Dying with dementia- my mum 
Just thought I’d share a lovely story of dying with dementia.

It’s almost exactly a year since my mum died. She lived in England for all her adult life but was a proud Welsh woman at heart. She had a particularly difficult form of dementia for the last 10 years of her life , I nursed her at home for the first 6 years until she needed more care in a specialist dementia facility.
I’ve been a hospital doctor looking after people in the most extreme circumstances, including the very sick and dying, for 30 years. So being alongside the dying is very familiar to me. At the end I was accompanying my mum’s partner, Bob, to sit with him alongside her as he’d never witnessed a death before. 
Mum appeared to be unconscious, on a morphine pump, not moving and hadn’t uttered a word for several days.. Bob was upset and  asked me if she would ever speak again, and whether she could understand what was going on. I said we could try something to find out. I took out my iPhone and started Bryn Terfel singing the Welsh National Anthem. In seconds Mum sat bolt upright in bed and sang all the verses in perfect Welsh - she died a few hours later - they were the last words she spoke. 

We both share this strange and special memory of her end of life.
I suppose this shows that there is much in the minds of those with even the most advanced dementia. It is the connections that are tricky. Those practices that we have worked on and rehearsed for years are probably in there at some level... Sometimes we can make a connection with love, beauty or music... sometimes we’ll see an external manifestation of that connection, sometimes it will be energetically there and sometimes just space. 
- Sraddhatara
