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The Mother I Know ©

to be the truth.

moving and, at times, somewhat of a roller coaster ride. We have
faced challenges, sadness, and anguish, interspersed with joy and
laughter. But my mother has been peaceful for several years
now. And after a life of sleepless nights and ceaseless worry,
the edges of her blanket. In fact, she has become quite the
explorer, examining everything with her fingers and her mouth.
She seems to get pleasure from discovering things anew each
time she explores.

she announces her thoughts in a perfectly coherent sentence or
but the
intent way she looks at me makes it perfectly clear that she

sure, and I like to think that it brings her comfort
there.
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her for a long time and I worried about wha
would spend time together. I still wanted to make a difference in
her life.
My brother dropped me off at the nursing home where my
mother now lives, and to my surprise (although I wonder now
why it was surprising to me) my mother instantly fastened her
eyes and her energy upon me, dismissing everyone else in the
room, who noticed it before I did.
The staff left us alone together, and we spent the next five hours
humming a four-note little ditty that she had made up, and
laughing more often than not. Yes, in addition to being an
explorer, my mother is now a composer, and she was quite clear
that I needed to follow her direction carefully! If I made the
tiniest mistake or altered even one of her musical notes, she
would correct me with her eyes and a pointed nod of her head. At
other times, she would just laugh and start over. But if I stopped
humming altogether, she would begin to hum very loudly and fix
me with a wide, hard gaze. This was the mother I knew. This IS
my mother.
When her lunch arrived, she ate the dessert first, eyeballing me
steadily and insisting upon my complete attention. And when I
tried to get her to eat the protein portion of her meal, she just
th
eyes, and when she had finished eating exactly what she wanted,
which she evidently enjoyed, she resumed her exploration of the
world around her.
. Does it horrify you?
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causes everyone are real, they are usually the only part that
with dementia,
and my mother has given me a great gift in teaching me that; I

I discovered that her spirit and character are largely intact, and
that she is perfectly recognizable as herself. Her indomitable will
is still evident changed, but still there. Her determination,
joyfulness and laughter, wary watchfulness, sense of humor,
sarcasm, love of fun, and need to control are also still there, and
in plain sight if I am open to seeing them

perfectionism, inability to sleep, and the excessive judgment she
apparently internalized from her father and applied mercilessly to
herself, she can surely do without. She has, in large part, been
released from these withering sources of suffering from her
earlier life.
To put it another way
and strangely
my mother has retained
her dignity. She still has pride and self-respect. And I have
incontinent or that her mind is changing. No, my mother is not
source of her dignity and humanness.

spirit. My mother still has tremendous spirit, and she is ahead of
many of us in making no judgments and carrying no shame. She
has reminded me, once again, of the worth of all human beings.

and foremost a survivor. Now, finally, she seems at peace. It
would be selfish and small-minded to minimize the apparent
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reality of that and focus only on the challenges of this disease.
imagined was what I would learn.
The fact is, once you can let go of how and what you think a
person ought to be, you can see that my mother is really OK. She
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