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This is a book about Alzheimer's disease. It tells the story that family has a great
influence on alzheimer's patients. The story is about my grandmother, who had
severe Alzheimer's disease. The story of this book is about how the attitudes of
family members influenced my grandmother. The book is also written for families
with Alzheimer's disease. Through my story, | tell them how important family
companionship and care is for people with Alzheimer's disease.

e Cover and back cover

* Inside pages

This story is dedicated to all the families of
people with Alzheimer's disease
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Usually, my miost happy thing is, hy children come
to visit me. Every time my family gets together, I will
cook many delicious meals for thet:

But one day my family decided to bring me
downtown 100, so it would be easier to visit me. But
1'said no. This is the only home I've ever had, and it's
where all my memories are.

Gradually, I found myself forgetting
things, forgetting when to water the
plants, whether to put salt in the food,
and forgetting when my children last

ited me..

I'have been living ina
small country since I was
born. It is very small and
there are very few people
here, but it carries all my
most precious memories.

The residents here are
gradually reduced, are
received by their children
tolive in the city, they say
the city is very good, high-
rise buildings, convenient
transportation, have left
here. After they left, I
planted flowers on every
inch of it, so now I own a
garden.

Ilike green because it
is the color of plants. I

like flowers because they
‘have life and soul. I feel
like a flower in the garden,
enjoying the air and
‘memories here.

In my memory, I ad the best
things i the word,a room fllof
aren,agade andan ol wooden
Chair. ~7

Tome, theyfre my whoelfe.

I enjoy my time here
because I know it so well.
Lam used to buying food
and cooking by myself. I
can take care of the plants
by myself. It is the only
thing I like to do.

My family says I forget a lot of thing:
ecause I'm old. So since then, I've received
this special gift - litle toy to exercise my

brain’s ability to respond.

But it was also the beginning of what I
began to forget.




I chose to plant that seed,
hoping it can give me hope
in this strange place, give me
vitality and vitality.

I take care of it and protect
it because it s so fragile just
like the memory I have left.

1 began to forget important
things, sometimes even caring
Jor the seed. Everything
around me became more
strange, strange room, strange
view outside the window, and
gradually strange family.

Slowly, I lost track o their
‘names, and sometimes IT took
‘me too long to think about
who they were. Every once
ina while, a new face comes
to my side, and 1 don't knoww
whoitis.

The strange room, the strange
scenery outside the window
ind the strange peaple around.

I came to this strange city with only a few memories left.

Grey concrete buildings, one on top of the other, dominate
the city. They arelike an impenetrable wall that suffocates
me.

There s o green, o lowers, no bright colors outside
the Wiridows, and even the wind is the acrid fumes of car
exhaust. -

For me, the only comfort here s the old suitcase of meories,
containing those precious seeds.

Sure enough, my seed started to get
bad, and it got worse and worse with my
mentory.

Everything here made me feelstrange
and awful, and I couldn't breathe.
Finally, this day I take my seeds ready to
leave here, I want to go home.




Iam often lost ina
void of the universe,
there are many doors
Ido not know where
they lead, I do not
know which I should
choose.

it a clue from my
memory led me back

Through the door, but a forest, here s so
Jfamiliar and yet so strange. My memories
‘become incomplete, ke missing pieces of a
jigsaw puzzle that don'tfit together into a

complete picture.

I tried to find my way home with the last
litle memory, but I found it was allin vain.
I came back to the origin n circles.

And then I was trapped in this endless
Jforest. No one understands me now, and no
one helps me get out of this forest.

7. Lam like a flower locked ina
glass bottle, my world is green,
but the real world is gray.

I can't tell which is the real
world, all I know is that I'm
alone in this world.

No one found me trapped in
the tiny glass bottle. I cried out
Jor help, but no one answered,
Loneliness and despair began
to eat away at me.




The cerebellar atrophy
Laused by Alzheimer's

prig
‘mentally and physically, I
felt d

pair again.

My family tried to control my condition by taking
me to countless doctors, and I took countless drugs,
but nothing worked.

Maybe, what I need is... more company,

No one helped me take ¢
piece of green disappear

I hafe fantasized countl
will there be an oasis? Ma

Last night, I had a warm dream. I*

iguely see a beam of warm light in the
cold room, the place where the light gave
birth'to a bud, I sce green.

s times 10 go to the edgcof the city, ov
ybe s just an endless desert

Losk
Po&ience

A forgotten letter, and I was
Jorgotten together.




Chapter 5

We are a family

Today, I received a letter full of lowers.
I decided, I want to treasure it it s my
most precious thing now.

Although I can't remember what today is to celebrate,
the room full of green made me feel warm and hopeful.

Let the originally ifeless room suddenly become
bright, even the tall buildings outside the window are
duyed golden by the sunset. The city that fecls cold for the
first time will become warm.

\

Sure enough, company is the most happy thing!

Lnolonger feel that Alzheimer's is such.a terrible
discase, and having my family help and care has
made me more fearless.

|

e

- In the middie of the sameless city, whose
window s full of lowers?

- The old lady with Alzheimer's.




The finished product to show

5
®
=
<
O




L eime

z,,c:'f_y o
me. P

Th
e
haus

s
ntair

<\m\m.\gum\\w
sa\\c\‘\\\\\\\s'\\\t\\\e )
o \\\\gﬂ;tu\\\t«ﬂ\\\\l

£ W
e
e
sc\wl
e

r
e
we

ot

,, “*7‘:1" m‘,o,
&) i

': W
| e e
- e
W,
qu rd B
e £ sl
\ff”‘:“'* st
tsit Ca:‘mb you o™
Yo 't
G o %
nex| < ors B
3 DA wn
»«.‘f‘raﬂ’ﬁ
i )

.2
i
re
<
<
M

Re:
A,
e
|
be:
T
E
)
e
S
o
s
e e
DA
e.

Family




v better

e talked

We Llooked up a Lot
53, we learned o
bout Alzheimer's dis:







