them.”

“No, Annie, Doris told me you gave them to your children an
grandchildren.” I watched as she strained to remember. Annie knew
she had lost some of her memory, for she often said, “I'm old
can’t remember things the way I used to.” ‘

Each time she struggled to see her knitting, until I suggested s
wear her glasses. She never knew where they were, even when
hung on a chain around her neck.

When I had to leave her in the middle of a therapy session, |
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would drop her knitting and beg, “Don’t leave me alone. I hate
being alone. I need you to help me with my knitting. You won’t
leave me here, will you? You'll come back?”

Annie frequently wrung her hands in pain, pulling at each
joint. Sometimes she dropped her face in her hands. Then she
rubbed her watery eyes, lifted her head, knit a few more stitches,
and stopped, letting her head fall into her hands again. I wish I
could have done something for Annie, but I knew the doctors had
already tried everything they could. I hoped her younger years had
been happier.

COMMENT:
This is nice work. A heavily descriptive piece, the author does
not make an editorial comment until the very end. Only then do we
learn what she has taught us to expect, that the woman is about to
die. The final reflection is poignant and compelling. (TH)




