“FISH SANDWICHES

My mother began having problems with her memory
several ye&s ago. We've &F\een through mix;‘ly stages and :&
transitionsjon this journey} Through the “kcan’t find my }
keys” stage, to having the talk about giving up the car, We
didn’t always get along, but we always loved each other.

Moni s living on Elm treet at Rollln Flelds with hel:\
roommate Jeannie and the cats. I try to visit as often as |
caft. I arrived one morning to find'my Mother worfied and
upset. She had been watching the news; easy to see how she
could be ypset! She went gn to explain that there isn’t enoygh
food for ;t‘eryone and pe;g‘le were going ;Sngry She Was;‘f
even able to blame the government for not caring enough to
do somethlng aboitit. '

Our %Eversation cm&iilnued like this Sar 15-20 minut@f.
I delved deep to try and fintl a way to change the subject but
could only come up with, “Maybe weshould gather.the loaves
and fishes and share with everyone!” Mom remembered the
bible story and so we kept talking about how there would be
enough f(fﬁ everyone. Mom then asked, é%)o you know w&at
they had?”\ I replied that I'did not. A small smirk spread
across her face as shettold me, “Fish sandwiches!”



