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“You can laugh, or you can cry.”
By Laurel A. Davis 




Forward
Mom’s Story
Mom is now reading the entire Bible for the fourteenth time. Today, as Roberta reads, she underlines each verse. This is her way of tracking what she has read. Last December for Christmas my sister Laura gave mom her third Bible since she began living with us. Each day, (and multiple times a day) mom brings us her Bible and shows us how far she has read. We think her relationship with Jesus, and the habit of reading her Bible each day, has helped her keep a happy demeanor. Mom has told us a multitude of times, “If people would only read their Bibles, they wouldn’t get upset about the little things.”




Introduction
“Honey, I feel awful saying this, but I can hardly be around your mother. She talks non-stop, and it drives me up the wall! She tires me. She depletes my energy. I just don’t want to be around her anymore.” I added emphatically, “I can never have your mother live with us. I love her, but she is exhausting to be around because she never stops talking! I cannot listen to your mom that much. I’m sorry, honey, but she frustrates me so much.”
My mother-in-law grated on my nerves to the point that I would have to take a deep breath, blow it out, and inhale intensely once again. She was full of extensive energy! She regularly showed me how she could do jumping jacks and run across the yard. She was a whirlwind. It is true that she was agreeable and amusing at times, she even laughed at my jokes, and we got along well, but I became frustrated and irritable every time I saw her. I would leave our visits feeling fatigued, confused, and upset. Roberta zapped me of energy because she never stopped talking, mostly about herself!
 One day, Roberta and my Father-in-law Lou called our home and asked, “Would you guys like to go out to lunch after church?” With such a big family, we rarely had alone time with Mark’s parents, so we said, “Yes, let’s go out.”  As we were sitting at the restaurant table, Lou and I laughed at his hilarious puns and enjoyed ordering corned beef hash together. Lou and I got along well. Mark’s dad always made me laugh. Sitting at a corner booth in the restaurant, Roberta started telling a family tale about her sons, Mark, and Jon. Her boys babysat their five younger sisters Laura, Anne, Lisa, Janine, and Julie. Roberta emphatically said, “The five girls always preferred their brother Mark to babysit them, over their brother Jon! Mark was more fun, and he played with his sisters, and he gave them piggy-back rides.” Mom went on, “Jon was strict and would make the girls sit on the couch.” 
At first, the story was exciting and funny. We all giggled, and I was proud to hear that my husband was such a good babysitter for his five sisters. Mom told the same story again, and we chuckled, me with pride over the way my husband was a sweet big brother. The third time through, I was becoming confused and astonished at Mom’s oblivion that she was repeating the same story. I smiled back with pride, but to my dismay, she began retelling the same account of Mark’s babysitting success for the fourth time. I wanted to be respectful of my mother-in-law, yet it was flabbergasting as I started tiring listening to the babysitting saga. Lou simply focused on eating his corned beef hash.
Perplexed, I decided to start a count of each retelling of the childcare story. I put both of my hands under the table and touched the underside of the table. The tips of my fingers began jumping, shocked by each new babysitting narration. With eight corned-beef-soaked fingerprints the wooden underside of the table was marked. Finally, feeling my eyes drooping and watching glassy irises of other listeners, I realized there were six exasperated and tired eardrums at the restaurant table. I was afraid that hearing Mark’s babysitting success story one more time may cause me to run out of the eatery and scream! Thankfully, Mark courageously spoke out and changed the subject, which altered the cycle of the conversation

I found out later that Roberta, my Mother-in-law, was in the “early stage.” Our family was ignorant of the fact that she was suffering from Alzheimer's Disease. Roberta was a wonderful mother of seven children and a grandmother of twenty-eight. She worked at a hospital for thirty-five years, hardly missing a day. Mom worked full-time as an ICU nurse. After Roberta was asked to retire at age sixty-nine, we found out that her co-workers had noticed that Mom was forgetting essential details while on the job.
 Roberta drove thirty minutes “down the hill” to work each day. She lived twelve miles up the windy mountain road since she was a small child. Lou said Roberta started getting lost about a year before our restaurant lunch. Lou said, “About a year ago your mom called me when she was driving in town. She said,” “Lou, I am in town, but I don’t know where I am.” Lou had her describe where she was. Mom explained the sights around her and found street signs. With the information, Lou led her back to the main street. Other times, when Roberta was driving in town, she phoned her daughter Laura to say that she was lost. During the conversation, Laura realized her mother was just one street from her usual destination. Roberta was only sixty-six years old when she started getting lost in the small town that she lived in for over fifty-five years. 
Roberta’s husband Lou, unknowingly and secretly, became her caretaker during this early Alzheimer’s disease phase. Lou retired and gladly did all the shopping and cooking, while Roberta worked full time as a nurse. Lou loved to cook, and we often chatted about recipes. Lou did the driving outside of Roberta’s daily route to work. Lou took care of all the financial details, everyday decisions, and he supplied support and friendship to Roberta. However, since Lou had terrible hips, Roberta took care of their two-acre grass yard and fruit trees. She loved to be outdoors!
Roberta privately compensated for her memory loss by writing every detail down on paper. She wrote out her seven children's full names and birthdays. She also had a list of her twenty-eight grandchildren’s names and birthdates. Roberta even had dates and locations of marathons she has run. Roberta wrote notes about where she worked and the times and locations of weekly social activities. Every appointment and work schedule were posted. All this seemed reasonable and organized to me, except that information was written repeatedly and posted on the hallway walls and kitchen appliances. 
As we visited Roberta and Lou’s home for family parties, I remember noticing increased notes taped around her house. She had post-it notes covering an entire side of her refrigerator with phone numbers and other personal details about her friends and loved ones. Roberta wrote all her daily information in her calendar. Mark and I started wondering how Roberta was doing at her nursing job and wondered if she had the ability to continue working. One day Lou called Mark and asked if he could talk to him about Roberta. Lou said he was getting concerned about her memory.
About that exact time, the hospital administration called Roberta and asked her to attend an appointment they had made with a psychologist to do a psychological assessment. Roberta was later terminated because the hospital was not confident, she could do her job as a nurse. 
Roberta’s story about her forced retirement was, “The hospital found out that I was sixty-nine, and they could not believe that I was that old and still working! They told me, ‘You are amazing, Roberta. We cannot believe you are still working since people are supposed to retire at age sixty-five.’”  Roberta went on, “they told me I had to immediately retire because of my age. I received a nice letter from the hospital owner, thanking me for my thirty-five years of service. He apologized that they did throw me a party, and he enclosed a $600 check!”  Roberta was ecstatic telling this story.
The day after Mom was officially retired, she woke up and looked at the work schedule taped to her refrigerator. She dressed in her nursing uniform and dutifully drove down the mountain to go to work. Her colleagues at the hospital had to remind her that she was no longer on the current schedule and did not work at the hospital anymore. 
That same year her driver’s license expired, and the department of motor vehicles would not renew it. Roberta told the family that the DMV took away her license because “people over sixty-nine are not allowed to drive anymore.” Thankfully, Roberta had Lou to help her with errands and daily life.
July 4th, 2012, about a year later, on the morning of July fourth Laura, got a frantic call from Roberta. Mom said, “Something is wrong with your father. I think he might be dead.” Laura called the family and 911, and we all rushed up the mountain road to Lou and Roberta’s home. Sure enough, Lou was gone. He had passed away in the night. Roberta said she tried to give him CPR when she discovered his body but to no avail.
For the two weeks after Lou’s passing, all the siblings and their spouses agreed that someone should be with mom and her little dog each day up on the mountain. The siblings continued to visit and call beyond the two weeks. However, it was getting increasingly difficult for us to care for mom a half-hour up a windy mountain road with the distance. We all had children at home and our individual lives to contend with. Since we had jobs and young families of our own, we found it challenging to keep up with the long drive and constant care.
The family became increasingly concerned with each visit that Roberta could hardly make decisions. She was not even cooking for herself. We were trying to figure out if this resulted from grieving the loss of her husband of fifty years or if mom could not remember to take care of herself.
The siblings and spouses started meeting to decide what we should do to help Mom. We realized Lou had been covering up Mom’s condition by caring for her every need over the years. We decided to get a referral to make a doctor appointment for Roberta with the Neurologist. Mark and Laura both attended the meeting with her. 
2012 At the Doctor’s office, Roberta was given a battery of memory tests. The doctor showed Roberta cards with everyday objects on them. She had trouble recalling the names of a vacuum, stethoscope, and scissors. The Doctor asked her to draw a clock, which she did, but she forgot to add the second hand and the minute hand to her clock. Another test was to memorize a composite line drawing consisting of shapes such as squares, rectangles, and triangles and then pull it from memory. This was a challenging task for Roberta, and she could only recreate the drawing with a line or two. The Doctor then read her a short story, waited for a couple minutes, and then asked her to recall any details she could of the narrative. Roberta remembered fundamental elements of the story but no details. She was, however, able to repeat a series of numbers, something Mark thought he would even have trouble doing. Three years after the Corned beef hash and table tapping experience, we finally understood what was happening to Mom. Roberta officially was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s disease.



Little Shop
Two years before Lou died, Mark and I started remodeling a carpenter shop and RV garage on our property. Mark and I thought it might be an excellent place for us to live someday. Even more, we thought it would be a perfect home for our aging parents to live in and for us to care for them if needed. We made an 800-foot dwelling into an adorable self-contained cottage, sporting thirteen-foot ceilings with crown molding. We added one large bedroom and an office. The master suite had French doors leading out to a beautiful deck and charming yard. The backyard was complete with soft green grass edged with barked flower beds. The beds had beautiful miniature pink rose bushes and a birdbath. A little white picket fence complemented the delightful parklike setting. The Mother-in-law unit even had a garage with a lot of storage shelves, a washer and dryer, and a private driveway. 
The family now understands that Roberta was in the early phase of Alzheimer's for years before we started seeing concerning signs of the disease. To Lou’s credit he took great care of Mom all those years. He met her every need and lovingly covered for her incredibly well. 
The family knew it was imperative to move Roberta into town since we did not want her to be alone caring for herself. She is a petite 110 pounds woman, yet she was losing weight. We were also concerned she might get lost or hurt up on the mountain, and the family would have no way of knowing. At once we had a big family meeting, skyping with those who were out of state. We discussed big decisions about Roberta’s future needs. Mom’s executive functioning abilities were obviously declining. It was at this point my heart and life changed forever. I wanted Roberta to live with me, Mark and our three children! My heart took a 180-degree turn, and I longed to take care of my sweet mother-in-law with Alzheimer's Disease. We just had to figure out how to get Roberta to move from the ranch where she had grown up, raised her children, and lived for the last fifty years. 
Other family members offered for mom to live with them. However, since Mark was the eldest sibling, we had a mother-in-law cottage ready, and we really wanted Roberta to live with us, the siblings decided that she would live at our home. I was so happy! Mark and his sibling developed a plan to ease mom into moving down off the hill. 
Knowing that mom would never willingly move down the hill and off the ranch, the plan was that Mark, and I would ask Roberta to stay with us over the Thanksgiving holiday for a week in our spare bedroom. Mark asked mom, “Would you like to spend the week of Thanksgiving with us?” She agreed and said, “I would love to!”  Mom loved visiting us over the holiday! The timing was perfect! As a teacher, I had the week off work. Roberta and I were able to spend all day, every day, together.
 At the end of the week, Mark said, “Mom, why don’t you and Sammy Dog stay with us one more week?” She said, “That would be nice.” At the end of that week, Mark asked again, “Mom, why don’t you stay again for another week?” She agreed. In the meantime, the family moved Mom’s dresser to our house. We also put her pictures on her bedroom wall. At that point, Mark said to Roberta, “Mom, since Christmas is only a couple of weeks away, why don’t you stay with us through the holiday? That way, we will not have to make so many trips up and down the hill to pick you up.” She said, “I would be okay with that.” I was now off work for the winter holiday for two weeks, so again the timing was perfect. After the Christmas festivities were over and things quieted down, mom asked, “When am I going back home to the ranch?” 
We managed to get her to stay one more week until the end of the year before we needed to address the inevitable. When that day came in early January, Mark had to tell Roberta that she could not go back to live on the hill. She asked, “Why not?” Mark said, “Mom, we have to sell the ranch.”


Falling in love
“You can either laugh, or you can cry.” This is the advice we received when the doctor first diagnosed Roberta with Alzheimer’s disease. Mark and I have chosen to laugh, or at least smile as much as possible. The second most powerful words of advice were, “Don’t ever argue with someone with Alzheimer’s; you will never win!” 
After the Neurologist gave Roberta the diagnosis of Alzheimer’s Disease, everything about my Mother-in-law started making sense. I felt so much better knowing that there was a medical reason behind Mom’s retelling of stories and her constant talking. To my amazement, my heart began melting for Roberta.
Roberta’s non-stop talking became a minor annoyance to me. Her energetic personality became endearing, and her Alzheimer’s condition developed into an interest. The way she repeated stories cultivated a sweet spot in my heart. Because I understood her medical situation, I started to feel tremendously patient, tolerant, and accepting. Suddenly her narration of stories was interesting. Gently yet assertively, Mark and I also learned how to help Roberta get off a talking loop and lead her to new topics of conversation. 
Within three months, Roberta was living with our family in our home. To say the least this has been an enjoyable and endearing experience! Along the way, we also learned tricks to make it a sane and healthy experience for all of us. 

Chapter 1
We have learned several things about how to have an enjoyable experience caring for a family member with Alzheimer’s Disease.

“You can laugh, or you can cry,” Get counseling and attend a support group.

Family Support- These are the things my husband Mark and I did within the first year. It took us through about five years of Mom’s disease. Roberta was happy and safe at her home in our mother-in-law unit next to our home. 
1. Move your loved one sooner than later.
2. Never argue with a person with Alzheimer’s disease. You will not win.
3. Get a little lap dog for your loved one with Alzheimer's.
Check the dog out carefully and make sure the dog is:
a. Not a jumper 
a. Submissive
a. Not a digger
a. Lightweight
a. Healthy
b. Encourage Independence
c. Leave love notes and notes with directions such as “Do not go outside after dark”. 
d. Assign simple daily jobs such as picking up leaves and gardening.
e. Simplify the home.
f. Alert neighbors of the situation.
g. ID tags for your loved one and the pet
h. Set up a geo boundary. 
i. Install outdoor cameras. 
j. Get a house cleaner if you can afford one.

First make sure you have family or friend support:
We have tremendous family support. Anytime Mark and I want to have a weekend just for our children, we let the family know, and one of them stops by to see mom and eat with her. We also try to get out of town every couple of months to regain perspective. The family pays someone to spend the night so mom is not alone at night. 

Second, organized weekly activities for your loved one:
My sisters-in-law each have an activity they take mom to every other week, taking pressure off me to spend time with mom that day. When Roberta is with her daughters, I know she ate a meal and had human contact, I do not stress seeing her that day. 

Third, Eat one meal a day with your loved one. 
I want the family, or at least someone, to eat a meal with mom each day since she seems to forget to eat and has slowly lost weight. We usually have mom over for dinner each night. Once a week, Mark or one of our kids goes to mom’s cottage to eat with her. I get a little break this way. 

Fourth, plan for privacy:
It certainly helps that we built a detached mother-in-law space for Roberta. The charming mother-in-law house in our backyard is perfect for her and her little dog. She has a fenced yard to work in, and we can see everything from our kitchen window. 

Fifth, have an outside family member or friend pay bills and manage appointments for your loved one: 
As I mentioned before, family support is remarkable. It has been crucial to the success of Roberta living with us. Mark’s Sister Laura handles Roberta’s small social security pension and bank account. She pays Roberta’s bills and organizes all of Roberta’s medical and social appointments. Laura posts the schedule on Mom’s calendar online for us to see. Due to my full-time job, I don't always need to know the day’s schedule, but Mark does. The online program works out great.

Sixth, Financial assistance. Mom’s Social Security pays for her rent and food. This stipend is not much but it sends a needed thank you from the family for mom’s expenses. We also have mom’s credit card to pay for her clothes and personal items. Laura pays the credit card bill from Mom’s bank account. 

Seventh, Communication with a support group:
We created a sibling's Facebook page. It is a page to communicate just with the adult siblings and their spouses. I keep the family updated with news about Roberta and her needs. The family page allows others to know Mom’s needs and how they can help. 

 Recently I posted: “I have spent the day reading articles and writing about our experience with Alzheimer's. It reminded me that we should order a name bracelet/tag for both Mom and Curley dog. We also should get an app for our phones to watch mom's location. The research says six out of ten people with Alzheimer's will wander away. Can someone take care of ordering the IDs? Also, does someone want to schedule getting Mom's piano tuned? She is fixating on a few piano keys that do not sound right. Our friend Kathleen Ely, who came over and sang with Mom today, suggested a tuner named Bill Ryder.”

Build on strengths:
One article said meaningful activities, like music- and in Roberta's case, piano playing and leaf gathering may help prevent wandering and agitation. Unfortunately, we slowly see more anxiety and confusion with Mom. We have found and removed about five negative handwritten notes that Roberta has recently taped to her house. The notes seem to focus on me not wanting her to live here. Her notes say, “She hates me. Never, never, never go over to that house.” I decided to write a personal love and appreciation note, taped it to her bedroom mirror.
The note said “Roberta, I love you very much. Mark and I love that you are living here! You help us so much around the house and helps us so much!” I asked Roberta to read the letter while I was at her house. She read the note aloud. She paused for a moment, and then we hugged. Roberta said she would read my letter every day. We taped the note on her mirror. 

Cherish the Memories:
So far, it has been an enjoyable experience to have my mother-in-law live with us. The following are stories that have happened since Roberta moved in with us. I cherish these memories! 

Chapter 1 
Family support
March, year one - The family has set up a plan. For instance, Roberta’s daughter Laura arranges all of Mom’s appointments. I appreciate this tremendously because I do not have to worry about her daily schedule or dates. Mom had her first dentist appointment in years. Unfortunately, she ended up having thirteen cavities.  After this first appointment, Laura scheduled five more dental appointments to fix the decay. The first of these dental appointments to fill the holes in her teeth was today.
When I came home from work today, I asked Mom, “Would you like a glass of wine?” She said, “I would love to have one!” I poured Mom a glass of red wine. I mixed the merlot with 7Up and added ice, just the way Mom likes it. As she started drinking, the wine began to dribble out the side of her mouth. The red wine trickled down her neck and onto her shirt. I looked at her in dismay as she put her hand to her mouth, trying to stop the dripping wet wine. She said, “Oh, my mouth is so numb! I have no idea why my mouth is numb! “I quickly realized that her dental appointments had started. 
A week later, after another dental appointment that I was aware of, I asked mom how her dental checkup went. She was very proud and said, “It went great, and I did not have any cavities!”  Our son, Michael, asked his Grandma Roberta how her dentist appointment went at our evening dinner. She proudly announced, “It was a good visit, and I am cavity-free!” 
After the third dental appointment, Mom said, “My mouth is a little sore.” I had worked all day and was unaware of this dental meeting, so I asked, “Why do you think your mouth hurts, Roberta?” She answered, “I don’t know why it aches. I didn’t do anything today to make it sore.” I told Mark about his mothers’ mouth discomfort, and he informed me about her dental appointment. We were surprised that she did not remember going to the dentist.
March - Mark told his mom, “Mom, Laura says you have a doctor’s appointment tomorrow.”  Mom said, “What kind of meeting is it?” Mark said, “What kind of Doctor is Dr. Gibb?” Mom answered, “A dentist,” Mark said, “Well, then you have a dentist appointment.” The appointment was a follow-up to an eye surgery she had had six months ago. Laura had explained all this to her earlier in the day.
April- Mom said she was having her second cataract eye surgery Thursday at 7:00 am. She went on to say that Laura was going to pick her up Wednesday evening and have her spend the night. I did not question this since I knew her cataract surgery was coming up, and I left the organization of Mom’s schedule up to Laura and Mark. Mom even showed me the time and date of the appointment on her calendar. She writes every detail on her calendar, so I had no reason to doubt the meeting. 
I made sure she had clean clothes packed, and she arranged Sammy Dog care with us. Michael was excited that we would get to have Sammy at our house for the week. Mark was curious about the eye surgery since he had talked with Laura earlier, and she did not mention anything about it. I emailed Laura to confirm the pickup time and then went about my day. After work, I checked my messages from Laura. She said, “Mom’s surgery is not for another month.”  Mom and I unpacked her bags that night as if nothing ever happened.

May 2016- Mom had her second cataract surgery today. She used to tell us: 
“I can see great out of my one good eye.” After having the first surgery, her excellent eye became her weak eye. 

Chapter 2
Move your loved one sooner than later
Recently we remodeled a shop and attached an RV garage in the backyard of our house to make Roberta a home of her own close to us. We added a functional deck and a cute fence around her yard. The comfortable cottage is perfect for her and her little dog Sammy. I am so thankful that she can have her space yet still live within thirty feet of us. There is a walkway between our homes, so it is a perfect path for her to follow. 
Mark and I were preparing dinner, and Mom was sitting at the counter talking to us about the old family pictures she has been going through. Suddenly she asked, “So when do I move back up the hill so you can rent your little house out?”  Mark and I were both shocked at Roberta’s question. Mark said, “Mom, you are not moving back up the hill because the house is completely cleaned out. There is nothing left in the house. You can go up there and see it if you want.” 
Mom said, “I thought you just said you needed to rent out your little rental house that I am living in right now.” Mark and I looked at each other, both thinking the same thing. Mark said, “Mom, we did not just say we needed to rent it out.” Roberta said,” Oh, I thought you just said you needed to rent it out.” I added, while pointing to our little back house, “That is your house, Roberta; it is where you live. We do not need to rent it out. It is your house now.”  Roberta said, “Oh, okay, so I’m not moving back up to the ranch?” Mark said, “No, Mom, you cannot afford the payments on the ranch, so we need to sell it. The good thing is that you will have enough money to live on after it sells.” 
Mom replied sweetly, “I was starting to get lonely up on the ranch all day by myself. It is nice to live in town. Julie takes me to play the piano at Timber Ridge, the old folk's home (Senior Living Home), and I get to see all the grandkids. I just can’t believe that Dad talked me into signing the papers to put all my retirement into gold.” 
Mom lost over 60% of her retirement savings of thirty years to an investment Dad made in gold coins. Unfortunately, He bought the gold a gold shark company at the height of the market, and it lost its value over the last couple of years. Mom needs the cash to pay her mortgage and bills, so we had to sell the gold at a one-half loss. The other investment that went bad was Mark’s Dad taking a second mortgage out on the ranch and buying commercial property near a ski resort in Idaho. Dad had good intentions, and it sounded like a worthwhile investment until the ski resort closed. Now the commercial property sits almost empty, and Mom owes a monthly payment on the ranch mortgage. Her loan on the ranch was refinanced to an” interest-only” loan, so it is affordable for now. Roberta’s children are trying to sell the Idaho property, but the market has plummeted. Mom and Dad bought the Idaho property for $350,000, and recently we received an offer for $60,000. The family needs the money to pay the mortgage on the estate, so we cannot sell it for such a loss. Mom is spending her small social security retirement check on the ranch mortgage and her bills. 
Mark explained all this financial information to mom again. She wants to understand her finances and is extremely interested in the details; she just cannot remember that we are forced to sell the ranch on the hill to get her out of debt. This sale is complex for the entire family. The family includes her twenty-eight grandchildren under the age of twenty-three and her six children. We all have an emotional attachment to Mom and Dad’s property since it has been in the family for over half a century. Mom’s children and grandchildren have, however, chosen not to buy the home. No one wants to live up on the hill or deal with the responsibilities and liabilities of renting it out. 
We all agree that the family simply needs to sell Mom’s land and house. 
After Mom lived in our home for five months, we decided that Mom could live a little more independently. Mark and I care for her every physical need, and our family eats at least one meal a day with her. When Roberta first moved in with us, we were worried that she might walk away from our house and get lost. We bought her a name bracelet and put an ID tag on her dog, Sammy. The ID tag had our emergency number and both her and Sammy’s name. We also considered getting a tracker system on our phones, Sammy dog, and Roberta’s shoes. We investigated camera systems for the house and alert arrangements on our smartphones for when the house door opened. Thankfully, so far, Roberta has never tried to flee. We are easing up a bit about her getting lost when we are away working or not home for the day.
June 2013. Mom has been living in our remodeled back house for the last eight months. About four months into living with us, she stopped asking when she moved back up the hill to her home.
 Roberta and her extended family lived on Fickle Hill for over fifty years. If you can imagine, back in 1952, Roberta’s parents bought 280 acres of land upon Fickle Hill for $15,000! That is about $54 per acre back in the day. When Lou and Roberta got married, her parents gave them twelve acres to build a home on. Lou and Roberta built a lovely home close to her extended family's homes. The house Lou and Roberta built was the dwelling where she lived for the last twenty years. It was extraordinary how the family all lived upon the hill together. Siblings, parents, cousins, aunts, uncles, and grandparents all had residences on the 280 acres. My husband, Mark, remembers that the extended family had a baseball field and played the game together regularly when he was a child. They also had a volleyball court, basketball court, and land to explore and hike together. They raised milk cows, beef steers, chickens, rabbits, horses, and a donkey. The cousins went from home to home, staying with family. Cousins ate together daily and remained at each other's houses after school. The Grandparents helped babysit the fourteen cousins daily. 
May- While cleaning Mom’s house today, I was putting dishes away that she left on her counter. Mom had a travel coffee mug and the mug top sitting next to the mug on the counter. I put the lid on the cup and noticed something extraordinary. The coffee mug top was black and round but was a kitchen sink drain stopper. It fit perfectly on the mug! As I put the plug back in the sink, laying in the sink disposal opening was the coffee mug lid. It almost worked perfectly as a drain plug except that it had an opening for drinking.
June 2013- When Mom is out with Laura or one of the other girls, Mark and I often go over to her house to clean. We secretly bring our vacuum from our home and clean her carpets and floors. Mom thinks she cleans her floor surfaces with vacuum, but we do not have the heart to tell her that it is not sucking and is not working.  We take out all the trash bags, which mom uses instead of her trashcans. The new cute trashcan I bought her is out on the back deck catching rainwater for washing her hair.
While cleaning, we also straighten up piles of books and papers. A new stack we noticed collecting was newspapers. Roberta must get the original documents out of the recycling cans at our house and bring them over to her home to read. The paper heap was about five inches thick. Hesitantly, I throw the newspapers away and just leave a small stack. Yesterday mom and I talked about cleaning windows, and she said newspapers worked well to clean them. I said we had newspapers in our recycle bin if she wanted to use them. Mom said, “Newspaper? I did not even know we had newspapers!”
June 2013, it turns out that Mom spends part of her day sitting out in her backyard. This afternoon I went over to mom’s house and could not find her. At first, I thought she was walking, Sammy. Later I went to check on her and still could not find her. Mark and I quickly started looking around the neighborhood. I decided to look for Mom in her garage, but I happened to see Sammy by her back door and went to the backyard. Mom was lying on a blanket on the grass behind the house. She seemed cold and confused. She fell asleep outside. I quickly invited her over to dinner at my house. She got off the blanket, said, “I feel cold.”  We quickly put a sweater on her and went over to our home. We warmed her up with blankets, hot food, and fire.
After dinner around dusk, Mark went over to Mom’s house to check on her. He could not find her again. He went to the backyard and, once again, she was lying on the ground under the blanket. It was cold, and dew drops were covering the ground, thankfully mom was wearing a jacket. She did not seem to realize that she was getting wet. Mark said, “Mom, it is starting to rain. Come inside.” She stood up and went inside. Mark brought her damp blanket, moist Bible, and the saturated card table into the house. 
I went to Mom’s house, which is in our backyard, and put all her groceries and household items away. I entered the bathroom to put new shampoo in the shower stall. The old empty bottle was in the shower, and I brought it out to throw away. Mom took it from my hand and shook it to see if it was empty. There was a little soap water sloshing in the bottom of the bottle. She adamantly said,” I added water to make it go further and to get all the shampoo off the sides of the container. I will just keep it and finish it up.” I said hesitantly with a smile, “Ok.” And put it back in the shower.
 I then went over to the kitchen and put the new bottle of dish soap under the counter. I found a large empty bottle of dish soap under the sink. It was a bottle from my house that I had given to her a month ago. At the bottom of the bottle was a little water with thin bubbles. Mom said. “I put water in it to make sure I got all the soap out. I do not like to waste anything, you know.” I said, “Oh, that is good. It looks like it is empty. I will take it to my house to recycle it if that is ok.” Mom said, “I hate to waste, so I’ll keep it and finish it up.” I said, “Sure.”
Besides taking care of Sammy Dog, Roberta keeps herself busy working in the yard and cleaning my house. She comes over to my house to sweep, vacuum, clean windows, and empty the dishwasher. I love the extra help, and she loves staying busy. We usually spend a couple of hours together each evening while having dinner together. I always send lunch home with her for the next day, so I am confident she has food. Her tiny house has a beautiful kitchen that we keep stocked with convenience foods, fruit, cheese, yogurts, nutrition drinks, milk, and cereal. 
While putting new milk and food in mom’s refrigerator and taking out perished items, an open, expired carton of milk was in the door. I took out the container to throw away. Mom quickly said,” it is still good. The milk lasts much longer than the date on the carton. I smelled it and found it was fine.” Mom was right. I said, “Ok,” and put the container back in her refrigerator. Mom has a fantastic way of not wasting anything.

Chapter 3
Never argue with a person with Alzheimer’s disease. You will not win.
March- Mom wanted to make a rice pack, heat it up in the microwave, and put it around her shoulders. I offered my microwaveable heat pack, but she insisted on making a rice sock. I bought Roberta rice, and we found a tube sock to fill with rice. I knotted the hose, and we warmed it up in the microwave. Later in the evening, Mom heated the rice sock back up in the microwave. She turned it on for a couple of minutes and left the kitchen. I was doing dishes, my hands covered in soapsuds. Suddenly I heard a popping sound.
 As the crackles became louder, I rapidly looked around for the source of the noise. My eyes and mouth opened in horror as I noticed a fire blazing in the microwave. One of my son’s friends saw the fiery light, the fear on my face, and the suds covering my hands. He came running into the kitchen, opened the microwave, and somehow grabbed the flaming rice sock. He threw it into the kitchen sink. We quickly extinguished the flame with water. 
When examining the burnt rice sock, we noticed a metal twist tie had replaced the knot holding the foot covering closed. I have no idea why Roberta felt the need to take the knot out and put a metal twist tie in its place. I tried to explain that metal cannot go in the microwave. She did not seem to know how the twist tie got on the rice pack. 
Mom’s favorite vacuum has not been working for years, but it still makes noise, so she continues to use it. The belt no longer turns the brush, and it picks up very little dirt.  Mark and Michael spent about an hour at Roberta’s house trying to fix her vacuum belt system. They even looked online to learn how to repair this type of vacuum. Finally, they gave up and decided it was time to either professionally fix the vacuum or throw it away. After the guys had resigned because they could not fix it, Roberta spent two more hours working on her broken machine. She suddenly ran over to our house, burst into our kitchen, and said, “I fixed the belt on my vacuum!” She was incredibly proud of herself. We were all amazed yet perplexed. 
The next day Mom brought her vacuum over to my house to help clean. Mark and I have a brand-new vacuum, but mom prefers to use her own. While she was in another room doing something, I offered to finish cleaning the dining area. My son Michael came into the dining room with me. I whispered to him to look under the vacuum as I tipped it up and see if the brush was spinning. He looked under the vacuum and slowly shook his head, and whispered, “No.”  I appreciate and love Mom’s help with house cleaning; I only wish that her vacuum sucked up the dirt.  
April 2016- When Mark came home, Mom was washing the inside of the windows. Mark noticed that something was smearing on the window. Mark suggested using the newspaper to help wipe the smudge off the windows. He then looked at what she was spraying on the windows. It was the furniture fabric cleaner. 
November 2017 – For months, Mom has is concerned about spicey food. She now tells me that spicy food upsets her stomach. Mom refuses to eat my homemade chili and other tomato-based spicy foods. She returns food to us, such as Spaghetti and sandwiches with any type of sause.
Feeling concerned about mom’s stomach, I wrote a menu of the foods Mom likes and can tolerate. We taped it on our kitchen cabinet. The list included: no onion, no mustard, no vinegar, and no hot spices.
During the 2017 World Series, a fast-food restaurant offered free tacos if one team stole a base. The baseball team did take a base, so Kim, Mom, and I decided to go to the restaurant to get the free tacos. We ordered food on top of our three free tacos. At the restaurant, I tasted the cheese quesadilla that Mom ordered and found that it had a spicy sauce on it. I said, “Roberta, this has a spicy sauce and may not agree with your stomach.” Mom said, “I have never had trouble with spicy foods. I love spicy food.” She proceeded to eat the entire quesadilla. Kim and I looked at each other in complete confusion. 
November 2017 – Mom has a pair of shoes that belonged to her daughter Janine. Mom, however, insists that the shoes belonged to her grandchild, named Journee. Mom loves Journee and takes pride in wearing Journee’s shoes. Mom showed her favorite shoes to Kim and said that they were wearing out. Kim looked at the pumps and saw that there were holes in the shoe's soles and that mom had put paper towels inside to cover up the holes. Kim decided to take mom to the store to buy insoles. 
2015- Mom wore Journee’s shoes over to our house when she came over for dinner. She left the shoe under a stool by the counter. Unfortunately, I did not notice her shoes. I was surprised to see Mom walk thirty feet to her home in her socks, but I figured she did not wear shoes when she came over. The next day Mom was visiting with her daughter Janine. She told Janine that she could not find Journee’s shoes, and she thought that I took them. Mom felt that I took the shoes because I was concerned about the holes.
When I got home from work, I cleaned up the kitchen and noticed Mom’s shoes under a stool. I took the shoes, put them in a bag, and placed them by the back door. As I was looking out the window, I noticed that Mom was walking her dog Curley. I took the bag of shoes and brought them out to her. I told her, “I found your shoes under a stool at our house.” Mom said, “I have been looking for these all day.” I apologized for not getting the shoes back to her sooner. 
Mom, carrying the bag of shoes, walked to the side of the house where Mark was charging our truck battery. Mom stopped at the truck and said, “I have been looking for Journee’s shoes, and I can’t find them.” Mark said, “Where did you last wear them, Mom?” Mom answered, “I have looked all over my house, and I just don’t know where the shoes are.” Mark said, “Well, could the shoes be at our house? Why don’t you come over and look for them?” Mom and Mark walked over to our house. Mark explained to me that Mom was looking for her shoes. I said, “The shoes are in the bag Mom is carrying.” Mom immediately realized that she was carrying her shoes and said, “I was looking for my shoes, but here they are in the bag!’ 

Chapter 5
Get a little lap dog for your loved one with Alzheimer’s.
Check the dog out carefully,
Not a jumper
Submissive
Not a digger
Lightweight
Healthy
Roberta is careful to walk Sammy dog in the same direction around the block each day. She says, “I don’t want Sammy to get confused or lost, so I take him on the same walk every day.” Roberta also writes everything she does on her calendar. Among other things, she keeps a daily list of her Sammy dog walks, who visits her, when she changes her sheets, when Sammy gets bathed, and when she takes a shower.
April- Yesterday, for unknown reasons, the Chocolate Krispy cereal was on the floor next to the dog bowl. I put the cereal box away in the pantry. Tonight, at dinner, Michael poured a bowl of cereal. He asked, “Why is dog food mixed in with the cereal?”  Mom was sitting at the dinner table with us and said, “What, the dog food is in the cereal? That’s strange.” While looking for the container, we saw a mix of dog food and chocolate Krispies. I think Sammy has been eating chocolate kibbles. 
May 2014- While I was cleaning Mom’s house, I noticed two old sandwich baggies of dirt in the window seal. Tonight, when Roberta came to our house for dinner, she had another old baggie of dirt. I asked, “What are the baggies of dirt for?”  She said, “They are to put Sammy poop in.”  I asked, “Why do you put Sammy poop in a bag of dirt?” She said, “It is easier to get rid of the poop that way.” I asked, “Why?” Mom said, “The dirt coats the poop when I put the poop in the bag and shake it up. This way, the poop dumps out easier and does not stick to the sides of the bag. Then I can reuse the bag.”
June 2014 - Poop baggies are starting to appear all over the house. Mom has about five baggies on the newly painted white windowsill in her home. The dirt’s fine powder is seeping out of the ancient plastic bags and is coating the windowsill. The Baggies are also showing up in our house. She keeps them in my planter box on the back deck and on the windowsill in our dining area. The other day Mark asked, “What is this baggie of dirt doing on the dining table?”
Oct 2013- Sammy dog is looking more substantial than ever; His hair is getting thick and long, making him appear that he is gaining weight. Mark jokingly commented to Roberta that Sammy looked like he was getting fatter and should go on a diet. We weighed Sammy, and indeed he had gained a few pounds. 
Roberta takes Sammy’s health incredibly seriously. Since he is mom’s baby, she did not forget Mark’s comment. Each day for two weeks, mom mentioned the remark to me. She takes such pride in taking care of Sammy, and she took the comment personally. She said, “Do you think Sammy is gaining weight? Mark thinks he is looking heavy and should go on a diet.” Daily, for over two weeks, I had to convince her that it is just Sammy’s long hair and that he is extremely healthy, happy, and loved. I asked Mark not to bring up Sammy’s weight again. We are, however, cutting back a little on Sammy’s food.
Roberta and Sammy Dog came over for dinner as they do every day. I asked Roberta if I could trim Sammy’s hair around his eyes. She had cleaned his weeping cherry eye about four times before I cut his hair. Within about one minute, I started to cut his hair. Mom said, “I just cleaned Sammy’s eye last week, so it should be good.”
February 2014- Mom and I went to the Vet for Sammy Dogs annual checkup. We asked the Vet about his “Cherry Eye,” a gland in the corner of his eye that popped out years ago. The Veterinarian said, “I am concerned about Sammy’s eye because it appeared he was going blind due to the gland rubbing against his cornea all day.” The Vet shined her light in his eye to show us the black spots on his pupil. Mom said, “I clean out the goop in his eye almost every day, or it hardens.” The Dr. said, “It is good that you take care of Sammy’s eye, but my biggest concern is the black spots covering his pupil. It is causing blindness.” Mom said, “Poor Sammy, I just cleaned his eye today, and I wash it almost every day.” The Vet looked at me and then shined her light in Sammy’s eye again to evaluate his reaction to the illumination. She also quickly moved her finger close to his eye to see if he reacted to the movement. 
The Vet said. “What I am talking about, and most concerned about, is the cornea and how the gland is rubbing against it all day. It is irritating Sammy’s cornea, and black spots are covering the pupil. It is like he is wearing a pair of very dark glasses all day.”  Mom said, “Oh, that is not good. See how the goop gets around his eye? It is already collecting again, and I just cleaned it before our appointment.”  
April 2014. Roberta must have left Sammy Dog at our house today. When I arrived home from work, Sammy was sitting in the living room. For Roberta to being without Sammy is very unusual since Sammy Dog goes everywhere with her. I thought Roberta might be taking a walk around the neighborhood, but after a few minutes, she never showed up. I was about to look for mom when suddenly she showed up at our back door. I was surprised that mom was not worried about her separation from Sammy. She did not seem to notice that he had been missing. 
 	2014 Sammy Dog is with Roberta all day and night. Roberta creates her daily schedule around Sammy’s needs. She often says, “I always walk the same way around the neighborhood, so Sammy does not get lost.” Knowing Sammy is with Robert gives the family great comfort. In the event they get lost, we bought Sammy a collar tag that reads, “Sammy and Roberta.” We printed our phone numbers under their names. We considered buying a GPS application so that we can view her walking route on our cell phones. This way, we can always see where she and Sammy are and if they are ever off the usual path. It may be time to make this purchase. 
June 2014 Poor Sammy Dog died. The family and Sammy were sitting on the front porch having dinner and Sammy was not on his leash. A car was driving by, and Sammy took off after it. He ran off so fast that we could not catch him. Sammy sprinted after the car, barking with delight. Within seconds Sammy was under the car and the car ran over him with the back tire. Sammy let out a yelp and then thankfully died instantly. We frantically called the extended family, and everyone came over that night for Sammy’s funeral in our backyard. All of Roberta’s children and over twenty of her grandchildren were present. We need to get mom a new companion dog as soon as possible.
June 2014, the week Sammy died, we went to the Humane Society to find a new dog. The organization requires an interview with the person adopting the pet. Mom did well during her interview. She repeated at least three times that she lived on a farm and raised animals. She passed the interview, and we got a new miniature poodle. For the next two weeks, as I explained to the family how well Mom interviewed, she told a multitude of farm stories to the family. She said humane society accepted her because of her experiences on the farm. Each day she had a new farm story that she insisted that she told the humane society. 
June 2014. Roberta’s new little dog’s name was Denny at the shelter. My boys wanted to call him Benny instead of Denny. On the way home from the shelter, Benny cuddled in Roberta’s arms for the entire drive. Together we thought Cuddles would be a perfect name for the dog. I put a post on Facebook about our new dog, “Cuddles.” We called the dog Cuddles for two days, but Mom could not remember his name, so we changed it to Curley since he is a Curley, little poodle. 
Mom liked the name Curley, and the visual of his Curley hair made it easier to remember. After two days of calling the dog Curley, Mom was having a challenging time remembering the name.  Mom continually called the new dog Sammy so she asked, “Would it ok to just call the new dog Sammy?” We said, “Sure, that would be fine.” I let the extended family know that Curley’s name was now Sammy. Everyone agreed that the name Sammy would be easy for Mom to remember. 
The next day I asked “Mom. Do you like calling the new dog Sammy?” Mom replied, “I could never call him Sammy because it makes me think about Sammy.” Perplexed, I made an executive decision to call the new dog Curley. The poor dog must be more confused than all of us. Mom continues to call Curley Sammy most days while the rest of us called him Curley. Thankfully, the new dog comes running no matter what we call him. 
Roberta and I bathe Curley Dog in Roberta’s kitchen sink each week. We make it a big production as we washed him together and then wrap him in a towel like a baby. Roberta holds him and soothes him. We then bring him out to the deck to shake. His shampoo sits on her kitchen counter all week long. This week we gave him his bath, and Roberta asked, “Is this his first bath?” “Have we ever given him a bath before?”
Aug. 2014, Curley Dog had his first grooming appointment today. Roberta and I dropped him off at 9:30am. The groomers told us to pick him up at 2:00pm. Roberta and I then went out to breakfast and then visited the family. She asked me six times, in 30 minutes, what time we were supposed to pick Curley up. We picked up Curley Dog at 2:00 and then came home and spent time with Roberta’s twin grandchildren who were visiting my home. Curley had not eaten all day. He seemed hungry and was begging for food. 
Roberta noticed Curley seemed hungry and said she would take him home to eat. She left with the dog but then walked him around the block. She came back to my house with Curley and told me about her walk. Curley continued to seem hungry. Roberta said, “He must be hungry. I should feed him.” She left without the dog but then returned. Again, Curley begged for food, and Roberta mentioned that she should bring him home to eat. She took him to her house but then returned within two minutes with Curley. Curley continued to beg and whine. I gave him two pieces of bread. 
Oct 2014. Today I worked from home. I needed to focus on my teaching job and special education students. I had to write four Individualized Educational Plans (IEPs.) I was short on time and did not have it in my schedule to hang out with mom. 
 Mom came over midday and had Curley Dog’s empty dog food container. A couple of months ago, we put Curley dog’s food in Roberta’s garage in a bin. We labeled the bin in big black letters, “Dog Food,” for easier access for Roberta. When she came over, I said, “Are you sure there is not dog food left in the bin in your garage.” Mom said, “I’ll check again, but it is empty.” 
Later I went over to Mom’s house to get her for dinner. When I went into her room, she was crying. I said, “Roberta, what’s wrong?” She said, “What you said to me about Curley’s food upset me.” I said, “Oh my goodness, what did I say?” She said, “You were upset about me saying his dog food was out.” I said, “I am so sorry, Roberta. I would never want you to feel that I was mad or upset with you. We need to get Curley more dog food; I just was unsure if there was dogfood left in the garage. I am sorry.” Roberta said, “It is hard when I am alone all day. My mind dwells on things that should not matter. I know you were not mad at me. it. It does not matter anymore now that we talked.” We embraced and said that loved each other. 




Chapter 6
Encourage Independence
April Clocks- Roberta has a mind-challenging goal to set all the clocks in her house down to the second. Her timepieces include the microwave, oven, wall, and digital clocks. She spent two hours setting the clocks, and she was indeed able to set them precisely. She invited us over to watch the clocks all turn to the next hour at the same time. We praise her accomplishment, and she replied with a smile, “If you don’t use your mind, you lose it.” 
The following week I came home from work, and Roberta proudly announces that she had set all the clocks in my house to the exact time within seconds. We watched, and sure enough, they all turned over at the same second. She had spent hours accomplishing this task. The adult siblings discussed how to unplug Mom's stove since she had filled the house with smoke a couple of times. I agree, but I just do not have the heart since she engages her brain timing the clocks so often.
April, Kim came home from work and was hungry, so she went to grab a bowl. To her surprise, when she opened the bowl cabinet, sitting inside the shelf was a bowl filled with dry cereal.
April- We were missing two of our three cutting boards. Mark asked Mom if she knew where they were. She said that she did not. Later in the week, Mark found a cutting board on the printer. The other one has not been located yet. 
April- We were missing about five travel coffee mugs. I use one each day for work, so I wanted to find one. We had either lids or cups, but none that matched each other. I asked Roberta if she had any of the travel cups or tops at her house. She went to check but came back with the answer, “No, I don’t see any cups or lids at my house.” The next day there were four travel mugs with matching tops on my kitchen counter.
April- At a monthly sibling meeting, I shared that mom asked me for a pan to heat up tortillas, which I gave her. I went on, I did not know how to tell her “No” since she rarely asks for anything. Later that week, I went to Roberta’s house which she had filled with a haze of smoke! I ran around quickly, putting the smokey pan in the sink, and opening all the windows and doors. She was standing at the stove, oblivious to the fog as I was rushing around her house. When I came to the kitchen, she said, “I worked all day on the stove and finally learned how to turn the stovetop off.”  She explained the procedure to me in detail and was correct. She seemed unaware of the smoke and burning smell. I set the oven on “lock” and secretly took her tortilla pan away. 
April- Roberta has been telling me recently that she likes the old round clotheslines on a pole. She has a dryer at my house and her house, but she often prefers to dry her clothes outside her private deck. I usually try to wash and dry her clothing, but today, when I came home from work, Mom was excited and proud to show me her new clothesline. She took me outside, and there, facing the street, all over on my deck, planters and lattice were a couple of loads of clothes drying. I immediately looked online to order her a clothesline to put at her house. 
April 2013- Today was Kimberlie’s 23rd birthday. I bought her a boxed strawberry cake that I planned to make in the evening. As I walked into the house after work, it was a delicious-smelling home. Mom had spent the day reading directions, figuring out the stove, finding needed ingredients, and locating hidden cake pans in the back of the cabinet. She surprised us all and made the birthday cake. I was curious how it would taste because the flour container was out on the kitchen counter. I was not sure what ingredients she had put in the boxed cake mix.
Another problem I considered was that we were out of oil. As we cut the beautifully frosted cake and took a mouthwatering bit, we all realized it was one of the best-tasting cakes ever. Later we found out that mom had replaced the missing oil with coconut oil. The texture was perfect, and the taste exquisite. 
April- Yesterday I bought the boys Hummus and chips as a surprise. After shopping, Roberta helped me put away the groceries. Tonight, Michael opened the refrigerator and asked, “Where is the Hummus Mom?” Becoming suspicious that it was not in the fridge or on the counter, I told him to look in the pantry. Sure enough, there it was. The Hummus had been in the cabinet all night. Thinking it may have spoiled. Michael refused to eat it. 
April- Writing a birthday card for my little sister Sarah, I asked each family member to jot down a quick note. Roberta wrote a sweet sentiment saying: “Happy Birthday, Sarah! Feliz Navidad! (En Espanol) Love, Roberta”
April- Birthday dates: Today, Mark went into Mom's house and noticed that she had all the family birthdays written down on a piece of paper. He then saw on the counter that she had not only one page of family birthdays, but three pages of the same birthdays written on three different pieces of paper.
April- Mom is so sweet. She usually empties our dishwasher every day. We appreciate this! We noticed, however, that our silverware container was missing forks and knives. As we looked in the kitchen drawers, we found that mom put the utensils were put away in an obscure drawer. 
April 2013- I worked in Roberta’s tiny yard, trying to manicure it with fresh bark and new plants. I bought bags of bark and needed to open them with scissors. I asked Roberta if she had a pair of scissors. She said, “I have a lot of scissors, and they have different colored handles.” She brought me out orange-handled scissors. The thought crossed my mind that I also had scissors with assorted color handles organized in my kitchen drawers. Sure enough, when I looked in my scissor drawer at home, all the scissors were missing. 
Today Mom and I worked in the yard together. It is so lovely to have a mother-in-law to work in the garden with. We planted tomatoes and flowers and laid wood bark in her cozy backyard bed area. We also fertilized all the plants in our larger garden. Mom watered the plants. I asked her. “Is this what it is like to have a mother?” She replied, “Yes.” I told her I had never had a mother to help me in the yard since mine died when I was young. We hugged and shared a lovely afternoon.
May 2013 - About a week ago, I gave mom a six-pack of Toilet Paper. As I entered her bathroom to clean, all the T.P. was gone. There was even an empty roll on the holder. Roberta had packed her trashcan full of little toilet paper balls. I had to unstuff the crammed trashcan by hand. I am not sure what she was doing with all those toilet paper balls or how long she had been out.
April- Michael and I came home to an empty house after track practice. We heard a loud whistle sound as we walked into the kitchen. The teapot was on a stove burner, which was on high. Steam was pouring out of the pot. The cabinets and microwave were dripping condensation. I do not drink tea, but mom does. Roberta must have come over, turned the teapot on to make a cup of tea, and then went back to her house. I have no idea how long the water was boiling. 
May 2013- Mom and I worked in her yard on the weekends for the last month. It has been rewarding and fun to garden with her. As we pulled weeds, Roberta asked, “What should I do with the weeds I pull?” Pointing, I told her, “Just throw them on that huge weed pile in the corner of our yard.”  Together we walked to the mound and emptied the green waste on it. We then continued picking weeds. Within five minutes, she asked, “What should I do with the weeds?”  At least five more times, I told her to throw the weeds on the corner green waste pile. As we continued to pull the unwanted plant, she continued to ask me what to do with the waste. 
The next day mom and I were talking and admiring the lovely job we did in the yard. She mentioned that there was a pile of weeds that she put in a trash bag and wondered what should be with them. I walked her over to our enormous yard weed pile, and we emptied the bag together. In the late afternoon, I was looking out my kitchen window into the backyard. Out at the weed pile in the yard was mom with a hose. She was watering our weeds! 
Grandma Davis’s books
Timber Ridge on the wrong day after Mark had reviewed the schedule. 
June 2013, Mom told me after church today, “Natalie sat with me at church today. There was a boy I did not know sitting next to her.” The boy was Josh, Natalie’s boyfriend, who sits next to Mom most Sunday at church.
June 2013, “Sounds good, I’ve just never heard of it before.” -Fish tacos. We had just had them for dinner the night before at a Father’s Day party with the Lukens. 
June 25, 2013, I had been food shopping, and mom came over to the house and asked, “Is there anything I can help you with?”  I said, “Sure, you can help me bring groceries in from the car.” Mom said, “Ok, I’d be happy to do that,” We went outside to the driveway, and Mom said, “Laurie, your car door is open.” I said, “Yeah, groceries are in the car, and we were bringing them in, so I didn’t close the car door.”  Mom said, “Oh, I was wondering why the car door was opened.”  I grabbed a couple of bags out of the car as mom was next to me. Suddenly her little dog (or should I say baby) got out of the house and ran across the yard. Roberta immediately started chasing him. After catching Sammy dog, Mom brought him into the house. She came up to me in the kitchen as a multitude of bags were on the kitchen counter. I was putting away groceries when Mom said, “Is there anything I can help you with?” I said, “Yes, you can help me get groceries out of the car.” She replied, “Ok, I’d be happy to do that.” Together we walked out to the car. 
June 2013, Old pictures of the family. Today we worked for hours on organizing old family pictures. Mom has been working on this project since she moved in with us eight months ago. We have spent hours looking at the same pictures over and over. Mom always says, “I am the only one in the family who remembers who is in the photos. My sister Becky was only five years old, and my brother Dean did not care.”  One of the fascinating stories Roberta has told me was about Grandma Elisabeth’s sister. The latter died in childbirth with her sixth child. Grandma Elisabeth’s mother then took care of the six children, her grandchildren, along with thirteen of her own children! During our conversation, Roberta told me to label pictures of our kids, or no one will know who is in the photos when we die. 
June 2013, Mom says, “I can remember the name of my childhood dog “Rags,” but I can’t remember what happened yesterday.” 
June 2013, Mom misses the outdoor lounge chair that her Great Aunt May laid on when she had heart disease. Mom was only ten when this aunt came to live with her family. Roberta’s Great Aunt May was her father’s mother’s sister. Roberta’s paternal grandmother was Elizabeth Holmes, also known as Grandma H., and Aunt May was Elizabeth’s sister. Grandma H. had always lived with or near Roberta’s family. Mom told me often, “Aunt May was a teacher. I would sit on the lounge chair with Aunt May. She taught me to read before I went to first grade. We would roll the lounge chair around the deck to the perfect spot that Aunt wanted that day. Neither of Aunt May’s two daughters-in-law wanted her to live with them, so she lived with her sister Elizabeth who was my father’s mother.”   
After we had moved Roberta down to our house, she mentioned the lounge chair many times. She said it was falling apart a little but had a new cushion on it. After realizing we discarded something sentimental to mom, I asked her how old the outdoor lounge chair was. She smiled and said she was only ten years old when her family bought it. The rusted lounge chair was over 60 years old! 
July 2013 Mom is persistent, indeed. She was able to get her lawn edger started after 2 hours of trying. Mom edged and mowed her entire lawn with it.
Roberta has planted ten dead rose clippings around her yard and in pots on the deck. Mom said she was trying to get them to root and grow. The incredible thing is that four of the clippings sprouted. She potted the cuttings in the dirt, and they rooted. The new little bushes have rose buds developing and they look healthy.
July 2013, Roberta took the cute blue couch throw pillow I bought her out to the backyard. She was attempting to figure out what the hose roller apparatus was. When I entered her yard to look for her, the pillow was on the flat top part of the hose wheel. She had been attempting to sit on the hose roller with the pad. She thought it was an unusual type of chair. When Roberta saw me, she pointed to the hose gear and said, “I can’t figure out what this thing is.” I took it out of her yard and put it in the garage.
July 2013, my family was coming to visit for two days. I told Roberta this information at least a week ahead of time. I mentioned it almost daily since Kim and Michael were going to sleep in mom’s house while we had a guest staying in our home and needed to use the kid’s rooms.
 	My father and stepmom had given us ideas when we were building our rental, where Roberta lives, so I wanted them to see her place. Roberta said it was okay to show them. The day my dad and his family arrived; we went over to Roberta’s house. She played the piano for us, and we all sang. We visited for about a half-hour in her home while my dad and Jean admired her house.
 	The next day, after my father and his family left town, I had not seen Roberta for the day. When she finally came over, I asked her what she had been doing all day. She said, “I have been cleaning. I swept and mopped. I cleaned the bathroom and even cleaned out the cabinets because you said you might show your dad my house. Does your family want to come over and see my place?
 The next day Mark went over to visit Mom at her house. He asked her what she had been doing all day. She said, “I cleaned all day so that I can show my house to your guest.”
July 2013- Michael and Mom weighed themselves. Mom weighed 109.2. Mom and I discussed her weight, and she said it was a good weight for her. Michael did not hear what Roberta weighed, so less than ten seconds later, he asked, “Grandma, how much do you weigh?” Mom said, “Oh, let me see.”  She got back on the scale and said, “I weigh 109.2.”
Sept. 2013- Michael asked if we had any new syrup since only a tiny amount of an old bottle was in the pantry. His Grandma Roberta said, “I used to make my syrup when my kids were little. I will go look at my house. I may still have syrup you can use.”

Oct 2013- Mom will sweep my kitchen floors for me occasionally. She used to clean them a couple of times a week and mop them with her bleach water once a week, but it has become less of an occurrence these days. Mark and I put up a new dustpan holder on another wall in our laundry room. This holder is cattycorner to the broom holders. I showed the new dustpan location to Roberta, so it would not be confusing when the dustpans were in a new place. She swept our house yesterday. This morning, I went into the laundry room. Attached to the dustpan holders were the two brooms. Makes sense to me. 
Oct. 2013- for over ten years, our family has worked at a children’s camp with the Coley family. Roberta was our camp nurse for years. Brent Coley was going to come over to have Mark work on his computer, so I told Roberta he would be here shortly. She said, “That name sounds familiar.” I explained to her that we had all served at camp together. She said, “Oh, that is why his name is familiar. I remember the Coleys.” Brent then came over and sat down at the dinner table with us while we finished dinner. I said, “Roberta, do you remember Brent Coley from camp.” She said.” Oh yes, how are you?” A couple of minutes later, Roberta looked over at Brent and asked. “You look so familiar. Where do I know you from? Have you ever been up to Fickle Hill? 
Oct 2013- Roberta often speaks about how she learned Spanish from her grandmother, who lived with her family. She shares how employers hired her for jobs over others because of her Spanish knowledge. Michael is taking Spanish and came home with an assignment. Roberta was excited to help him with his schoolwork. She ran over to her house to get her English to Spanish dictionary.
 She began to help with the assignment, and one of the questions needed the answer of “quince” (fifteen.) Roberta could not remember the Spanish answer quince. She said the solution for fifteen was “trece” or thirteen. The following answer he needed was twelve or “doce. “She started to count in Spanish and said, “once, dos.” She said the answer was “dos.” One of us said, “dos” means two, “doce” means twelve.” She looked at us surprised and mumbled “dos” “doce” to herself. 
Oct 2013- Our son Daniel was to run the Redwood Marathon on Sunday. Mark and I wanted to watch Daniel race, so I told Roberta on Saturday night that her daughter Julie would pick her up for church on Sunday morning. We talked about the marathon and how she had run the Clam Beach Run, Redwood Run, and Avenue of the Giants Marathon for years when she was in her forties. She talked about how important it was to stay in shape. About a half-hour later, she asked, “What day is it today?” I said, “It’s Saturday, and tomorrow, on Sunday, Julie will pick you up for church, so Mark and I can go and watch Daniel run the marathon.” We talked more about marathons she had run.
After dinner, mom asked, “Is tomorrow church?” I said, “Yes, and Julie will pick you up for church.” Roberta said, “Oh, I didn’t know that. Nbody told me.” Feeling a little guilty that she thought nobody informed her of the plans, I wrote on a piece of paper, “Tomorrow, Sunday, Oct. 20th, Julie will pick you up for church at 10:00 AM. Mark and Laurie will be away watching Daniel run the Avenue of the Giant’s Marathon during the day.” I read the note to her and then placed it on her kitchen table. 
On Sunday morning, Roberta came into the house with her daughter Julie, who had just come over to pick her up for church. I told her again we were going to watch Daniel run the marathon. She said, “Oh, what marathon is he running in?” I explained that the marathon was The Avenue of the Giants Redwood Run. We talked about the marathon for a while. About five minutes later, I told her to have a good day at church and that we were going to watch Daniel run the marathon. She responded, “Oh, really, what marathon is he in?” 
Oct 2013- It was a fall weekend. Roberta came over and told Michael and I that she had changed all our clocks to the correct time. I asked, “Did we have a power outage?” She was not sure but said it was the fall daylight savings time. Michael and I were surprised since we did not hear about daylight savings time that weekend, but it made sense to us since we had almost missed daylight savings before. We thanked her for fixing all the clocks. She said she matched the oven and microwave clock to her cell phone watch. I noticed that our other three wall clocks matched the range, so I wondered if Roberta changed all the clocks back an hour. I asked her, and she said she only changed the kitchen clocks.
 	Michael and I were both baffled that we had missed daylight saving time. I was curious if Mark was on time for his church responsibilities that morning because he also did not mention daylight savings time. Perplexed, I checked the internet about when daylight savings time was. It is not until the following month in November. 
Nov. 2013- Our yard had been slowly dying. Mark took a grass and soil sample of it to the farm store, and they said we had Crane Fly Larva. I told Roberta about the situation and that we needed to put pesticides on the lawn. Mark was working in the yard, walking up and down with the pesticide spreader at that time. (Thankfully, it rained, and we also soaked the yard, so the insect repellent was off the grass blades) I told her to carry Sammy dog to the house to not get the poison on his feet. Within minutes, she came over with Sammy walking across the yard. I washed Sammy’s feet, and I told her again about the pesticide, and she asked: “Oh, what happened to your yard?”
I explained, “Mom, we had Crane Fly Larva in the yard and that it was killing the grass.”  I continued, “we needed to treat the grass with a pesticide to kill the larvae.” Mom was interested in the situation and said, “I will not let Sammy Dog walk on the lawn.” She then went home with Sammy in tow on the leash across the yard. Mark came in and said, “Twice in the last hour, I told Mom that we were treating the yard and not to have Sammy walk on it.” 
The next day Mom was out in the yard, on her hands and knees, raking up dead grass with her hands. Sammy was on a leash beside her on the grass. I called out to Mom and told her dinner was ready. I made sure she washed her hands and Sammy’s feet thoroughly. We think the next time we treat the yard Mom may need to go away somewhere for the day.
Nov. 2013 On Saturday, I told Mom that it was Sunday. We talked about church the next day and that I would come over and pick her up for church. She said, “Ok, good, it is church tomorrow.” I told her I would knock on her door at 9:15 am so we could leave at 10:15. She said, “Yes, please knock on my door, so I will be sure to get up for church.” Mom and I have been doing this same routine for over a year on Sundays. The following day on Sunday, I knocked on her door at 9:15 am. Mom was dressed much more casually than usual. She said, “I’m taking Sammy Dog for a walk, and then I will be ready to go.” I said, “Ok, we have one hour until we leave for church. Let’s leave around 10:15 am.” 
At 10:15 am, I went over to get Mom, and she was wearing jeans and carrying tennis shoes. I said, “Are you ready to go?” She said, “Yes, I’m ready for the beach. I have my running shoes and a jacket. Did you know that I have run the Avenue of the Giants marathon fifty time?”
” I said, “The beach? Today is church.” Roberta said, “Isn’t today the Clam Beach Run? I thought that was where we were going?” I said, “No, today is not the Clam Beach Run. Today is church.” Roberta said, “I don’t know why I thought today was the Clam Beach Run.” She points to her shoes and says, “I guess I don’t need these things.” 
Nov. 2013, I did not want to offend Mom, but I asked her if she would like to drink a nutritious drink to keep her calorie intake up. I told her that my Grandma Helen used to drink Ensure and put a teaspoon of Brandy in it. Mom said, “Oh, that sounds good. I’d like to try that.”  I bought her a case of nutritious drinks and a bottle of Brandy. In the next few days, I attempted to have her drink the shake. I went over to her house and noticed that her Brandy was one-quarter gone. I asked her if she had been drinking her Ensure. She said she should drink it more often. I saw that only one drink container was gone. I told her that she could put a teaspoon of Brandy in the shakes. She said, “I never thought of that before. That sounds like a good idea.” I better get the Brandy bottle out of her house.
Nov. 2013 Today, when I went over to Mom’s house, she showed me two books that she was reading. She also showed me the puzzle on which she was working. She said, “I don’t want to watch TV all day because I need to use my brain. If you do not use it, you lose it.”  Later she came to our house for dinner. She was carrying the two books and the puzzle box. She told me, “I want to show you what I have been doing. I am reading these two books and working on this puzzle. You must use your brain and not just watch TV. If you do not use it, you lose it.”
  Within five minutes, we sat down around the table for dinner. Mom eats family dinners with us each night but tonight she said, “Do we get to sit down at a real table for dinner?”
 Once seated, mom stood up and went over to the counter to get her books and the puzzle. She showed me the two books and the puzzle. She said, “This is what I am reading. I do not want to watch TV all day and reading helps me use my brain. If I do not use it, I’ll lose it.”  Mark sat down at the dinner table, and Mom immediately showed him her books and puzzle. She said, “I am reading these books, so I won’t watch TV all day. If we do not use our brain, we will lose it.” Roberta is a wise woman. 
November 2013, Mom had told Mark and me many times that she accidentally left her daughter Ann at church when Ann was a toddler. Her daughter Julie came over one night, and mom told the same story, but it was Julie who was the child left at church.
Nov. 2013, I have a scale in the kitchen, so I can keep track of her weight when Mom comes over. She started at 109 pounds a year ago, fully clothed and went down to 105 pounds about two months ago. We have been concerned about keeping her weight on, so we have encouraged her to eat more. Today I asked Roberta to weigh herself again. She got on the scale and weighed 107.6. Mark and I were thrilled. Mom then said, “My pants weigh 1.5 pounds, so I don’t weigh that much.” I said, smiling, “Well, Roberta, when we weigh you over here, you’re not naked.” Mom tried to convince me that her pant weight should be subtracted. I was curious about this statement, but she added, “Sometimes when I come over here and weigh myself, I take my pants off. I am not sure if this is true or not, but I love her tenacity.   
Nov. 2013, Mom went to church with us today. I reminded her last night, “Tomorrow is Sunday, and tomorrow is the church.”  She was ready when I went to get her, and we had a lovely time at the church. Tonight, we were practicing Spanish with Michael, and Mom asked, “Is today Sabado?”  I said, “No, today was Domingo, and we went to church. Tomorrow is Lunus.” Mom then said, “Oh, I don’t know why I thought today was Saturday.” Then she said all the days of the week in Spanish. 
Nov 2013  Mom is so sweet the way she tries to recycle. She comes over each week, holding plastic soda bottles or paper, and asks “Where do these go, Laurie?” I answer, “In the black trash can.”  Mom says, “Oh, ok.”  The big black trash says on it, “RECYCLE HERE.”
Nov. 2013. Mom has had a lot of dogs over her lifetime. For years, she told our family that her dogs “just disappeared” when they were old ready to die. One day over dinner Mom said, “When I was about seventy, I was crawling under my house to check on the heater vents, and I found two skeletons of dogs. One was my old dog Tippy, and the other one was Jon and Carmen’s dog, Chewy. 
Tonight, we were reminiscing about our dog Prince. He used to watch over Michael. I told mom about the story when our family was walking on the beach. Prince would stop and let little five-year-old Michael rest on his back. I also told her about having to put Prince down when he was 15 years old when he could no longer walk across the living room floor without falling.
Mom brought up how she and Dad had to put their dogs “down” on the Hill when they got old. She said that they would shoot them in the head, and they shot John and Carmen’s dog Chewy in the head. She said, “I did not shoot Jon’s dog. Lou shot him.” About five minutes later, Roberta brought up the dog shooting story again. This time, she said that she found Chewie’s bones under the house. I think Mom may have recollected that she got the story wrong and that the dog the skeletons were found under her house. 
Thanksgiving week. Nov. 2013. Michael and I had been cooking for three days for our Thanksgiving meal. We made everything from scratch, measuring ingredients, and preparing as much ahead of time as possible. I was making my Grandma Helen’s famous layered Cranberry Jell-O salad when Roberta offered to help me. The quadrupled recipe called for two cups of red wine. I did not have any red wine but knew that Roberta did. She said she was happy to get red wine for me. 
 I gave Roberta my large glass measuring cup. She came back with the wine, which I had her add to the Jell-O and pineapple mixture. She then rinsed my measuring cup and went to her house with it. She came back without the measuring glass. While Mom was at her cottage across the yard, Mark and I discussed how we would get my measuring cup back without making Mom feel bad for taking it. 
I now needed to measure two cups of sour cream and cream cheese for the dish. I said, “Roberta, could you bring the glass measuring cup over from your house?” Thinking it was hers, she said, “I’ll get it, and I’ll leave it at your house until this evening.”  Two minutes later, she came back with pinking shears and a plate. She said, “I can’t remember why I went to my house, but I have one of your plates, and I want to sharpen my shears.” I gave her my knife sharpener and found a plastic measuring cup to use. Mark bought me a new glass measuring cup for Christmas.”  
January 2014, Roberta, Daniel, Mark and I decided to walk on the local college track. For a mile, mom repeated the same story about Mark being born near San Diego. She shared how in the military hospital at Camp Pendleton a nurse would announce over the loudspeaker, “Mother’s it is now time to feed your babies.”  The mothers would then go and pick their infants up in the hospital nursery. The hospital would later announce, “Mothers, is it now time for your lunch. Please line up.”
After our walk, we drove back to the front of the college road. We went the same route that mom had driven for over 35 years while working as a, Intensive Care Unit nurse at the local hospital. Mom said, “This road looks familiar. I recognize this corner.”  I said, “Isn’t this the way you drove to the hospital for work.” She replied, “Yes, but we did not have highways back then.”  
We drove on the freeway past the off-ramp that mom took each day for work. Mom repeated the street name over and over. Mark asked, “Mom, do you recognize this street name.” She did not reply. I then said, “Did you take this off-ramp when you used to drive to work?” Mom then replied, “Yes, but we did not have highways back then.”
January 2024, I asked mom how her day was today. She replied, “It was good. I worked in the yard for a couple of hours cleaning up leaves.” I thanked her profusely because I could not believe she could pick up the enormous number of leaves covering the street under a big Alder tree. She then said, “Mark told me that the church property is four feet in front of that fence, so I put all the leaves across the street, around some tall trees, near the fence.” The trees are in our neighbor’s yard. 
February 2014- Mom enjoys current events on the news so we often watch the news together. Mom and I watched the local news today at 5:00 pm. It had two stories about car accidents in the area and then reported other local events. We discussed the auto mishaps in detail since her grandson, my son Daniel, was the ambulance worker for one of the accidents. In our county, the local news repeats after the 5:30 pm World News. At 6:00pm the local news came on, repeating the same stories from the 5:00 pm earlier show. I was about to change the channel when Mom said, “There was an accident? What happened? I never heard of this accident!” I did not have the heart to tell her we just watched the story a half-hour earlier. I explained the crash to her and said to her that her Grandson Daniel was the ambulance worker on the scene. She was interested and amazed. She was so into the local newscast and stories that we kept the channel on and watched the entire news broadcast for a second time.
March 2014 Over the weekend there was house cleaning, recycling and yard upkeep to be done. I was in the garage when Roberta came over and asked what I was doing. I told mom that cardboard boxes needed to be brought to the recycling center, and that the lawn needed to be mowed. Mom offered to load the truck with cardboard boxes as I cut the grass. Thrilled for the help, I showed Mom how to throw the boxes into the truck. Roberta said, I am happy to help you since you work full-time and do not have time to do all this. I am home so I can help.” While mowing our half acre yard with the riding lawn mower I noticed Mom off in the distance walking around the flower beds. After I finished mowing the grass and parking the lawnmower, I noticed the cardboard boxes covering the garage floor. 
2014- Mom tells me regularly, “I am so thankful to live here and I am very happy. I love the neighborhood and enjoy looking at the church field. It does not feel like we are in the city because everything is private and surrounded by beauty, just like up on the hill. Can you imagine living with house, house, house?” She teared up saying, “I love you and I love living here.” We then hug each other and thank God for his goodness to us both. 

March 2014 The Vet said Sammy was a little heavy and should lose weight so Sammy dog is on a diet. Unfortunately, has only lost one half of a pound in three months. We have noticed lately that Roberta supplements his diet with Ice Cream. 

March 2014 Roberta is an extraordinary woman and is in amazing shape. Today the family went hiking in the forest. There were long hills. Mom was able to hike an hour in the forest up hills without a problem. 
Another wonderful thing Mom does is pray for her family. She also has it on her calendar to pray for her family every day. What a gift Roberta gives to her family each day. 
Mom also reads her Bible each day. Roberta is now on her twelfth time reading the Bible.
Roberta is also a master at putting puzzles together. She has recently finished four 500-piece puzzles simultaneously.

April 2014 Our daughter is earning her master's degree in Divinity. Today, mom thought that Mark told her that Kimberlie was our child questioning God and Christianity. Kimberlie is attending seminary and has an internship with a Christian Church.
4/2014 Mom tends to wear the same shirt and two pairs of pants. The shirt has a red, white, and black tiny plaid pattern, and the pants are either green or black jeans. Family members buy her new clothes for every holiday. I have bought mom outfits, but she never wears them.  I have also offered to take her shopping many times to buy some new clothes. Mom is naturally comfortable in her old clothes. If Mom is okay with that then Mark and I are too.
 The problem is that the plaid shirt has a painted white splotch on the chest. The green pants have bleach spots, and the black pants have holes in the knees. Last week I noticed that mom’s black jeans had a big black patch on the knee. I also noticed this week that her green pants had a green sharpie pen color over the bleach spots. Today I noticed that her plaid shirt had black sharpie pen lines covering the white paint spot. She did an excellent job of making black plaid lines. I need to get her a red sharpie pen to go over the red plaid lines. Then her shirt will look almost as good as new. 

Lou being the president of all the clubs.
Patty, being my friend when Roberta thought Patty was her friend from high school. Roberta told Mark that I knew her friend Patty because Patty was a Special education teacher. Patty, my co-worker, and friend, also works in the special education field. 
April 2014, I work full time as a special education teacher and find it hard to make dinners and to have meals with the family. I decided to make homemade chili and cook it in the crockpot all day while I was at work. I was looking forward to coming home from work to the smell of fresh chili cooking and felt proud of providing a sit-down dinner for my family. I started the meal a day earlier by cooking a roast and then adding various beans and tomatoes the next day. Before leaving for work I also added spices and put everything from the refrigerator to the crockpot to slow cook during the day.
All day, I was excited to come home to home-cooked chili. The thought of the delicious chili caused salivating in my mouth all day.  At five in the afternoon, dreaming of the amazing aroma of chile, I arrived home from a long day of teaching school. I walked into the house to the odor of bleach. The floor was clean, and the dishes washed. Roberta had worked hard all day cleaning the house, and I was genuinely thankful. However, I did not smell the tantalizing aroma of home cooked chili.  Curious, I went over to the crockpot to stir and taste the delectable chili. When I opened the top, hoping to see a warm, bubbly meaty meal, I found cold sauce. Either I forgot to plug the crockpot in, or Roberta unplugged it when she was cleaning the kitchen. I put the chilled chili in the refrigerator for the next day and made a different dinner for the family. At least we had a clean house, which I was grateful for.  
May 2014, the new pastor candidate, and his wife were in town, and we had a big Open House party at our house so people could meet them. I had worked all day cleaning, shopping, and preparing appetizers. After the late-night party, Mom helped me clean up. She asked. “What should do with the leftover salsa?” I was so tired just wanted to get things put away that I said, “Let’s throw it away.”  Mom said, “I can take it home. I love salsa.” I said, “Sure, you can have it if you want. Let’s put it in a cup.” I was exhausted and just wanted to throw away the salsa and go to bed, but Mom and I discussed it for a while. We talked about what type of container to use for the salsa. Mom was confused about the storage of the salsa, but we figured it out and put it in two different containers. I also gave Mom a package of crackers to go with the salsa. It took a while, but we finished cleaning the kitchen, her salsa and crackers put aside for her to bring home. I left Roberta downstairs with Mark, and then I fell into bed. 
In the morning, I went downstairs to get ready for the next set of events. On the clean counter were the two salsa containers and crackers. The two cups of salsa were out all night. I threw the salsa into the garbage disposal and put the crackers back into the cabinet. 
May 2014- Our pastoral candidate was speaking at the church in the morning. Afterward, the church was going to have a barbeque social to meet the candidate. I was helping in hosting the event. I told Mom that she might want to bring along her tennis shoes since we were having a picnic in the park after church. She said, “Ok, I can bring my tennis shoes, and I will be right over to leave for church.” When she came over with a skirt and dress shoes on, I asked, “Do you want to bring tennis shoes for the picnic after church?” Mom said, “No, these are comfortable shoes. I have worn them for over 20 years. I can wear them in the park.” I said, “Ok, as long as you are comfortable and don’t mind wearing them on the grass.”  Mom affirmed again that the shoes were perfect for the outdoor event. 
After church, Mom came up to me asked if I was ready to go home. I reminded her that we had a BBQ social. She asked, “Are we going home or straight to the park?” I was busy hosting things and said, “I need to go straight to the park to help with the social. Is that ok with you?” Mom said, “I would like to go home first and change my dress shoes. They are not very comfortable, and I don’t want to wear them on the grass.” I quickly took her home to change shoes.
In June 2014, Church members were meeting to vote. I invited mom to the member's meeting and explained the voting procedure. She is a member of another church, so she could not officially vote on the new pastor, but I still invited her to come. Mark and I told Mom three times about the event. She came over during the afternoon and asked if we were having people over. We explained again that the church was voting for a new pastor during a meeting later at the church. She said, “Oh, I would like to go to that meeting. I want to vote for the new pastor.” 
June 12, 2014- About every eight days, when I go food shopping, I buy Mom a five-liter box of red wine. It is one of her simple joys, and I try not to micromanage it too much. Last week, on a Saturday, I brought Mom her wine. Five days later, on Wednesday, Mark and I happened to go food shopping, and we brought Mom’s wine a little ahead of time. We put Mom’s groceries away in her house, and she said, “I am completely out of wine.” I was surprised, but I gave her a new box. Mark, his sister Laura and I were concerned about the amount of wine Mom had suddenly consumed. Her little Sammy dog had just passed away a week earlier, so we were trying to go easy on her. Laura figured out that one liter is about thirty-three ounces.  Five liters were 25 6oz glasses of wine. That means Mom has about five, 6 oz — glasses of wine a day. She is only 105 pounds, so that is concerning. 
Laura, Mark, and I discussed how to manage the situation. We decided that we need to water down her wine to one-half water and one-half wine. We also decided to write a date on the new box, saying that it was necessary to last for eight more days. Today, Sunday, I went over to Mom’s house to clean, and I decided to check Mom’s wine. It has only been five days, and she is almost out. I transferred the wine to a bottle and filled it halfway up with water. I feel bad micromanaging this way, but it is best for Mom’s health, especially if she cannot remember how the alcohol she drinks. I am trying to be on a diet, so a bonus to the situation is I think I will use this half and half method on myself and save on calories.  
June 2014, Weekly, I go over to Mom’s place to check on her food supply. I take all the uneaten food out, including the food I gave her the days before. I restock her refrigerator with new healthy snacks such as yogurts, fruit, and cheese. This week I checked her pantry to see what she had. Inside on a paper plate were the chicken strips I had given her four days earlier. I am so thankful that she did not decide to eat them!
June 2014 Mom has not been feeling well for about four weeks. Mom went to a dental appointment last week. She had many cavities. The dentist only filled only one of her cavities since Mom had swollen lymph nodes. We also took her to the doctor last week, but Mom told him that she was feeling fine, so we did not get any help there. Today Laura and I decided to call the doctor again. Mom did not remember that we had already taken her to the doctor. Mom says, “I’m sure I have a dental infection from when the dentist pulled my back two teeth. I was unsure about what the dentist did, but this sounded reasonable to me.
I called Laura to discuss the next doctor's visit. She took care of the details and said the doctor’s office would call us back to discuss ordering antibiotics. Mom has asked me about twenty times in the last hour, “Is Laura going to call so I can see the doctor?”  I keep telling her, “Yes, Laura is going to call us after she hears back from the doctor.” 
Laura just called, but she has not heard from the Doctor yet. In the meantime, Laura phoned the dentist and double-checked on the procedure mom had last week. Mom is convinced that she had a tooth pulled and that her teeth became infected from all the dental work. Laura called the dentist to confirm if Mom had any teeth pulled. The dentist assured Laura that she did not remove any of Mom’s teeth. The dentist even looked through Mom’s archives and could not find records saying that any of Roberta’s teeth were pulled or removed over the last thirty years. 

July 2014 Our son Daniel was going to go on a bike ride and had his Helmet on. His Grandma Roberta came over and told him, “That is an interesting hat.”
July 2014, I had a big event at the house after church and needed to clean so I was going to stay home from church. I told mom about the activities, and she insisted on helping me clean in the morning instead of going to church. I tried to take her to church, but she again insisted that she wanted to contribute and help me get ready. I agreed. Mom helped me make beds, and she enjoyed pruning the rose bushes. This afternoon, right before the event, Mom was in tears, saying, "I dressed for church, and nobody came to pick me up."    
Mom asked if I had any coffee. I told her it was brewing in the coffee pot. She went to get a cup out of the coffee pot but only water poured out of the pot. Minutes later, Roberta poured herself a cup of coffee and placed the cup on the table. I poured myself a cup of coffee, as well. About two minutes later, mom asked about the coffee. I showed Mom her coffee cup on the table. Mom said, “oh, I did not know that was mime,” She put her cool cup up in the microwave to warm up. Within five seconds, she saw my cup on the table and asked if it was her cup of coffee. I told her it was my cup and that hers was in the microwave. 
I put dinner on a plate for Mom, and she said, “I will get a plate at my house to transfer the dinner over to.”  She came back a couple of minutes later and moved the food from my plate to hers. She then went back home to put it in her refrigerator. A minute or so later, mom came back to my house with another one of her plates to transfer the dinner from my plate onto hers. 
I asked Mom to bring her sheets over to my house so I could wash them. Minutes later she came over with two pillowcases. I mentioned that maybe we should remove all her sheets and wash them. Again, mom went over to her house to get sheets. Minutes later she came over to return one of my plates. I asked her if she has her sheets, and she said, “Oh, I will get them.” Mom came back a few minutes later with her dirty sheets. 
Lisa, Roberta’s daughter, had new shoes that did not fit her, so Lisa decided to give them to Roberta. Mom tried them on and said, “I loved them!” When I was leaving Mom’s house, she asked, “Do you know who these shoes belong to?’ I explained that Lisa had just given them to her because they were too small for Lisa. Minutes later, mom came over to my house with the shoes in hand and said, “These shoes do not fit me at all.” 
September 2014, watching from my house window, I saw Mom standing on her porch looking into the sky. After about three minutes, I went outside and joined her. Over a rather loud engine sound, I asked, “What are you looking for, Roberta?” She said, “I’m trying to find the airplane that is flying around. It sounds like it is close, but I can’t find it. The sound is coming from over there, but that house must be blocking my view of it. I love looking at airplanes flying around.” We chatted about our pleasant experiences flying in private planes, me with my dad and her with Lou, her husband.
 I was not sure how to tell her, but I finally said, “I think that engine sound might be the neighbor mowing his lawn next door.” I then pointed at the slats in the fence and showed her the neighbor as he mowed his lawn back and forth.” Roberta said, “Oh, that makes sense! No wonder I never found the airplane.”
Sept. 2014 It is hard to buy Roberta new clothes. She is determined to wear her clothes that are over twenty years old. Her pants have holes in the knees and have patches on them. I searched and found her favorite type of pants, Rocky Mountain, from the 1980s on eBay. I bought Roberta three pairs of her favorite pants off of eBay. She loved them, but they needed hemming. She is excellent at tailoring by hand, and she worked hard on the project. Her pants looked fantastic after her sewing job. 
During the evening, she asked me, “What do people do who don’t know how to hem their pants?” I told her, “Maybe they need to hire a professional seamstress.” I praise Mom again for the beautiful job she did on hemming her pants. About ten minutes later, she asked, “What do people do who don’t’ know how to sew their pants?” Again, I told her, “They must have to hire someone to hem them.”  She seemed satisfied and went to her house. Mark and I were working in the yard near her home, and she opened the door a few minutes later and said, “I just have one more question. What do people do when they get pants that are too long and they do not know how to hem them?  I answered, “They must have to hire someone to hem the pants for them.” She seemed satisfied and sat with me while we watched Mark work in the yard.
 	Sept. 2014 Oh my goodness, I feel mortified. Mark has been working for two weekends on fixing the seal on Mom’s outside door. It has taken much more work than expected. Last weekend Mom and I sat outside on lawn chairs watching Mark work. This weekend I made homemade Taco soup and brought it over to Mom to eat while watching Mark work on her door. As I walked into her house with the hot soup, she had a look of despair on her face. I put the soup down on the table and said, “Roberta, what happened? What’s wrong?” Mom looked at me in silence. I asked again, “Roberta, what is wrong? Are you upset about something?” 
Mom kept looking at me with a narrowed eye and then finally exploded, “Do you want me here? The refrigerator thing, when you slammed the refrigerator door, made me feel like you don’t want me here.” I said, “What? Tell me what happened!” With a loud voice, Roberta exclaimed. “When you came over here and looked in the refrigerator to check on my food, you slammed the refrigerator door and said, “You have enough food!” I was utterly shocked. I cried, “Roberta, I never did that.” She told me that I  did, and she repeated the story.
 Mark was working by the front door, so I immediately and frantically yelled for him, “Mark, your mom thinks I slammed her refrigerator door.” Mark, with a smirk on his face, said, “Honey, I told you to stop slamming Mom's refrigerator door.” I started laughing, and soon enough, Mom began smiling, knowing Mark’s joking personality. It turns out that Mark was the one who checked Mom’s food in the refrigerator. He looked in and said, “It looks like you have enough food, Mom.” Then he closed the refrigerator door and went back to work on her house.
Sept. 2014. I asked Mom to come over for dinner with Curley, and we walked over from her house together. I asked mom, “Do you want to get some red wine at your house since I don’t have red wine?” Mom said, “Yes, I’ll get some wine and be right back.” She walked the ten feet from the kitchen to the back door and then turned around and asked, “What am I going back home to get?” I said, “A glass of wine.” She said, “Oh, that’s right, I will be right back.”
Sept. 2014. Mom is amazing at cleaning up leaves in the yard! She will work in the yard for hours, picking up leaves and putting them in a bag. I got home from work and saw her picking up leaves and pouring them into our green waste pile. I was glad that she was putting the leaves in our yard. Mark and I have reminded mom to dispose of leaves on the church property across the street or to put them in our yard weed pile. She picked up another bag of leaves, and I watched her walk over to the neighbor’s yard, next to the church property, and empty the bag into the neighbor’s yard. I have watched her do this numerous times, but I do not know what to say during the routine. Mark and I told her repeatedly to put our yard debris across the street on the church’s vacant property. We have even walked her over to the church property and showed her where to put the green waste a number of times. Mark is considering going to the neighbor and paying her for yard debris in her yard. 
November 2014, Mom has ants in her kitchen. She showed them to Mark yesterday, so we decided to go to the store to buy ant bait. I went to Mom’s and brought mom lunch before we were heading to the store. Mom showed me the ants on the wall in her kitchen. I followed the trail of ants to her cabinet. I opened the cabinet, and there, with all the clean dishes, was a glass of red wine mixed with soda. Ants trailed up to the glass and covered it. I took the wine glass down and handed it to Roberta, who was mortified. She rinsed the goblet saying, “I have no idea why I would put a glass of wine in the cabinet.” I said, “It’s no big deal. At least we found what the ants were after.” Looking in Roberta’s kitchen drawer, I found ant bait and put it out. Within ten seconds, Mom said, “Do you see all these ants on the wall? I have no idea why they are in the kitchen.”  
Nov. 2014, all week, I checked mom’s house for ants. We found some more in her cereal, dog food, and raisins. I cleaned them out and put new food in plastic sealed containers. At night, mom came over for dinner and said, “Mark got rid of all my ants today. That was nice of him.” 
December 2014- Recently, I noticed that mom only had about four pieces of silverware in her kitchen drawer. I asked her, “Is this all the silverware you have?” She said, “Yes, I don’t know what happened to all my silverware, but this is enough. I just keep washing it as I need it.” I added silverware to the family’s Christmas list for mom. All the siblings bought the items on the list. Lisa sent me an email and said she bought mom silverware. The week before Christmas, I went to mom’s house and looked in her pantry to check her food supply. In the back of her pantry was I saw a rubber utensil holder full of silverware. I said, “Roberta, is this your silverware? Why isn’t it in your silverware drawer?” She said,” that is my silverware, but I only keep real silver in my silverware drawer.”
Dec. 2014 Mom has been going outside with only a thin black windbreaker jacket all this month. She works in the yard and takes the Curley dog on walks around the block in her little coat, and then she comes home freezing. She puts her cold hands on my cheek and says, “I’m so cold.” I wrap her in blankets, take her wet socks off, put her slippers on her feet, and turn up the heater. She has worn another jacket in the past, but it is tattered and faded since it was her daughter Laura’s from the tenth grade. Laura is now in her forties. I asked mom, “Do you have another warm jacket you can wear?” She replied, “I only have the old one that used to be Laura’s.” 
Dec. 2014, Mom’s daughters asked what mom needed for Christmas, so I added warm jackets to the Christmas list for mom. Julie bought her two snuggly warm coats. Mom wore one on Christmas day. We even put a pair of gloves in the pocket that she wore that day as well. She looked stylish and warm in the light blue coat. The next day mom was out picking up leaves in our yard like she does each day. The temperature must have been in the 50s. She had her old thin black windbreaker on and no gloves. Later that day, she was walking Curley, and I went up to her and spoke. “Roberta, why aren’t you wearing one of your new warm jackets?” She said, “I never thought about wearing one of those jackets.”
Later that day, when mom was on another walk with Curley in her lightweight covering, I decided to look at her house for the new jackets. I also bought a couple more pairs of gloves to put in the pockets. I could not find the coats right away until I looked in her closet. There, pushed to the far side of the closet, were not the two new jackets but four beautiful warm coats. Later that night, mom came over for dinner and told us how cold she was. I said, “Why don’t you wear one of your new jackets.” She answered, “You mean the one that used to be Laura’s?” 
Dec. 2014, After Christmas, Mom asked, “How am I supposed to tell the family that I got their presents?” I said, “You can write notes of appreciation.” Mom said, “How am I supposed to do that; I don’t have any notepaper?” Mom has a box of cards, but I offered her a pack of thank you cards from my cabinet. She looked distraught and appeared overwhelmed. I said, “Roberta, would you like me to help you with the thank you notes?” Roberta said passionately, “Yes, I would like you to help me,” Later that night, she modeled all the new clothes and wares. We took pictures to send to the family via our family Facebook page. We also attached a nice thank you note. She added to the note that she is praying for everyone and that their brother Curley dog was doing well. 
December 2014, Mark was matching and folding socks when Mom came in and offered to help. She thought that she might have the matches at her place, so she took two of my works socks to her house. I do not have many work socks to begin with, but now I am down two pairs.
January 2015. At least nine times today, I learned again about Roberta’s Aunt May. Roberta told me over and over that Aunt May was the oldest sister of Elisabeth Holmes. Elisabeth Holmes was Roberta Holms Davis Father’s mother. Aunt May became bedridden due to a heart condition. Because May’s daughters-in-law were not willing to take care of her,” May lived with her youngest sister Elisabeth. The family lived together on a ranch in Chatsworth, California. I learned again that May was a schoolteacher in her prime. As a child, Roberta said, “I would sit on Aunt May’s bed, and Aunt May would teach me to do the math and write.” Roberta added, “When I went to school, the teachers were amazed that I could do the math and spell so well.” 
The Story with Aunt May is sweet, but I changed the subject after the ninth time of hearing it. I am, however, genuinely grateful to learn about family history. Also, hearing Roberta’s Aunt May stories make me feel good that I am a daughter-in-law that takes care of my mother-in-law.
Jan. 2015. Michael was getting ready to go to the High School Winter Formal. He needed to pick up his tuxedo, so Roberta, Michael, and I went to the tuxedo shop together. At the store, we ran into Michael’s friends who were also picking up tuxedos. Michael introduced Roberta and me to his buddies. Roberta said, “Hi, I’m Michael’s Grandmother.” She went on to say, “The shirt that I’m wearing is Michael’s old shirt.” I was a little shocked and embarrassed for Michael. The shirt was not his old shirt, so I whispered, “Actually, Roberta, the shirt you are wearing is one I bought you.”  Michael smiled lovingly at his grandma. Later that night, the same young people came over to our house to take pictures before the Winter Formal. We all said hi to each other, and we introduced Roberta to Michael’s friends again. Roberta said, “Hi, I am Michael’s Grandmother. Guess what? The shirt I am wearing used to be Michael’s old shirt! 
Feb. 2015, Roberta comes over for dinner each night. I had gone food shopping tonight before she came to our house. Mark was helping to put away the groceries and poured Mom a glass of lemonade. I did not know about the lemonade, so I asked Mom if she wanted a glass of wine. She gave me her glass and said, “You can add the wine to this drink.” I smelled the cup and said, “These smells like lemonade. You don’t want me to add the wine to the lemonade, do you?” Mom said, “Yes, add the wine. I’m not fussy.”  I said, “Ok, if you want me to. Maybe you have produced a new drink.” I added the wine to the lemonade. Mom forgot our conversation and said, “This is good, thank you.” I said, “Your welcome.”
Feb. 2015- I called mom this morning to see if she was ready for church. She sounded like she was crying. I said, Roberta, what is wrong?” She said, “I am feeling upset.” I said, “I will be right over.” I texted Mark, who was already at church, and told him Mom was crying and upset and that we would be late to church. 
I went over to Mom’s and asked, “What’s wrong, Roberta?” She pointed to the puzzle boxes on the floor and said, “Laura only cares about what the Neurologist said, and she thinks I need puzzles for my mind.” She went on, “I have worked as a nurse in the ICU at the hospital for thirty-six years. I am sixty-eight years old.” (The hospital staff was concerned about Roberta’s memory after 36 years of nursing service, so they sent Roberta to a Neurologist. The Neurologist said Roberta needed to retire due to memory issues.) 
We have had the puzzles for a long time and Roberta had already put the puzzles months ago. Mom displayed the completed puzzles on her kitchen table. They were getting dusty, so I finally decided to put them back in the box and give Mom table space back. I reminded Mom that she had completed the puzzles months ago. Laura was only thinking about Mom’s entertainment by giving her new puzzles. Mom felt better, and she quickly put her shoes on, and we left for church. On the way to church, I said, “Sorry that we are a little late for church Roberta.” Roberta said, “No problem, I don’t mind.”
March 2015, Mom came over to my house from her house today. The walkway between our homes is less than 30 feet. She brought her calendar over to show me what she did that day. We discussed her day in detail and reviewed everything she wrote down. She bathed the Curley dog and walked him four times. She also swept the floor and picked up leaves in the yard. I praised her and was genuinely happy that she had a good day. It is beautiful how she keeps herself busy and then writes it all down on her calendar to remember. 
After looking at the calendar, Roberta said that she would bring her schedule back home and then come back over for dinner. Roberta left, and I watched her from my kitchen window walk back to her house, which is about 20 seconds away. 
Within one minute, Roberta came back out of her house and walked back down the path to my house. She had something in her hand. As she walked into my house, she said, I want to show you, my calendar.” She went on, “I wrote everything down that I did today, and I meant to show you.” We proceeded to go over every detail of her day again, from walking her Curley dog, bathing him, and picking up leaves. 
March 2015- Mom came over during the middle of the day to return a stack of clean yellow plates. They are lunch plates that I send meals over to her house on. I said, “Thank you Roberta, let me make you a meal. I’ll put it on one of these plates.” I had just made sandwiches, so I started putting an albacore sandwich on one of the yellow plates along with other things like carrots and fruit. Mom said, “While you are doing that, I am going to run to my house and get some of your dishes.” At once mom left my house before I could say anything. 
I thought, “She has been here for less than one minute, so maybe she has some other dishes to bring over.” My worst thought was that mom had forgotten that she just brought me the plates a minute before. Sure enough, Mom came back in about three minutes and spoke. “I can’t find your dishes, so maybe I already brought them back,” I said, “Oh yes, thanks, you did bring some dishes over earlier.” As if nothing happened, we went on talking about our day. 
May-2015, Mom is one of the most active people I know. She keeps herself busy by working hard every day. She picks up all the leaves on the street; she walks Curley around the block at least three different times, and she plays the piano every day. She often cuts her hair and is very proud of it. She does a great job styling her hair. 
Mom came over tonight and was very proud of her haircut. We discussed her haircut. I affirmed her beautiful hair over and over. She shared that her grandfather was a barber and that she inherited his “hair cutting kit.” Michael came home, and Roberta told the story again to him about her grandfather being a barber. We sat down on the couch to watch the news. Michael and Mark were also in the room watching TV. Roberta said, “I cut my hair today. How does it look? Did I get it straight? I said, “Yes, your hair looks great. It is straight, and you did an excellent job.” Roberta then said, “My Grandfather was a barber. After he died, nobody wanted his “cutting kit,” so I asked for it. I cut Mark and Jon’s hair with it for years and years.” I said, “That is so cool, and you did a great job cutting your hair.” 
Within one minute, mom brought up again that she cut her hair that day. She said, “I cut my hair today. My Grandfather was a barber, and after he died, I inherited his Cutting Kit since no one else wanted it. I cut the boy's hair for years!” I asked Roberta, “Your Grandfather was a barber?” “Michael, did you know that your Great Grandpa was a barber?” Michael said sweetly, “Yes.” 
We talked about how much money Mom saved by cutting her kids hair and her hair. About one minute later, Mom said. “So, I cut my hair today. How does it look? Is it straight?” I said, “Your hair looks beautiful, Roberta.” Mom went on to tell Michael, “My Grandfather was a barber. No one in the family wanted his Hair Cutting Kit when he died, so I asked for it.” Michael and I looked at each other with a knowing smile. Mark said with a smirk, “Michael, did you know your, Great Grandfather was a barber?” Michael politely said, “Uh-huh.” As mom mentioned her hair cut again, Michael quietly walked out of the room, and I changed the subject to her dog.
On Saturday, mom came over covered from head to toe with clothes. She had pulled her jacket hood over her head, and the drawstring was tight under her chin. When she came over, I said, “Hi, Roberta.” I went to hug her, and she emphatically said, “Stop! Don’t touch me because I am sick.” She went on, saying, “I am going to stay home from church tomorrow because I don’t want to get anyone sick. You go out and do whatever you want. I am going to stay at home.” 
On Sunday morning, I gave Mom the regular phone call at 10:00. I wanted to check in to see how she felt before I left for church. I said, “Hi, Mom, I wanted to see how you were feeling.” Mom said, “I am all dressed and ready for church. I’ve finished my hair and face, and all I need to do is put on my shoes.”  Since I thought she was staying home feeling sick and I would need to stay home to care for her I was moving slow and was still in my pajamas. I quickly changed gears and told Roberta to come over in 15 minutes. I rushed to get ready, and we left for church. Mom was completely healthy. She never brought up that she told me she was sick the day before. 
May 2015. Mark hired a company to aerate, thatch, and reseed our yard. I called Mom the morning of and asked her to write on her calendar that the yard workers would be here for the week. After I arrived home from work, Mom came over and told me about the men working in the yard. She mentioned that they did an okay job mowing the lawn. Mom and I were looking out the window together, and I knew that the yard needed mowing. It did not look manicured at all. It was clear that thatching and aeration was the only thing done by the professionals. 
I told Mom that the men did not mow today but that they were thatching and aerating the lawn. I explained that thatching and aerating was a way of deep treating the grass to help it stay healthy. After a minute or two, looking perplexed out the window, Mom said, “Men were working in the yard today. They did a decent job mowing.”  I reminded Mom that the lawn was not mowed today but only treated to make it healthy. We talked again about what that meant. I told her we would mow the lawn later in the week after the men finished working on it. Mom looked out the window. She said, “Men were working in the yard today. They mowed everything. The lawn looks good; they did a fairly good job.” 
June 2015, it was graduation week. Our large extended family had four members graduating from college and three from middle school. For the middle school graduates, a party was planned at a favorite family restaurant, the Happy Panda Café. I put the party date on mom’s calendar. The day before the party, I sent a meal home with Mom and put a party reminder note on top of the plate. The letter said, “Happy Panda Family Dinner, Thursday pm.” On the day of the party, I called mom from work to remind her about the dinner. I told her I would come and pick her up after work. Mom said, “You don’t need to pick me up. I am fine staying home from the party.” Roberta went on, “The Curley dog will miss me if I leave.” I said, “Do you have dinner in the refrigerator?” Mom looked in the fridge and said, “Yes, I have dinner from the Happy Panda that says it is for Thursday night. That’s perfect and sounds delicious!”


June 2015, Mom, and I were folding laundry when my cell phone text, set on a cricket chirping, went off. Mom said with a startled, “What is that noise?” I answered her that it was my text tone on my cell phone. I explained that there are sounds to choose from and that I decided on the cricket chirp. She found this interesting. I told her that Mark was returning my earlier text. We continued to fold laundry. In about 30 seconds, my phone sent a reminder that I got a text message, and it started doing the cricket chirping again. Mom stopped the folding and looked at me, startled. She said, “What in the world is that noise?”

July 2015, Roberta’s Grandson Nathan asked to store his car for a week in front of Roberta’s cottage for a week. Roberta agreed. Nathan visited Roberta when he dropped his car off and again days later when he picked his car back up. The next day, we asked Roberta if the church could store the fireworks booth trailer for a week in front of her house. The trailer hauled the fireworks booth but needed to park somewhere for a week until after the fourth of July, when the fireworks booth would be deconstructed and stowed. Roberta happily agreed and was present when church members dropped the trailer off on our street near her house. 
Later that day, Roberta came over to ask me about the trailer in front of her house. I explained that it would only be there a week and that it was the church’s fireworks booth trailer. An hour later, she came over to tell me she was trying to move” Nathans’s trailer” back a little. She said, “I lifted Nathan’s trailer, and I tried to push it back a little. It moved forward instead of backward, so I put it back down.” I explained that the church trailer would only be there for one week during the firework booth sales. Each day that week, Roberta asked about “Nathan’s trailer,” and I explained that it would only be there for a couple more days. 

July 2015, Today, Mom and I worked in the yard for hours. We cut out blackberry bushes, cut back weeds, and moved all the debris over to the church field. We have been cleaning out a corner of our ½ acre yard. We want to plant a couple of fruit trees. Mom asked, about every few minutes, “So what is the plan for this corner?” I told her, “We want to plant a fruit tree and put new bark down.” This conversation went on for about an hour. We also talked about the strange bulbs that were blooming in her yard. About a month ago, we planted gladiolas, and now they are starting to bloom. I explained that we planted the bulbs and that they will be beautiful red flowers. 
 This afternoon I went over to her place to bring her dinner. She mentioned that she wanted the blooming bulbs moved from a wooden box to another location in her yard. I said, “Sure, we can move flowers. Can you get a spoon for me to dig them up?” Intending to get a digging spoon, Mom went into the house. She came back within a minute and said, “I got distracted. What was I supposed to get in the house again?” I said, “A digging spoon so I can dig up the gladiolas and replant them in your yard.” Mom came back and asked, “Will one of these works?” She showed me a spade and a digging fork.” I said, “Sure, that will work.” I manipulated the bulbs and the large gladiolas with the trowel, and we replanted the flowers in a pot in Mom’s yard. Mom then pointed to the same wooden box and said, “I would also like to move the flowers out of that wooden box over there and replant them in my yard. 

October 2015.Dead Man’s Pants.
For two days, mom has been concerned about “a nice pair of men’s pants” that she found in the field. Mom talked to Mark about the pants, and Mark said, “Maybe they belong to a homeless man. Just leave them in the field mom, and maybe someone will get them.” Over the next two days, Mom continued to be concerned about finding the owner of the pants. She placed the pants on various neighbor’s fences in hopes that someone would claim them. Eventually, Mom asked a neighbor about the slacks, and the neighbor said. “Maybe the pants belong to the man who committed suicide near the field last week.” 
I came home from work to find mom upset about the pants. She said that a neighbor mentioned, “The pants may belong to the dead man.” After two days of hearing about the dead man, I was upset, and I wanted to get rid of the pants. In the meantime, mom had moved the men’s pants to the mailboxes to see if anyone would claim them. 
I found out that a man had indeed committed suicide near the neighborhood just a week earlier. I did not doubt that the pants may have, unfortunately, belonged to him. I asked Mark to get the slacks and throw them away. The situation was emotionally disturbing, and I wanted the clothing to disappear. I put a trash bag on our table and asked Mark to get the slacks and put them in the trash. Mark said he could do it later, but I adamantly wanted the pants thrown away at once! Out of anger, I picked up a potholder and the bag and rushed outside. I ran down the street towards the mailboxes. I was determined to dispose of the pants. Mark chased after me, yelling, “Don’t use the potholder with the pants. We use that for food!” I said, “Okay,” and stormed back to the garage to get a garden glove. I again stomped down the street as fast as I could to bag up the dead man’s pants. 
Mark chased after me. Roberta also came racing after me, saying, “You don’t think I can catch up with you, but I can.” I used to run the Clam Beach Marathon.”  All three of us ran to the mailbox and there on the ground were Roberta’s neatly folded men’s pants. As Mark and I lifted the pants towards the trash bag with gloved hands, we noticed the bleached and urine-stained crotch of the pants. Together we managed to get the pants completely into the bag and put them in our garage can. Roberta has not mentioned “the dead man’s pants” since. 

Oct 2015- Mom has taken such fantastic care of the flower bulbs we planted in her yard. They are healthy and bloomed with multiple red gladiolas. After the booming was over, only the green leaves and long stems remained. Mom watered the stalks weekly. Each week I would say, “Roberta, we need to shorten the gladiola stems so the bulbs are healthy again next year and so they can bloom again.” Mom would reply, “That would be great. You cut them back whenever you want.” 
Since I was busy controlling the multitude of gophers in Mom’s yard and working full time, I waited about six months before deciding to prune the gladiola stems. Each month, however, I would mention to Mom that we needed to take care of her bulbs and trim them back so they could bloom the following spring. Finally, one night I had a little extra time and decided to cut Mom’s bulbs back. We did it together, talking the entire time about how it was healthy for the plant and that the flowers would be beautiful next spring. 
The next day Mom called me at work and was crying. I said, “Roberta, what is wrong? Why are you upset? Mom said between sobs, “I don’t know why I am feeling this way, but I feel like you don’t want me to live here. If you do not want me to live here, I can move in with Laura.” I said to Roberta, “Mom, we love you, and we are so thankful that you are with us. We love that you are living with us.” Mom said slowly, “Okay, I will believe what you are saying. I will trust what you are saying,” I said, “Yes, Roberta, please believe me. We love you and are so glad that you are living with us.” We hung up the phone after that, but I was concerned and did not understand why Mom was so upset.
I called Mark, who was working from home that day and said, “Honey, please call or go over and see Mom. She feels that we don’t want her to live with us.” Mark said, “Okay, I’ll go talk to her,” 
After work, when I arrived home, I asked Mark if he had figured out why Mom was so upset today when she called me. Mark responded hesitantly, “I went over to Mom’s house and talked to her. She showed me her backyard and said that you cut a bunch of her plants off in her yard. She does not know why you did that, and she thinks you do not want her to live here with us anymore. Did you cut plants off in her backyard, honey? 
Feeling guilty, I said, “Yes, I did cut plants off in mom’s yard.”  I explained the situation to Mark and immediately went to the store, buying beautiful, flowering plants. Mom and I planted the new plants in her yard that night. She seems incredibly happy.
Nov. 2015 Often, Mom has a little note taped to her wall or door that says, “Never No Never.” Mark and I do not know what it means, but it seems depressing, so we remove it. The little “Never, No Never” transcripts have been appearing for over a year. Last night I went over to Mom’s to bring her dinner and to see how she was doing. When I walked into her house, she was crying. I said, “Roberta, you look sad, what is wrong?” Mom said, “I don’t feel like you want me to live here.” I said, “Roberta, I love you, and we love that you are living here with us.” Mom said, “Are you sure you don’t mind that I am here?” I said, “Yes, we love that you are here!” Mom sweetly said, “Okay, I will believe you.”  We hugged and told each other how much we loved each other. 
I decided to write Mom a note about how much I loved her and that I was happy with her living with us. I wrote on a piece of paper. “Dear Roberta, I love you so much. You make me laugh and smile every day. I am so thankful that you are living here. God has truly blessed our family with you. Please come over to the house anytime, day or night.” 
I asked Mom where I should tape my note up. She said, “Maybe you should tape it on the mirror in my bedroom since notes taped on the walls or doors seem to take the paint off.” We walked into her bedroom. On her dresser mirror were two notes taped to the very middle of the mirror. The signs read, “Never No Never.” “She hates me, never go over to her house.” I felt so sad and flabbergasted. I asked Roberta, “Why do you have these notes taped to your mirror?” She responded, “I don’t know why I put those notes there. Satan is trying to get to me. Let’s throw the notes away.” 
I crumpled up the notes and then taped my letter in the middle of her mirror. Roberta said, “I will read this every day,” I told her, “I love you, and I am thankful to God that you are living here with us.” She hugged me for a long time and said, “I love you, and am so thankful to be living here.” I hugged her and repeated the same thing to her. 
Her notes have emotionally thrown me off. I do not understand why she would write something like that. I do not have the emotional energy to deal with this, so Mark has brought Mom dinner to her house for the last two nights. He has been singing with her while she plays the piano, and he is graciously giving me time to process the notes. I just need to get over it and not internalize it. 
Nov 2015 Mom spends a couple of hours every day picking up leaves on the street. She does a fantastic job, and the neighborhood street is pristine. Neighbors wave to her as they drive by, and I am sure they appreciate her care of the road. She puts the leaves in hidden spots in the bushes on the church property. Mark and I have both gone with her to see her secret debris locations. 
Her bushy hideouts are perfect. Every day, I tell Mom what a fantastic job she does, keeping the street clean and disposing of the leaves. Mom recently told Mark, however, “Laurie does not want me to throw the leaves in the church field.” I have never said that, and I feel the exact opposite. I do not know why Roberta would say something like that. 

Nov 2015, Roberta wanted to show me where she hides the leaves she picks up off the street. We have looked at her secret debris spot together before, but she seems to think that I have never seen it. We walked over to the field and looked at her hidden leaf piles. Mom has trodded three different pathways through the vast berry bushes where she is concealing her collected vegetation in the undergrowth at the end of each trail. She said, “Someone else uses my hiding place and puts all their pine needles over here.” I thought it was strange that a neighbor would dispose of their foliage in the church field, but Mom showed me a big pile of pine needles. We do not have pine trees in our yard, so I agree with Roberta that a neighbor must be throwing away their green waste in Mom’s secret hideout.
 As we walked back to our house, I noticed that our next-door neighbor had pine needles all over their grassy side walkway next to the street. Curiously, one-half of the elongated area, closest to our house, was spotless, without any pine needles. Pine needles covered the other half of Greenway; I asked Roberta, “Did you clean up the neighbor’s pine needles?” Roberta said, “I sure did.” She pointed to the clean space and said, “I just finished cleaning up that entire side. It looks so much better, don’t you think? I don’t mind cleaning up the neighbor’s leaves, it keeps me moving, and I can do this.”  Roberta then proceeds to do jumping jacks on the street. We laugh together at her youthful spirit and walk home. 
Julie, Mark’s youngest sister, texted us today say, “Did you know that we are Jewish?” Mark texted back, “I didn’t know that.” Julie went on to explain that when she took Mom out for lunch today, Mom explained to her about her Jewish heritage. Mom said, “All the family names, including Amos, Knutson, Davis, are all Jewish.” She went on to explain to Julie that the “War with Israel” caused her to keep the heritage a secret. 
Roberta is so proud of the Birthright and tells the Jewish heritage story every day now.  After hearing the story well over ten times, Julie texted me. She said, “Hi Laurie, I forgot to tell you yesterday after I took Mom out for lunch, but did you know that you are Jewish too? That is how Mom says she learned that all her family names are Jewish. Thanks for helping Mom discover this! I texted back, “Glad, I could help.”
It has been about a month since we started learning about Roberta’s perceived family nationality. This week when Mom was over for dinner, she said, “When Julie and I went out to lunch today, I decided to tell her that our family is Jewish.” I said, “Really, how did she respond?” Mom went on, Julie was surprised and said she never knew that.” I then asked Roberta, “How did you find out that the family is Jewish?” She replied, “I knew Lou was full-blooded Jewish when we got married, but with the problems in Israel, we did not tell anyone. We did not want anyone to hold it against our family or be mean to our kids. Back then, we kept things like this quiet.”
Dec 2015, Julie took Mom out for lunch today, and they ordered a burger and fries. Julie asked, “Mom, do you want some catsup on your fries?” Roberta replied, “What is catsup?” Julie replied in shock, “Well, you did your fries in it to make them taste good.” Roberta said, “I never heard of Catsup before.”
Powerline work in the neighborhood is planned, so we had a power outage scheduled for Wednesday from 8:30 am to 12:00 pm. I put the schedule on Mom’s calendar earlier in the week. On the morning of the planned outage, there was a massive storm. Leaves covered our yard, and the purple artificial flowers from Roberta’s bathroom window box dotted the green grass. Laura texted me and said, “Hey, I just got a call that the planned power outage canceled in your area. I replied, “Oh good, thanks for letting me know. I was a little worried about mom since it is pouring rain outside. Does Mom know the outage was canceled?” Laura replied, “I can call her.” I replied, “Ok, thanks.” Laura called Mom and then texted me, “I told Mom that we have a series of storms coming, so just stay warm, dry inside, and ignore picking up the leaves. She agreed. We’ll see how that goes.” I replied, “Thanks, I found out that some schools are even closing due to the heavy rain. I will call her to check-in.”
Within five minutes, the rain came flooding down more substantial than ever. The term, pouring cats, and dogs did not do the work downpour justice. The rain was like sheets of torrent rain. It was difficult to see clearly through the cloudburst. I decided that I better call Mom to check in again. When I called her, I said, “Wow, it sure is raining hard! You know the scheduled power outage was canceled, right?” Mom replied, “Oh, really, I have it here on my calendar scheduled from 8:30 am to 12:00 pm.” I said, well, please cross that out since it was canceled.” Mom said, “Ok.” I replied, “Did Laura call you a few minutes ago?” She responded, “Yes, she called me and said she canceled my dentist appointment today. Laura said I should stay inside and keep warm since it will be raining all day.” 
My next text to Laura said, “I just called Mom, and she said you called and canceled her dental appointment today. Is that true?” Laura replied, “Um, no, but I’m sure that made her happy.”
When I came home from work, the entire street and yard were cleared of fallen leaves and the artificial silk purple lavender flowers.
Later that day, I invited Mom over for dinner. She was excited and said, “I picked up a bunch of purple flowers all over the yard and made them into eight bouquets. I put them all over my house. What do you call those things you put flowers in?” I said, “A vase?” Mom said, “Yes, I have eight vases of purple flowers all around my house.” 
I showed Mom the window box and said, “The purple flowers flew out of that planter box in the rainstorm.” Mom said, “Oh, I picked the flowers up all over the yard. Do you think the flowers belonged to a neighbor?” I said, “Actually, the purple flowers came out of your outside bathroom window box during the big storm.” Mom said, “Oh really, I picked up a bunch of purple flowers today all over the yard. I made them into eight bunches of flowers and put them all over my house. I don’t know where they came from, but if a neighbor is missing them, let them know I have them.” This conversation replayed over seven times. Finally, I decided to change the conversation and buy new artificial flowers for the window box. 
January 2016, Mom is still concerned that her relationship with Laura is over because of her Jewish heritage.” I walked across our backyard to Mom’s place tonight to bring her dinner, and we talked about our Jewish Heritage again. Mom said, “Laura won’t talk to me because she is upset that I said we are Jewish.” Hating to lie but also wanting to appease mom, I said, “Actually, Laura did some research, and she has discovered that our family is Jewish. She understands and believes it now.” Mom said with a smile, “That makes me so happy, Laura understands?” I said, “Yes, Laura understands.” Mom started jumping up and down with a massive smile on her face. She ran over to me and hugged me. Mom said, “I am so happy that Laure believes we are Jewish!” I said, “Yup, don’t worry anymore, Laura understands.” Mom again jumped up and down and ran over to hug me a second time. She was so happy and relieved that Laura understands the family’s new Jewish heritage. 
February 2016 Last year I cleaned out my linen closet. We kept old sheets and put them in a bag in the garage. Over the last two years, we have ended up using the old sheets to cover and protect our outdoor plants from rare freezes at night. During a freeze Mark and I cover a small lemon tree, a tiny mandarin tree, and a couple of flower bushes at night. This week, the night has dipped below freezing, and we needed to cover our delicate plants to keep them from the cold. After working all day however, Mark, and I both forgot to remove the sheet from the plants. Roberta asked, after two days of the plants being covered, “Do you mind if I remove the sheets, so the plants get water and sun?”  I said, “That would be great, Roberta. Please remove the sheets. I have been too busy at work to take the sheets off the plants. We want the plants to get the sun during the day.” The next day Roberta removed all the sheets from the plants. I thanked Roberta for removing the coverings, and she said, “I’m not sure if I put the sheets at your house or my house.” 
Two days later, I came home from work and called Roberta to come over for dinner. Over the phone, she told me about her day. She spoke. “I did my laundry today. Mark brought me over a second pair of sheets for my bed. I put his new sheets on my bed, but they did not fit. They were double sheets instead of twin sheets. Mark must not have known that my bed is a twin bed.”  
Roberta brought the set of the clean sheets over to the house. They were folded perfectly. Every corner was flawless. The sheets looked fresh, beautiful, and good enough to use on any of our beds. I thought it was so sweet of Mark to find his mother a second pair of sheets, but I was surprised that he did not know the difference between double and twin sheets. I thought it was also curious that I now had a beautiful set of double sheets in my linen closed since I did not have a double bed any longer.  I texted Mark, “Hi Honey, did you give your mom a new set of sheets today? She said you gave her double sheets but that they do not fit her bed and that she needs twin sheets. Mark texted back, “No, I did not give my mom any new sheets for her bed.”

May 2016- Mom has been cutting Alder tree branches down for the last couple of months. Alders are huge trees, and they drop their leaves seasonally. Last year Mom spent months and months picking every single leave that fell. Day or night, rain, or shine, she was out in the yard and street picking up leaves. 
This year, for the last couple of months, Mom decided to cut down the Alder branched that hung from the neighbor’s yard into her yard. She did not want a single branch to hang over her yard. Mom used a little-rusted hand saw, about six inches long, and cut the small branches one by one. After a month, her yard was lined with limbs about two inches wide and eight feet long. This month, however, Mom said that Mark told her, “Mom, the fence line is incorrect, and our yard goes about four feet into the neighbor’s yard.” 
Over the last month, mom has been putting one chair on our side and another chair on our neighbor’s side of the yard. She straddles the fence and cuts the branches. The deeper she goes into the neighbor’s yard, the thicker and more prolonged the Alder branches are getting. Mom takes all the leaves off the branches and puts the leaves in the field. 
Mom recently lost the rake that she pulls the long tree branches down with. However, last week Mom went four feet into the neighbor’s yard and cut a four-inch in diameter branch by hand. Roberta is so proud of herself. Her yard is entirely lined with long, thick, Alder branches. I must say her yard looks manicured and beautiful.

May 9, 2016, Shampooing the carpets
Sept 2016 – I made a huge batch of organic Italian spaghetti, and the family ate the leftovers for part of the week. We all thought it was delicious! Sometimes I tossed the spaghetti noodles with fresh garlic, fresh spinach, and sautéed sweet onions. One day I added garden-fresh tomato sauce and spices. Another time I melted some grated parmesan cheese and sharp cheddar cheese over the noodles. Each of those days, I served Roberta the same meal. I would send a meal home with her to have for lunch or dinner with a piece of fresh fruit and veggies on the side. 
As I was checking Mom’s refrigerator for uneaten meals and food at the end of the week, I pulled a couple of bowls of spaghetti out and put them on the counter. I said to Mom. “Do you want me to throw this spaghetti away since it was not eaten?” Mom said, “That’s not spaghetti, it is chili.” I said, “This is spaghetti, Roberta.” She said, “That’s not spaghetti, it is chili, and chili does not agree with my body.” I said, “Oh, ok, I’m pretty sure this is spaghetti, but I will throw it away.” Roberta said, “I am sure this is chili. Let me taste it.” With that, she took a bite of the spaghetti with a fork. She then said, “This is chili.”  At that point, I said, “I understand how some foods can make your body not feel good. I will take care of this chili. Thanks for letting me know that chili does not agree with you.” Roberta said, “Yeah, chili is too spicy.” 
September 2016. It has been a long time since I have seen the sticky notes posted that say, “Never No Never” at Roberta’s house. I have not seen these notes around her house since I wrote her a letter about how much I love and appreciate her and taped it on her bedroom mirror. Today, however, when I went over to visit, I saw a “Never No Never” note on her front window. I secretly took the sign off the window and put it in my jeans pocket. Later we were checking her bathroom for cotton balls, and I saw another “Never No Never” note stuck to her bathroom mirror. I took that note and put it in my pocket. I am not sure why this statement is coming up again, but I better spend a litter more one on one time with Roberta. 
September 2016. Mom said she bit by a mosquito on her upper thigh. I asked her how it was doing, and she said it was fine. This happened about four weeks ago. I did not overthink it since a mosquito bite is not that unusual, and they are out during the summer. A week later, I asked Roberta, “How is your mosquito bite doing.”  Roberta said, “Oh, the bite is getting better. I got a bite when I was sleeping. I know that because I looked under the covers while I was making my bed and I saw a big mosquito in my bed. The mosquito must have bitten me while I was sleeping.” I thought this was a little strange since I have never seen a mosquito in a bed before. 
The next week I asked Roberta again, “How is your mosquito bite feeling.” She said, “It is almost gone, but it is still a little sore.” She told me again how she got the bite in bed and that she found the mosquito making her bed. About three weeks after the mosquito bite incident, Roberta came over. She brought me two hard balls of dark discharge that she pushed out of her mosquito bite. I was shocked and sickened! I asked her if I could see the bite mark. She showed me the injury which was near her pubic hair. I am sure she was bitten by a spider, not a mosquito.
Every day, I ask Roberta about the bite, and she tells me, “My mosquito bite is almost completely healed.” I am not sure what to believe. I have looked at it twice, and it does look almost healed, but I am still concerned that I should take her to the doctor. 
Since Roberta said she got the bite from a mosquito coming through her open window, I realized we needed to do something about the situation. The window did not have a screen on it, and she was opening it at night. I told her that we needed to put a wire screen on the window to prevent bugs from coming in. 
I went out to the garage and searched for the window screen. I found the screen covered in a spider web in a far corner. Roberta watched as I used a hose and brush to clean the window screen. We also washed the windows and the area around the window. We even cut back plants near the window. Finally, after breaking a fingernail, I was able to fit the clean screen into Roberta’s bedroom window. She could now open her window at night without bugs coming in.
The next week I asked Roberta how her new window screen was working out. Roberta told me. “Mark is so sweet. He came over and put a screen in my window.”  She told me how happy she was that Mark put the screen in so she could open her window at night without a mosquito coming in. 
Later I told Mark, “Honey, you are such a wonderful son. You did another nice thing for your mom today by getting her window screen.” We both giggled.
January 2017. Our small neighborhood organized a Neighborhood Watch Program. Mark and I decided to host the neighborhood meeting at our home. For the business meeting, I bought fruit, cookies, turkey pinwheels, and apple turnovers to serve. I also put out coffee, wine, and lemon water. I invited Mom to come over because she is a big part of the neighborhood, and I thought it would be great for people to meet her personally. People see her picking up leaves off the street and picking weeds each day in the field. 
The meeting was terrific and well organized. Neighbors were given “Neighborhood Watch” signs to put in their window. The team also placed big florescent signs on a large wooden post near the neighborhood's mailboxes. At the end of the meeting, I walked the leaders out and mentioned that Roberta walked the block but that she has Alzheimer’s disease. I told them that if she ever fled from the neighborhood that we would need to place her in a secure retirement home. They were compassionate and said that they were already keeping an eye on her. It was a productive and excellent meeting.
The day after the meeting, one of the neighbors, whom Roberta said had “Curley red hair,” came up to Roberta and handed her two florescent yellow “Neighborhood Watch” vests. The woman said, “I have seen you out in the neighborhood picking up leaves and walking your dog. We would like you to wear a vest to represent the Neighborhood Watch Program.” Roberta was thrilled and came over at once to show me the vest and to tell me about the interaction with the neighbor with “red Curley hair.” 
As Roberta told me the story of the vest, we each got tears in our eyes. It was so thoughtful that someone wanted her to be on the Neighborhood Watch team, I even took a picture of Roberta with the official endorsements and posted it on Facebook. This was a perfect solution for us being able to keep an eye on Roberta. At the same time, she can safely walk around the neighborhood. I felt so happy that a neighbor had figured out a way to keep both Roberta and the community safe. 
After the pictures, I wrote Roberta’s name, address, and phone number on each vest with a permanent marker. I also ordered her a matching yellow wrist bracelet with her address and phone number on it. I wrote in the heading of the bracelet, “Neighborhood Watch Agent.”  I was so excited that this might be the perfect way to protect Roberta in the neighborhood. She would be wearing a personalized vest and name bracelet, hopefully without feeling offended. 
January 2017. It has been three days since someone with “red Curley hair” came over to give Roberta the “Neighborhood Watch” vest. I asked Roberta yesterday if she had been wearing the garment. She said, “Yes, I wear the vest when I walk Curley.” I expressed that she was helping to keep the neighborhood safe and that I was proud that Roberta was chosen to wear the neighborhood watch vest.
Tonight, however, Roberta came stomping over to our house, holding the yellow neighborhood watch top. I could tell from the look on her face that she was mad and confused. As she walked up to the house, I opened the back door and said, “Hi Roberta, are you okay.”
Roberta passionately said, “I am upset Laurie because you said I don’t know how to play the piano, so I threw this thing across my piano room like this!” She then passionately threw the yellow vest across my kitchen. Shocked, I immediately hugged Roberta and said, “I am so sorry, Roberta. I never said that. Of course, you can play the piano, and you play it beautifully.” Mark then added with a twinkle in his eye, “Yeah, Mom, that’s why you have a piano and play it every day.” Roberta then smiled and said, “Okay, in that case, I will pick up this vest.” She walked across the room, picked her vest off the ground, gently folded it and hugged it in her arms. We had dinner and laughed as if nothing had happened. 
Facebook Jan. 2017 I am so proud of Grandma Roberta! She works hard each day to keep our neighborhood beautiful by picking up hundreds of leaves and by picking weeds. Today our Neighborhood Watch Program, unbeknownst to us, asked her to wear this vest. I put her name, address, and phone # on the garment and ordered her a matching wristband. This is so perfect! It will help neighbors to keep track of Grandma, and it will also protect the neighborhood. I was just praying last night about mom’s grandma’s safety and the need for her to wear a name tag. Please, always remember- God is good!! He cares about the little things, and He cares about each of you!
Feb 2017 A sibling page Facebook update on Mom. -Thank you, Don, and Laura, for the great meeting on Friday! Today I ordered Mom a sterling silver heart necklace charm with her ID information engraved on it. Yesterday I saw mom wearing the neighborhood watch ID bracelet. She did not cut it off. Also, a neighbor told me today that he saw Mom wearing her yellow, personalized Neighborhood Watch vest.
April 2017 Great Mom Moment!! 
Mom went to Julie's today to plant flowers for Kylah's baby shower. After Julie brought her home, the neighbor, behind our house invited Mom to come over to see her remodel. (This is the neighbor who knocked on our door last year and said she was concerned that mom was picking up leaves without a coat in cold weather. She also bought Mom socks for Christmas.) Mom made a considerable effort to wave me down and stop me while I was mowing the lawn to let me know that she was home from Julie's and that she was going over to the neighbor's house. Ten minutes later, while I mowed, I noticed Mom in the upstairs window of our neighbor's house. We waved to each other. Seeing mom in the neighbor’s window would have confused and scared me if mom had not let me know that the neighbor invited over. I was so proud and thankful for mom’s consideration and conscientiousness!!
May 2017- Mark and I went on a trip to watch our son graduate from college. We set up a calendar for daily visits for mom. Don and Laura brought Mom to church on Sunday. On Sunday night, Roberta came over to our house. She was sniffling and wiping her eyes. She said, “I have tears in my eyes because Laura and Don decided to go back to church.” They have not been in church for many years, but they took me to church and had decided to start attending again.” As it turned out, only Don took mom to church since Laura was not feeling well. They go each Sunday to a different church than we attend. 
May 2017 At a family party, Roberta was talking with her granddaughter Kathleen, who was nine months pregnant at the time. At least ten times, Roberta told Kathleen, “When I was younger, I had red hair just like yours.” Kathleen politely smiled at her grandmother, and dutifully listened to her story.  During the visit, I asked Kathleen in jest, “Did you know that Grandma had red hair like yours?” Kathleen smiled knowingly, and with that, Roberta started explaining to Kathleen how she once had red hair her same color. Kathleen was so patient with her grandmother 
My feelings- Sept 2017 Summer was good, and I spend time daily with Roberta. She seems to do better when she has loving human contact each day. Now that I have gone back to teaching special needs children, I am nervous about leaving Roberta alone during the day. 
This week a wonderful woman named Jan called and asked if she could take Roberta out for a walk and lunch. Jan visits Roberta every month, so I thought it would be an excellent idea for Roberta to go out with someone other than family. I wrote on Roberta’s calendar that Jan was coming over and left a ten-dollar bill. The bill had a note taped to it that said, “Ten dollars to go out to lunch with Jan on Thursday.” 
After I got home from work, about four o’clock, I went to Roberta’s house and asked if she did anything today. She said, “I took Curley for a walk and picked up leaves.” I asked, “Did Jan come over today? Roberta said, “Oh yes, Jan came over. She is nice.” I was uncertain if Jan did come over since Roberta had no recollection of the day. 
About four days later, Jan texted me and said, “We took Roberta to Trinidad and went to the shell shop, which created a lot of conversation. We then went to the College aquarium and looked at the fish. After that, we walked up the mile-long lighthouse trail. Roberta found a feather that she wanted to keep so you might see it at her house. It will remind her of our time together. Then we walked to the pier restaurant and had lunch. Roberta ordered a hamburger and fries.” I texted Jan a big thank you and asked if she got the lunch money I left with Roberta.
Jan texted back and said she did not get the money but that it was her gift to Roberta and us. I felt a pain in my stomach since Roberta did not remember any of this. I texted Jan and said, “Roberta was delighted when I got home from work, but she did not recall the details of the day.” I also said, “It means so much to our family for you to reach out to Roberta and help us care for her.”  Jan replied that she understood and was okay with Roberta, not remembering. She said she was just happy to help Roberta be satisfied. What a fantastic person, Jan is!

Sept 2017 Roberta brought a pizza dinner over I gave her and said, “I can’t eat this because I don’t like chili.”. I tell her, “This is pizza Roberta, but maybe your body does not agree with pepperoni or spicy foods.” Roberta says, “No, it has chili on it, and I just don’t like chili.” I take the pizza and give her something else to eat. 
About once a month, Mom brings back a plate of food and says, “I can’t eat this because I don’t like chili.” For instance, she brought over a pasta dinner that I had made for her one night and said, “I can’t eat this chili.” I said, “This is pasta with sauce Roberta, not chili.” Roberta said, “This isn’t pasta, it’s chili!” It is not worth debating over when she is confident that the meal is chili. I do not want to confuse or upset her, so I take the food, apologize and throw it away. 
The night of the pizza, after Mom leaves, Mark and I look at each other, bewildered. Suddenly I realize and exclaim to Mark, “For the last year, Mom has been saying that she does not like chili when I think she means that she does not like food with tomatoes!” This revelation makes perfect sense to both Mark and me. We feel so bad for all the meals we brought her with tomatoes and tomato sauce. We are so glad we understand now! The only confusing thing is Roberta loves tomato soup and gobbles every drop up. 
Sept 2017 Mom’s house is starting to smell, we think because of dog pee. Julie took Mom out for the afternoon so we could sneak in a new rug and get the carpets and couch professionally cleaned. Later in the month, we decided to hire House Keepers to help once a month. I put their first visit on Mom’s calendar so she could be mentally ready for visitors later in the week. That evening Mom came over clearly upset. She asked for Mark, but he was not home, so she handed me a note she had written. The note said. “I don’t need any help cleaning my house. I clean the street every day and always keep my house clean.” 
Oct. 2017 It is Sunday morning. Our family ritual is to take Roberta to church. Mom came over about a half-hour before we were about to leave and recited a well-rehearsed reason, she should not go to church at the age of 76. With her hands rotating round and round, Mom lets out a spewing sound from her mouth. She did this over and over. With each swishing story, she acts out and says, “If I go to church, I will catch germs when people are singing.”  She repeats this story four times.
 Mark says, “It’s fine, Mom, you don’t need to go to church.” We understand that you feel that you might get sick at your age.” After the fifth spewing story, Mom says, okay, so I am going to stay home today.” Mark and I both agree with her that it is a clever idea. 
I was feeling suspicious about this situation. I do not have a problem with Mom not going to church, but I was afraid that she might not remember our interaction. I was worried that she might be ready and waiting for us to pick her up. If we did not show up, her feelings would be very hurt, and she would be confused. 
 I told Mark, “Honey, I am going to call Mom and just check-in before we leave for church, just in case she forgot our conversation and is waiting for up to pick her up.” Mark said, “That sounds like a good idea.” I called Mom, and she answers the phone in her usual happy way, “Hola?” I say, like usual, “Hola, Como Esta?” Mom is happy and says, “When are you picking me up for the church?” I said, “Do you want to go to church?” “Are you concerned about getting sick?” Roberta says, “No, I’m not worried at all about getting sick at church.”  I said, “Ok, are you ready to go?” Mom said, “Yes, I am all dressed, and I have already taken Curley dog out to the bathroom. I even painted my nails.”
I pick Mom up in the next five minutes, and she is happy and ready to join me. Her nails look nice and fresh in a lavender polish. 
October 2017 Today, as I was talking on the phone with my sister, Mom came over with a confused look on her face. Cheri and I hung up, knowing Mom needed to talk to me. I said, “Roberta, what is going on? What are you upset about?” Mom said, “I am upset because you don’t think I keep my house clean.? I hugged Roberta and said, “Of course you keep your house clean. You do everything perfect around here.” I was honest because Mom is always cleaning the inside and outside of her house. She is tidy.” Mom said, “I am so glad I talked to you. I have been thinking about this too long, and I knew If I talked to you, I would feel better.” I told Mom, “I am so glad you come over when you feel upset so we can talk about the situation.” Mom agreed, and we hugged over and over. I ate dinner with Mom, and we parted with hugs. 
About ten minutes after Mom went home. She came back with two-bathroom mats, which I bought about four months ago. She showed me the rugs and laid them on the kitchen floor. Mom said, “I washed these by hand all day and laid them out in the sun on the deck. She said, my children used to clean their feet on these mats when we lived up on the hill. They got dirty, but I washed them by hand today. This is as clean as I can make them.” I praised Mom over and over about how clean the mats were. She smiled and went home, putting the mats back in her bathroom. 
January 2018, the family bought Mom a new I Watch 3 with a GPS. Today Mark was able to set up the watch and train Mom. At noon Mark and I showed Mom how to put the watch on with the convenient magnet wristband. She seemed to understand and worked hard to understand the phone and band. We practiced the calling button and had her call me many times. All-day long, we had her practice calling out and receiving calls. We had Mom practice charging the watch. We also wrote notes and duct-taped them to the charger and showed her how to charge the phone each night. We wrote “Up” and “Down” on the charger to help her with the charger. After about five hours of phone, watch, and GPS training, we let Mom walk around and wear the Apple Watch. Mark went over about an hour later, and Mom did not have her new watch on her arm. Mark asked, “Mom, where is your new watch?” Mom replied, “What watch?” 
Mark searched through Mom’s house to find the watch. His GPS on his phone said her cell phone was at her residence. He searched in every room, finally finding it in her bedroom on her dresser. He then moved all the charging equipment from her kitchen to her bedroom dresser. Mark asked Mom to put the watch on the charger. Mom was confused about how to charge the contraption and could not figure it out. Hopefully, this new GPS watch and the phone will work out. 
Mom came over later that night and said, “I don’t want to go to church in the morning. I read my bible every day and think it is okay to miss church.” I agreed with Roberta and said, “Mom, you do not need to feel bad about not going to church.” Mom thanked me, profusely for understanding. I know social situations are getting more stressful for mom. 
In the morning, Mark and I thought we should check on Mom and make sure she still did not want to go to church. I went over to her house, and sure enough, she dressed in her Sunday best. She also had her old gold watch on the has not worked for over ten years. I asked, “Roberta, where is your new watch?” She said, “What new watch?” I went into her room, and there on her dresser was her new watch charging where Mark left it the night before. I secured it on Mom’s arm, and we put her old broken watch on her dresser. I decided to pocket her old watch so she would not be confused about which watch to wear. 
Mark and I wrote a note and placed it where mom could see it. We also wrote her a thank you note for wearing the new watch. In the memo, we explained that her new watch, for safety, has a GPS tracker and that we could always know where she and Curley were. I taped the note to her calendar. 
For some reason, mom never misses a day wearing her new watch. She even charges it each night. Mark and I get alerts on our phones up to five times a day when Mom goes for a walk, and we can see her location on the satellite GPS. We are so grateful that mom wears her new GPS watch. 
It is comforting to know where Roberta is when she goes outside and that she is not getting lost or walking in the wrong direction. I asked mom the other day, “How do you like your new watch?” She said, “I like it, and I know it is important to you and Mark that I wear it.”

March 2018 Today, the family had a going-away party for one of our nieces and her husband. Mom came with us to the party. It was fun, and Mom busied herself with playing the piano at Julie’s house. We stayed for an hour then came home and dropped Mom off at her little house. 
About a half-hour later, Mom walked over with her sweater, dog, and slippers in her hands. I said, “Hi, Roberta.”  She said, “Hi. I have everything ready.” I asked, “Are you coming over for a specific reason Roberta?” Mom said, “I thought I was supposed to come over.” I said, “Well, we just got back from the party at Julie’s, and we don’t have any more plans for today.” She said, “Oh, I thought we were going somewhere.” I thanked mom for coming over and encouraged her to take the dog for a walk to go to the bathroom. 
April 2018, Mark, and I wanted to go away for the weekend, so we needed to figure out care for Mom. I posted on the family Facebook page to see who could help. The family was willing to come over each day, but we decided it might be easiest to hire a consistent person to visit Mom. Our twenty-year-old son Michael was happy to take care of Roberta. The job entailed that Michael would spend time with Roberta (Grandma) while bringing her a meal or two each day. He would also bring her to church and Burger King on Sunday. Michael did as we asked. Overall, Michael had a good time with Grandma. When we arrived home, however, Michael, his girlfriend, and our neighbor told us fascinating stories. 
As we walked into the house, Michael and his girlfriend Jordyn were doing homework in the kitchen. Mark asked Michael, “How did the weekend go while taking care of Grandma.” Michael said, “It went well. I brought Grandma meals each day. I took Grandma to church on Sunday then brought her to Burger King. “Michael said, “I sat next to Grandma at church. I was happy to help with Grandma, but it was hard at church to talk with my friends. I felt like I had to keep an eye on her, so she did not annoy people. I left early and did not get to talk much with my friend who came into town to visit.” 
Jordyn, Michael’s girlfriend, added, “It was bizarre, Roberta came over to the house after church on Sunday afternoon carrying her calendar. She thought it was Saturday, not Sunday. Roberta showed Michael and me her calendar and said, ‘I picked two hundred weeds today at the church field across the street. I am tired and do not want to go to church tomorrow. I might get sick from other people, so you do not need to pick me up for the church.’” Michael and Jordyn did not know how to respond. They told Roberta, “That’s fine. We don’t have to go to church tomorrow.”
Our neighbor Brian, who lives across the street, texted both Mark and me on Tuesday. I had given him our cell phone numbers because he ran over the week before, when he noticed I got home from work, and told me, “Roberta came over to my house twice today.”
I asked, “What did Roberta say?” Brian pointed with his finger at our house to mimic Roberta. He quoted her saying, “My daughter-in-law, who lives over there, told me I have to wear this red nail polish. I don’t want to wear it, but she makes me.” 
I asked Brian. “Please call or email Mark or me if Roberta ever does strange things like that again.”  Brian and Barbara are wonderful neighbors. They are retired and are often home. Brian said,” Barbara understands what Roberta is going through, and we are glad to help keep an eye on her.”  
Monday afternoon, after Mark and I got home from our trip, Mark called me on my cell phone. He said, “Honey, did you get a text or phone message from our neighbor Brian? I said, “No, but a couple of weeks ago, I gave Brian both of our phone numbers in case he wanted to call about anything unusual that Mom did. Maybe I gave him my wrong cell number.”  Mark said, “Well, he left a message that said, ‘Hi Mark, Roberta came over to Barbara and my house twice today. I will tell you about it later when we can talk in person.’” 
I tried to call our neighbor Brian, but both his house and cell phone message machines were full. On Wednesday, as I was coming home, I saw Brian working outside in his car. I stopped my car across the street from his house and yelled, “Hi Brian, sorry Mark, and I did not get back to you sooner, we tried to call, but your house and cell message machines were full.”
Brian waved and quickly scurried across the street to my parked car in our driveway. Stepping out of the car, I said, “Hi Brian, so what happened with Roberta?” Brian said, “Well, she came over to my house and knocked on my door on Saturday. I answered the door and saw Roberta standing there with her calendar. She showed me her calendar and said that she had been picking weeds in the church property all day and did not want to go to church on Sunday. She said that she thought she might get sick.”
Brian told Roberta,” Well, Roberta, if you feel sick, you should not go to church.” He then asked her, “Roberta, do you know who I am?” She said, “Yes, you are Don. You are married to Julie.” Brian said, "No, honey, my name is Brian, and this is my wife, Barbara."
In complete shock, I said, “Oh Brian, I am so sorry. Mark and I were out of town, and she must have been thrown off.” I continued, “Roberta thinks that her grown children are moving to this neighborhood. Roberta says her daughter Laura and her husband, Don, are living at your house. She feels that her youngest daughter Julie and her husband, Jon, are moving into our neighbor, Brenda’s house. Roberta also thinks that her son John and his wife Carman are living next door to you, in that house.” With that, I pointed to the house directly across the street from my house. “She must think you are her son-in-law, Don.”
I asked, “Brian, do you know Don Chin? Brian said, “Yes, I think I know him.” I said, “Well, I think Roberta thinks you are Don.” Brian then said with a big smile and laughed. “I don’t look anything like Don.”  (Don is Asian) Smiling, I explained all the family relations to Brian and let him know that Don was married to Laura. Julie was married to John. I also told him that Roberta had a son named John, who was married to Carmen. I explained, Roberta has told us for two years that her children were moving into the neighborhood and were buying each of the houses surrounding her house. 
Brian said, “Barbara, wants you to know that we are not bothered at all by Roberta. We do not mind that she is coming over to our house. We understand Alzheimer’s disease and are happy to help. Barbara’s biggest concern is that Roberta is safe. Barbara wants you to know that she does not mind that Roberta comes over to our house.”  I thanked Brian profusely and thanked him and Barbara for being marvelous neighbors. I explained to him that Roberta has a GPS Apple watch that we can track her whereabouts. I also told him that I would let the family know what happened. 
April 2018, we bought Mom a GPS Apple watch to help us track her on walks. Mark collaborated with Mom for days with the watch. He taught her to answer the phone. Mark would ask me to call her from the house, and Mark was with her in the street to answer the phone. Last week we were talking to Laura, and she said, “I called Mom today. She told me that she could hear her phone ringing from inside her house and she answered her phone after many rings.”  When mom answered the phone, she told Laura, “I could hear my phone ringing from outside. I ran into the house to answer it.” Laura tried to let Mom know that the ringing was coming from her watch on her arm. Mom did not understand and explained that she heard the phone ring from outside the house. 
June 2018, Mark, and I threw a party for the local pastors and their families in our area. We had lots of picnic tables and games set up in the backyard. I even went out and bought a volleyball set. Mark and Michael carried our foosball table out to the yard, and we set up croquet and cornhole, among other games. The day was beautiful, and the party went off without a hitch. 
Roberta even came over to join in the fun. She wandered around aimlessly until her daughter Julie waved for her to sit by us. When mom sat down, emphatically, she told our table guest that she used to live on Fickle Hill and drove eight miles down the hill each day to go to work. Mom said, “I had to teach each of my seven children to drive carefully on the hill. You never know who might be coming around the corner.”  That story went on and on until someone changed the subject. 
When it was time to eat, the party circled the food tables. Roberta again walked around in a daze. I grabbed a plate off the counter asked, “Roberta, what would you like to eat?” She replied with her definitive statement, “I just ate, I’m not hungry.” Knowing that she had not just eaten, I said, “Let me just get you a little. You can take it home to eat later for dinner if you do not want it now. Do you want a hamburger?” Roberta said, “No, I only want that.” She pointed to the watermelon. She then said, “That looks good, I want that thing.” I realized that she did not remember the name of the watermelon. I asked, “You want watermelon?” Roberta said, “Oh, is that what it is called? Yes, I want watermelon. It looks good.” I put watermelon on her plate, and we continued looking at the salads and chips. I said, “Do you want anything else?” Roberta pointed to the black olives and said, “I like those little things. I will take those. I like them.” I replied, “You want olives?” She said, “Oh, that’s what those little things are called! Yes, I want olives.” I piled her plate full of watermelon, black olives, a hotdog with catsup, and various salads. Roberta sat down with me at a table and ate every bite on her plate.

July 2018 From a street view, we have a beautiful two-story home near the beach. It is a light grey house with white trim and red brick highlights. Roberta’s cute cottage is in the backyard. Also, light grey and white with darling window boxes displaying pink flowers. We live on a half-acre, which, except for the gopher conventions, is a manicured, beautiful green lawn. 
Last summer, while cleaning out the garage, I noticed a sizeable moldy patch in the corner of our garage ceiling. Mark went up into the attic and was in shock. He could see the sky through gaps in the roof. He and Michael placed ten buckets up in the attic, trying to get ready for the winter rains. The house is thirty years old, and now we have buckets up in the attic catching water, so we had to face the situation and pay for a new roof. Our gutters are also rusting, so we figured we better replace them after the new crown goes on. When the contractor removed the trenches, he found rotted trim, which needed to be replaced. Also, while we were getting the estimate for the roof, the contractor pointed out that our siding was failing in spots and could be decaying the house framing. Our deck’s joist brackets are also popping from rust, and the porch is dropping in areas. We learned that the deck wood was decayed underneath. Mark and I decided it was time for a new deck. Part of the deck would need to be removed anyway when the house siding was replaced.
This summer, we ended up having have a ton of construction going on at our house.
In addition to our home’s afflictions, Roberta’s cottage has a large black patch on the ceiling above her piano. Unfortunately, our house projects have doubled in price since decay, and corrosion has been found with the removal of every piece of siding. After sticker shock and a week of chagrin, Mark and I concluded that we are fortunate. We decided to say, “Oh well, It’s only money. At least our family is healthy, and our marriage is strong. If this is our worst problem, we are some of the luckiest and blessed people in the world.” 
The house is now well under construction. Thankfully, as a teacher, I have the summer off. Each day I check in with Roberta over coffee and remind her about the construction going on. Surprisingly, she seems to be managing the construction well. Daily she thanks me and says, “I’m glad you told me what is happening because I was not sure if these people should be on our property. As we continued talking and sipping coffee, her biggest concern is what color her house will be painted. She points to the unpainted yellow siding on our house and the few grey areas where we did not need to replace the siding. She asks, “Will the colors of my home be yellow and grey too?”
Daily, Roberta asks, “So what color is my house going to be? l liked the grey, but I won’t demand and say, “It is my house so paint it grey.’” I reply, “The new siding is yellow because that is how the siding comes unpainted, but we are going to paint both houses grey and white just like they were before.” Roberta then says, “Oh, it will be all grey? I like that. I thought the new color was going to be yellow and grey.”
As the construction project intensifies daily Mark and I meet outside with the contractors to look at the new developing problems and make decisions. We know time is money, so Mark and I discuss ideas beforehand and are as concise as possible with the contracting company. Each day, however, Roberta comes outside to join the conversations. Often, she brings her light blue crocheted side-table covers, neatly folded over one arm. The men smile at Roberta and politely listen as she interrupts their conversations. She says, “My Grandmother taught me how to make these!” Roberta cannot remember the word crochet, so she lifts her table coverings and shows each contractor her craft. The men smile politely, smile, and give her their full attention. I am amazed at how patient they are while learning the intricate art of crocheting. 
After a couple of rounds of tatting tips, Mark or I change the subject. I usually put my arm around Roberta and tell her how amazing she is. One day she came out and asked the workers if they knew all the books of the Bible. Bewildered, they replied, “No.” Roberta then quoted all the books of the Bible in thirty seconds. During the performance, eyes widened, and mouths dropped. Roberta truly is an amazing woman. One of the men even asked us to pray for him and his family. 
November 2018- Roberta came over last night and had a little wine to drink. She asked, “Do you know all the books of the Bible?”  I said, “Almost but not quite.” Roberta never misses an opportunity to recite the Bible books, and I always love it. She usually does it entirely in about thirty-five seconds! I have almost learned all the books by simply listening to her, recite them so many times. 
This night, however, Roberta starts. “Genius, Exodus, Leviticus, Psalms.” She then starts over. “Genesis, Exodus, Leviticus, Ezra.” 
Green eyes locked on mine, she says with a worried expression, “I don’t understand why I can’t say the books of the Bible.” She tries to recite them at least ten more times. 
 I say, Well, we both had a glass of wine, so maybe that is making it hard to remember.” 
Roberta says, “Maybe so, but I know the books of the Bible.” 
I said I know that you know the books of the Bible, Roberta. Do not worry about it. Let’s try again tomorrow.” Roberta was okay with that idea. 

November 2018- Tonight, Roberta came over for dinner. When she arrived, she said, “I almost got one of those things that has a cap on it.” I asked, “What do you mean, Roberta? Is there something in your house? “Roberta says again, “I almost got one of those things with a cap on it.” 
I asked, “Was it inside or outside?” Roberta said, “it was on the outside.” I asked, “Was it an ant? Roberta said, “No, it was one of those things that has a cap on it.” I gave another lucky guess and figured out what Roberta was thinking. 
When my family got home, I told them about my conversation with Roberta. I wanted them to guess what they thought Grandma was talking about. They imagined things like a lawnmower, a garbage can, a hose, a bumblebee, and an insect. I finally told the family it was a snail. 

November 2019- Today, while Michael was home for lunch, He watched the Jehovah's Witness missionaries leaving Roberta’s house. They got in their car and were about to leave when Roberta ran after them and knocked on the car window. After they rolled down the window, she pulled out her desk calendar. She held it up to the window to show them all the things she wrote down. She talked them through her calendar, documenting all the things she did that month. 

January 3, 2019, Mark was checking Mom’s food supplies at her house. He happened to open her cabinet and was surprised by the hundreds of scurrying black ants. Mom had an empty carton of ice cream and two coffee cups filled with wine in the cupboard. Ants were having a feast! Mark retrieved ant bait from our house and put it on a small dish in Mom’s cabinet.
 About an hour later, mom came rushing over to our house with the ant bait and dish in her hand. She hurried into our home, exclaiming, “Look at this. I don’t know why all these things are in my cabinet.” I ran into the kitchen to find mom’s hand holding a dish covered in hundreds of ants. Ants were crawling up her arm and under her shirt sleeve! Ants were under her watchband and falling on our kitchen floor. I gasped and grabbed the ant bait dish from her hands. I rushed it to the kitchen sink and flooded it with water. Hundreds of ants went down the drain. Hundreds of other ants rushed out of the ant bait container into the sink. I put the ant bait dish on the counter, pulled mom over to the water, and placed her arm under the water stream. Her arm was covered in ants. I washed them down the drain. Frantically wiping under her sleeves and watch, I cleaned all the ants out.
 After cleaning mom’s arm, I noticed the scurry of ants on my kitchen counter. Flinging the dish and bait from the counter into the sink, I doused it with water. I then wrote mom a note and taped it to the now clean ant bait dish. It said, “Keep this in your cabinet to get the ants.” I found the note and ant bait on the plate in her cabinet later that day. The ants appeared under control. 

January 3, 2019, our daughter Kimberlie got engage today! We had a flood of emotion and conversation about the proposal as mom walked in. I said, “Roberta, Kimberlie was engaged today.” She smiled and said, “That’s nice.”  She went on, “I am seventy-seven years old, and I can still run the block. You must stay active. She looked at Stephen, Kim’s fiancé, and asked, “Do you know the menace of our country?” Knowing the answer from earlier conversations this week with Roberta, Stephen answered, “Television.” Roberta emphatically said, “Yes!”  
I told Roberta again that Kimberlie and Stephen got engaged today. She said, “That’s great.” She went on, “I am seventy-seven years old and still pick up all the leaves every day.” She then asked Steven, “Do you know the menace of our country?” 

Mark’s story - January 23, 2019, the other day, I brought mom groceries, including a box of white wine (usually we get her red wine). The first thing I did was check how much red wine she had in the fridge. There was only a cup or two left, but mom said, “I don't need that anymore. It upsets my stomach. I don't need it.”  I said, “Ok, is it just the red wine that upsets your stomach? What about white wine?”  (I showed her the box). She spoke. "What is that? I have never heard of that before." 
 
Then we went back to the red wine in the fridge. I was going to take it out and replace it with the white wine, but mom said, "Oh, there's still a couple of days left in there."  I said, "OK, mom, I will leave it as is."
 
Jan 24, 2019, this evening, Mark went to take Mom a plate of dinner. He said, “when I opened her door and stepped in, I tripped over a small plastic bin full of water. A bunch of the water had spilled out when I tripped over it, so I said, ‘Mom, what is this container full of water doing here?’” She said, "Oh, that's for Curley dog."  Mark said, "OK."  He then looked over at Curley's food dish on the floor next to his water bowl full of water. 
 
Jan. 26, 2019. While I sat in the house relaxing after work, I noticed that Mom was walking around the field block, over and over, like a crazed person. I told Mark that we should check on her. My friend Patty was visiting, so we went outside and called to Mom while she passed by. Concerned, I yelled out, “Hi Roberta, do you want to come over to the house and visit.? A bit hyper, she said, “Yes!” I asked, “How are you doing, Roberta?” She answered, “I’m great! When I do not drink wine, I walk around the field seven times in a row?” I had her wine box on the floor by the back door from a couple of days earlier. I said, “Do you want your wine box back?” She said, “Well, I like to have a small glass of wine at night. I only have four ounces and fill the rest of the glass up with 7-up.” I gave her the box of wine back. 
 
I gave her dinner, and then she played the piano while I sang her favorite songs. Then, going back out the door, I noticed the water I spilled on the floor earlier. I said, "Mom, can you get a towel or a rag, and I can wipe up this water I spilled?"  She took one look at the plastic container of water and said, 
"What is that doing there?" I said, "I don't know, Mom, I thought it was for Curley." "Nope, I don’t know what that water is there for. We don't need that here.” We removed the container of water. 
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February 2019. Mark and I went food shopping today for Mom. I bought her a red wine box since she came over last week and told me she needed more wine. In the morning, Mark saw something by the back door. He opened the door, and there was Mom’s wine box. During the rainstorm the night before, she must have come over after we were in bed and put her box of wine by our back door. We put the wine box inside our door. 
Today Mom came over. We were visiting, and she noticed the box of wine by the back door. As she bent over and picked the wine box up, she said, “Is this for me?” I answered, “You brought this wine over last night because you did not want it.” She replied, “I did not feel well last night.” I said, “Okay, do you want it now?” Mom said, “I like this wine. I want to take it home.”
March 2019- Two weeks ago, the wine box showed up again at our back door. Mom says she does not feel good when she drinks wine. I have decided to take her at her word and stop buying her wine. She has not asked for any since. 
March 2019- Last night, Mark went over to mom’s place and brought her dinner. They sang a bunch of hymns while mom played the piano. Mark sings with mom most days. About ten minutes after Mark came in from singing, Mom came over and walked into the house. She said she was playing the piano and then asked Mark, “Do you sing?”
Mark brought Mom dinner, and they spent time talking and looking at old family pictures. Mom was showing Mark one that displayed on her table. She told him, “This one is snow up on the ranch.” Pointing at it, she continued, “See, you can see the wall of the outside of the house.” Mark looked perplexed at the picture and asked, “Mom, where is the snow.” Mom pointed to the wall. Mark looked at the wall, and what he saw was a chair hanging from the top of the wall. White snow was at the top of the picture next to the wall, and it looked like tree branches were covering the bottom of the image. Mark continued trying to figure out what the film was. Finally, Mark flipped the picture around, and everything made sense. It was the deck around her old house, covered with snow. A chair was against the wall of the house. 
Facebook Family Post 
Mom update March 2019. Mom is doing wonderfully. She keeps herself busy each day, walking Curley, picking up leaves, and keeping watch over the Church property. Thankfully, she consistently charges and wears her GPS Apple watch, so we always know and are alerted on our phones where she is! At Mom's request, she no longer drinks wine and seems very content. Mark is a champion and sings with Mom multiple times per week as she masterfully plays the piano. Last week, after Mark had just sung with her, Mom came over and asked him, "Do you sing?" I am so thankful for the way Mark loves Mom! We are also incredibly grateful for Michael as he takes care of Mom when we are out of town. He spends time together with her while bringing her meals and is home at nights in case of an emergency- which brings Mark and me incredible peace! We will be revisiting Portland next weekend to watch my little sister Sarah's college singing recital. Michael is happy to care for Mom. Laura pays him $20 per day from Mom's account, for meals and care. We have a great thing going these days with Mom and family!
Facebook Family Post 
Mom update August 2019. Mom is still doing well and thankfully is happy every day! Her memory is less than one minute, but she draws near to God daily! She shows Mark and me where she is in her Bible. She has read the Bible 13 times, and today she is in Isaiah 9. She says daily, "When you read the Bible every day, you do not get upset about ridiculous things." So wise! Her diet has changed to straightforward bland foods. She often brings back bland dinners and says they burn her tongue. She continues to pick up leaves in the street and walk Curley. Curley leg improves every day. He cannot walk around the block yet, but Mom has worked out a new routine with him. We are so thankful for this precious time with Mom. She is truly a beautiful and godly person!
Sept. 2019, a family Facebook post by me.
A reflective, humorous insight into our lives. (Just saying, for encouragement since Mark is not home yet to help me. Lol) This is our daily evening routine after work with Sweet Mom. No complaints. Just wanted to share our reality.
4:30- I get home (every 5 minutes, Mom comes over)
4:45 Mom comes across to show me the leaves she got.
4:50 Mom brings Curley over and says he is 100% better.
4:55 Mom brings her Bible over to show the reading location.
5:00 Mom says no more church because of sick people
5:05 Mom brings her calendar over to show me activities.
5:10 Mom explains why TV is a menace to our country.
5:15 Mom bring her Bible over to show where she is in the Bible.
5:20 Brings Curley saying 100% better and show eye gooey.
5:25 Mom comes to talk about the rose bush Mark fixed.
5:30 Mom brings her shampoo and says she loves it.
5:35 Mom brings her bible over to show where she is.
5:40 Mom brings Curley over to show me his gooey eyes.
5:45 Mom comes over with hymnal and says why she does not need a church.
5:50 Mom talks about Mark fixing the rose bush.
6:00 Mom brings Curley over to say he is 100% better.
Still going on.... but we love her so much and would not trade this time for anything!!
 
Sept. 2019
Mom brings fried chicken dinner back with greasy chicken bones in hand. She says, “I don’t know what these things are. They are in this food. I can’t eat these things because I am missing a couple of teeth in the back.” 
February 2020- Life is going well with Mom. She continues to be happy and cheerful. She does her daily picking up leaves and walking Curley. Her stories are less because she is forgetting details. Every day now, she seems to home in on when I arrive home from work. Roberta seems to have a homing device secretly embedded in her skin. Within five minutes of me getting home from work, Roberta comes over to the house. First, she brings her Bible to show me where she is. Next, mom brings her music books to tell me how she plays her piano every day. Then Roberta brings her ice cream to show me what left. She gets her calendar to show me her schedule. Mom then tells me that her piano key D is working fine since she fixed it herself. Then she comes over to say that Curley leg is 100% better. Then it all starts over again. 
Roberta is forgetting words. The other day she came over to tell me she washed her hair. I asked her if she took a shower. She said, “No, I washed my hair in the thing that looks like this.” Roberta then moves her hands in a downward curve. I said, “The sink?” She spoke. “Yes, the sink.” She then said, “I pour water on my head with that thing that holds water.” I said, “Do you mean a cup?” 
June 2020- Roberta has such a happy disposition. She continues to walk Curley Dog daily, read her Bible, and watch the news. Her vocabulary is shrinking every month, and her ritual stories are narrowing. Daily she tells us about her walks with Curley, but she cannot remember how to say words such as “path,” “trail,” “sidewalk,” and “street.” Surprisingly, she can describe the walkway so that I understand. For instance, when describing a street or road, she will say, “I carry Curley across that place that has all the little rocks on it to the area across where it is smooth.
 When we take Curley in the car on a drive with Roberta and me, he always shakes uncontrollably at first out of fear of going to the vet. After he relaxes, mom says, “Curley is soft now. He is not afraid anymore.” She continued to loop on that sentence repeating, “Curley is soft now.” She cannot remember the words calm or relaxed. 
Some other words mom has forgotten when talking about Curley are “train” and “teach. 
Mom regularly explains to me that she has treated Curley to put his feet up at night to be cleaned before bed. She says, “you can treat a dog to do anything.” 
Last night Mark’s sister Janine and her husband Jeff came over to visit. We brought mom dinner earlier so that we could have privacy. Mom got the dinner back, saying she had already eaten. Janine went to mom’s house to walk her back home and sing with her for a while. Of course, mom showed Janine where she was in her Bible while Janine was at her house. After Janine came back over to our house, Mom came over to show Janine where she was in her Bible. We thanked mom for showing us her Bible and told her we had a meeting and would visit with her later. She left again, and the four of us sat down to dinner. 
Within about five minutes, mom comes bursting into our house, sad and upset. She holds her bare hands out to us, holding a bloody and dead baby possum. The little Joey was fresh and flat. It looked as if it had been run over by a car and partially eaten by something. At once I grabbed a handful of napkins and scooped the street pizza up out of Roberta’s hands. Mark and Janine urged mom to wash her hands. They took her away from the kitchen sink to the laundry room sink to not contaminate our sink dishes with her dead possum germs. I put the joey, draped with white napkins, into a gallon sized Ziplock bag. I zipped the plastic pocket and threw it in the garage trashcan. I then washed my hands thoroughly with soap and water. We thanked mom for bringing us the dead baby possum and sympathized with her over its death. After she left, we sat back down to our dinner conversation with a loss of appetite. Jeff said, “it is like having a five-year-old all over again.” 

May 2020- Mark has been working hard to finish his Doctorate in Ministry since we are up against a deadline to finish. He has books and papers spread out across the kitchen table. Mom comes over regularly now with a downcast face. I ask, “what is wrong, Roberta? Are you upset?” She asks sadly, “Are you moving?” I have explained to her that Mark is working on his “big paper” (dissertation.) Finally, I wrote it down on a sticky note saying, “Mark and Laurie are not moving. Mark is in school and is writing a big paper.” We posted this in her kitchen. Roberta seems satisfied, 

June 2020- Roberta is getting pickier and pickier with her eating. For about a year now, we only serve bland, non-colorful meals. She drinks protein, vitamin drinks each day, and loves eating her daily ice-cream tub, so I am not overly worried. Last week I made Mom her longtime favorite tortilla with beans and cheese. I also added a sliced fresh peach on the side. The next day Mom came to our house, holding the wrapped food plate, never opened, or touched. She said, “I can’t eat this kind of food.” I said, “That is a tortilla and cheese and a peach. You love to eat that.” She looked at the plate inquisitively and said, “I have never seen food like this in my life. I have no idea what it is, and I can’t eat it.”  I took the delicious dinner plate away and tried to think of another bland meal to give her.
I asked, “Well, would you eat a peanut butter and jelly sandwich?” Roberta said, “I like peanut butter and jelly.” I made her a sandwich on wheat bread and was about to wrap it up on a clean plate with a banana when Mom said, “what is that?” I answered, “It is a peanut butter and jelly sandwich.” Roberta said, “Isn’t it supposed to be white?” I said, “I think you will like it even if it is not on white bread.” I wrapped it up and sent it with her. I guess I would see tomorrow if she ate the brown meal. 

May 2020- Often, Mom comes across the yard to our house around twenty times a day. During the COVID-19 pandemic, however, Mark and I are both working from home and need to concentrate on our work. After about the tenth time of mom coming over, we must tell Mom that we are working.  Mom, however, continues to come over to the house, so finally, Mark tapes a sign to the back door that says, “Mark and Laurie are working, please come back at 6:00.”  Roberta walked up to our back door many times to read the sign, but she did not knock. She simply turned around and went back to her house. Mom did indeed come back precisely at six and said, “Mark asked me to come back at 6:00. He wants to talk to me about something.” 

Garbage disposal full of bananas
Pants belong to the girls or Marks' dad. Do not fit her anymore

Toe hurting. Laura helps me undress mom so we can see under her nylons. A large, raw corn is between her toes. Mom says, “nothing is wrong with my toe, and it does not hurt.”  A few weeks later, I went over to Mom’s house to check on her. I found mom soaking her toe in a warm water tub made from her used-up ice cream plastic container. She says that she cut a bump off her toe, and it feels better now. 

August 2020, “Dad is diabetic.” Mom was only eighteen when she married Mark’s father, Lou. She says that she never knew that he was a diabetic (which he is not.) Mom says Lou passed diabetes on to the family.
June 2020- Mom came over to our house in a small panic. She said there was water all over her bathroom floor. She had no idea why the bathroom sink was full and overflowing all over the cabinets and tiled ground. Mark ran over to check. Mom told Mark that she just got back from taking Curley on a walk around the block, and she came home to the flood. Mark turned off the faucet, cleaned the water off the floor, and took the plug out of the sink. 
 A couple of minutes after Mark finished cleaning the water mess, mom came over and said she put hot water down the sink, and it is draining now. She was unsure how the overflow happened and continued insisting that she did not turn the water on or put the plug down in the sink. I said, “I’m glad the drain is fixed, and now you have your floors mopped and cleaned!’ We laughed, and Roberta went back to her house. 
June 2020- Roberta tells us a few times weekly that she does not want to go to church anymore because “People sing and spew their colds and flu all over everyone.”  We have explained to her many times that we agree and that she should not go to church anymore if she is not comfortable. We also emphasized that due to the COVID-19 pandemic, all churches have been closed for the last three months. Today mom was telling us again why she has stopped going to church. This time she added new details to the story. “When my seven children were young, I noticed that they came down with flu and colds after we had been to church, so I had the entire family stop going to church.” Of course, Mark’s siblings all attended church growing up. Many became pastors, church leaders, children’s ministry leaders, and worship leaders. 
June 2020- Five times this week, mom came over and said, “My house is so warm. The three holes up high in the house are making the house hot. Do I turn them off?” We explained to her that the holes in the ceiling were lights and that they are not heaters. We explained that it was a hot day and that her house has excellent insulation, and we should open windows to cool the home down. Mom does not understand at all that the holes have lights in them and are not heaters. Mark went over to her house and put a note upon the light switch, saying, “Keep the light switch off.” We hope that she will not be confused about the heater when turning light switches on. Unfortunately, Mom still does not seem to understand the lights and continues to think they are heaters. 
Each day mom continues to come over to ask if she is doing the right thing about not turning “the heater things” on. Bless her heart, she does not want to do anything wrong. Mom has many lamps around her house, so she does not need the ceiling lights. We try to simplify her life, so we put the sign on the wall to keep the ceiling lights off. 
September 2020, Tonight Mom came over genuinely concerned. She said, “Is it okay if the Whirlpool is on all night?” Usually, I can figure out what she is talking about, but I had to guess this time. I asked, “Is the Whirlpool in the garage?” Roberta answered, “No, it is in the kitchen.” I asked, “Is the Whirlpool the dishwasher or the refrigerator?” Mom seemed confused and could not explain the whirlpool except to say that she did not think it was good to keep it on all night. She thought it could be dangerous. Mark said he would go over to her house and see what the Whirlpool was and turn it off. After Mark returned to our home. I asked, “What was the Whirlpool that was on?” Mark replied, “It was the light under her microwave. It was on, and she did not know how to turn it off. I turned it off for her.” First time, mom forgot the words for light and microwave. 
September 2020- Mark planned to mow our large yard. He went over to Roberta’s cottage, pulled her fence opening, and out of the wooden rail tracks, as we always do when we need to mow our lawn. The fence opening piece is about five feet wide and three feet tall. It is awkward to manipulate the large fencing piece in and out of the tracks. Mark put the fencing off to one side so he could access Mom’s yard with our riding lawn mower. Mark started the big mowing job. First, Mark went around our front yard and then he moved to the back yard, where Roberta’s house is. When Mark arrived at mom’s fence opening he noticed that the fence was put back in place, perfectly aligned in the rails. We have no idea how Roberts manipulated this large section of the fence wall. She is a small, petite woman, only 110 pounds.
Mark continued mowing around our yard. He had ear protection over his ears and was in concentration mode. Out of the corner of his eye, Mark sees Roberta, standing on her deck with Curly Dog, waving him down. He waves and yells, “I can’t hear you, Mom. I’m mowing.” Mom continued to smile, wave her arms frantically up and down, and point to Curley Dog. Mark finally stops the machine, turned off the blades, removed the ear protection off his head, engaged the mower brake, and asks, “Mom, what do you need?” Mom yells out with a big smile, “Curley Dog says, ‘Woof’!” 
October 2020- Mom came over last night. She was agitated and confused. She had a tall glass cup filled to the top with cloudy water. On top of the water was about an inch thick of wet dog food. Mom said, “I’m not sure what is wrong with Curley food. Does this look like too much water? Something is wrong with the way it looks.” I asked, “Roberta, how do you usually make Curley food?” Mom replied, “I don’t remember how I made his food.” Mark and I told her to pour out most of the water from the tall cup and keep the wet dog food to feed Curley. 

November 2020- Mom usually takes nice care of herself. I do not really know when she showers and washes her hair, but it always looks clean and brushed. She likes to wear light lipstick and she always colors her eyebrows. Last month I noticed that her eyebrows were a thick dark black. Something was clumpy in her brows. She suddenly had this new makeup on each day. She was using a dark black on her light brown eyebrows.
 I bought her a new eyebrow pencil in a light brown. Unfortunately, I could not find the new brow pencil when I got home. I threw it away in the bag after I unloaded my other purchases on my kitchen counter. Mom’s black brows were extraordinary, so I decided to go out the next week and buy the light brown brow pencils again. I brought them directly to her house this time. Together we went into her bedroom, and I asked her where she keeps her eye makeup. She pointed me to her dresser. On the dresser were two empty lipstick containers and two incredibly old mascara tubes. I have never bought mom mascara so it must have been at least ten years old. I asked her what she puts on her eyebrows. She took out her old mascara wand and proudly brushed black dried paint over her eyebrows. Flabbergasted, I opened the new brow pencils and encouraged her to use them in the future. After my narrative mom opened the mascara and showed me again how she paints her eyebrows while again brushing black clumps on her brows. I pocketed the empty lipsticks and one dry mascara and left the brow pencils in hopes that she would use them. 
Two weeks later, Mom came over and told Mark, “Laurie gave me these new eyebrow pencils. The brown looks much better. The black looked terrible!” 

 November 2020- Mom always writes her daily information and activities on her big desk calendar. She is proud of her filled-in calendar and often brings it over to show us. Not a day goes by, for over eight years, where she has not filled in her daily activities on her calendar. 
This day we needed to get Curly Dog groomed. He was away from Roberta and at the groomers for three hours. That evening mom came over to show Mark her Bible. Daily she likes to show us where she has read to in her Bible. She has read the Bible thirteen times and has underlined every sentence in her current book. Mom opened to Colossians 4 and showed Mark what she wrote, “Curley got a haircut today.”

November 2020- Mom’s declining vocabulary this month:
Mom came over to our house and said to Mark, “You know the thing that drops things?” Mark said, “Do you mean the things that drop leaves?” Mom said, “Yes.” Mark said, “Do you mean trees?” Mom said, “Yes, trees! I picked up all the leaves off the street today.”

Mom said to Mark, about seven times, “I only turn the TV on from 6:00pm to 7:00pm each day.” Finally, she said, “The program I watch talks about what is happening in the world today.”

Mom was terribly upset about the big dirt mounds in her yard. She said, “What are these things? They were not here yesterday!” Mark explained, “These are gopher mounds. We have been dealing with them for ten years.” Mom said, “I have no idea why they are here. They were not here before!

Nov. 2020 Mom Update. Thankfully, Mom is still extremely happy, independent, and positive however, she is starting to combine two thoughts into one sentence. Last week she came over concerned that her heater was not working. (Mark went over and found that it was unplugged.) Her sentence went like this, “My heater is not turning on, I picked up all the leaves today off the street, the heater will not turn on.”
Later in the week she came over and showed Mark her calendar and talked about the Bible. She paged through her calendar while saying, “If people would just read their Bible they would not worry about things. I have read the Bible thirteen times. Can you name all the books of the Bible.”? Mark said, "No Mom, can you name all the books of the Bible?” Normally Mom would jump to recite the books, but she changed the subject back to her calendar.

Today, Mark went over to Mom's to sing with her, bring her some dinner and protein drinks. While he was there, Mom told Mark, “I do not turn my piano on until 6:00pm.” (This is when she turns her TV on.) Mom came over just now to show us where she is in the Bible. She told me, “I have read my piano 13 times.” Mom just came over again. She said, "This is where I am in the Bible and Curley goes under the bench to listen."

March 2021- I went over to Mom’s house to check her bathroom and personal hygiene supplies. Covering her bathroom sink were numerous skillfully placed toothpaste boxes, shampoo bottles, Vaseline containers, and lotions. Mom loves to cover her counters and table with things! I checked each container and found, to my shock, that each bottle, box, and carton was completely empty. With Mom’s permission, I gathered up all the waste and threw it away. Later that day we bought Mom new bathroom items. 
Mark went over to moms to bring her the new supplies. He showed her the box of toothpaste. Mom said, “What is that for?” Mark asked Mom to come into the bathroom so he could show her what to do with the toothpaste and her toothbrush. Mom said, “I never saw anything like that before.” Next Mark gave Mom her new shampoo. Mom asked, “What is that? I have never seen anything like that before.” Mark explained, “Mom, you wash your hair with the shampoo.” Mom said, “I read the bottle and I do not know what shampoo is. Nowhere on the bottle does it say anything about hair.” Mom is right! On the front of the bottle, the word hair is not mentioned! We also bought Mom some new cereal and put it in her pantry. Mom asked, “What is that for?” I said, “You add milk to it and eat it for breakfast.” Mom said, “I never heard of anything like that before.” 
Somehow mom cannot remember toothpaste, shampoo, and cereal but she tells us daily how happy she is living here. She also asks us almost weekly if we are planning to move. We tell her, “No Mom, we are staying in this house. We are not moving.” Mom then says, “I am so happy living here. I have never loved living somewhere so much.” 
 
March 2021- Mom loves to color in her eyebrows. Months ago, I bought Mom some light brown eyebrow pencils, but they disappeared twice. For months now Mom has mysteriously had dark black eyebrows. She manicures them nicely and outlines her brows carefully. They are a very dark black but somehow it works. Today Mom came marching over to our house with one eyebrow black and the other brow a pale skin color. She had a black sharpy pen in her hands. She said, “I was doing my eyebrows, but Curley needed to go outside to the bathroom. When I came back my pen was not working.”  Sure enough,Sure, enough the sharpy pen was dry. Mark and I were completely shocked! We had no idea that Mom had been using a sharpy pen to color in her eyebrows. 
March 2021- Janine and her family stayed at the house to take care of mom while Mark and I were away for the weekend. Janine texted me and asked me to call her. She said that she did not want me to be shocked when we got home. I returned Janine’s call when our plane landed later that night. She let me know that Mom was now using her old nursing stash of Betadine to color her eyebrows. Janine said Mom’s eyebrows were hard and orange. I thanked Janine for the information. When I saw mom, I was astonished! She had perfectly shaped but hardened, thick, bright orange eyebrows. The next day we bought her some new eyebrow pencils and put a wet rag to her eyebrows to remove the caked Betadine. It took a while, but it eventually came off. I was worried it might take her skin off with it, but thankfully it did not. Mom started using the new brow pencils and she liked them. I bought five more for the future!
 
April 2021-We have started using a pest control company at our house and at mom’s house. It has helped tremendously with pesty critters like spiders and ants! The other day Mark, however, went over to mom’s house to bring her a meal. In a corner on the floor, she had four. empty but rinsed, ice cream containers. She also had a couple of containers in her pantry awaiting trash day. Mom said, “Mark, there are little things in my cabinet.” Mark inquired and mom said, “I have never seen anything like them before, but they are tiny, black, and have a lot of little legs.” We found numerous ants in her pantry enjoying her empty ice cream containers. 
May 2021
Mom appeared at the front door this morning holding a large foam block. Mom said, “I found this next to the garbage can. I don’t know why it was there or what to do with it.” At once I recognized it as the large foam block I had placed in the top of the garbage can before hauling the can out to the street the night before. I could not figure out how the foam block got placed on the sidewalk next to the garbage can, but I took it and threw it back into the garage.
A few minutes later, mom showed up at the front door again. This time she is holding the plastic container she keeps in her kitchen and uses as a waste can for her disposables, like her milk cartons. Once again, mom said, “I found this next to the garbage can. I don’t know why it was there or what to do with it.”  I figured out what had happened: Mom, knowing from her calendar that today is garbage day, dutifully brought her trash out to our garbage can on the street, as she does each week. This time, however, the trash can was completely full. So, she took out the large foam block sitting on top and put it down next to the garbage can. Then she took her little plastic waste container and dumped it into our garbage can. Next, I figure, she must have seen the foam block on the sidewalk next to the garbage can. Not knowing why, it was there, or what to do with it, she put her plastic trash can down (next to the garbage can), then picked up the foam block and brought it to me. Mom, returning to the garbage can out on the sidewalk, now spots her little plastic trash container sitting next to the garbage can, which she now does not recognize, so she brings it to me. 
September 1, 2021
New vocabulary-
Light switch is called a key.
Couch is now a bench.
The green bush outside is a bench.
The short fence across the street is called a bench.
Our new dog Daisy is called Curley.
Mom’s bible is often her piano.
The refrigerator is a box.
The microwave is called whirlpool.
The pebbles in the road are bebbles.
The washer and dryer in her garage are the white boxes.
Rose bushes in bloom are blossom bushes.
When the dog is feeling safe and calm, he is feeling soft.
Daisies’ leash harness is a container.
September 2021, we had to put our sweet Curley dog down since he was needing mouth
Surgery, eye surgery and had little tumors growing all over his body. He was such a great 
Friend and dog for our family and we will always appreciate his love and service to Roberta. I prayed about finding a new companion dog. I prayed for a little chihuahua. Within a day the dog shelter had a dog that was given to them by a woman that had to go into a care home. She was an eight-pound Chihuahua. Mark, Roberta and I went to meet the new doggie at the shelter, and it was a perfect match. We adopted the dog and named her Daisy since her original name, Bianca, we thought would be hard for Roberta to remember. 
We have had Daisy for three weeks now and she is doing wonderful. She loves to walk with Roberta, and she is healthy and vivacious. Roberta loves Daisy; however, she has no idea that we have a new dog. She calls Daisy Curley, and she tells all the same stories about Daisy that she talked about Curley. 
September 2021 Mom wears the same jeans and green blouse every day except for on Sundays, when she wears her Sunday best, so the neighbors think she went to church. I try to wash her weekday outfit on Sunday so today I asked her to bring her jeans and shirt over to be washed. She said,” I don’t know what I wore yesterday.” She had no idea what I was talking about. I said, “The outfit you wear every day. Your jeans and green blouse.”  Again, Mom was perplexed and had a confused look on her face. I said, “don’t worry, I will come over and get your dirty clothes.” 
I saw in her closet her pink sweater that she wears each night to bed folded in her closet. I asked, “Why do you keep this sweater in your closet and not in your drawer with your pajama pants?” She spoke. “I keep it here for a last out.” I understood what she meant. Roberta is losing her words, but she is still able to describe what she is trying to communicate. 
As Roberta and I say each day together, ``Another Day in Paradise!”	
 September 2021- Mom says almost daily.” I love living here. Can you imagine, house, house, house, house? I love living here because there is no house, house, house!” 
Mark and I are so thankful that Roberta lives here with us. We have noticed however that her mental state has gone from a five-year-old to about a three or four-year-old. However, it is almost impossible for Mom to learn anything new. For instance, she has had her new dog Daisy for about a month now. Mom still calls the dog Curley. The other day I was taking the dog out to go potty. I said, “Good girl Daisy! You are such a good girl.” Mom then copied what I said. Mom said, “You are such a good girl, “Curley is a good boy.” Mom has never missed Curley and does not understand that she got a new dog and that the dog is a girl. 
Oct. 2021 Daisy Dog is such a sweet girl. She gets so excited when Mark or I come over to feed her or take her out. Today I went over to feed her and she started squealing and running in circles so fast it was hard to keep up. Suddenly, Daisy fell over on her side as stiff as a board. Her four legs were out straight and her mouth was wide open, showing her teeth. I was shocked and just stared at Daisy for a second. Suddenly her bladder failed and she peed on the carpet. My two thoughts were, “Oh no, our new dog is going to die,.” and “Oh know, she is peeing on the carpet.” Seeing that Daily was stiff and not moving, I ran to the kitchen to get a towel to clean up the urine puddle. Out of the corner of my eye  I saw that Mom was picking up stiff Daisy and standing her on her feet. I said, “Roberta, Daisy does not feel well. Please don’t touch her.” Oblivious that something was wrong, Roberta continued to stand Daisy up on all fours. Amazingly, Daisy stood there upright as stiff as a board. Within a few seconds Daisy came back to consciousness, first with her front legs and then with her back legs. Oh dear, what is wrong with sweet Daisy?
Unfortunately, Mom is not feeding the dog correctly. Daisy loves to eat dry dog food. She cannot stand her food mixed with milk, ice cream or Ensure drinks! Daisy refuses and will not touch the warm, milky wet, dog slush that mom makes. Mark and I have written many notes and placed them above the dog bowl, in the refrigerator, near the Ensure bottles, and above mom’s sink. The notes say, “Dry food only for the Dog!” “No milk, Ensure, or ice cream in the dog food.” “Dry food only.” Mom does not understand this and daily adds Ensure, milk and/or melted ice cream to the dog food. After a month of this our sweet, new, little Daisy started looking less healthy. Mark decided we needed to intervene and feed the dog each day ourselves. 
Mark or I now go over twice a day to take Daisy out to go to the bathroom and to feed her. Our new routine is to pour the soggy expensive dog food, mixed with stale protein drink or melted ice cream, in the garbage disposal. We then give the little doggie either dry food or mix her food with cooked chicken that we have prepared to keep her health up. Little Daisy goes crazy when we come over! She jumps up on us and eats her new food for minutes straight, as if she is starving (which she probably is.) Mark and I realize that we need to feed the dog for mom twice a day. 
Roberta has also stopped taking the dog out to go to the bathroom in the mornings. She says it is too cold. So now, we are also taking Daisy out at least twice a day to go to the bathroom. Recently we have seen messes in the house. When we ask Roberta if she took the dog out to go potty, she says, “It is too cold and rainy to take him out.” Mark and I (mostly Mark) are now basically doing dog care for sweet Daisy.
September 2021- Mom still talks to strangers who walk by her house every day. This week there has been a work crew directly across the street from mom’s house building a fence around the yard. Mom is intrigued yet confused why a fence is going up in her leaf throwing area. Mark is working from his office upstairs and can watch Roberta from his office window throughout the day. Mark noticed that Mom went across the street and was talking to a worker for about ten minutes. Roberta was animated, showing him how she could run and dance. She pointed to the field and told him her story of picking weeds. We are sure she told the worker how she walks the dog on the sidewalk and not on the street since the pebbles will hurt his feet. Finally, Mark decided to intervene so the worker could get back to his job. Mark left his office and walked across the street to Roberta and the man. Mark said, “Hi, this is my mom, Roberta.” Then Mark started explaining to Mom that the worker needs to get back to his job. But when Mark looked back to the worker to get his affirmation, the friendly man just replied, “No hablo ingles.”
	October 2021, we have watched mom walk Daisy each day but the collar on Daisy did not look right. Daisy did not have one of the two harnesses we have on. Mom somehow figured out a new dog harness. She put the handle of the leash over Daisy’s neck and Mom held the end of the leash with the collar hook. Mom has been walking Daily this way for a couple of days now. 
This last week, Mom somehow lost Daisy’s two harnesses. Each harness has an ID tag on it to find Daisy if she ever gets lost. Mark and I have looked all over Mom’s house for the harnesses since we need to help take the dog to the bathroom at least twice a day. We cannot find the dog harnesses anywhere. We have looked in Mom’s clothes closet, pantry, kitchen cabinets, garage, bathroom cabinets, backyard, and all over her house. We cannot find the harnesses. Mark finally succumbed to the situation and takes the little dog out with the leash handle as a collar. Mom walks Daisy this way each day lately. Mark and I are determined to find the harnesses, so we decided to look through Mom’s sock and underwear dresser. Sure enough, the two harnesses were in the back of one of the small drawers.  
10-14-21 (Mark)
Today I went to mom’s house to feed the doggie (Daisy) and take the doggie out to do her stuff.
When I got there the doggie jumped around like she really needed to go outside. So, I took her out.
When we got back inside the house, the doggie was jumping around again. She likes for me to sit with her for a little bit and rub my fingers up and down the back of her neck.  While I was doing that it was easy to see that the doggie loved what I was doing. She sat there without moving while I massaged her neck.  Mom jumped in and said, “I think he really likes that because he is a boy.” I tried to keep my laughter inside, but I couldn’t hold my tongue. I replied, “Well the doggie is a girl, so I don’t think that’s it!”
Then mom and I sang some songs together while she played the piano. She is still able to read music and play songs that are not as familiar to her. While she played, I sang several songs—and ended with one of her favorites, I Saw the Light by Hank Williams. As we were finishing the last song, she said, “It would be nice if you came by more often.”  That was one of the few times I have heard her say anything that was in any way not positive. So, I replied, “Well, mom I come over twice a day!”  She took it without any notice, and then she played, and I sang one more song.
I checked her refrigerator before I left just to take an inventory of what she might need (particularly ice cream). What I found in her refrigerator: six plates of food uneaten, 7 full cups of coffee, several cups full of soggy doggie food (several days’ supply of what she prepares in advance to feed to Daisy—although Daisy never eats any of it because mom mixes it with ice cream or her protein drink, or both, and lets it sit out all day. Sometimes when I get there to feed the dog, mom “reheats'' the bowl she gave the doggie earlier in the day. How does she reheat it? She rinses it in the sink with hot water—mom doesn’t have a microwave anymore, which is probably a good thing. She broke the one we had by putting the metal bowl of dog food in it to heat it every day). Today, after I gave Daisy her dog food, mom pointed to her bowl of soggy doggy food and ice cream and protein drink, and told me, “That’s the one he likes.” Laurie or I now feed Daisy and take her out twice a day because mom is not able to take care of feeding or taking the doggie out in the morning every day.  
Earlier this week as I finished feeding Daisy in the morning, mom walked out onto her porch with me as I was leaving.  It was a rare Humboldt County morning: beautiful, clear, and warm. As I stepped down the pathway, mom said, “I am not going to put this out today” (she was referring to her door mat which she puts out on her porch each morning). “I only put it out on sunny days, not on days like today.”
(November 2021) Roberta update- (November 2021) Everyday now for ten years Mom/Grandma/Aunt Roberta has joyfully picked up leaves from the street and our yard. She often spends most of her days picking up the hundreds of leaves that drop in the street from the two large trees next door.  This afternoon, Mom and I (Mark) were out walking the doggie.  (I take Daisy-dog out three or four times a day now, since Mom no longer remembers to take Daisy dog out regularly.) This morning was windy and big leaves were strewn across our entire lawn from the two big Alder trees in the neighbor’s yard. As we walked the doggie, she picked up a large leaf from the lawn, and asked, “What is this?”
I said, “That’s a leaf, Mom.”
Mom asked, “Where do these come from?” I told her, “ They come from a tree Mom.”
“You mean those two big trees over there?” she asked.
“Yes, mom.” I spoke.
Satisfied but surprised, she responded, “I have always wondered where these things came from!” 
	(November 2021) One of Mom’s favorite walks with her dog has been to go across the vacant five acre property cati-corner from us and then circle back on the sidewalk through our neighborhood and to our house. Every morning and afternoon she walks with her doggie down the beaten path that crosses the field, and then returns by walking around the block and back to our house. It made for a simple six-to-seven-minute walk she could do on her own. When Mom first came to live with us, I (Mark) had set up a geo-fence around our neighborhood, and given an Apple watch to Mom to wear, so we would always know if Mom ever wandered from her regular path. A few months ago, a school purchased the property to use as an outdoor charter school. Several days each week, teachers and middle school and high school students gather for their outdoor studies. 
Several months have passed since the school started meeting in the open field across the street. To keep mom from walking her doggie across the school’s property, we had put up a small note on Mom’s front door that she could see whenever she left. The note read, “Do not walk across the field anymore.” In the beginning, the note seemed to work. Mom often reminded us, telling us, “I don’t walk across the field anymore. I never walk across that field.” Recently, however, we have noticed Mom has found a way “around” the note on her door.  She continues no longer walking her doggie across the field traveling from north to south around the block back to her house (her regular path). She has now reversed her walk. Now, from her house, she walks the sidewalk through our neighborhood, circles around to the property, and crosses it back to her house, walking south to north! Somehow, she has determined that walking across the property in reverse (from south to north) is not walking across the property. 
Normally, Mom has been walking the property when the school is not meeting, and no one is there. Today, though, she did something she had never done before. With dozens of teachers and students doing a large project on the property, Mom decided to take her doggie for a walk on her reverse path through our neighborhood and back around through the school! We were watching Mom from our kitchen, concerned that mom was walking across the field with all the students and teachers there. We noticed she was there just as one of the teachers caught up to her. From our kitchen window, Laurie and I both panicked, wondering how we were going to keep Mom from crossing the school’s property when they were meeting. As soon as Mom returned from her walk, I decided to make a new sign to put on her front door. I took a new, bigger sign over and posted it on her door: “Please do not walk across the field. A school meets there now.” it read in large, bold letters. After I put the sign on her door, I had her read it. Then I gently explained, “Mom, we can’t walk across the field any more.  It doesn’t belong to the church anymore. It belongs to a school now.”  Immediately, she replied, “That’s good. I haven’t been doing that.” And then she continued, “I don’t go over there anymore. I never go there. Absolutely not!”  Chuckling inside, I said, “That’s great, Mom! I am so glad you never do that!”    

02/22/2022: I went over to feed mom’s doggie, Daisy, tonight. Mom asked if I wanted her to play the piano, which is code for “do you want to sing some songs with me.” I always try to say yes when she asks. We usually sing three or four songs together. Tonight, when she asked, I said, “Mom, go pick out a song while I feed the doggie.” She walked into the piano room, then stopped in her tracks and said, “The cover is missing.” I wasn’t sure what she meant, but I walked over and noticed there was no music sitting on her piano. So, she took off looking around her little apartment. I expected she was going to find her music and come back with her songbook. Instead, she came back with her large desk calendar where she writes her activities each day. She tried fitting the large desk calendar on the music rack on her piano. Then she suddenly stopped and noticed something wasn't right. She ran back into the other room searching. She saw the large-print Bible on her end table and asked, “Is this it?” But then she decided that wasn’t it either. Then she ran into her bedroom and started looking through her dresser drawers. I don’t know where she finally found her music book of hymns, but she finally ran out holding and shouting, “I found it.” We sat down and sang one of her favorite songs together.  
Julie’s response- She is amazing how her brain is still able to figure things out! I tell people all the time how happy and well she is doing and have even given some advice on how to care for their dementia/Alzheimer’s loved one. They are
all amazed at what we’ve been able to accomplish as a family. Our sweet Mom has a good life. [image: ❤️]

Facebook message to the sibling page March 2022- Hi siblings. We were going to just message this to Laura since she handles mom's finances, but we thought it was appropriate to share with everyone to give you a mom update.
Mark and I are getting ready to order a new above range microwave for mom’s house since the last, barley used one, broke awhile back due to her putting her metal dog bowl in it numerous times to heat up the soggy doggie food. Also, today Mark went over to moms to fix her garbage disposal. In the past he has pulled out banana peels. Unfortunately, it would not fix this time, even though he did pull out tons of chewed up saran wrap and Nutra grain bar packaging from the drainpipes. We will check with what Poletskis suggests. So it looks like there are some expenses coming up soon.
Another thing, our goal is to keep the doggie alive! Mom feeds the dog all her human food so Daisy is not hungry for her twice a day heart meds. We took the dog food away from mom for a couple days, but she simply loaded doggie up with fruit bars, ice-cream, bananas and pasta. Also, we decide to stop buying ensures because the dog bowl is always filled to the brim with the protein drink. We are questioning if Mom ever drinks them. Thankfully, Mom is happy and still reads her Bible and plays her piano everyday.


March 2022-
Well, mom got lost today on her walk with Daisy around the block. [image: 😢] She walked to the far end of the next neighborhood in Sand Point and went upstairs to a stranger’s house. Thankfully a neighbor and friend of ours saw her and brought her home to us. We need to have a family meeting to discuss next steps. For now, Mark and I will be more diligent to track mom on her GPS watch. Are you available this Friday night or next to meet? Maybe those in town can come over to our house around 6:30 and the rest can meet us on zoom.
Family agenda made on zoom.-
Great, 6:30 tomorrow night, April 1st it is -No joke[image: 😊]. We can all zoom, or the locals are welcome to come over for after dinner appetizers and drinks. Please add your thoughts but a suggested agenda might include:
1. What is happening currently with mom.
2. Adding Laura and others to Mom's daily GPS watch tracking system.
3. Making plans for Mom's future care outside of our home.
4. Safety ideas for the next few months.
5. Mom wearing a formal medical alert ID bracelet.
6. Having caretakers come to mom's home all day.
7. What is the final boundary before mom needs to move to a care home. 
8. What if police find mom and social services are called.

June 2022-Mom is confused about waking and sleeping hours. For a couple weeks now, Mom has put her PJs on around noon. It is 11:00 pm now and she has been going in and out of the house for hours (picking up leaves in the dark and rearranging her door mats). She thinks she is starting her morning. Please Click on the ring below to see Mark trying to tell mom it is bedtime.      
From Mark’s sister Laura, -That video is so sweet. You guys are indeed very patient and thoughtful and intentional with mom. We are also thankful for all you do. [image: 😘]   
August 15.2022- My cousin Elisa called me today while I was shopping at Costco. She said that she was on her way to work and saw Mom walking down the Freeway onramp on Murray Road. I called Mark, who thankfully was home, and he quickly drove to pick up mom who was now entering the freeway from the onramp. He pulled up next to her and said, "Hi Mom, where are you going?" Mom was very sorry and said she was confused because the neighbor across from her house dumped a truck full of bark on their sidewalk and that is the sidewalk she walks on. Mom also had somehow put her GPS watch on airplane mode so we could not see her location. I am thanking God that Elisa saw her! I called Laura, who calmed me down. Laura has since talked with Timber Ridge, Frys, and Sequoia Springs memory care in Fortuna. Sequoia Springs has openings now and is $5995 per month. This is mom's third time getting confused/lost so it is probably time to seriously consider a move in the very near future.
Aug. follow up- Mark and I went to Sequoia and met with Sarah. She gave us a long tour. It is really nice! The next step is mom seeing her Dr and the Dr filling out a huge form. Laura made a Dr appointment for early September. Then the Sequoia nurse comes to the house for an hour to get to know mom. The nurse decides what level of care mom needs. In the memory care side mom would have to share a room but after seeing it I think it can work. 
Janine’s response to our sibling Facebook post- Thank you for the update. How are things going in the meantime? How are you feeling about her safety? I would imagine your stress level is higher. Do you need help during the day keeping an eye on her?
Laura and Mark bought mom a new Apple Watch phone that has updated capabilities. I’m back to work full time but Mark still mostly works from home. We track mom closely and she is back to her normal routine.
Sept. 2022- Mom is doing well for now. She continues to pick up leaves and walk everyday around the block. Today she seemed to never stop walking. We tracked her miles on her iPhone. She walked over 7 miles just today!! Mark watched her walk the block, around Murray Road, over ten times. Understandably she is looking thin, but her appetite is very good.
Mark and Laura are taking mom through the steps for moving to a Sequoia Springs in Fortuna when the time comes. Mom has seen the Dr and will get a TB test soon. We are waiting on the Dr.'s big report to give to the Sequoia Springs. After that we need to pay a down payment and the care home nurse will come to our house and get to know mom to determine if she needs to be in the memory care unit. We will keep you informed as we move along in the process.
Mom update November 2022. Mom continues to do well and stay incredibly busy picking up leaves on the street. She is so friendly, and the neighbors seem to enjoy talking to her!

One concern Mom has had since Michael, Jordyn, and their dog Harper moved in with us, is if Harper is getting enough food. They feed Harper twice a day, but Harper’s bowl is empty mid-day, and an empty dog dish an unending concern for mom. Mom asks multiple times a day, “Do you give the dog food?” 

Today we all went to church and lunch. When Mark and I arrived home Harper did not greet us at the door like she always does. We looked around the house and then figured that Michael and Jordyn took her to the beach to play. About five minutes later Mark looked out the kitchen window. and there was Mom walking Harper on a leash. Shocked, we ran outside trying to figure out how mom got Harper. Apparently, mom came over to the house and saw the dog looking at her through the glass door. Mom saw that Harper's food bowl was empty, so she decided to feed and rescue her. 
Unfortunately, our back door was unlocked, and mom made her way in the house. She found Harper’s leash and harness and figured out how to put the contraption on the dog. According to our ring cameras, Mom dognapped Harper for an entire hour. Mom first brought Harper to her house and fed her ensure and multigrain bars. She then attempted to take the dog on four walks. 
Mom talked to Harper and said, “You can stay at my house if you want but you can also go back to their house. I will feed you at my house.” Harper was such a good girl and was just as strong as Roberta so when mom pulled her to leave our yard on a walk Harper refused and pulled mom back to the yard. The tug of war was quite entertaining on the house cameras. Harper won and they stayed around our house for the entire hour.
Later a neighbor came over when she saw Michael and Jordyn get home and asked, “Is Roberta your grandmother? I wanted to let you know that I saw her walking your dog today and she told me that the dog is not being fed at you house." They assured the neighbor that Harper is well fed. We were all relieved that Harper was not truly dognapped, and we got a good giggle from the event.
March 2023- Happy Weekend! It has been a while since we sent a Roberta update so here goes. Roberta is happy, healthy, energetic and loves picking up the leaves in the street. According to her Apple watch she still walks about five mile per day!! She got lost a couple times but thankfully she never tries to wander away on purpose. Our biggest concern is that she wants to "save" Harper who is Michael, and Jordyn's very loved dog. She thinks Harper does not have enough food-lol. Thankfully Mark works from home, but we keep our doors locked when we are away, so Roberta does not take Harper. Other than that, all is peaceful. What a pleasure it is to have Roberta here. This is a cherished time indeed! On another note, This weekend we may get more snow in Humboldt. Stay safe and we love you all very much!


March 2023- his is a hard post. Today I screened Mom with the three-year-old and four-year-old Preschool Language Scale-5 (PLS-5) screen. My job with Humboldt County Office of Education uses this tool to determine if preschoolers need to be further assessed for special needs in Expressive or Receptive Language. Mom was a happy and willing participant and Mark was present but unfortunately mom did not pass the three- or four-year-old screen.
Preschoolers who do not pass these screens are fully assessed and qualify for an Individualized Educational Program (IEP). This means they are below the 7% out of 100% of children their age. Or out of 100 children they are in the lowest 7. 
Mom was able to to understand sentences with post noun elaborations such as," Show me the white kitten that is sleeping," She understood possessives from pictures such as, "Whose cat is this? or "Whose food is this?" She was able to identify the boys cat or the dogs food. 
Mark and I expected mom to be low in what she understood (receptive language) but she is also low in what she can express (expressive language). For instance, she could not name a picture of a fish or tell what a towel or glass is used for. She could not recognize actions in pictures such as, "Show me the child who is drinking or show me the child who is running". From pictures, she did not understand negatives in sentences such as "Show me the nest with no eggs. or show me the child who is not crying." She did not name common picture objects such at scissors, star, elephant, banana, bear... She did not name pictures with plurals such as kittens/cats or babies.
Mom passed the part that the person produces four-to-five-word sentences, but Mom has memorized stories and repeats them over and over. When asked a question she sadly usually does not have a coherent answer. Tonight, we sat down at our dinner table and mom started saying that there was no place for her feet to push. She thought she was at her piano.

April 2024
I (Mark) went to take mom an egg salad sandwich and banana for dinner.
When I walked in the door of mom’s place and went into the kitchen, I was shocked to see mom making a jelly sandwich with a toothbrush. She was using the toothbrush to spread the jelly on the bread!
I quickly gave her the delicious egg salad sandwich I made for her and told her it would taste better. She agreed and started eating it instead of her jelly sandwich.
Then mom handed me two pieces of frozen bread and asked, “What do I do with these?”
I was surprised they were frozen, but I figured she must have just taken them from the freezer. (We buy extra bread each week for mom and store it in her freezer.) I could find no loaf in the freezer and no loaf in any of her cupboards. Only three empty bread sacks. Finally, I found the frozen bread in the refrigerator and added the two frozen slices back.
Then the mystery continued when I noticed two halves of a jelly sandwich in the dish rack next to the sink.
I wondered, what are those doing there? The mystery deepened when I picked up one of the halves, and it was soaking wet! I quickly wrapped the sopping wet halves in a paper towel and threw them into a garbage sack I had repurposed from an empty bread sack.
At that moment mom asked about playing the piano, and we started walking that way. But I thought, first while she is walking away, I will get rid of the jelly sandwich she was making with her toothbrush.
However, when I went to pick it up and throw it away, it was soaking wet, too!
The only thing I could surmise is that mom had taken the frozen bread slices and put water on them, so they wouldn't be frozen, so she could use them.
While there, I noticed mom had gotten out a yogurt cup from her refrigerator and placed it on the counter where she was making her jelly sandwich. I felt it, and it was cold, as it must have just been taken out of the refrigerator.
I thought, O good! Mom is going to eat some yogurt for dinner. So, I asked her, “Mom, do you know what that is?” pointing to the yogurt. She said, “No, what is that?”
I said, it’s yogurt mom. So, I opened it for her and put a spoon in. She said, “Oh that’s what you do with it. I didn’t know that!”



Middle-stage concerns
· Changes in behavior
Changes in behavior can be some of the most distressing for caregivers and family members. During the middle stages, people may experience depression, anxiety, irritability, and repetitive behaviors. As the disease progresses, other changes may occur, including sleep changes, physical and verbal outbursts, and wandering. Understanding what actions every day are and how to aid the person with dementia can help. [image: A person with the hand on the face
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LEARN MORE: 
[image: ]Behaviors[image: ]Agitation[image: ]Anger[image: ]Confusion[image: ]Repetition[image: ]Sleep Issues
· Communication
As people with Alzheimer's gradually lose their ability to find words, express thoughts, and follow conversations, they also have more difficulty understanding others. Communication changes during the middle stages include trouble finding the right name, repeating questions, losing the train of thought, reverting to a native language, and relying on non-verbal communication. You can help improve communication by making simple changes, such as speaking slowly and distinctly in a gentle tone. If you notice sudden changes in conversation, make sure to contact the doctor, since this could show other medical issues or side effects of medication. [image: A picture containing text, indoor
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LEARN MORE: 
[image: ]Communication Tips[image: ]Working with the Doctor
· Daily care needs
Eating, dressing, and grooming will become more challenging as dementia progresses. This loss of independence and privacy can be a challenging transition for a person with dementia. Your patience and sensitivity will go a long way in helping him or her through it. Once your aid is needed to complete daily tasks, think about the person's abilities. Encourage the person to do as much as possible but be ready to help when needed. For example, when dressing, you can give direction indirectly by laying out clothing in the order in which the item is put on. [image: A picture containing comb, brush, tool
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LEARN MORE: 
[image: ]Eating[image: ]Dressing and Grooming[image: ]Incontinence
· Activities that supply meaning
In addition to enhancing the quality of life, activities can reduce behaviors like wandering and agitation. You do not need to invent new things to do. Think of events as things we do as part of our daily living. Activities can be making dinner together, gardening, listening to music, or going for a walk. 

[image: A person playing a piano
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LEARN MORE: 
[image: ]Creating a Daily Plan[image: ]Activities[image: ]Music and Art
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A Close Call: Martin hit a parked school bus today. No one was seriously hurt, but his partner, Dan, recognizes that Martin must stop driving.
Driving
During the middle stages of the disease, a person with Alzheimer's will need to stop driving. When it is clear that driving is no longer safe, try to involve the person with dementia in the decision to stop. Explain your concerns by giving specific examples. Assure the person you will do everything possible to make rides available.
LEARN MORE: 
[image: ]Dementia & Driving Resource Center
Other safety concerns
Early in the middle stages, it will become too difficult or dangerous for a person with Alzheimer's to be left alone. Preventing wandering becomes a crucial part of care, and safety precautions will need to be taken throughout the person's living environment. At this point, if the person is living alone, he or she may need to move in with relatives or to a residential care setting. Go to our free online tool, Alzheimer's Navigator, to receive step-by-step guidance on home safety and driving topics.
Six in ten people with dementia will wander. A person with Alzheimer's may not remember his or her name or address and can become disoriented, even in familiar places. Walking among people with dementia is dangerous, but there are strategies and services to help prevent it.
· Who is at risk?
· Tips to prevent wandering
· Make a plan
[image: A picture containing text, person, person
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Who is at risk of wandering?
Anyone who has memory problems and can walk is at risk for wandering. Even in the early stages of dementia, a person can become disoriented or confused for a period. It is essential to plan for this type of situation. Be on the lookout for the following warning signs:
Wandering and getting lost are common among people with dementia and can happen during any stage of the disease. 
· Returns from a regular walk or drive later than usual
· Tries to fulfill former obligations, such as going to work
· Tries or wants to "go home," even when at home
· Is restless, paces, or makes repetitive movements
· Has difficulty finding familiar places like the bathroom, bedroom, or dining room
· Asks the whereabouts of current or past friends and family
· Acts as if doing a hobby or chore, but nothing gets done (e.g., moves around pots and dirt without actually planting anything)
· Appears lost in a new or changed environment


1. Supply a way for you and your family member to have privacy.
2. Set up regular visitations with other family members.
3. Set up a support system to be able to take a weekend away as needed.
4. Pay yourself a stipend to feel appreciated.
5. Let your loved one with Alzheimer’s Disease have as much freedom as possible
6. Research and set up tracking systems as needed. 
0. Name and number on the pet
1. Cameras on doors
2. Smartphone alerts
3. Chips in shoes to track walking
7. Pray together for family members.
8. Write daily activities on a calendar, so your loved one knows what is going on during the day.
9. Put a family picture book together with names and job descriptions, so your loved one knows what is relevant to the family. 
10. Upload favorite TV shows so your loved one does not get confused by cable choices
11. Supply cleaning and healthy snacks weekly.
12. Supply a job for your loved one to do, like picking up leaves or yard work.
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