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Andrea struggles to mourn a man who is still alive as she witnesses her father decline into the

depths of Alzheimer’s. Denial and devastation color her life when she learns her father,

Richard, a recently retired surgeon, is diagnosed with Alzheimer’s at the age of 67. Her dream

to grow closer with him is crushed as the reality of his disease is fully realized. Andrea, a

mother of three young children, learns to balance motherhood with daughterhood as she

grapples to accept her father’s fate. Andrea rides an unpredictable wave of tears, frustration,

laughter, irony, and surprising joy as she and her family navigate the ups and downs of a

disease that steals memories all the while providing hope from the lasting ones that remain.
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the Author1I had to assume the sink was his destination, as my father got up from the table

after he finished lunch. He did not answer me when I asked where he was headed. A man on a

mission, he kept moving across the honey-colored oak floor in his slippers that made a

whispered shush as he shuffled. My father went to perform a task he had done thousands of

times, maybe even a million, over a forty-year career as a surgeon. He can do it, I thought. He

stopped at the sink and looked down, then up and out the window. The ground was blanketed

in a crusty, frozen sheet, and the trees bent and bowed under the weight of the snow as if to

honor their onlooker. The trees did not move, and all remained still outside. The mountain had

not brought its usually notorious wind with it that day. My father’s hands reached out into the

black abyss of the sink, but that is where the action ceased.“Dad, here. Put your hands under

the water like this. Look at my hands. See? Dad? Dad? Look at my hands,” I said, while I stared

at his unmoving hands.My father and I stood side by side at the kitchen sink in the dream

house my parents built only a decade ago. Our heights had caught up, as he aged and shrunk

with each passing year. I studied my father’s face, as he stared straight ahead out the window,

his brown eyes glazed over and unfocused behind his glasses. He can’t do it, I realized. I finally

grabbed his hands, placed them under the faucet, and added soap.“Dad, can you rub your

hands together? Dad? Can you rub your hands together like this?” I asked with more urgency

to my voice. He started to rub his thumb and forefinger together on one hand as if he was

snapping them.My father’s seventieth birthday had recently passed, and I was showing him

how to wash his hands, just as I showed my three-year-old son, Henry. Realizing that made me

wilt a little inside. He wasn’t really following me. I felt my eyes blur with tears, and a twinge of

impatience and annoyance pinched my throat. I knew he was slipping deeper; I knew his

disease was eating away more of him. I wanted him to do it on his own. I reached for the

dishtowel on the counter and dried his hands. For a moment, I pretended he was a surgeon

again and I was his operating room nurse, prepping him for surgery. Maybe this act comforted

him, or maybe it confused him. I half joked, “Doctor, your towel.” I used this moment of levity to

escape the dark reality we were navigating, and for one brief instant, I imagined the man he

was five years ago.***I glanced out my window as the ground below got smaller and smaller.

My left hand grabbed the top of my right hand. I squeezed hard and closed my eyes. I had



chosen the window seat over the aisle, as I thought that seeing out the window felt like the

lesser of two evils. I decided it didn’t really matter where I sat on a plane—I still felt trapped. I

hated this part of flying—all of flying, really. They say that the takeoff and landing are always

the most dangerous. I said a silent Hail Mary and then I felt the plane level off. The captain’s

calm voice came over the speaker to welcome us all on the flight from Manchester, New

Hampshire, to Chicago O’Hare. I thought that might be one of the last times I traveled to

Chicago, as my parents were moving to New Hampshire later that month due to my father’s

recent announcement to retire. It was time to celebrate the end of an era and welcome a new

beginning.The plane landed safely, and I disembarked alone. My husband, Denis, and my two

young children stayed back in New Hampshire; I selfishly wanted to enjoy my father’s

retirement party without any distractions. I knew it might get emotional, and I wanted to have a

glass or three of wine without worrying about putting the kids to bed or chasing them around

the next morning. I made the call to the driver to let him know I was ready for pick up. Being

alone and in Chicago during the fall transported me back to the nineteen-year-old college

student, calling for the same ride home every year that I flew home for holidays. Back then, a

bag full of dirty laundry was my only companion. Fifteen years and two kids later, I was barely

the same woman, but returning home, it was easy to take on that nostalgic feeling and play the

well-worn roles of the middle sister and daughter, rather than mother and wife. That day, the

driver didn’t deliver me to the suburbs, to the corner house in the neighborhood with the brick

laid driveway and through the front door of the home I had spent so many years returning to

since graduating high school. Rather, I was going to the hotel down the road where my parents

were now living. My parents had placed their house on the market, and it sold three days later,

so they decided to live the “suite life.” It was sort of depressing, at first, to think of them living

like that, but it turned out my mother enjoyed the quaintness of the room, the daily maid

service, and the room service. She still saw her friends regularly and visited her hair stylist and

manicurist, but she didn’t have the hassle of grocery shopping, and she always had fresh

towels. Knowing she was content made me feel better about the fact they were essentially

living as tourists in their own town.My sisters, Amy and Liza, were already at the hotel when I

arrived. Amy, the eldest, still lived in Illinois within an hour’s drive of my parents, and Liza, my

baby sister, made the trip out from Boston. We all gathered around each other and began

bantering about clothing, hair, and shoes. The flurry of chatter about the next day’s retirement

party was muffled, as it was a “surprise” for my dad. My mother had planned a lavish lunch at a

mansion that was now owned by the university my father had worked at for the previous twenty-

four years. In an attempt to “throw him off the scent,” we took him out for lunch. My mother

stayed back to relax and have some time to herself before the big festivity the next day. We

celebrated with champagne and asked the waitress to take our photo. Just my dad and his

three girls… I mean women. We were not children anymore. Amy had her career in

pharmaceuticals, and Liza was a social worker at a children’s hospital. I was a mother of two,

and we were all now in our thirties. Life had changed so much since our days of shopping at

the outdoor mall and stopping for lunch, as we did that day. My father was ending a career and

leaving Illinois, and we three sisters were also bidding farewell to a place that had seen us

through our middle school and high school years. Our home in the suburbs of Chicago had

been ours during our formative years. Our years of puberty, first dates, dances, bike rides,

homework, concerts, sisterly screaming matches about clothes, driver’s education, SATs,

college applications, braces, and ear piercings were left behind, with only pictures and our

memories to remind us. My sisters and I were close, but a span of eight years separated Amy

as the oldest and Liza as the youngest, and Amy and I were three and a half years apart. My



parents raised us to be independent and trusted us to make the right decisions. They were

lenient in allowing us to do things, while still being strict in their expectations. As a parent now, I

know this is a tough balance to achieve, but my parents seemed to have mastered it.One night

in high school, I went to a concert with friends. My friend drove, and only after arriving did I

realize we were actually in another state. On the way home, our car broke down, and we were

stranded, waiting for my friend’s father to arrive to pick us up. I called my parents to let them

know I would be later than I thought. My father answered the phone without missing a beat, as

he always did in the middle of the night as the chief trauma surgeon. He would often need to

decide whether the helicopter at the hospital should go out and transport a patient, or he could

be called in himself to see a patient. I was nervous for my father’s reaction to my news. He had

assumed I would be home within the hour, based on where I was supposed to have been.

When he heard the news of my actual location, his only response was, “Well, I guess you will

be getting home when I am leaving for work.” He didn’t scold me; he didn’t get angry. He just

made it known, with his tone, that he was disappointed. He often left for work around 6 A.M.

every day of the week, so he was right in his prediction when I strolled in around 5:30 that

morning. My dad never used many words to get his point across. He really didn’t need to. If I

could feel his disappointment, it was enough for me to question my actions. I knew I had let him

down, and I was ashamed. However, I also knew I was a teenager who made mistakes and

had to learn from them. Years later, it became a joke about me going to a concert in Wisconsin.

My dad always made sure I knew where I was going before I went.When I succeeded at

something, my dad was proud and rejoiced with me. I wasn’t the best student, but if I was able

to pull my grades up, my dad was complimentary. He would tell me my hard work had “paid off.”

He was always willing to help his children achieve their goals, and for a few summers, I worked

in his office alongside his team of secretaries. I never really saw him while he worked, but I felt

closer to him as I filed papers or used the three-hole punch on documents that he had signed. I

would sit outside his office with one of his secretaries but once in a while had to enter his office

to return or retrieve something. He was rarely in his office, so whenever I went in there, I

wandered a bit. I sat at his desk and spun around in his chair. It was a large corner office with

two sides full of half windows that sat four floors above the emergency room. I stood up to look

out the window and saw my father’s car. It was parked close to the ER door, as he had an

assigned parking spot. After all, he was the chairman of surgery and the director of the Shock

Trauma Institute. Just past his car was the massive red X on the ground that marked the

helicopter landing pad. The office boasted a large enough space for an executive -sized desk,

rows of bookshelves filled with medical textbooks and family pictures, a conference table and

chairs, a closet that was lined and tightly packed with multiple coats that bared my father’s

embroidered name and “Department of Surgery,” a leather couch, and the best and most

impressive part (at least to us kids), a bathroom. This was the office to have at the hospital. My

father had achieved his goals in life and was sitting, quite literally, at the top.I was proud to

wear my ID badge with the Gamelli name on it when I rode the elevator or went to the

cafeteria. When I went to college and was majoring in journalism, he connected me with an

internship in the marketing department at the hospital. I knew my father had gotten me the

internship, but it was up to me to prove myself. He had provided me with the opportunity and

the tools to succeed, but he wouldn’t do the work for me. That was what made him a great

leader. Life ending in Illinois was a bittersweet time, but mostly sweet, as I was looking forward

to my parents living within a forty-five-minute drive of me in New Hampshire. I was excited to

have our relationship grow and flourish as I had always dreamed it might upon him retiring.The

day of the party, our limousine pulled up to the stately mansion. The building was a salmon



color with white trim and had beautiful gardens surrounding it. As we rode to lunch that day, I

think my father figured out where we were headed and why, but the real surprise for him would

be in all those who attended. Some guests had traveled from other states, and my mother had

made sure to invite not just colleagues, but also neighbors and even some past patients. I

recognized most of the names and faces, but it was very formal as we walked around the

mansion rooms and greeted each other. A string quartet played in the library of the mansion,

while guests mingled, ate from silver trays of hors d’oeuvres, and sipped drinks. A few times, I

was greeted with the line, “Oh, you are one of his daughters, but which one?” and we would

begin a conversation. I can’t say I blamed anyone, as my sisters and I looked quite a bit alike at

that point.I usually answered with the line, “I’m the middle one, Andrea. I live in New Hampshire

and have two kids.” Ah, yes, right. The one who had the grandchildren, the famous

grandchildren my father raved about to anyone who would listen.Dr. Gamelli, or as some called

him, “Dr. G,” sat on a stage set up in the grand entrance of the mansion next to my mother,

while guests spoke to him and about him from a podium. If he hadn’t been sitting next to them

on the stage, the event could have been easily confused as his funeral. We laughed, we cried,

we listened to people talk about a man who had changed people’s lives, saved them, and led a

team of proud and energized people. One story that stood out was from a patient he had

treated many years before. The patient was severely burned, and his survival shocked

everyone, including my father. He referenced a time my dad visited him on Christmas Day in

the hospital. As I heard him speak, I felt ashamed. My face felt hot, as if I was under a spotlight.

I stood toward the back of the room, leaning up against the wall, hoping no one would turn and

look at me. This must have been the same man he had been treating when I guilted my father

one Christmas. He hadn’t come home that morning until after ten, and my sisters and I had

grown impatient to open our gifts. We felt robbed of our Christmas morning and let my father

know it when he eventually walked through the door. He then told us that he visited a patient

who was very sick, and it was important he saw him, as he may be the only visitor for him that

day. We had not thought much of his comment then, as most young children don’t want to hear

excuses from their parents. His mid-morning arrival on Christmas was typical of a Saturday for

me growing up. Almost every Saturday morning as a child, my cartoon watching ended at 10

A.M. when my father arrived home from a morning of rounds at the hospital. My two sisters and

I usually groaned in protest, “Ugh, Dad! We just want to watch TV!” My father didn’t come

home to relax; he came home to keep us busy. If we even uttered the word “bored,” a trash bag

full of socks would be placed in front of us. “These all need to be matched! Have fun!” he would

say with a smile and a nod. If the weather was decent, he was outside, and we worked

alongside him. It was our chance to spend time together, even if it meant stacking wood, raking

leaves, or doing other yard work. If I had it my way, we would have played with Barbie’s or

played “house” with my Cabbage Patch dolls. I knew my only way to spend time with my father

was to follow his lead, and I did so as the obedient child I strived to be. If it was summertime

and the sun was shining, it was time to wash my dad’s car. It was washed, dried, waxed,

vacuumed, wiped down, and essentially sterilized on the inside. There were no water fights or

soap wars; we were a working crew being led by our chief. His car was basically his operating

room on wheels. My father kept his clothes, toiletries, car, work bench, shed, and garage all in

neat and perfect order. At times, it felt overwhelming, and at other times, I envied him for it and

really appreciated the organization if I needed to find something quickly. Why couldn’t I be

more like him? Unfortunately, my sisters and I did not inherit these traits, much to his dismay.

But he worked on us while we lived under his roof, constantly asking us to pick up our shoes so

he didn’t trip over them. We’d also hear the occasional shout of, “Whose backpack is this?!?”



while he tried to fight his way through the mudroom at night.My memories continued to flow

while the patient detailed his time with my father. I had quick memories—flashes—of my dad

just being a dad. I’d think back to the swims in our pool back in the ’80s, in our first house

where I was born in Vermont. I reminisced about the first time he taught me to ski, when I

helped him spread mulch around the trees, and spending Sundays reciting the Our Father at

mass, or watching him doze off during the homily. My dad had three modes: work at work, work

at home, and relax by working. After 8 P.M., he might have been caught enjoying an episode of

M*A*S*H* or Star Trek, but for the most part, my dad’s career dictated his entire life. Now as an

adult, I like to think I lent my father to the outside world to do better things. To save lives. To

make his mark on the medical world and to support his family financially. But, as a child, I

assumed his work was more important. That patients meant more than family as it felt on that

Christmas so long ago.The former patient went on to apologize to my sisters and I while he

spoke to the crowd. He said, through tears, that he was sorry he took my father away from his

children but that he was so grateful. Wow. At that very moment, all the days my father was late,

missed an event, or left too early in the morning for me to say goodbye began to make sense.

My lens had changed over the years. Tears welled in my eyes, and I swallowed hard. I loved

hearing about my father in this real, raw way. These were people who worked for him, with him,

and even a patient of his from a young age who followed in his footsteps and became a burn

surgeon. To me, this was the greatest form of flattery. This sort of almost living eulogy to my

father continued for the next few years. It happened at an award ceremony a few years later. It

happened in every letter and email and card and visit from friends and colleagues. It happened

when I wrote a piece for the alma mater that my father and I shared, upon his fiftieth

reunion.Once it was time for lunch, I made sure to sit close to the guest of honor. I felt bad he

was left to socialize alone. I wanted to be my dad’s “wing woman,” to navigate conversations

with him or for him in case he was tired or overwhelmed by this momentous event, as I seemed

to be. I don’t know why I felt he needed my protection or company, but something just seemed

vulnerable about him that day. At times, he looked lost since my mother was off talking with

friends, so I stepped in to help. He was seated at the head of a long banquet table with a large

mirror behind him. He looked out at the sea of faces, and he reminded me of a king surveying

his court. Two older, retired colleagues were seated next to each other, and I commented that it

was nice to see them, as they had both been recovering from separate bouts of cancer. My

father looked up from his meal and, in almost a whisper, said, “Yes. They are doing better, but

I’m afraid I might be in for a similar fate.” All the noise around me muted. I could hear nothing

but the blood pounding in my head. What did he just say?!? I looked down at my food. I was no

longer hungry. I didn’t clarify anything; I physically could not bring myself to respond to my

father’s comment that caught me off guard and spoiled the rest of the event for me. I was

shocked. I was in disbelief. I even questioned what I had just heard. I didn’t really want to know.

For my father to reference his own health or a concern about his own health was absolutely

unfamiliar to me. It scared me.That was the moment I started to watch my father like a hawk. I

eyed his every move and physical change and waited for the truth to surface. I honestly wasn’t

even sure my dad ever saw a physician or had routine physicals. His health history was a

mystery, and as far as I knew, he had endured two back surgeries and carried some excess

weight but was otherwise healthy. Why would my father say this to me that day and at that

moment? Was I supposed to respond? Was that him trying to tell me something was wrong?

Instead of pushing him harder for an explanation, I tried to forget what he said. I had waited too

long to finally have time with my father that felt normal, free, and without the demands of work;

I was not ready to accept anything less. I would not let his comment open the door for anything



else. I was selfish and did not want to know anything more. I was like a little girl putting her

fingers in her ears, singing loudly to drown out the noise around her.2Four months after my

dad retired and my parents moved to New Hampshire, Dad and I went skiing for what would be

the last time. My dad drove us down the bumpy, hilly road that led from his home to Mount

Sunapee at a snail’s pace of twenty miles an hour. Looking back on that time, I realize that due

to his disease already affecting his comprehension of numbers, he probably couldn’t read his

speedometer to know what speed he was actually traveling, so he drove by feel. I mentioned a

few times that the speed limit was thirty, usually when someone got too close behind, but he

just kept his eyes focused on the road. The fifteen-minute ride was mostly quiet, as I admired

snow-covered hills in the distance and occasionally glanced at the speedometer to see if he

had sped up as I had advised. This had become our winter Wednesday ritual. I would drive to

my parents’ house early in the morning after getting my oldest, Jacob, off to first grade, and I

would bring my two-and-a-half-year-old daughter, Hannah, with me. My mom, never an avid

skier, would spend time with her granddaughter while Dad and I skied for a few hours. My dad

was sixty-six and still skied. It was remarkable and inspiring. I remember the first time we skied

on a Wednesday. I looked at the pricing on the menu and said, “Dad, once you are seventy, the

price goes way down for you.”He let out a snort and commented, “Yeah, right. I won’t be skiing

then.”I responded, “Why not? Of course you will!”He said a few hours was enough for his old

bones, but I still remember a time as a child when we skied from 8 A.M. to 4 P.M. and only

rested for twenty minutes for a quick lunch, usually consisting of a yogurt or sandwich, and a

quick restroom break. My dad was hardcore, in his work and in his hobbies. Rest was for the

weary. Work hard, play hard. My dad had skied almost every major ski mountain in the United

States. He had skied every state in the West and took our family along on many ski trips that

always were conveniently linked with a surgical meeting over winter or spring break. It was

where I saw my dad in a different light. He relaxed around the snow, the mountain air, and the

occasional goggle tan. Unlike many skiers, my father never adopted the habit of drinking

alcohol while he skied. As I grew into an adult, I never skied and drank either. I followed his

lead. I asked him why he never enjoyed a beer on the mountain. His response, as with many of

his “teachings,” was related to a patient’s story. He told me he thought skiing and drinking was

“stupid.” In his time in Vermont as a young surgeon, he once had to harvest the kidneys of a

guy who had been drunk while skiing, hit a tree, and died. That story stuck with me, and I

decided I’d rather enjoy skiing sober and keeping my kidneys.The wind cut through the trees,

stinging our faces, and I offered my dad a piece of gum, another ski ritual of ours since I was

kid. My dad didn’t chew gum often but always did when he skied. On our last day skiing, we

mostly skied the green trails—the easiest, flattest trails. I was fine with that, as I wasn’t young

anymore either, and it was honestly so easy and enjoyable. My dad skied ahead of me, as he

always had. He would stop and look up the mountain and wait for me to arrive at his side. My

heart was bursting that day. I was skiing with my dad. Life was good. He made the smallest,

sharpest, slightest turns on the side of the hill. He was methodical, wise, precise, and always

thinking ahead. I imagine this is how he used to operate on his patients as well. I asked him,

“Why do you ski like that? All the way over on the side?”He replied, “The snow is always the

best, untouched, people aren’t in my way, and I’m not in theirs.”As in his career, he never

bragged. He never asked for praise or discussed his skiing unless asked. My father led by

example, not words, something I came to see later in life through his illness. He skied half way

and waited for me. That day, I skied slower. I slowed down, so his rest was longer. I knew he

was most likely pushing himself harder than a man of his age should, and I didn’t ever want to

embarrass him, so I made sure he had extra time to recoup between runs without making it



obvious.The chairlift was our time to chat. The cold air slowed our speech as we tried to talk

with frozen lips, but the fresh air made it worth it. He’d ask about my life; I’d try and ask about

his. I remember thinking, Now is the time to ask him whatever you’ve always wanted to know

about his career, his childhood, his thoughts. Our skiing time was our bonding time. It was just

the two of us. This was what I had been waiting so many years for, this chance to just be with

my dad, to get to know him as a person, as a man. I hung on my dad’s every word. I felt that all

his wisdom was like gold, to be cherished and kept close. He had an answer for everything. I

was looking forward to many more ski days and conversations over the coming years, so I

could finally feel close with my father. I wish, back then, that he had let me in on what was

happening to him. I wish I had known that my time with him like this was short. By the following

February, I would give birth to another child, and my dad and I would never again make plans

to ski together.3It was one year later, and I was nearing the end of my pregnancy. My son

Henry’s birth was scheduled for February 25th by C-section. The plans were made. My parents

would take the kids the night before, and Denis and I would head to the hospital, well-rested

and showered, early on the morning of the 25th to welcome our third and final child.Instead,

Henry decided he was in charge. Shortly after midnight on February 17th, while an ice storm

raged outside my window, I was awoken by a feeling of warm liquid between my legs. My eyes

popped open after registering what had just happened, and I immediately sat up and rolled out

of bed. “Denis, I think my water just broke!” I waddled to the bathroom and felt my first

contraction and, with it, more liquid. Denis followed me to the bathroom, squinting from the light

I had flipped on in a flurry of panic while shouting for the phone to call the hospital. Each birth

was different for my children, and this circumstance warranted some direction from my doctor.

Though this wasn’t my first time having my water break, it didn’t take long for me to confirm

that I was, indeed, in labor, and my doctor instructed me to get to the hospital as soon as

possible. I phoned my parents around 1:30 A.M. to report the change in plans and deliver the

surprising news of the impending birth, ahead of schedule. I managed to have the conversation

while I worked my way around the room, throwing clothes in a bag. I had never packed my “go”

bag, thinking I had plenty of time left, as Henry was still two weeks from his actual due date.

Denis showered, and I contracted every few minutes. When I called my parents, my father

answered the phone. This was something that was old hat for him—a phone call in the middle

of the night relaying unexpected medical news. When he answered, he seemed shocked, even

confused. I expected him to go straight into doctor mode, as he often did. Months prior, I

experienced a scare regarding an exposure to a potentially dangerous virus for my unborn

baby. I panicked and called my dad to ask him his opinion, more so to put my mind at ease.

“I’m sure you already had that illness as a child. Almost all people have had it by adulthood,” he

told me with an assurance of a doctor and the sensitivity of the dad I had needed that day. I

took a huge breath and sighed. I was so grateful to have a dad who was a doctor. It was free,

trusted, medical advice. And, as always, he was right. I was immune, as the blood test showed

days later.That night, instead of asking me how I was or triaging my labor as I might have

hoped, he immediately said, with a tiredness and quiver to his voice, “Here. Talk to Mom.” My

moment of excitement about sharing my news and meeting my baby, his grandchild, faded at

his seemingly dismissive response.I explained to my mother that I needed to head to the

hospital right away because the baby was coming now, and I still needed a C-section.

Unfortunately, living forty-five minutes away from each other in an ice storm didn’t bode well for

my parents to race right over. She said they would be down in a few hours. I was a little

disappointed but tried to understand. Sometimes things don’t work out like you plan. We called

Denis’s sister who lived twenty minutes away, and she made it over within forty minutes,



dodging icy branches and navigating slippery roads. She arrived like a fairy godmother, and I

was so grateful, as my contractions had started to pick up. Talking through them was getting to

be more difficult, which history and many Google searches over my eight-year stint with

pregnancy and motherhood, has told me was time to go.
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the Midst of Chronic Illness, A Memoir, Come Live With Me: A Memoir of Family, Alzheimer’s,

and Hope, Somebody Stole My Iron: A Family Memoir of Dementia, What to do Between the

Tears... A Practical Guide to Dealing with a Dementia or Alzheimer's Diagnosis in the Family:

Feel less overwhelmed and more empowered. You don't have to go through this alone, Floating
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an Impassioned Call for the Future of Care in America, Never Simple: A Memoir, Gone in an

Instant: Losing my son. Loving his killer., Bucket To Greece Volume 14: A Comical Living
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Terry L. Hochmuth, “A poignant & heartfelt story of love and compassion. This is a must read

for anyone who is facing, or has experienced, the heartbreaking reality of dealing with a family

member or loved one who is suffering from the debilitating effects of dementia or Alzheimer’s.

It is beautifully written from the perspective of a daughter of a world-renowned surgeon who

sees her family role gradually transfer from a mother/caregiver to a daughter/caregiver as her

father’s condition gradually changes. It was especially poignant to me as I travelled the same

road with my own mother and, even more so, in that her father, in his role as an internationally

recognized burn doctor, is the man who literally saved my life after my burn injuries in the mid

90s.”

J. Lianos, “A true eye-opener into a daughter's journey with Alzheimer's Disease. Andrea

Couture does a wonderful job of sharing her family's story as it unfolds for them all, bringing

the reader right into the most intimate and tender moments of her personal experience. You'll

feel like you're sitting and catching up with a dear friend and you'll cry right along with her, for

her.She explores the balance of living and mourning all at the same time, "I realized there was

time and space for all of our worries, humor, and triumphs to coexist together." Not only does

the author write beautifully, she demonstrates through her telling of their story how she is

navigating this most difficult time as gracefully as a loving daughter can - as she is truly

Embracing What Remains.”

DaigleOne, “Could Not Put It Down!. I was truly moved by the honesty of all the emotions

expressed by the author and her families journey with Alzheimers. The balance of wife,

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/vyakP/Embracing-What-Remains-A-Memoir-Andrea-Couture


mother, daughter is incredibly relatable for anyone who has had to deal with aging ailing

parents.  I highly recommend this book, fantastic insight and a true love story.”

Katie, “Beautiful!!. The author writes a beautiful and poignant memoir honoring her father, a

world renowned surgeon, diagnosed with early onset Alzheimer's. She intimately chronicles

her family's journey through the progression of her father's disease, while sharing her own

emotional rollercoaster of struggling to be both mother, daughter and care-giver. This book is a

life-boat for anyone whose life is affected by Alzheimer's. A must read.”

Tonie, “Heartbreaking and vulnerable. This is a heartbreaking and vulnerable story of how

difficult it is to navigate the curveballs life throws at us. I will always remember Dr. Gamelli as

an amazing and genuinely caring physician. He will forever be known as the epitome of a

compassionate and knowledgeable burn surgeon. Every day of every week he would round on

his patients, trust in his nurses, and impart wisdom to anyone who was privileged enough to

listen to him speak. Thank you for allowing us to glimpse into your personal life and for sharing

the challenges and struggles that so many family members-turned-caregivers struggle with.

You remind us of the fragility of life and how the loving support of family is everything.”

Tammy Horvath, “Andrea’s love and caring nature are phenomenal.. When Andrea’s dad gets

Alzheimer’s, she helps her mom take care of him while caring for her kids and wonderful

husband. She cares for her dad exactly as he cared for her throughout her life. Her strength

and courage are remarkable. What impacted me most was not only seeing the love between

Andrea and her husband, but the love between her parents, even when her dad doesn’t

remember her mom most of the time. This inspirational book had me laughing and crying,

sometimes simultaneously. I received a free copy of this book.”

Sue, “Compassion. This book is well written and a good perspective of what living with

Alzheimer’s is like. There are so many emotions that pop up , feelings you didn’t know existed.

A roller coaster ride of life. She shares it beautifully. I enjoyed reading it, couldn’t put it down.

I’m glad she shared things from her mother’s point of view, as I am the the wife of one who has

dementia.  Not the daughter. There is a difference but so many things the same …”

Craig, “A Lesson For Life. This memoir is a well-written, touching, powerful memoir about a

man I knew as a colleague. At the prime of "retirement age," Dr. Gamelli experienced the

devastation of Alzheimer's disease. His daughter, Andrea, chronicles the impact of this disease

on the family and the struggles it imposed. An essential lesson for life is reinforced: "live and

enjoy every day to the fullest - you know-not what awaits you.”

The book by Andrea Couture has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 103 people have provided feedback.
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