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Violet Strong is strong by name but not by nature, or so she thinks.  
She listens but never talks about herself. She’s friendly but doesn’t have 
many real friends. She’s become good at keeping people at a distance 

ever since she left home at eighteen and never looked back.

But when Violet is forced to return home to care for her  
estranged mother, Glenys, she quickly finds out that life as a carer isn’t 

easy. Feeling overwhelmed, she’s forced to turn to the other local carers, 
including childhood friend, Adam, for help. Although returning home still 
feels like a mistake, maybe it will help Violet right some wrongs. After all, 
she can’t keep running from her past forever, and in learning to look after 

others, perhaps Violet can start to finally love herself… 

The Imperfect Art of Caring is quirky and hopeful story 
 that’s guaranteed to put a smile on your face and leave  

a tear in your eye. Perfect for fans of Anstey Harris,  
Lia Louis and Beth Morrey.

One small act can make a big difference…



CHAPTER 12

Violet
‘Mum, please come and sit on the shower seat.’ Violet fights
to keep the impatience from her voice, but she’s been running
the water for over five minutes and Glenys is still standing
naked in the corner of  the bathroom, shivering, and holding
onto her walking frame.
 Violet’s been back at Malvern House for five days and 
her mum has so far refused a shower on every one of  them.
 Glenys looks at the shower and back down at the floor
again without speaking. Getting Mum out of  her nightie had
been one of  the hardest things Violet had ever done. She’d
never undressed another person. Jodie’s instructions stated that
Glenys is physically able to change in and out of  her clothes 
but on her bad days she doesn’t have the energy. Violet’s fingers
had fumbled with the buttons and it had taken ages to pull
the damn nightdress up and over Glenys’ dimpled arms. She
tried too hard to be gentle; she’d been scared of  hurting her,
but awkwardness and clammy hands caused her to get Glenys’
arm stuck inside the sleeve.



 Then when she finally wrangled the garment away from
her mother, Violet garbled on too fast, too loud and for too
long, trying to show her mum just how normal and okay she
was about seeing her naked body. It should be normal. It’s the
same body she grew inside, was born out of  and fed from as
an infant.
 Nurses and carers do this all day for complete strangers.
Why is she shaking in her size sixes over showering her own
mother? Perhaps it’s easier with strangers. Or maybe it’s harder
because her mum is a stranger.
 ‘Mum, just – please. You’re getting cold. The water’s nice
and warm. At least come and check the temperature’s okay
for you.’
 Glenys glances in Violet’s direction for the first time since
entering the bathroom. She moves slowly towards the seat and
turns herself  around, shrugging off  Violet’s hands and offers
of  help.
 ‘Erm. How do you normally do this?’ Violet plucks a 
flannel and a bottle of  lavender shower gel from the shelf. ‘Do 
you – does Jodie – should I?’
 The room is stifling, and the floor keeps slipping beneath
Violet’s damp feet. The mirror and the walls are thick with
steam and Violet’s head is spinning.
	 ‘I	can	do	it.’	Glenys	puts	her	hands	out	for	the	flannel.	She	
dabs at herself  whilst Violet stands and counts the wall tiles.
 ‘You can wash my hair, though. Please.’ Glenys looks up 
at Violet with the smallest glimmer of  a smile. She places a 
gentle hand on Violet’s wrist. ‘Your hair’s grown long again. 
Like when you were little. I always liked it long.’



 A bubble of  joy dances across Violet’s skin. It’s her mum’s
touch and the way Glenys is looking at her as if  seeing her for 
the first time. She remembers sitting next to the old gas fire
in the living room whilst her mum brushed out her tangles
after a bath. She never pulled her hair, she was always gentle.
Afterwards, she’d make hot chocolate for Violet and Jodie
and read to them whilst they waited for Dad to come home
from work.
 Hope. Perhaps there’s still some left. ‘Of  course,’ Violet
says, a smile leaking into her voice. She leans across to pull the
shampoo from the shelf  and her elbow catches on the metal
dial, shifting it anti-clockwise.
 Glenys screams. The sound reverberates off  the walls and
rattles Violet’s eardrums.
 ‘It’s freezing. You’re freezing me solid. Turn the water 
off, you useless, useless excuse of  a girl.’ Glenys spits the words 
out between gasps.
 Violet stares at the dial and the coloured arrows around it 
blur into one. She doesn’t want to turn in the wrong way and
scald her, that would be much worse. Which way is off ?
 ‘Are you trying to give me bloody pneumonia?’ Glenys 
slaps Violet’s hand away from the dial and replaces it with her 
own, twisting it towards the wall until the water stops.
 The shower seat vibrates beneath Glenys’ violently shiv-
ering body and the chattering of  her teeth punctures the
silence.
 ‘Mum, I’m so sorry, I didn’t—’
 ‘Just pass me my towel and get out. Get out. I don’t need
you in here. I don’t need you at all, you do nothing but ruin



things,’ Glenys says through clenched teeth, holding her arms
tightly around herself.
 Violet slips the towel from the rail and hands it to her, 
tipping her head back slightly so the tears don’t fall from her
eyes. ‘Okay,’ she says. ‘I’ll just be outside if  you need anything.’
 Once in the living room, Violet sinks down on the armchair 
next to the bathroom. She stares at the front door, wishing
she could storm out and slam it behind her, but she can’t. Her
mum might slip, hit her head. Then that will be Violet’s fault
too. She sits in silence until Glenys moves slowly past her,
clothed in the clean trousers and blouse that Violet had hung
on the towel rail for her. She doesn’t look in Violet’s direction,
just disappears into her bedroom after mumbling that she’d be
back out at lunchtime.
	 Violet	makes	a	coffee	and	plonks	herself 	down	at	the	table	
with her laptop. She’ll write a blogpost, immerse herself  in 
writing a review of  the last book she read and escape for a while.
It was a story about love and overcoming the odds, a far cry
from the mess of  Violet’s life. Whilst Violet was living inside
its pages, she didn’t have to worry about overdue bills, empty
cupboards or a mum who didn’t want her. Books are safe places
where you can become someone else for a little while.



Discussion  
questions

1. Violet leaves her life in Manchester to start over in the village where 
she grew up. How would that make you feel? Are there things you do 
to help you cope with change?

2. What do you think of  the way Violet reacts to helping her mum get 
undressed and into the shower? How do you think you would act in  
a similar situation?

3. Glenys asks Violet to wash her hair, reversing their parent-child roles. 
How do you think Glenys feels in this scenario? Have you ever been in 
a position where you’ve had to care for a parent, or have your children 
care for you? How did that make you feel?

4. Violet	has	a	flashback	to	her	childhood,	‘sitting next to the old gas fire in 
the living room whilst her mum brushed out her tangles after a bath’. Do you 
have any comforting memories from your childhood that make you 
feel warm and safe?

5. ‘I don’t need you at all, you do nothing but ruin things’. Do you think Glenys 
means this, or do you think she’s just upset and embarrassed? Have 
you ever said something you didn’t mean when you were upset or 
embarrassed?

6. ‘Books are safe places where you can become someone else for a little while.’ 
Violet turns to books to leave her real world behind for a little while. 
Do you read books to escape? What was the last book you read to 
escape, and who did you become for a little while?

7. Community and a sense of  belonging is so important in the novel,  
and Violet turns to her book blogging community for support. Do  
you have a community that’s important to you?
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