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Preview
I am feeling so much pain as I watch Mum slowly fading away. I wonder if this will have any lasting effect on me; I don’t think so as I am emotionally strong, but it is very stressful. She just lies in bed all day waiting to die. It breaks my heart.
I don’t want my Mum to suffer, so I must let her go. It is just so instinctive to try to hold on to someone you love as long as possible, but by doing that I am prolonging her suffering. Sometimes I feel she is holding on only because I am not letting her go. She is still giving me so much pleasure. Every time I am with her she gives me these beautiful, kind smiles. Today I asked her why she can smile so easily when she is suffering so much. She replied, “They are smiles for you.”
It is becoming very difﬁcult for Mum to walk to the toilet and I now have to escort her.  She told me that she wouldn’t need to go to the toilet during the night. However, as it turned out, at 4:30am I was woken by the sound of her dragging herself to the toilet on her own. This was no ballet performance; she was clinging desperately to each wall, trying to pull her frail body along. She had already made it past my bedroom door before I came and escorted her. She probably would have made it on her own, but it was a huge effort, and the potential for falling was high.
I am shocked at how frail Mum has become now. This is particularly noticeable when she tries to stand or walk. Her trips to the toilet symbolize her loss of independence more than anything else, and are embarrassing for her. I have managed, however, to turn these trips into a playful ritual. When she needs to go I ask her if I can have the pleasure of a dance. I then lift her up so that she is standing only lightly on her own legs and announce which ballroom dance it will be. We then move together, in time to a fox trot, tango or waltz. When we get to the turn in the hallway, I lead her through a spin turn. She appreciates the fact that I take the dance timing seriously, not making a mockery of the circumstances. She taught me to waltz when I was a small boy; it is time to return the favor.

The List Wal Lore, Desth & Betryl by San Do

Fam fling 50 much puin 3 1 watch Mo sy fuing vy, |
oty g, B e et S o B b 4

Lot my Mam 0 suffer, 5o 1 st It er . 10 Just.
by i hat § s prlomsio s i, Sometmes b el she b
g o ol because | am ot et her o.Sh il g e s
i plesure. Every ime 1 m wih ber she v me e besui,
K il Today 1 ke ber whysh ca el o casly s se s
salfering s uch. S repled. “They ar e o You:”

hav o crt her Shetkd o i sh o't e b 0 he i
i e . However s 1 0rod ot 4:30am 1 s woken by
T Soun ofhe drsio hesll 1o e Lt on e o, This was
Dl performanec she s lging despertly o cach wal g 0
DUl he (il by lo. e hd already made I past o edraom
e tore Tcame and ecorid hr.Sh probably wold vt e
o e oo, bt 1w e e the pocntil for allng was
N

¥ am shacked at how fsl Mo b become . This b partiulry
kel when b ke 1o sand or walk. Her (s h ot
Sl et losk o Idependence ore han ayhing e, ad are
oarrving for b, e managed, hovener o ot i o
vl i, When e ke 1 s 1 ok he i 1 cum ha he
Bl e et e e




