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“I hear the Lord speaking to me.”   

“Really Mom?” I whispered.  

She nodded, “I hear Him. And He says I don’t have much time.”   

Her words startled me. In the last stage of Alzheimer’s disease, she had not spoken 

coherent words in many days. For several years, memories of family and friends and her 

beautiful life gradually faded. Toward the end, she spent most of her days trying to make sense 

of her surroundings. My heart broke for her so many times, I wondered if it would recover.  

Day after day, I held her hands and rubbed lotion on her arms. I named all the members 

of her family and assured her of their love. I read Scripture to her. But this day she heard not just 

my voice but the voice of the Lord. Did I hear Him, too? Did He have words for me? Had I even 

been listening?  

 After my father’s sudden passing, we moved my mother to our community in a house 

just around the corner from us. Except on a rare occasion, Mom and I were together every day. 

Joined at the hip, one might say. As the disease progressed, we hired a part-time aide to help care 

for her. My husband disconnected some appliances in her home for her safety. I fished several 

cellphones out of the washing machine. For days, we searched high and low for her wedding 

rings that vanished without a trace. She began calling me in the middle of the night, “Hey, Sister! 

Where are you? I’m ready for the day!” My clock often said 2:30 a.m.  

 While managing my mother’s fragile, declining health, my own autoimmune challenges 

increased. The responsibility of making every detailed decision for another adult’s life took its 

toll both emotionally and physically. I sometimes felt helpless, hopeless, and angry at the 



ugliness of the disease. The brain degeneration was progressive and medical science offered 

nothing to stop it. Her symptoms only worsened. How could this happen to such a capable, 

resilient woman who survived a childhood in northern Alaska? Even cancer several years earlier 

did not keep her down.   

 Looking back on those challenging years, I realize the Lord spoke to me, too. He taught 

me new ways to love and protect my mother. He taught me how to respond appropriately to 

her increasingly needy and often unusual behavior. He taught me how to enter her world and 

validate her thoughts and feelings.  

When my mother shared about her deceased sister sitting on the end of the bed, I resisted 

the temptation to refute her story. Instead, I asked her to tell me about their visit. “Oh, and she 

wore a blue calico dress? I am sure it was lovely, Mom. I wish I could have seen her.”   

 When she told me about the little men with machetes who climbed through the dining 

room windows, the Lord prompted me yet again. “What a funny sight! Well, they are gone now. 

They don’t want to tangle with an Alaska pioneer!”   

 During the last six months of her life, she often thought it was her birthday. My natural 

inclination was to say, “Mom, your birthday is June 15 but when it comes around, we’ll have 

a big party!” I used that line a few times before learning to say, “Wow! Happy Birthday! Let’s 

celebrate!” A quick run for ice cream bars, a rousing Happy Birthday chorus, and we had a 

party. How many times did we celebrate her birthday during those months? A joyous dozen or 

more.  

 How can someone triumph through the devastation of debilitating brain disease and 

dementia? How can caregivers learn to treasure each tender moment with those they love, no 



matter how fleeting? In Psalm 46:10, the Lord tells us to “Be still, and know that I am God.” He 

will win the battle, even in the midst of pain and suffering and heartbreak.   

Allow God to fill you to overflowing with compassion and empathy for the suffering of 

those with dementia. Just as Jesus entered our world to minister to us, enter their world. Validate 

them as fully human, made in God’s image. Help them preserve memories by telling family 

stories over and over again. Though our loved ones with dementia will lose much, we must never 

forget to embrace the power of grace. Those with dementia may lack awareness of self but their 

spirit is intact, and they will one day stand before God completely restored in body and soul.   

In our most vulnerable condition, the Lord speaks to us if we will listen. The Lord spoke 

to my mother in her weakness and confusion. He spoke to me in my brokenness and inadequacy.  

One last thing…Celebrate birthdays!  

Every day?  

Why not?  

 
 


