
ANNA  CHAPLAINCY;  My one to one interactions in a local care home 

with individual residents, most of whom have advanced dementia. 

 

One of my best mornings of any week is the one when I visit my care home. I 

have been going there for almost two years now.  I love my visits and every 

time I go there are completely new experiences and some which repeat 

themselves, but I treat each as a new story. 

As in earlier lives every resident is an individual, unique and precious.  The 

more often I go the stronger is my feeling of privilege to be able to do this 

voluntary work.  As an outcome of my work I have been commissioned as an 

Anna Chaplain.  That was a joyous occasion at my own church, Wesley 

Methodist in Leigh-on-Sea, Essex on November 3rd. 2019.  As one of the Anna 

Chaplains I have the opportunity to learn from others in the team. 

All the names have been changed in this article.  I have the permission of the 

care home manager to offer it for publication. 

Most residents have advanced dementia, as many relatives care for their loved 

ones at home, until it is no longer possible on safety grounds.  Nancy is well 

into her nineties and according to her executor has no living relatives.  Our 

conversations have changed over time.  When I first engaged with her she 

would always want to talk to me about her husband Stanley, who had been a 

photographer including to the Royal family.  She spoke so warmly of him and 

speaking about him gave her so much pleasure.  She also used to speak of 

being an East Ender, who was often accused of being posh, but said her 

parents brought her up to speak clearly. 

A few weeks ago, on my arrival she was walking around using her frame and 

asking everyone where Stanley was and getting more and more agitated, when 

she could not find him.  All the staff were responsive, appropriately, but busy 

giving out breakfasts/medication /laundry. etc. I joined her and listened 

carefully as she told me that she must find him as he needed her.  Gradually I 

encouraged her to sit down and tell me all about it.  I listened carefully and 

went along with her suggestions.  I overheard one of the staff asking what had 

happened to Nancy and the reply was to the effect that she was fine now that 

she was with Eileen, holding Eileen’s hands. 



Nancy gets very anxious and agitated sometimes, so I do try to listen to her 

most weeks as it does help.  Last week I needed to wake her up, but she was 

pleased to see me and spoke of how the doctors were usually very good and 

also the meals.  Over time she has become less coherent, but there are always 

threads I can respond to.  As I explained that I needed to go and talk with 

another resident she made me promise her that I would “Be good”. 

One thing that really helps is that I always wear a large badge with simply my 

name                                                                                                                                                                 

                          EILEEN 

on it in red felt tip.  One lady called Kitty always chooses to be alone and in the 

early days was more likely to swear at me as I said ‘Hello’, but now mostly says 

“ Eileen, my sister is called Eileen.  I wonder where she is. I’d better find her 

soon”.  That then gives me a chance to engage with her.  Last year on 

Halloween she was amazed at the length or rather brevity of the skirt (over 

leggings)  one of the staff was wearing and kept telling me that her father 

would say, “Get in here and put some decent clothes on!”  That sounds like my 

Dad. 

Many of my conversations are with very elderly residents.  Percy was 97 last 

year and I was privileged to be talking to him, when one of the staff told him it 

was his birthday.  He is always pleased to thank me that I note important 

things in my ‘jelly beans’ notebook.  He never recognises me, but when I 

remind him that he used to service Lancaster Bombers in WW2 he is so 

pleased that I can check things he has told me.  Percy is one of the kindest, 

most courteous men I have ever met and when I remind him of his life story is 

so, so, grateful that I can prompt him with stories of his own life that I have 

gleaned.  Staff can also be so helpful as one bought him a Lancaster Bomber 

badge from Duxford, which he often wears on his jumper.  For a time he is so 

lucid and happy to talk about not waiting to be called up, but volunteering.  

Last week we again talked about his father serving in WW1 in the Seventh City 

of London (the shiny sevens) and of how proud his father was when he 

volunteered in WW2.  I never tire of similar discussions as he himself loves our 

conversations. 

Eileen Simmons                   

Anna   Chaplain     

January 2020 :    First set of individual interactions;  to be continued. 


