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Dear Papa 

 I don’t think there is a single man on this Earth that I have loved more than you. You 

loved me unconditionally. You were the only one who has been there ever since I was born. You 

filled the void that I had while growing up as a child. You are my friend, a role model and a 

father figure to me. You made growing up without my dad around bearable. 

 I love to hear stories about you, how you named me at birth, were there for my first steps 

and treated me as if I was your own daughter. For this Papa there is nothing in this world that I 

care about more than you. 

 I remember you teaching me right from wrong, always gave me sound advice, stood up 

for me and provided truth to some of the harsh realities of choices I had made in life for myself. 

You never once judged me or put me down. I couldn’t have been more blessed than to have a 

grandfather more caring than you. 

 For the past several years you have slowly began to forget little things where you put 

your glasses, miss placing things, forgetting the date or which day of the week it was. This has 

gotten worse over the years, to the point that you were unable to care for yourself. 

But it got even more worse, by no fault of your own, you began to forget my name, how old I 

was and that I couldn’t be me because I was too old; you thought I was still a child, your mind 

wouldn’t let you believe that I had grown into a woman. I let it go, knowing it was the disease 

that was taking control of your thoughts and stealing your memories. Alzheimer’s disease was 

slow taking its toll and there was nothing I could do. 

 About 6 months ago you no longer recognized me at all, had no idea who I was or my 

name. This absolutely broke my heart. But still nothing I could do to change it. I try to convince 

myself that this doesn’t bother me, but I am lost without you. I push through the days, keeping 
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busy with life, and cut back on coming to see you just because it was easier to deal with if I 

didn’t think about you. I know this was wrong but I did it to save my memories of you. 

Last week I thought I was going to lose you for good. I prayed and begged for you not to leave 

me yet. I danced for you, asking Creator to let me have just one more time with you here that I 

wasn’t ready to let you go. You gave us all a scare. This made me realize how much I depend on 

you for my strength even though you don’t have much yourself any more. He answered my 

prayer. I was able to have another special moment with you. 

  I came to visit you yesterday and the day before. Not much had changed during the first 

visit, but the visit I had with you in the morning is one that I will never forget. You knew who I 

was, if only for a brief moment in time, it meant the world to me. Still, there was something 

more special about this encounter. You had asked me if I had saw that big light we had here the 

other day. You also told me that you saw dude [a nickname you had called grandma]. You went 

on to tell me that you tried to talk to her. You began to have a loss of words. The only thing that 

you could think of to further explain the event was that “kinda like a boss” was there and 

wouldn’t let you speak to her. This to me sounded as if you were so close to the other side, the 

afterlife, and she was waiting for you, but you decided to come back. 

As the tears are falling down my face as I share this story, I am ready to let you go. People may 

not believe what I writing about today, but I don’t care. I know your spirit was reaching out to 

me and somehow it has given me closure. I will cherish every moment from now on that I get to 

spend with you… Although, deep down, I know you will always be with me; watching over me 

and guiding me though this life. I thank you so much for helping to understand that this disease 

is not who you really are. 

 


