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she

aiming her grip toward me.
I can see her nurse reach-

ing up toward her and two
male orderlies the size of Mike
Tyson inching toward her
small frame. 1 wave them off.
I'm not worried she'll hurt
me, I'm worried she'll hurt
r:'aulf. 1 know this routine.
I shlpfenedwlm Mom twice
before 1 moved her into the
facility. It's why I moved her
here. “Be * Dr. Rud-
kin has coac “Take her
lead. not to correct her.
Let her in whatever

might be present at that
time.”

“Leslie?” She repeats. Her
eyes plead for an answer. I
look at her lovingly and offer a
smile.

Her face softens and her
mouth twitches,

“Where have you been? I miss

. Look at you. Look at your

. Why'd you dye it red?
My beautiful toe-head. That's
what we called you, remem-
ber? Your brother, too. He was
s0 blonde. Have you talked to
him recently? Have you seen
John?"

I look to her nurse who low-
ers her eyes and shakes her
head.

My heart aches with the
too-recent memory of Mom
asldng last week if my father,
who'd passed away six years
ago, would be joining us for
lunch.

“It's OK to tell a white lie
about someonehshe loves u;o
avoid upsetting her,” Dr. Rud-
Mnsald

I hated lying then, and
somehow felt even worse
about lying now.

“He ... He will be by later.”

She smiles and reaches out
for my hand with her free one.
The nurse interjects her arm,
and the Tyson Twins jump to
intercept,

I shake my head at them.
“I's O-K." Imouth.

Her grip belies the frail
withered look of the hand
that directs it. | wrap my other
hand around hers, holding it
between both of mine,

The last time anyone held
my hand this tight was at the
hospital a year ago.

“It's Younger Onset Alzhei-
mer’s disease,” the doctor said,
Jjust as plainly as one might tell
another that it was snowing
outside.

His words  reverberate
through my body before set-
tling into the back of my throat.

“No,” I argue. "Mom's not
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even 60 yet. It can't be that.”

“It's @ common mispercep-
tion that Alzheimer’s only
Zﬂimdlee!derly.lknowmlsls

ifficult to hear ...."

“You're wrong. We'll do
more tests. We'll get another
opinion.” I'm on my phone
and already typing: “Best neu-
rological doctors ..."

1 feel the sudden grip of her
hand around mine, pulling
me.

"My darling.” My mom is
still sitting. She has remained
silent until now. Her voice is
soft but firm. “Please sit.”

“Mom!"

She looks at my phone.
“Put that thing doun. Please.
Sit with me. Do this for your
mother.”

She wraps her hands around

See GRIP on PAGE 2
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head lift from my shoulder
and her grip loosen on my
hand.

She lets me go.

“Hello, Who are you?”

I feel a pinecone in my
throat and realize | am welling
up as she reaches over 1o my
face and wipes away a tear.

“Are you hurt?” She asks,
but before 1 can answer, she
looks at the top of my hand
and says “Oh dearie. You're
bleeding. We need to get you
fixed up.”

I return her concern for me
with a soft smile.

Her nurse approaches and
surround her. Sur-

delicate eggshell, one placing
a cotton pad on the palm of
her bleeding hand.

“Would love to stay and
chat," she begins cheerfully,
“But looks like 1 have to go.
Someone will help you with
that cut?”

“Should we escort your
charge?” one of the orderlies
asks the nurse.

“Yes. North Wing. Room
42" her nurse answers. “I'll be
right there.”

She puts on sterile gloves
and reaches for my hand
to clean off the blood. I'm a
robot as | let her maneuver me
10 a seat.

“It’s not mine,” I stutter, and
I realize I'm shaking “It's ...
it's from her hand. I'm fine."”

“Procedure,” she answers,

my hand off with some

loﬂm

“Is she
stammer.

“She’ll be OK." her nurse
says. She pauses, then adds:
“You did the right thing.”

I guffaw.

The nurse stops and looks at
me.

“You're new here. Your
mother was just admitted a
few weeks ago?”

I'm still rembling but man-
age to nod.

“You did the right thing"
she repeats.

“But I'm not ... I'm not even

w. Will she .." 1

“It doesn't matter. She
remembered. For a few sec-
onds, she remembered her
daughter.”

A longing overcomes me,
and 1 suddenly have the urge
to run down the hallway to
my mother's room. My heart
aches to be near hers, and all |
want is for the nurse to let me

0.

She follows my gaze as |
watch the Tysons escorting
their “charge” ever so slowly
down the hallway.

“‘Go now,” she says, as
though reading my mind.
“Go be with your mother. I'll
fill out an incident report and
leave a copy at the front desk
for you.”

She squeezes my hands
tight. 1 utter a choked “thank
you" before jumping from my
chair and hastening down the
hallway.

At the cross-section, |
stopy I look to myy right, and

my mind is burdened with
thoughts of what my future
... my mother's future ... ow
future ... may hold as I watch
them disappear down the
North Wing corridor. I look
to the left, and the long
ing in my heart moves my
legs to race down the South
Wing corridor for the grip
that my hand so desperately
seeks.

[ find room 112.

Taking a breath, I lift my
chin, right my posture, and
knock lightly before peeking
my head in.

My mother’s red curls bar-
rel out from the covers of her
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bed. She's right where | left
her before lunch. I try not to
wake her but the door creaks
as | stepin.

*Andrea?”

The sound of my mother’s
voice saying my name opens
the gate at my throat, letting
the words pour out.

“Yes, Mom. It's me. I'n
here.”

She smiles and reaches out
her arms. “Come. Come sit
with me.”

| do. And as | bury my head
on her shoulder, our curls
intertwine and her hands grip
mine.

She doesn't let me go.
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