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To family caregivers everywhere
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Author Note

The story you are about to read is true but the names of some people, places, and institutions have been changed for the sake of privacy.
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Prologue
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I started writing this memoir with one goal in mind: to share my experience with others who might be considering the caregiver path, almost a how-to-book. At that point, I was thinking about sharing the practical aspects of the journey: how to get appropriate support and services; how to deal with the emotional aspects of caregiving someone you love, including the anticipatory grief; how to deal with the inevitable role reversal; how to set up a safe environment for your loved one; how to take care of yourself and why’s that’s essential. And a thousand other things.  

As I wrote the story, though, almost reliving those eighteen months with my mom, reliving the daily joys and struggles, my motivation changed. What I really wanted, I discovered, was to take readers on my journey with me, to show them—to show you—an unwanted, stressful caregiving journey that turned out to be a life-enhancing, soul-enriching one. Now that Mom’s been gone more than five years, I am eternally grateful to have been able to spend her final year and a half as her primary caregiver. I am grateful to have had the opportunity to connect with her on a much deeper level, a soulful level. I am grateful to have been able to walk her home. 

Readers will still find lots of practical information for caregivers in the story. And I will end the book with an Afterword that delves into the question of choosing to become a caregiver, or not. Because in spite of the gifts it can bring, it is definitely not the right path for everyone. Still, I hope it will inspire some readers. 

“We are all just walking each other home.”

Ram Dass
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Leaning precariously on the railing of our twenty-second storey deck, I gaze out over Burrard Inlet. The Lion’s Gate Bridge hangs below arcing cables, a stunning testament to human ingenuity and will. This view is what sold us on signing a ridiculously expensive year-long lease on a nine-hundred-square-foot apartment with a tiny bathroom, tiny fridge, tiny electric stove, and meagre counter space, one that reminds me of the apartment I lived in when I first left home, fifty years ago. The fact that we’re next door to the library and a plaza with a lovely café and outdoor benches is also a selling point.

Dennis calls from the living room, “Ready to go, hon?”

“Yep.” 

We’re off to visit Mom at Riverside, the independent living facility in Richmond, where she’s been living, happily, for six years. 

When we arrive, I knock, then use my key to open the door. She waves hello from the sofa, a big smile on her face. “Hi, Dennis! I didn’t know you were coming, too.” Note who gets the first greeting. I don’t take it personally; Mom likes Dennis. She likes men in general, actually. The other day, when she and I were rifling through photos from her days as Head Nurse on The Men’s Floor at St. Vincent’s Hospital, I pointed out that all five staff members circled around her, admiringly, were men. She nodded. “Oh yes. Men are much easier to work with than women.” Are they? 

She’s always given men, including Dad, a lot of leeway. I guess most women did, in her day. This was way before the women’s movement. The only time I ever saw her challenge Dad was when he’d been drinking way too much for far too long. I was eight. Lying in bed, I heard them on the back steps, talking seriously, and snuck out of bed to listen. 

Mom’s voice was unusually strong. “If you keep drinking, I will pack up Sharon and Rae and move us into town to Aunt Lil’s house. She’s already agreed. Let me know by tomorrow at dinner time.” She got up, leaving him there to ... to think about it, I guess. I wondered what his face looked like. He was still home the next evening and the one after that, and as far as I could tell, he wasn’t drinking. 

“Hi, Mama.” I kiss her on the forehead. The TV is blaring, as usual, because her hearing is terrible. Whenever I suggest she get it checked, she reminds me that Marie, her best friend, is always fiddling with her hearing aids and still can’t hear. Sometimes I let these diversionary tactics go. Sometimes I don’t. The conversation generally goes something like this:  

“Mama, do you hear your friends at the dinner table?” 

“Well, I would if they’d just speak up. Everyone around here mumbles.” 

I laugh. Ah, yes, my old friend, denial. 

I am not being entirely facetious. Denial can be a friend, a coping strategy, for a while. At this point, for example, I am in denial about how much Mom has withered in the last year. I acknowledge that she has a variety of physical maladies—atrial fibrillation, a half-blocked carotid artery, low-grade chronic kidney disease, osteoarthritis—and that she walks stooped over, looking down instead of ahead, getting shorter by the year, and repeats stories multiple times, and forgets where she put her keys ... but isn’t that par for the course at 95? She seems remarkably well for a woman who hates exercise, eschews vegetables, and eats ice cream every day. 

Downstairs, in the dining room, a young Filipina woman sets our dinners in front of us. Mom says, “Thank you, dear.” The meal looks not unlike the suppers of my childhood—a breaded chicken breast, canned peas and carrots, and white rice—except the servings are much smaller, tiny. Dennis and I glance at each other across the table, shrug. But Mom is unperturbed. What matters to her is that she doesn’t have to shop or cook or clean up. She often reminds me she’s glad she sold her apartment and moved here. But she has made it clear that she has a strict ‘no dropping in’ policy—except for me—unlike residents who leave their doors unlocked and actually welcome guests at any time. I still remember the look of horror on her face when she first told me this, as if she was revealing that a serial killer lived in the apartment next to hers. Not that she’s antisocial, but she socializes on her own terms: cribbage with three other residents on Tuesday afternoons in the hallway by the elevators, weekly trips to the casino, and Bingo on Thursdays at 7:00 p.m., plus special events in the activity room—music, storytelling, pop-up women’s clothing sales—when she feels like it. These activities, plus two meals a day in the dining room, chatting with fellow residents in the hallways, and pre-planned visits with friends, more than satisfy her need for social contact. In her apartment, the TV is her main source of companionship.

After dinner, we go back upstairs to Mom’s apartment to watch Wheel of Fortune and Jeopardy, as always. Only when it’s time to leave do I get an inkling that something might be wrong. After the goodbye kisses and promises to come again soon, she hands me her Good Morning sign. I raise my eyebrows. She says, “It goes on the door.”

I say, “In the morning, right?”

Her forehead creases. “No, now.” 

“Really?” I look at her. 

Rubbing her left temple and frowning, she looks from me to Dennis and back again.

What is the point of putting the sign out at night? We discuss the purpose of the sign, at length, in circles, until I’m lost. Mom, never argumentative, insists it should go on the door now. She sounds so sure I wonder if I have the whole thing wrong, and hang it on the door. On the way out of the building, though, Dennis and I stop at the desk to tell the staff member that Mom’s Good Morning! sign is on her door now. The woman doesn’t seem particularly surprised. Which I find odd. But I don’t ask any questions. Have I mentioned my old friend, Denial?

Later, when the pennies have all dropped, Mom will claim it was ‘meant to be’ that Dennis and I moved to North Vancouver, a forty-five-minute drive away. Visiting her from Gabriola Island, where we’d lived for the previous twelve years, meant taking a ferry off the island, then catching another one in Nanaimo, then landing on the mainland and driving for another hour from the terminal to Richmond. Six hours on a good day.

I don’t normally subscribe to Mom’s ‘meant to be’ approach to life, the philosophy, she’d explained, of prairie farmers who needed something to cushion the fall when, thanks to the whims of weather and climate, crops failed regardless of all your hard work. Good grief, Mom. So, it was meant to be that there was a drought and all the farmers lost that year’s crops? Was it meant to be that the children of the families I worked with were born with cerebral palsy? Was it meant to be that I lost half of my left hand in a salmon-packing machine at age eighteen? Or could it be that shit just happens? And, by the way, Mom, how would that even work? Given the millions of people on the earth and the zillions of choices they make every day, every hour, maybe every minute, who is keeping track? It’s absurd. Oh, and—minor point—what about free will? 

There are times, however, when it does seem that certain things are ‘meant to be.’ Deciding to move to North Vancouver is one of them. 

* * *

The journey started on a cool March morning on Gabriola. Not the actual physical journey, the psychic one, the one that felt like the hand of fate was at the helm. When I pulled the bedroom curtains open that day, a beautiful Barred Owl was perched on the garage roof. Mesmerized, I peered through the window for a while, then put on my slippers and robe, wrapped my blue wool shawl tightly around my shoulders, and headed out to get a closer look. As the owl peered down at me with those big dark eyes, a shiver ran through me, and I felt as if it was looking right into the core of my being. Then it lifted off and flew into the forest, like Hermes, finder of unexpected treasure, purveyor of good luck. 

And I found myself wandering around the front garden. In spite of the work involved, I’d always loved our house and half-acre full of gardens. But that morning, when I noticed that the trumpet vine needed cutting back, and the clematis over the wooden archway and the roses and the raspberries needed pruning, my heart sank. Also, the pond desperately needed cleaning and the soggy chopped up leaves that acted as a winter blanket for the endless flower beds had to be removed. Standing in the middle of the yard, I sighed. That’s when the remarkable thought showed up: I don’t want to do this anymore. For the first time since moving to the island, I was not excited about spring, about digging my hands into the soil, about sitting in the middle of a stretch of garden pulling weeds, about preparing the ground for new life. 

I’d expected the thought to fade away, as thoughts do, leaving me in peace. But it hung around all day, badgering me like a giant, hungry mosquito. By the time I woke up the next morning, it had burrowed itself deep into my psyche and taken up residence, creating an interminable itch. An itch to ... get away from here. To be done with the gardens and the house and ... the island. I was shocked. How did this happen? Shouldn’t such decisions be the result of months, maybe years, of thinking and deliberation? Dennis will think I’ve lost my mind. 

That evening, stretched out on the living room sofa, my feet in his lap, I said, “I’m tired of all the gardening.” I fully expected him to suggest we hire someone to help with the garden. 

But no. He looked at me, still rubbing my feet, his overgrown white brows arching. “Yeah? I’m tired of all the upkeep around here.” 

That was too easy. A sign that someone/something is pulling a few strings? The conversation continued. “What are our options?” There were no apartment buildings on the island, other than a seniors’ complex, which we thought we weren’t ready for, perhaps optimistically. “Why not just hire a gardener and handyperson?” But hiring people on the island was challenging for two reasons: one, the supply of such people was limited and unreliable, and two, Dennis—who tended toward the perfectionistic when it came to building and such—would be standing over their shoulders “supervising” and driving both them and himself crazy. 

Before heading off to bed, one of us said, “Is it time to leave the island?” 

Looking back, it seemed impulsive. We had good friends there, and as a columnist for the local paper (I wrote about birds) and a member of Save Our Shores (we fought oil tankers along the coast), I felt like an integral part of the community. And how could I possibly leave the book club I’d belonged to for ten years? Dennis felt a strong connection to our island place, too. He was the treasurer of the local theatre group, had written and directed several of their plays, and most of his friends were theatre people. We agreed we should sleep on the ridiculous idea of pulling up our island roots for a night or two. But honestly, once the seed was planted, the decision felt inevitable. Still, we needed to go through all the discussion, all the toing-and-froing. 

At some point, though, we shifted gears, stopped talking about what we’d be losing if we left the island, and started talking about what we’d be gaining. Being near Mom was number one. She missed us. I tried to visit her once a month and, during the winter, when my sister, Rae, and her husband, Ross, went to Mexico for three months, I stayed at their condo in Richmond, a kilometer away. Maybe that wasn’t enough anymore? Also, my daughter, Brie, lived in North Vancouver with her partner, Robb. Imagine being able to pick up the phone and say, “Wanna go for a walk?” It was compelling. 

Then we talked about the hospital issue. Dennis had been diagnosed with a leaky heart valve and had been having undiagnosed episodes of some kind, possibly minor seizures, maybe something related to his heart, so being able to get to a hospital without taking a ferry or helicopter had a serious pull of its own. We talked until, like autumn leaves, the words dried up. 

A week later, a For Sale sign graced our wide gravel driveway. Three days later, we were offered our asking price on the house. Six weeks later, we handed over the keys to our home to new owners. 

Finding our apartment also felt ‘meant to be.’ But not in the way Mom means. Not as an after-the-fact rationalization for bad news. Maybe the feeling—an embodied one—has something to do with quantum physics and the way time and space interact in non-linear ways? That’s the scientist in me. Or maybe it’s that when you’re on a path that’s in everyone’s best interests, including your own, the universe/the divine/God—pick your particular belief—supports you. I like that idea better. 

Dennis and I had scoured the internet, made a list of seven buildings in Vancouver and North Vancouver with vacancies, and I’d gone on a reconnaissance mission to find a new home in the city. All seven apartments were duds. I was about to give up when my cell phone rang. It was the manager of an apartment building in North Vancouver, one not on our list. Days earlier, for reasons I didn’t question at the time, I had emailed her with our ‘tenant resume,’ even though they had advertised no vacancies. On the phone that day, she informed me that, if I was interested, I could view an apartment on the twenty-second floor that afternoon. Really?

The building was a fifty-year-old tower across the plaza from the library. I stood looking at it from the sidewalk. My body immediately filled with the tingling-all-over feeling I recognized as “yes” and tears sprang to my eyes. Could it be that, as I was standing in front of the building, some part of my mind dipped into the collective unconscious that holds everything—past, present, and future—and all possibilities? Or that a divine energy of some kind had my back? Maybe those two ideas are related in ways my human brain cannot grasp. 

The manager, a middle-aged woman with a friendly smile, greeted me at the front door. We walked through the apartment together. It had two bedrooms and one small bathroom. Dennis and I hadn’t shared a bathroom in years. After a remarkably quick look, she offered it to me on the spot. But I wasn’t ready to sign on the dotted line without Dennis even seeing it. She said she couldn’t hold it, though, since there was a long waiting list for two-bedroom apartments, even at $2,500/month. That’s why they didn’t advertise; they had the luxury of proactively choosing their tenants rather than picking the first acceptable ones that came along. Remembering how I felt when I first saw the building, and feeling that whether we got this apartment or not was out of my hands, I said I’d take my chances. 

Dennis flew over from Gabriola three days later. The apartment was waiting for us. As we walked through it together, I was quiet—I didn’t want to influence him—and so was he. Afterward, we went to Laziza’s Café on the plaza next door to confer. Sipping my tea, my face as expressionless as I could make it, I said, “What do you think?” 

He didn’t hesitate. “Of course, we want it. I mean, that view?”

“Yeah, it’s amazing. But what about the fact that there’s just one bathroom?” 

He raised his eyebrows. “Your privilege is getting the better of you, hon.”

“Yeah.” 
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Our days in North Vancouver are full. Once a week, we take the bus, then the Seabus and Skytrain—an adventure in itself—to movies at the Vancouver International Film Festival theatre on Seymour Street. Other days, I meander around Persian grocery stores, finger pomegranates and quinces, savour the scent of cinnamon, and meet old friends for lunch, dinner, or a walk on the Stanley Park seawall. Dennis ambles down the steep Lonsdale hill to the Quay, has a beer at the pub, then hops a bus back home. He reads detective novels and watches movies. I take my laptop to Roastmastir’s café, where I work on my almost-finished first novel and drink chai lattés made with almond milk. We have afternoon naps. In the evening, on the deck, we soak up the view of the inlet and bridges and clouds, which seem closer than usual. I take care of a few potted plants on the deck—that’s enough gardening. Our plan is working beautifully. We won’t be able to afford the exorbitant city rent for more than a year, so we’re soaking up all the city has to offer while we can. We are happy sponges.

The Good Morning Sign incident, though, worries me. It was the reaction of the night staff person that concerns me most. Why didn’t she seem surprised? Did she know something I didn’t? I need to visit Mom again, make sure this was an isolated incident, nothing to fret about.


* * *
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Mom is perched on her twenty-year-old flowered sofa. I give her a kiss, then settle into the old but pristine leather Lazy Boy across from her. After the usual small talk, she looks at me, her lips pursed, and says, “Something happened at the casino.”

“The casino” is River Rock Casino where she goes every Sunday with Marie, and sometimes during the week with a busload of residents from Riverside. She knows her way around the place as if it’s her own house. But sometimes, after the gambling spree—she plays a maximum of twenty-five dollars per trip, and often comes home with lots more than that—she and Marie lose track of their car in the enormous parking lot. I figure that’s what she means by “trouble at the casino.” Either that or an obnoxious bully laid claim to her favourite machine. But no. She explains, slowly, haltingly, that after lunch at the restaurant, when it was time to pay for her sandwich, she couldn’t figure out what to do, couldn’t make sense of the bills and coins in her wallet. A friend had rescued her. I’ll pay for lunch today, Mary. 

I try to reassure her—or me—saying inane things like, “We all have our senior moments.” But she’s not buying it, which worries me even more. 

On the drive back to North Van, I try to talk myself out of a rising panic. Confused about money? My mind races ahead, full of what-ifs. I’ve always assumed Mom would live out her life at Riverside, dying peacefully in bed one night, a staff member discovering her when the Good Morning sign failed to show up on the door handle one morning. Unlike some seniors’ facilities, Riverside doesn’t have an assisted living wing, let alone a long-term-care wing. In any event, I have a serious aversion to long-term-care homes, having heard countless horror stories about neglect and abuse. And even when the care is considered satisfactory, when no one is openly complaining, life in those places can be brutal. I will never forget the first time Dennis and I walked into the nursing home where his aunt was living, in Burnaby. A young woman was gently tossing a rubber ball to a circle of residents. Only one caught the ball. Some were dozing, and others seemed to be in a fog. I felt sick. Is this what life comes to? Sitting in a circle trying to catch a rubber ball? Every visit after that confirmed my initial reaction. On the drive home from a visit one day, Dennis, ten years older than me, said, “Don’t ever put me in one of those places.”

Home again, I phone Rae to tell her about the casino incident. She says she’s noticed unusual things too. We start to worry together. 

The relationship Mom and Rae have is different from the one Mom and I have, of course, and our lives are different as well. Rae and Ross travel for three or four months a year. Dennis and I have become homebodies in the past few years. But the tenor of our relationships is also different. I’m a firstborn and a family therapist by trade. I have no problem sitting on the sofa beside Mom, holding her hand and listening to her stories, no matter how often I’ve heard them. Rae, second-born, is extroverted, a talker, a doer. She takes care of Mom’s daily needs, her banking, medications, and doctor’s appointments. Together, we cover the bases. 

I start phoning Mom twice a day and going to see her three or four times a week. She sometimes mentions “bad things in my head.” That this description comes from a retired head nurse is worrisome. “Do you mean headaches, Mom?”

She says no, it’s more than headaches. After each one, she’s confused and scared. I’m getting scared, too.

* * *

Noise pulls me from a deep sleep. I feel around for my glasses, grab my cell phone, then glance at the time. It’s 3:15 a.m. “Hi, Mama.”

“Sharon?” Her voice is weak, weepy.

“It’s me, Mama. What’s happening?” 

“I’m scared.”

“What’s making you scared?” Dumb question. 

“Everything.”

I make a sound meant to be soothing but she’s not soothed. “Sharon what’s happening to me?”

I don’t know the answer, although it’s becoming blatantly obvious that this is more than old age. Is she having transient ischaemic attacks? Dennis had a TIA a few years ago, from which he recovered except for his sense of direction, which seems to have been permanently damaged. He was lucky; not everyone gets off so lightly. 

Damping the urge to get out of bed, throw on some jeans, and hightail it to Richmond that very moment—suspecting that by the time I get there, Mom will be sound asleep, and I’ll be a sleep-deprived wreck the next day—I say I’m not sure but we’ll figure it out, and I veer the conversation in a completely different direction. “Remember the story Gus used to tell everyone about you speeding down Number Six Road?” 

Gus, who died at sixty of lung cancer, was Mom’s favourite nephew and the story-teller in the family. He loved telling the story of the day Mom was pulled over for speeding on Number Six Road. She was eighty at the time. We remind each other of the his-and-hers versions of the story. In his version, she was tearing down the quiet two-lane road in her big white Buick at a hundred miles an hour with five cop cars chasing her, sirens wailing. He’d laugh like crazy, and Mom would follow suit. Her version was slightly less dramatic. She’d actually been going ten miles an hour over the speed limit and the officer—there had been one, not five—had been polite, saying something like, “You’re sure not driving like a little old lady, Ma’am.” She’d asked what made him think she was a little old lady. “Maybe the snow-white hair?” They had, she claimed, a good laugh and he let her go with a warning and an order to “start driving like a little old lady.” I miss that sweet but cheeky Mom. The one who wasn’t afraid. 

We segue into other stories for about twenty minutes. Then I hear her yawn. 

“Mama, close your eyes. I’ll stay on the line.” 

Soon she says, “Night, night, sweetheart,” and hangs up. 

“Night, night, Mama. Sleep tight. I love you.”

* * *

Things are moving quickly. Within days, Mom holes up in her suite like a frightened rabbit, reluctant to go downstairs for lunch without me. She avoids her usual activities: cribbage with friends, Bingo, and walking to the bank. She is losing her ability to organize her time and day. It’s as if she’s living in the moment—although not like a contented Buddha—and can’t plan for the next one. Her suite is full of clocks. In addition to the one that’s always been on her bedside table, there’s now a clock on the coffee table and an oversized one on the wall in the living room. Plus, she constantly wears the dainty watch I bought her last year at the local consignment store, peering at it every few minutes, as if she might find her way back to her old self somewhere on its face.

Rae and I take her to her family doctor, the one she always complains about because she’s never gotten over her long-time doctor’s retirement years ago. He—Jim—made house calls and knew the family intimately. This “new” doctor—she took over Mom’s care eleven years ago—never stood a chance. Mom claims she doesn’t listen—which might be true some of the time—and she is always “throwing pills” at her. Nevertheless, general practitioners are hard to come by, and she’s better than no one—in my opinion, not Mom’s. 

The doctor hears our story, suspects TIAs, prescribes a blood thinner to try preventing more damage, and confirms that there’s no way of undoing the damage already done. Things might stay the same or get worse. 

Please don’t let them get worse. 

Rae and I start taking turns sleeping on Mom’s sofa, which is meant for sitting, not sleeping. Mom gets up every hour, sees one of us on the couch, and goes back to bed. All night long. Then she sleeps all day. The plan is definitely not sustainable. Should we hire private caregivers to spend the nights? Do they even do that? I remember Mom telling me stories of doing private night shifts for a family on Granville Street as a young nurse. I look into the possibilities, and learn that several local companies provide services for seniors in their own homes, day and night. The company that ticks all the boxes charges $38/hour, plus tax. But they’re reputable and the caregivers are screened and supervised—and who has the time and energy to find something cheaper? We pay them to stay overnight, every night, until we can think of another solution, grateful Mom saved the money she and Dad got for the house thirty years earlier. What do people with no savings do? Or no family? 

Mom, however, is less than thrilled with having strangers in her apartment all night long. I try to explain. “Mama, Rae and I can’t stay overnight every night.”

She frowns. But I can see she understands. She says something like, “I know that. You have Dennis and she has Ross.” 

Surprised, I say, “That’s right. We have to go home to our husbands.”

She accepts this because it’s her firm belief that a wife should put her husband first, like she did, for forty-five years. She nods, her eyes downcast, and adds, “And you need to take care of yourself. Stay healthy.” It’s as if she knows what’s coming. 
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I am spending less and less time with Dennis. He doesn’t complain, but I feel guilty. When I tell him this, he is pragmatic. “Your mom needs you right now.”  True, but still. And then I remember that he doesn’t “need” me. He’s always been independent, a bit of a loner. Before we met, his plan was to retire to his cabin on thirteen acres in the woods by Fawn Lake, alone. Get a dog. 

Then we met. It was Saturday, April 23, 2005. I was at the Orange Room, a local café, with John, a work colleague whose wife was out of town. We’d gone to the café for Comedy Night, a mental health fundraiser. By the time we arrived, no tables were left, but the hostess said the man at the table in the corner was willing to share. We introduced ourselves. Dennis was a good-looking, blue-eyed man with a lovely smile and a good grip. Not too weak, not too firm, just right, like in the Goldilocks fairy tale. Plus, he had a lovely voice, which he used to tell me about himself—a divorced college instructor who lived in an apartment just down the block. Then I told him about myself—a twice-divorced family therapist and owner of The Amiga Centre for Professional Development, a company that organized seminars for mental health practitioners in Vancouver and Puerto Vallarta.

Since there were comedians on stage, we laughed a lot. Apparently, sharing laughter is a bonding event. At some point, our thighs happened to touch under the table, and neither of us moved them back. I didn’t want the night to end. Was this chemistry, at the ripe old age of fifty-five? 

As the emcee brought the night to a close, Dennis said, “Maybe I should sign up for some of that professional development training your company provides.” 

No matter that he wasn’t a psychologist or social worker or counsellor of any kind, I pulled out my business card and wrote my home phone number on the back, smiling. 

He smiled back and tucked it in his coat pocket. 

An hour later, at home, I stared at the flames in the fireplace. Would he call that night? I glanced at my watch. 11:20. Probably not. Not that night and not by dinnertime Sunday. Had I misread the whole thing? I phoned my daughter, Brie, and shared the sad story. She laughed and clued me in. Didn’t I know the guy isn’t supposed to call for forty-eight hours? 

“What? Whose stupid rule is that?” 

I got his email Monday afternoon. After a brief preamble, he wrote, “Could we meet for coffee?”

Too old to play games, I responded immediately. “Yes, we could.”

That was the beginning. Months later, he told me he didn’t call me the day after our meeting because he wasn’t sure about the relationship between me and the man I was with, and wanted to run the scenario by

* * *



































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
S

S * U &
A'true story of how one daugh@life
was changed —and ultimately
enriched —when her mother was hit
with vascular dementia.

N 9 s
! 4,,‘
i

Sharon MC»Inhes\
k.






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg
htp:/ /bwlpublishing.ca





d2d_images/image000.jpg
Funded by the C d|o|
Government
o G dla





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.jpg
Albertnn

Government





d2d_images/image004.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





