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The Old Woman 

 The journey was proving to be a strenuous and mammoth one. With precision and just a 

little bit of courage, Margaret continued on, one pearl after another, along with the rest of her 

group. She sat in knitting circle with the rest of the women, who met every Tuesday and 

Thursday afternoon to have an exciting time with their yarn and sticks. At age sixty-seven, 

Margaret was the youngest of the group, with which came much critique. 

 “Really, Margaret? You ought to hold your hands with grace and follow the rules of 

etiquette. Honestly, how did that son of yours fit the sweater you made him?” Betsy critically bit 

out, still working through a new set of dentures. 

 “Betsy, you must have me confused with Gertrude. I don’t have any children. Maybe 

those new painkillers you’ve been taking for those weak hips of yours are affecting your 

memory. Might wanna check up on that,” Margaret said, albeit somewhat condescendingly. 

 “Hmph. Well then.” And that was that.  

 Around the knitting circle continued the town gossip. Did you hear about Suzie’s 

illegitimate daughter? Oh my dearie, have you heard of the affair going on between the postman 

and Elizabeth? How scandalous. There was nothing left to do in the wretched town but to gossip 

about everybody’s business, no matter what your status was. Frankly, Margaret was beginning to 

get sick of all of it. How could she not? She had been living in the same, monotonous life for the 

past fifteen years. She had heard all about Suzie and Elizabeth and Gretel and everyone else, and 

she didn’t really care. 



 The knitting circle was coming to a close for the afternoon, and never had Margaret felt 

any happier. She was eager to get home, take off her dentures, and scowl at stupid reality TV 

shows. It was five o’clock, and she needed to hurry in case it got dark before she could open her 

front door after the three mile walk. 

 “Well, ladies, it’s been an eventful evening, but I must say I’ve got to go,” Margaret 

stood, joints aching.  

 “Don’t let the door hit you on the way out!” Betsy exclaimed over her shoulder, still 

bitter about the jabs earlier. 

 And out the door Margaret went. She walked, or more accurately put, waddled down the 

sidewalk along the street that would take her home. She had been feeling the aching joints that 

came with old age, but she refused to use a cane or any sort of extra help. Her late husband used 

to walk her back and forth, still fit as a bird, until cancer snuck up and took her beloved right 

before her eyes in just five short months. It had shaken her straight to her core, and she was 

never the same: physically, emotionally, and mentally.  

 Regarding mentally, Margaret’s memory had started to trick her mind of the past and of 

just everyday things. She had this deep, incomprehensible feeling deep in her gut that told her 

she was forgetting something. It felt like she would be just on the verge of remembering, but the 

thought would vanish like steam on a hot summer day. 

 She continued on her walk, she and stopped by an apple stand as she passed by. 

 “Sir, how much would three of these cost me?” Margaret inquired the balding man.  



 “A dollar fifty, Margaret,” answered the man. His reply confused her. How did he know 

her name? She asked him. 

 “Oh, right. I’ve, uh, seen you around town. The name’s Hansel, in case you don’t know 

already,” he glanced at her, almost pitifully, for reasons she couldn’t understand. 

 “Here are your apples,” Hansel handed her the plastic bag before she could take out her 

wallet. “It’s on the house, of course.”  Margaret said her thanks and moved on. 

 And down the street she went. Birds fluttering, wind blowing, trees swaying… it was all 

so scenic. She crossed the town bridge, which was old as dirt, although it looked as if a section of 

it was being rebuilt. Suddenly she felt uneasy. It was like some part of her, deep inside, knew 

something was, well, how to put it? She simply felt very bad, and she didn’t know why. Out of 

nowhere she received sudden flashbacks, like memories on a scratchy disk having a difficult 

time replaying. 

 Tires screeching, an airborne feeling, and then nothingness. It all turned black.  

 “How strange,” Margaret muttered to herself. She continued on her walk. She waved at 

the local mailman, glared at a barking dog, and hushed a wailing baby. She passed by a young 

woman wearing a simple hoodie and jeans. Margaret nodded a friendly hello and stopped when 

she caught glance of the young woman’s face. 

 “Hello, dear. I’m sorry, but I just feel like I know you from somewhere. Have we met 

before?” Margaret asked.  



The young woman startled back, as if she didn’t think Margaret would talk to her, even 

less acknowledge her. Her eyes turned wide and glassy, and with a stutter in her speech, she 

blurted out an answer. 

 “No, I don’t think so, ma’am,” she said with a twinge of desperation and sadness. 

 “Hmm. Well, I’m sorry for the disturbance. I guess I’ll just see you around, dearie.” 

 The woman just nodded numbly back and started along on her walk once more, head 

shaking and lips muttering. 

 By the next two hours, on the last stretch of her walk back home, Margaret’s back and 

knees were aching. She was breathing somewhat deeply, and the chill that had started to creep 

into the air was starting to pierce her lungs with tiny toothpicks all around. 

 “I hate to admit it, but I think my age is starting to show,” Margaret laughed at herself. 

She reached the front step of her homely cottage with a sigh of relief and dug around her massive 

handbag for her set of keys. She retrieved them and opened the little green door, but with it came 

a peculiar feeling of uneasiness. She stepped inside cautiously, threw her keys onto the counter, 

and hung her coat onto the coat rack near the door. 

 “Hello?” Margaret called out; her heart was beating rapidly in her chest, as if it would 

somehow protect her from a possible intruder. But what could they do to her anyway? She was a 

just a little old lady.  

 There was no answer, and Margaret thought something must be wrong with that head of 

hers for coming up with ridiculous notions of a serial killer going around stabbing people. 



 She turned around the corner of her living room, and let out a small shriek. Sitting on her 

purple couch was a middle aged man wearing a suit. He held his hands out as Margaret 

attempted to lurch back out the door. 

 “Look, I’m not going to hurt you. Could you just look at my face right now? Do you 

know who I am? Mom, Mom, calm down. It’s me, Robert. Do you remember me?”  

 Margaret glanced at him from her defensive stance with one foot out the door, and her 

expression changed from horror to confusion. 

 “Oh my dearie, please sir, do not come any closer. You take one more step towards to 

me, and I’ll call the police. Honest. Do. Not. Take a step forward,” Margaret dug around her 

purse looking for her old cellphone, ready to dial 911.  

 “Mom.  Just look at me for a second. Remember? I’m your eldest son? You, Margaret 

Wilshire, birthed me at Grace Hospital, with the help of your husband, my dad? Do you still not 

remember me?” 

 She dawned with all the memories that came back to her, as if they had been buried lock 

and key in the deep crevices that were her mind.  

 “Oh my, Bobby, it’s you! It feels like I haven’t seen you in such a long, long time,” she 

gasped. “I’m so sorry I forgot you! What a terrible mother I must be!” Margaret studied him long 

and hard. “But why can’t I remember everything? You said eldest son? I have more children?” 

 “Look, Mom, you might want to sit down for this.” Margaret sat down unresistingly, 

ready for whatever he was going to tell her. “You have a younger daughter, June, and she’s in 



the local college right now,” he paused, “You started to relapse in memory around the time she 

was a freshman,” Robert told her, albeit somewhat reluctantly. 

 “I think it’s all coming back to me, son,” Margaret whispered, with a widening of her 

eyes and horror written in her features. “Oh no, please no. No, no, no.  It was me, wasn’t it? I did 

it. I killed him,” she sobbed out. “I didn’t mean to, I promise.” Her shoulders shook violently as 

it all came back to her. 

 “You remember now? It wasn’t your fault. Really, none of us blame you at all. It was just 

his time to go.” 

 “But I was the one driving! I swerved Jim off that bridge and into the water. I shouldn’t 

have been the one who they tried to rescue first. It shouldn’t have been me!” she choked out, in 

between her wails of despair. “You needed your father. “ 

 “Mother, it’s all resolved now. You don’t need to worry. June and I have been doing fine. 

As a result from the accident, one of your symptoms was short-term memory. You haven’t been 

able to remember your past, or even just little everyday things. Every two weeks now I come in 

to bring in your groceries because you don’t usually remember how to go to the market.”  There 

was a long pause. “We’ve probable repeated this same conversation over fifty times now. You 

eventually forget again by the time dinner rolls around.” 

 “Oh no, honey. Don’t tell me that’s true. That can’t be true,” she exclaimed.   

 Robert looked into eyes reluctantly, “It’s true. I don’t even know why I tell you all of this 

every time,” he mumbled to himself. “But I miss you so much, mom. And every time I come 



here, it kills me inside little by little. June doesn’t even come visit anymore. She can’t take it. 

You never remember her.” 

 Tears poured Margaret’s eyes. “Can I see a picture of her?” 

 Robert pulled out his phone, and on the background was a picture of a girl wearing a 

simple hoodie and jeans. 

 “That’s her!” Margaret gasped, remembering the young girl she ran into earlier. This time 

huge, gut-wrenching sobs came out of her. “I’m so, so sorry. I remember it all now. I’m so, so 

sorry.” 

 “Look, Mom, I came by to say that this was going to be the last time we’ll see you again. 

I hate putting us through so much heartache, and it’s clear none of can handle it. You’ll forget 

again, anyways,” Robert said, as a lone tear rolled down his face. He swiped at his face quickly. 

“I’ve hired you a caretaker, and she’ll bring you what you need without being noticed.” 

 “No, honey, don’t do that. I want to see you again. I want to remember again, even if it’s 

only for just a few moments.” 

 “It’s too hard for all of us, Mom. I’m sorry.” He held back a shuddering cry and hugged 

her hard and quick. “I love you.” 

 “Don’t do that. Stop. S-stop, Bobby. Where are you going?” Robert walked out the door 

with a sad smile on his face. 

 “Goodbye.” 



 Thirty minutes later, Margaret went into her kitchen, humming a soft tune under her 

breath, thinking about knitting needles and the feeling like she was forgetting something. 


