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In the best of all possible T.rnrlus,fiz-;-_"lursu}g lmwlaﬁm-llu..._mt—ma—s-\.. We would! have

big houses with spare bedroomsymExsmuidmwex for gur elderley parents, and

we would have the money to pay from their care et—heme, or such care would v be
- o LT 3 —y

provifjed by tax money, or we would provide &hke—esse ourselves, working in shifts,

Dadglk from midnight tc_él_Am, Junior fr-:mg_ to 9, Mom from {ex 92 to 3, littIE/
il o Neceyu /
Sister from 3 to gx 6.The thing could be dome;its possible. Mmd, as ti&2 WFR
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series) hkas brought home to ys. 6 o

Junior , migsing
his early morning soccer practice, would grasp the meaning of Flauberts hard stete—
doctrine that "Life is nothing if not sacrigficial.'Mom and Dad would have perspective
restored to their marriage.There would be no more agruing about where to spend their
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vacation, for there would be no)vacatiof.The remodelling plans would be permently
shelved.But on the other hand,a p the pound gained, the wrinkle discovered, the
hair greying or disappearing altogether—-these n@ petty irritants would lose
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their pewer—&e~ sting.Perspective would be restored to ssesswm inner 1ives, as well.
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-Like the senszitive young ?‘Eﬁ:&r in Worsdwoorth peeet—Peoem,'Resolution and Indepen
dence cnnfrmltadr{ by the wizemed leech gatherer on the lonely moor, who says of
e Leccdes '

Hﬁm: "Once I could meet them on overy side; but they have dwindled
long by slow decay; Yet still I persevere, and find them where I may." Yet still
I perservre'-those words echoe in the young poets mind , ao full of ennui, discontent,
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@M nameless longing."l could have laughed myself ta scorn kmemimeecinhe says, "to

finf d in that decrpit lla a mind so §6 firrﬁ."Gnd“ said I, "be my help and

stay secure; I1l think of the Leech -gatherer -.:m the lonely moor!''Caring for
your amm- infirm parent a# in your own home wemddxkm, seeing the fortitude with
whicl: she bears up under burdens of bedy and sprit that would crush a saint,

one would feel something like that all the time-something ch:-'lme, all helplessly
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But very few of us can afford to pay the price for that wisdom, sc¢ the nursing home
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florishes.I tip my hat to it, or at least to the one imz—wh$#L my mother lives.It

is clean, the food is plentiful and nutritious, the rooms pleasamt, but it is the
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care givers who s it a spedal caharacter.Ever chefiul in the face of

scenes that would draini?ﬁ cheer from your dreams,ever-realy to g offer a kind

word, a caress, the broad smile or wink that acknowledges the persomality of their
e e e~ T —faxTrve T A
elderley-these people are eesem—pratdc.They are in the dignity m buisness, and %

and iz ==
Ex what they do is beyond prie praise alike. r e




