
Facebook Official
My goodness. Bob has been on my mind 24/7 this month. And it’s
not a bad thing. I think it’s because a year ago right now,
things were rough. Bob had declined to where he needed help
with almost everything. He couldn’t hold his spoon to eat or
hold his coffee cup without dropping it. He had a terrible
time getting into bed and just couldn’t figure that out. He
would just plop himself into bed and where he landed is where
he would sleep. Even if most of his body was hanging off the
bed. Once super fastidious, Bob had forgotten how to shave and
taking a shower was a very difficult process that he (and I
both) dreaded. He was confused over what Fixodent was for and
there were times he tried to brush his teeth with his razor.
It was so sad to watch the physical decline that most people
don’t know is associated with Dementia. Yep, the brain just
stops being able to tell the body what to do. The body just
stops being able to function without the brain directing it.

Bob was on a downhill slide, and it was excruciating to watch.
Thinking back to last October/November brings me chills. But
it also is a reminder that Bob was not living a life that he
would have wanted. Yes, it was time for him to pass and
sometimes these memories of the rough times make me realize
that I didn’t lose a healthy happy Bob, I lost the Bob that
was ready to go. Weird as this may sound, that helps a bit. I
know  how  Bob  wanted  to  live  and  how  he  was  living  last
October/November was NOT how he would have ever wanted to
live. On that issue, I am 100% clear.

But this year, I still have lots of changes to process. I am
still not used to my new life without Bob. I’m not miserable.
I’m  just  still  trying  to  sort  through  my  feelings  about
everything! I can be positive and upbeat and then downtrodden
and miserable in the same hour. I can cry at the drop of a hat
over a tiny thing or be perfectly content and smile during the
most emotional experiences. Yes, I’m a mixed-up mess.
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I’ve read many books about grief— about 5 stages, 10 stages,
etc.,  but  I  just  don’t  think  that  those  books  cover
everything. They barely scratch the surface. Just when I think
I’ve worked through most stages, I come across another hurdle
or issue. Maybe I’ll write my own book! Maybe my book would
have 50 stages of grief or more!

So today I take another big step in this grief process that
isn’t  in  any  of  the  books  I’ve  read.  Today  I  change  my
Facebook status to widow. Yep, it’s finally Facebook official.
I know it sounds silly, but my stomach is churning a bit. Dare
to move ahead. Here I go.
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