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Caregiver’s Story: Older, Wiser, Laughing All the Way 
 

Life was going as planned; my husband was retired and I was still working trying to make the years 
before I would retire better. Then,  in the flash things changed. 
 
My husband had a stroke.  Nothing would ever be normal again.  It was not a bad stroke,  he recovered 
somewhat,  limping and walking with a cane,  but otherwise life seemed as before.  He talked and acted 
as he did before the stroke. 

 
Then the silent disease dementia (FTD) started to appear,  his personality changed from very quiet to 
what I call the "Don Juan Syndrome".  He became a ladies’ man he flirted with women he didn't know, 
he loved to go to restaurants and make off-color remarks to the waitresses.  Then he continued this 
“syndrome” with grocery clerks, salespeople at stores.  I finally stopped taking him places when I could. 

 
Since I work and couldn’t stay with him during the day, and he couldn’t stay by himself as time went on, 
I put him in Adult Day Care. At the Day Care, he acquired a girl friend and he took her presents every day 
and she wrote him poems. It took some time before I realized what was happening.  At first I was upset 
to think that he would do this, but then I had to realize that he really did not understand relationships, 
especially with me, his wife.  I think this was the first time I knew he wasn’t going to get any better, and 
that I had become to him a person who takes care of him, not the loving wife of the past. One day the 
woman left the Day Care and did not go back, she had been placed in a nursing home for Alzheimer’s 
patients.  Although he missed her for a couple of days, he soon forgot, and found other friends. 

 
He has now gone through various stages of dementia, Don Juan has disappear.  Next he  would empty all 
the trash in the toilets and wouldn’t understand what was wrong with doing so.  Needless to say, I 
became friends with the plumber and he made good of money regularly visiting us.  I finally bought a 
toilet auger and that helped save me money.  

 
There are all kinds of bizarre stories, too numerous to mention, however, the stress level heighten with 
each new stage until the level became intolerable, and I thought I would explode.  I thought there must 
not be anyone who has gone through such hell.   I felt isolated even though I had support from my sons 
and my sister.  

 
Fortunately, I heard of the local Caregivers meeting at the senior center. I went and I talked and I 
listened and all of the sudden I felt I had new take on life . Here were people who knew what I was going 
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through and many had worse stories . Now we laugh alot at the absurdity of it all.  We encourage each 
other and we share information. We all talk about our new Normal Life one we could have never 
imagined.  

 
After my second meeting I remember walking out with my head held high thinking "I can do this " 
 
It is certainly not easy but a lot of things in life aren't easy . I no longer have a husband, a companion or 
a confidant.  I am rowing the boat alone, but at least I know I am not the only one.   There are a lot of 
caregivers struggling and I hope they all learn to laugh along the way like we do, it makes life a lot easier.  
My new mantra is  “Older, Wiser, Laughing all the way”.  

 


