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THE KNOT 

Summer Redford 

 

‘Helen, Helen are you there?’ The old man looked down at the knot in his handkerchief and 

tried to concentrate. ‘Helen, I can’t remember what this is for?’ He tried to get out of bed and 

look for her but the door opened and a young women entered. ‘Who are you? Where’s my 

wife?’  

‘Charlie you’re awake, calm down. Isn’t it a beautiful day outside?’ 

He looked around the unfamiliar room, moving his eyes from the girl to the 

handkerchief. Charlie had an odd sense of déjà vu. He didn’t listen to her as she chatted away 

with pleasantries, opening the curtains, commenting again on the weather, before pulling 

back the bedsheets and holding out a hand, motioning for him to pass her the handkerchief.  

Charlie shook his head ‘I can’t remember why I tied the knot.’  

‘That’s okay Charlie, it can’t have been important.’ 

‘Where’s Helen?’ 

‘So Charlie if you’re feeling up to it I thought we could go for a walk in the gardens, 

what do you think?’ 

‘Where’s Helen?’ 

‘Helen? Your ex-wife, she hasn’t visited in a while, don’t you remember?’ 

‘Ex? I don’t understand.’ 

‘Oh, Charlie, not again. I really hoped we could have a nice day. Look at the weather 

– it would have been perfect.’ 

 She sat down, took the handkerchief and untied it. She told him about the dementia, 

the nursing home and how they’d had this talk three times this week. Charlie started to make 

a joke about a man diagnosed with Alzheimer's. She cut in with the punchline, frowning at 

him. 

‘All this has made me quite tired.’ 

  ‘Yes, love, it always does, perhaps a nap would refresh you.’ 

 Charlie took the handkerchief from her and tied a knot in the end. ‘Here, now when I 

wake up, I’ll remember and we can have that nice day just like you planned.’ 

She smiled sweetly and tucked him into the quilt, muttering as she left, ‘I’ve heard 

that one before.’   


