
Unedited draft excerpt 

I'm getting really tired of this music. They should get some new CD's or whatever that 

music comes from. Being in   this damn elevator every day for the lwst three months is a little 

too much, and these flowers are heavier than you'd think they'd be. The bell dings for the fourth 

floor and I step off into the sterile hallway of the hospice section of the nursing home. The smell 

of bleach is always strongest right here. Walking down the long hallway, I pass the woman who 

sits in the wheelchair all day staring down the hall. I say hello to her, but she hasn't responded in 

weeks. The head nurse, Susie, waves at me as I walk into the care room. 

"Hey Mom, how you doing today?" I say as if she will respond. "It's beautiful outside. 

The birds are singing and spring is coming.  

Only silence follows as she sits staring straight ahead in the angled hospital bed. She 

looks so weak and old. She's only 68-years-old. I had never really thought of my mom as old 

before now. Her face is pale, with sunken eyes and wrinkles outlning every smile or frown she's 

ever had. Her hair is limp and scraggly. She hasn't eaten for who knows how long. How much 

longer can her body take this punishment? 

I look around this room I've been in hundreds of times, and I notice how small it is. The 

room is plain with only one window allowing in a small breeze and a little light. There are a few 

odd paintings of unrecognizable landscapes only doctors seem to have. The table off to the side 

of the bed has a vase with flowers that have died. "1 brought you more flowers today. They're 

lilies, your favorite." "Oh aren't those pretty Miss Grace?" Susie says walking into the room. 

Once again Mom makes no response. 

"How's she doing today? Anything changed?" I have to ask, even if I already know that 

the answer will be the same as every day. 

The first time her disease started to show was about a year ago. I'll never forget the day I 

got the phone call from her neighbor and friend, Mrs. Peterson, telling me that my mother had 

been wandering up and down the street for hours. Mrs. Peterson had even called out to her 

asking what she was doing, but Mom didn't respond. I left work heading to Mom's house and 

saw her on the side of the road at the end of her block. Pulling the car over, I went after her. 

Calling "Mom" didn't faze her, so I stalled calling her name. After about five "Graces," I caught 

up with her and touched her on the shoulder. She was startled, like she'd been deep in thought. 

"Mom, what are you doing?" I said. She looked at me as though she didn't know me. It 

was a very strange feeling, your mother not knowing you- As I opened my mouth to say more she 

started to look up and down the street again. 

"Do you know where I live'.r• She said like a small child. 

I must have given her a very strange, confused look. I can only imagine what it must have 

looked like. 

My mom couldn't remember where she lived? Was she serious? 



"Good joke, Mom. Let's take you home." 

She followed me back to my car looking a little won-ied, but she got in anyway. I had to 

tell her to buckle up like she'd never been in a car before. What was with her? When we got out 

of the car, Mom looked around curiously, inspecting the area. 

"This is my house?" She looked at me for reassurance. 

"Yes, Mom, you have lived here for 10 years. Don't you remember it?" I know it was a 

stupid question. Obviously, she didn't remember otherwise she wouldn't be so confused, but I 

was having a hard time understanding. We walked up to the door and stood there for a few 

seconds before I put together the fact that she probably didn't know where her keys were either. I 

grabbed mine out of my pocket and opened the door. I walked in first and held the door for her. 

She stood in front of the step looking into the dim house. "C'mon Mom. It's ok.  

"Alright." She stepped inside. "But it doesn't look right." Standing in the entryway she 

looked around while I walked farther into the house. That's when I noticed the state the house 

was in. My mom, usually the cleanest person I've ever known, had not cleaned the house in 

weeks. There were ditty dishes stacked up in the kitchen even left out on the table. Clothes were 

strewn on the fumiture, trash on the floor, and the TV had been left on. Mom was living like a 

messy college student. I picked some clothes off the couch and settled her down in front of the 

'IN. I knew she'd been forgetting little things, but I didn't think it was this bad. 

"I'll be right back Just watch TV for a second." I felt like I was babysitting. My mother 

behaved like a 9year-old or something. 

I walked over to the neighbor's house and knocked on the door. I'd known Mrs. Peterson 

for most of my life; she and my mother have been good friends. She opened the door and greeted 

me asking if my mother was all right as we walked into the living room. 

"l got her inside watching TV. Do you know what's going on with her? She couldn't 

remember where she lived and she didn't seem to recognize me." I explained what had happened 

and the look on Mrs. Peterson's face got progressively more worried. 

"I was afraid that's what had happened. She's been f01getting things more and more 

nowadays. Gracie never used to be f01getful, but now I'll invite her over for tea and such and 

she'll never come. I call over there and she says she forgot, she'll laugh, and say something about 

a senile moment, but I just don't know." Mrs. Peterson sat down on her couch and looked down 

thinking. or maybe even praying, I couldn't tell. 

I looked around the house noting how clean it was, especially compared to Mom's. 

Everything was in its place, no dishes in the living room, clothes all out of sight. and the trinkets 

and knickknacks were dust free. I was lost in thought when Mrs. Peterson started speaking again, 

making me jump a little. 

"The other day Gracie came over wearing the oddest assortment of clothes—sweatpants 

and a nice blouse. You know your mama. She doesn't wear sweatpants in public, especially not 

over to someone's house. She is far too proper for that. I asked her what she was wearing and she 



looked at me like I'd asked her the price of fish in Egypt or something. Things like that have 

been happening more and more lately. I'm worried about her, Nicky." 

I cringed intemally at the use of the name "Nicky." I hate that name, but I never felt like I 

could correct her. She had always been so fond of it, ever since I was little. . Mom calls me that 

damn name too and Mrs. Peterson had just thought it was so cute she'd never stopped using it. 

Blaming myself for not coming around more to check up on Mom, I asked to use the 

bathroom, mostly for a chance to think. 

The bathroom was clean and smelled like flowers. I sat down on the edge of the tub and 

put my face in my hands. I don-t think I've ever sighed so much in my life. I didn't want it to be 

what I thought it was, Alzheimer's. It's a ten•ible word. 

It's been almost a year since that dreadful phone call. A parade of doctors has seen her 

since then and they all tell us that she has a very intense kind of Alzheimer's. It is one that moves 

rapidly and drastically through the mind. As time went on, it became harder and harder for her to 

recall memories and she became depressed. 

Finally, she withdrew into herself and hasn't spoken since. 

  



Edited draft excerpt 

I’m getting really tired of this music. Riding this damn elevator every day for the last 

three months is a little too much, and these flowers are heavier than you’d think. 

The bell dings. I step off onto the hospice floor of the nursing home, where the smell of 

bleach is always strongest. Walking down the long hallway, I pass the woman who always sits in 

a wheelchair all day staring down the hall. I say hello, but she hasn’t responded in weeks. 

The head nurse, Susie, waves as I walk into the care room. One window allows a small 

breeze and little light, and there are a few odd paintings of unrecognizable landscapes. My 

mother sits staring straight ahead in the hospital bed. Her pale face, framed by limp, scraggly 

hair, is home to sunken eyes and wrinkles that outline every smile or frown she’s ever had. 

“Hey Mom, how you doing today?" I say, as if she will respond. “It’s beautiful outside. 

The birds are singing, and spring is coming.” I glance at the dead flowers in the vase on the 

bedside table. “I brought you more flowers. They’re lilies—your favorite.” 

“Oh, aren’t those pretty, Miss Grace?” Susie coos. 

Mom doesn’t respond. 

I wait just a second longer than I can bear before turning to Susie. “How’s she doing?” I 

murmur. “Anything changed?” I have to ask, although I know the answer will be the same. 

Mom’s disease first started to show about a year ago. I’ll never forget the day I got the 

call from her neighbor, Mrs. Peterson, saying my mother had been wandering up and down the 

street for hours. I left work and raced to Mom’s house to find her on the side of the road at the 

end of her block. Calling “Mom” didn't faze her, so I got out of the car and started calling her 

name. After about five “Grace”s, I caught up with her and touched her on the shoulder. She 

jumped, like she’d been deep in thought. 

“Mom, what are you doing?” I said. She looked at me as though she didn’t know me. It 

was an awful, heavy feeling, your mother not knowing you. 

"Do you know where I live?” she asked, like a small child. 

I must have given her a bizarre look. My mom couldn't remember where she lived? Was 

she serious? 

“Good joke, Mom. Let’s take you home.” 

She followed me back to my car, looking worried, but she climbed inside anyway. I had 

to tell her to buckle up like she’d never been in a car before. What was with her? After we pulled 

into her driveway, Mom looked around curiously, inspecting the area. 

“This is my house?” She glanced at me for reassurance. 

“Mom, you’ve lived here for a decade. Don’t you… remember?” 



I know it was a stupid question. Obviously she didn’t remember, otherwise she wouldn’t 

have been so confused, but I was having a hard time understanding. We walked up to the door 

and stood there for a few seconds before it dawned on me that she probably didn’t know where 

her keys were either. I grabbed mine out of my pocket and opened the door. Even though I held 

it open for her, she just stood on the porch, peering into the dim house. 

“C’mon, Mom,” I said softly. “It’s okay.” 

“Alright…” She stepped inside. “But it doesn’t look right.” 

She stood in the entryway while I walked farther into the house. That’s when I realized 

what a terrible state it was in. My mom, the cleanest person I’ve ever known, clearly hadn’t 

picked up a rag in weeks. There were dirty dishes stacked up in the kitchen and on the table. 

Clothes strewn over the furniture, trash on the floor, the TV left on… Mom was living like a 

messy college student. Appalled, I picked some clothes off the couch and settled her down in 

front of the TV. I knew she’d been forgetting little things, but I didn’t think it was this bad. 

“Just watch TV for a second, Mom,” I said. I felt like I was babysitting. “I’ll be back in a 

second.” 

I hurried over to the neighbor’s house and banged on the door. I’d known Mrs. Peterson 

for most of my life—she was a wonderful woman, my mother’s good friend. She opened the 

door and greeted me as we walked into the living room. 

“I got Mom inside watching TV,” I explained, trying not to sound too rattled. “Do you 

know what’s going on with her? She—she couldn’t remember where she lived, and she didn't 

seem to recognize me…” 

As I explained what had happened, the look on Mrs. Peterson’s face got progressively 

grimmer. “I was afraid that’s what had happened,” she said. “She’s been forgetting things more 

and more nowadays. Gracie never used to be forgetful, but now I’ll invite her over for tea or such 

and she’ll never come! I call over there and she’ll laugh, explain that she forgot, say something 

about a senile moment, but I just don’t know…” 

Mrs. Peterson sat down on her couch and looked down, thinking. Maybe even praying. I 

couldn't tell. 

“The other day,” she said slowly, “Gracie came over wearing the oddest assortment of 

clothes—sweatpants and a nice blouse. You know your mama. She doesn’t wear sweatpants in 

public, especially not over to someone's house. She’s far too proper for that. I asked her what she 

was wearing and she looked at me like I’d asked her the price of fish in Egypt. Things like that 

have been happening more and more lately. I’m worried about her, Nicky.” 

I cringed at the use of my nickname, but the guilt washed over me instead. I should have 

checked up on Mom more often. I should’ve been around more. 

I stood up. “I—I need to use the restroom, please.” 



Mrs. Peterson’s guest bathroom was clean and smelled like flowers. I sat down on the 

edge of the tub and dropped my face in my hands. I didn’t want it to be what I thought it was. I 

didn’t know what to do if it was true. 

Alzheimer’s. It’s a terrible word. 

It’s been almost a year since that dreadful phone call now. A parade of doctors has seen 

her since then, and they all tell us that she has a very intense kind of Alzheimer’s, a form that 

moves rapidly and drastically through the mind. As time went on, it became harder and harder 

for her to recall memories, and she became depressed. 

Finally, she withdrew into herself. She hasn’t spoken since. 


