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• Felicity de Langue, 
  South Africa. 

� his retirement and I used to do 
most of the driving especially 
on long trips. 
 
My parents lived close to me 
in their own home.  My Mom 
would insist that I have dinner 
with them every evening after 
work before retiring to my own 
home. 

 
I noticed that my Dad started 
distancing himself and be-
came a bit of a “loner' – he 
never had any hobbies and I 
think he became very bored. 
He started doing strange 
things like making a cup of 
tea,  then placing the fresh 
milk in the grocery cupboard 
and the sugar basin in the 
freezer or even mixing coffee 
and tea together! 

My Mom started complaining 
about his driving. He would 
stop at a green traffic light and 
drive when the traffic light turns 
red. Fortunately it happened in 
a quiet suburb - there was not 
much traffic. He became very 
forgetful and became very ag-
gressive towards my Mom.  
 
I realized that my Mom was tak-
ing strain and I invited them to 
move in with me permanently.  
 
I live in a duplex apartment – 
living area downstairs and the 
bedrooms upstairs and in the 
early hours of one morning, 
Dad woke up to go to the bath-
room. In stead of turning left, he 
turned right and fell down a 
flight of 16 stairs. 
 
He was bleeding profusely from 
a cut above his eye. After treat-
ing the bleeding by applying 
pressure on the wound and sta-
bilising him, we took him to the 
closest hospital where he was 
admitted. Various tests were 
done and he was diagnosed 
with Dementia. This is were a 
journey started with this dis-
ease called Alzhéimer's... 
 
For sixteen years my Mom and 
I went through the different 
stages of the disease. We took 
care of him and smothered him 
with love. Every Alzhéimer pa-
tient has his own unique per-
sonality. I always adored my 
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y name is Felicity 
and I live in South 
Africa. I never got 

married and took care of my 
parents for many years. It was 
my choice as I had the most 
loving and caring parents and 
enjoyed a beautiful childhood. 
My Dad was a good man. He 
loved his family dearly, loved 
to participate in sport as a 
young man, excelled in tennis 
and cricket.  He enjoyed  a 
very healthy lifestyle and never 
smoked or drank alcohol. 
 
My Dad was a workaholic and 
worked for the same Company 
for 45 years. 
 
When he retired,  my parents 
looked forward to travelling 
around our beautiful country. 
 
I am the third sibling of four 
children and my Dad adored 
me all his life. I think the rea-
son was that they almost lost 
me at birth -  I was born prem-
aturely at seven months. 
 
He used to joke with me in my 
early twenties by suggesting 
that I should take care of him 
and Mom when they grow old.  
I promised him that I would. 
 
For two years after his retire-
ment I chaffeured my parents 
around the country on various 
vacations. He became very 
nervous of driving soon after 

Dad, mom and Candice, their grand daughter.�
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Dad's personality and it made it 
so easy to take care of him. 
He eventually stopped talking 
and became our big baby. We 
had to think for him. When he 
wanted to go to the toilet, he 
would hit on his leg  to draw 
our attention. If he was hungry, 
he would ever so gently put his 
fingers to his mouth, we knew 
he wanted to eat. If he was 
thirsty, he would tilt his head 
back as if he was drinking 
something.. 
 
I worked during the day and my 
Mom took care of him during 
the day. Mom hardly left his 
side during the day and I took 
over from her in the evenings. 
We really became so “in tune” 
with his needs and “body lan-
guage”. It was difficult at times 
and the worst part was the lack 
of sleep.  
 
Mom and I used to take turns 
in sleeping in my Dad's room, 
just to ensure that every se-
cond night, we got a good 
nights rest. At times I became 
very emotional at work but that 
was because of the lack of 
sleep. Fortunately I had a very 
understanding Manager at the 
time and he would send me 
home early on many occa-
sions. 
 
Dad enjoyed a lot of pampering 
from us. He got so used to it,  
when he opened his eyes after 
his nap,  he would lift his feet 
waiting for his daily foot mas-
sage that he so adored! 
 
Saturdays were very special 
days. We would bath him and 
groom him I used to cut his hair 
myself if he needed a haircut. 

After his bath and grooming 
session, I used to place him in 
a comfortable chair, dim the 
lights and he would listen to 
the Big Band stand music on 
Radio 702. The music was 
“oldies: from the 1940's and 
1950's. 
 
He would smile and clap his 
hands. He loved listening to 
music, Whenever he clapped 
his hands, we knew that he 
was happy and contented.  
 

 
 
Unfortunately, he developed 
pneumonia and was in hospi-
tal for 21 days. He was to 
weak to return home and he 
was transferred by ambulance 
from the hospital to a nursing 
home.  
 
He was unable to eat on his 
own and the doctor inserted a 
feeding pipe through his nose. 
He died 18 months later. I re-
gret having agreed to the in-
sertion of the feeding pipe as 
it prolonged his suffering and 
he eventually had no quality of 
life. Unfortunately emotions 
got in the way and all that I 
wanted was to keep my Dad 
alive. 

Thinking back now, the part 
that I disliked the most was the 
fact that we became very iso-
lated and housebound. My sib-
lings were all married with their 
own families and lived far 
away and only came to visit 
occasionally.  Fortunately my 
Mom and I were great friends 
which helped a lot – we were 
totally committed to one anoth-
er and made an excellent 
team. We also found time to 
pamper one another either 
with foot massages, facials 
and pedicures. 
 
My Dad passed away in 2005 
and my Mom in 2010. I still 
miss my parents very much 
but yet I feel very honoured 
and proud  that I took care of 
them as well as they took care 
of me as a child.  
  

Felicity de Langue, she is originally 
from South Africa and lives in Preto-
ria. I had the first contact with her in 
June 1997, when by Internet she was 
looking for information on Alzhéi-
mer’s. We remained in contact, and 
later on, at the end of 1998, she wrote 
to me asking if I was going to attend 
the ADI Conference which would take 
place the following year in South Afri-
ca. I said yes. I had the pleasure of 
meeting her in Johannesburg in 1999, 
being in her house with his parents, 
her mom and her dad. We both re-
member with excitement and joy 
when trying to talk to his father - who 
already did not speak at all - and tell 
him that I knew that he had been a 
great tennis player. When talking 
about how great he was on tennis, his 
eyes lit up and he tried to talk. Some-
thing, for me very emotional. (FOM). 

Felicity�


