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FOREWARD

Hey! Are you browsing,
or are you buying? Huh?
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Howdy! This is my followup book to the dreadfully
unsuccessfui No Door way Wilde sEmd
material in book form not a scrap of recycled material

or filler i except, perhaps, in the stopaper. | have no

control over that. So leave me alone about it.

What we have here, gentle reader is a series of essays
about some ofthenemot or sy mpt oms of
disease. This is not an educational book. This is not
meanttoteachyouadam t hi ng about Pe¢
disease. In fact, if you find yourself accidentally
LEARNING something, | want you to march right back
to the book counter and de
got this online, which you
ifyouusedadabt card, youbre scr
read it anyway.




No, dear reader, this is just me living my life and
telling you about the results. WhéieNo Do or way
Wi d e E nwasiagtdiliog of what | call my
APar ki ns oinfiom diaymosisand2600 to my
volunteering for experimental brain surgery in 2007 to
the decline of the last couple yearthis book is intended
to amuse and astound, to entertain and enchant, to show
you that it doesnodt matter
be overcome with a sensetafmor. Or other such
bullshit.

Il f you start nAnfeeling sor
DOWN! That 6s not what it2o
| i fe as a guy with Parkins

that annoys me. So not everything in here will have
somehing to do with PD. Thereill be some politicef
the | iberal variety (and i
Par ki nsonds f o.rThemanay be gpmene
complaining about the way people behave, or pushing
and shoving in the stores. | may havwhiag or two to

say about how my dogs seem to think they RUN the
damn place.

(Right now, for instance, my black border collie
Raven heard something outside and barked. | pointed
at her and said, Al o6l | pou
walked into the kitchens | could scratch her buitt.
Such FEAR I inspire.)

So, as was the case with the woefully unsuccessful
(but really very funny and you should still buy it if you
like funny books about diseaseand who the hell
doesinbBlb?pPpoor way WithidwokiE n o ug



about how to maintain a sense of humor when it seems
like you are losing everything else.

There is no cure for Park
human spirit' unless you allow it to.
Now, if youodre | ooking at

things onone of those darn online booksellegsiit
farting around and buy the damn book.

AHaving been some days 1in
time Iis guaranteed for all/l
(Yes, yes, | Kknow. That
t he Benefit of Mr. Kitko f
the Beatl es. Get off my Db
pull this car over right n

want to know!)



DEDICATION

| touch on thidater in thebook. But when you young
kids are picking out your
to consider. Will that person BE there for you, no matter
what? Will he/she take care of you when you need care?
Will he/she scold you into being sekliant when you

are capable of doing so? Will he/she cheerfully go to the
store to buy your disposakdelult undergarments? And
when things get worse, will he/she see to it that all your
health care needs are tended to, including feeding and
cleaning and wiping and being patient with you when
your emotions run away wi't
your faut when you cry for no reason or say something
even stupider than wusual o
recliner?

| got me someone like that. Have been with her since
1988, and | love her very much.

To you, Gail. May my dementia be light and my
delusionse amusing ones.



LET'S BEGIN WITH "THINGS THAT
ANNOY ME"

Now, more things that annoy me, culled from the
popular media's reporting on Parkinson's disease!

"Eeeeew! Grampa is OLD and SHAKY and
DROOLY!I"

First, this whiny note from a whinawhining abou
bringing an elderly parent into her home.

(http://Amww.washingtonpost.com/wp
dyn/content/article/2010/06/14/AR2010061405587.html)

My father lived with my
family for nine months,
following the onset of
Parkinson's disease. His
depression settledver the
whole house. Dad clearly didn't
want to be there, and the kids,
16 and 8 at the time, avoided the living room, where dad
hung out and slept in the chair constantly, refusing to
take any interest in life. Both of the kids essentially quit
inviting guests over. They were not immune to the
depression and, not to be melodramatic, the feeling of
death that surrounded us.

| was driving home from work three or four times a
day to check on him, feed him and monitor his
medications. My husband was a gabout it, but
eventually even he said, "We can't keep this up. We are
raising our children in a nursing home."



