
‘Til Death Us Do Part 

 Eventually caregiving ends. For this caregiver the journey came to an end on January 18, 2018 at 

3:25 p.m. My Loved One, my Sweetest Boy, my Bobby died. 

 Taking care of Bob has been a large part of my life for who knows how long. First, in our home 

and then in the apartment where we moved because of my health and Bob’s dementia; we could no longer 

deal with all the responsibilities of a home. 

 Right after his stroke in 2000 Bob recovered almost 100%, so for a while life returned to normal. 

But then the decline began and continued until I was no longer personally able to handle all his care 

needs. In 2013 he entered a group home, then another, and—after a broken hip—a nursing home.  

 Most days each week I went to see Bob late in the afternoon—after his nap—and stayed until 

aides took him to dinner. In recent weeks, often I remained to feed him his dinner. He ate slowly because 

of swallowing difficulties and I had more time—and maybe patience—to get his whole meal into him 

then his busy caregivers. He had been losing weight and it was important to me that he eat everything. 

 Every few weeks I received a new update from the hospice nurse and the nurses at the home: he 

has lost six pounds this past month; he has a bedsore; he didn’t eat his lunch today. And then, he didn’t 

eat breakfast or lunch or drink anything today. And, the next day: his oxygen level is low, he has a 

temperature, he is still not eating anything. Our son, a physician, accurately predicted it would be two to 

four days. 

 For five days I sat at his bedside, day and night, holding his hands. Most of the time he clasped 

my hand in his own. My family and I prayed and sang hymns, played his favorite secular music, and did 

what we could to keep him comfortable. Nursing home staff and hospice added their warm and loving 

expertise and care. Hospice said he was “actively dying.” 

 We all knew where the journey would end. I’ve known for ever-so-many years. That insight does 

not make this easier. I’m sure my grief is different from that of someone who has lost a young healthy 

person in a car accident or someone who loses a Loved One with a sudden heart attack. We all grieve in 

different ways. 

 However, for a caregiver especially, there is another dimension. One son, a pastor, came right out 

and asked me, “When Dad dies, will you have a reason for living?” Good question. I had even broached it 

to myself a while before Bob died. Several friends said there would not only be the void of losing Bob, 

but the void of having something to do each day.  



When I no longer make that twenty-minute drive to the nursing home each day to hold my 

husband’s hand, or kiss him, and even talk to him whether he understands or not,  will I want to continue 

the struggle with my own health problems? Other caregivers have made statements such as, “Now what 

am I going to do?” or “Now I’ll have to find something else to do on Fridays.” 

Support of others with the same experiences makes that road easier. For several years, I have 

attended Caregiver Coffees with many men and women who are also tending to a Loved One’s needs. We 

gather to reach out and to receive-- hugs, practical advice, emotional encouragement. Diseases of Loved 

Ones vary between physical and mental--it might be a brittle diabetic husband, a spouse with war injuries, 

a wife with Parkinson’s, a mother with senile dementia. Many of those who attend are caring for someone 

with some form of dementia, especially Alzheimer’s.  

The Caregiver Connection of Ozaukee County sponsors monthly coffees at four different 

locations and times. In February, groups will meet at the following times: Tuesday, February 6, at the 

Providence Place, 815 Washington St., Grafton, from 6:00 -7:30 p.m.; Tuesday, February 13, at the 

County Administration Building, Port Washington, from 10:15 – 11:45 a.m.; a men’s group on Tuesday, 

February 20, at the American Legion Post, 1540 13th Avenue,  Grafton, from 9:30 a.m. to 11:00; and 

Wednesday, February 28, from 9:30-11:00  a.m. at St. John’s Lutheran Church, corner of Port 

Washington Rd. and Lakefield Rd., Grafton. Care for the Loved One is available at the latter site. Call 

Barbara Lindholm at 262 376-4328 for information. 

Submitted by Rita Burfeind 

 

 

  

  

  


