
                                      MOVING  AGAIN

One day in 1983 we were saying goodbye to guests when George had an 
episode of total confusion.  It was an “uh-oh” moment for me.  Combined with 
his changing behavior over the last few years, (I thought he was just aging), I 
had a strong suspicion about what was happening.  He had gradually been 
giving up doing things, losing interest, resting more.  He had only made two 
paintings in the  last year.  He no longer was interested in doing crossword 
puzzles.  He no longer helped with financial  things like checkbooks or taxes.  I 
couldn’t help but remember his mother’s illness.  Alzheimer’s.

Coincidentally, our neighbor, Sally, who had bought the house from 
Sondra, was selling it to move to Woodstock.  She got an amazing price for it, 
which made me nervous about the tax consequences for us.  Sure enough, our 
next tax bill was tripled.  George went down and complained.  They backed off, 
but we knew it was only a matter of time.

We met the real estate agent who had sold Sally’s house, a very nice, 
lively woman and put our future in her hands.  We decided to sell the house 
and move to Sarasota, and instead of being snowbirds, live there permanently, 
or at least for the foreseeable future.  I underwent a personality change when I 
realized I had to take over and make decisions.  George had become very 
compliant.  He was also very stoic when he realized what was happening.  For 
me, it was like a flowering, waking up to what I was really capable of.  The 
dynamic between us changed, just like that.  It broke my heart.  But there it 
was.  We went to Albany to see a specialist, who put George on medication, 
which was supposed to help slow down the progression of the illness.  We 
hoped to get more comprehensive care in Sarasota.  Traveling back and forth to
Albany was difficult.  But I wonder now, after all these years, whether it was 
right to take him away from what was familiar to him.  I didn’t know then what
I know now.

The house was in the hands of our real estate agent, and we went to 
Florida for two months that winter.  George was still pretty competent and able
to do all the ordinary things.  We were staying on Longboat Key for a week  on 
a timeshare exchange before moving to the mainland for the rest of the 
vacation when he went out on Sunday to get the paper at the supermarket 
down the road.  He was gone a long time, and as I was getting dressed, there 
was a knock at the door.  It was a policeman.  George had been stopped on the 
road for erratic driving. He managed to describe the building where we were 
staying so they were able to find me.  The policeman brought me to him, didn’t 



give him a ticket because they recognized a medical condition, but cautioned 
me not to let him drive in the state of Florida.

We came back after the two months were up, and soon after that the 
house was sold.  We had to fix some major things to the house before it passed 
inspection, which took more than a month and thousands of dollars.  This gave
us time to go through the art work, discard things and pack up the rest.  Then 
we packed it all up, the art work, that is, rented a 24 foot semi truck, hired 
Walter Huntoon to drive it up to Milwaukee and leave it all with Dan.  That was
a godsend.  That part took more than a month.  Then we started on the house. 
The new owners wanted it totally emptied.  We filled dumpsters four times with
things we threw out, had two weekend yard sales, and sold the Taurus.  Then 
we hired a moving company to ship what we were keeping, but to hold it until 
we had found a place to live.  We rented a villa for the summer on Siesta Key, 
to give us time to look around.  We found a place on the mainland, a 3 
bedroom house with a mother-in-law attachment, which became George’s 
studio.  With much difficulty, he finished a small painting, put down his brush 
and said, “That’s it. No more”.  I couldn’t get him to sign it.  After a year, when 
the lease was up, we moved to a house on Gulf Gate Drive, with three 
bedrooms and a pool.  A young couple, the owners, rented it to us with a year’s
lease.  This second year in Sarasota George went downhill pretty fast.  I 
enrolled him in day care at the Senior Friendship Center, from ten in the 
morning till two in the afternoon, so I could have time to do other things.


