Uy e Xxz—
BEbb A, HDYHES !

BEXA. ZARAR, MHCCKR¥DY Y « X—YrHLET, AHEZD LM
AR Z 2DV TEHELEZWEBWET, BAEOBEH B2 AZMET S
HOBMWFT, FRELLEDDE L, ZOEBEZEAEIETOREEZLVE
AuvE 3,

20154, FADBIEXH B » AITBIVE BTSN E Lz, FIETRA. BIEH
b2 ADHAEZRBOTL DD FTATLL, #ITHW®-L DX TT, IE
Bizwd e, bRz 2RI TVWE L]z, 2 W50, FttE SR
EDORRDHED B0 7D TF, BLWEWHD BT 5720, Mgzt
LE L7, BB 2 ARKOBET 2RV, 203 EIE>TWE Lz,

UL, HORXUEERAETLE L, TEaoHmOR., HEEFEI ISP
—ANTHTERLARD L7 ilBEREFIZBIED —DDIERT T, —&HDH
Dol DIFBIEDIEIRT L BEDBAEFRE ., ZETHEE L7 BN
DRIZWBDIZ, BHD XS IZ, TRIIFHET) LALBIRBHLE L,
FHE. SIDVHTORIELEVS IR ORAB>TWEDTT, ZAKIL
ZEISDFVEVDLD LNFEAD, BIEDHD A DBHILEIIAT-H DEHIZR
S>TWAEHIEKTFE LT,



A, I FEEERETLR, Wb Wil T, Lo R-2e2Hb %
HFATLE, ENTH, TZOFEEMS LARVDOFTIEWHARV) i BV E
L7o TEBRT. EHRIBEDRITILE o 7T, ML TEL L5 D7
D07 TT, 2D, B OMHEZZT T, MO HEEED 5 & 2 RE
LFEL7%

REIWZWV o T, MO HIIBH, NERIELADDZTHDTT, BlEdbA
WBE. =74 —llATo7%D, WioZkh, Mo DTHIEDRIFETLL, £
ARZEFDOIHRERA, D Z X200 6RLAKBR>sTLEVE L,
K4, AOTHILHRVDIZ, BBMTLEVWET, HINTLES &, Y
FLIEED FEA, TBIEDS 2APRKUTKRIANTD o LR T2 -
DT EEZBZEDH D FT,

UL, WESHEMLAEE LTS, BRIFOIMHEBELIDOEEHA, BH
MARFEFH LRV ZES 720, Hiko THHLTVWET, BEHBE AR
RESHRFRAD, HRIE LT ETT, (LHED, HEDEDICHK -7 Do
hFae, FENRRONE T, 2L T, RIFi0. H3HEAC TBEL %
Ay BRTA! ] EEDIEIRLTVET, IZLACDOHIEREIHERA
W, HEHRE, RO BLTAEERHELTINE Lz, ZOBRBZEYICLTVE
o AADEFHES S EHL LBV ERA, URVEMYHD 2T, BiEddb%
A e —FEIT VW AIRD—FEE T, SETORMBEID., BEDE2AEo7A
WHZ T o & INZH AT N T,



BRI, 95 —o, FERZREBIZOVWTBEREALEVWEEWE S, fAZST
b, BEDHBSAZKI 2V TT, LrL, 2OHHOBRIFT, Hilw
Buliz{2AEohE L, & ZORVWHEZRTNICLAEWVWTT, &HZA
b, XL I BIIRKERAZRUNZ L TLEZZ WV, BERD, ZDANEDIODORE
o, R BIETLLRN1HTT,

ZTEEE. AL STIVE LK,



Rin Nguyen
Thank you Grandma!

Good evening everyone. My name is Rin Nguyen from Mt. Hood
Community College. Today, I want to talk about something a bit personal. My
caregiver job helping my grandmother, who has dementia, has changed my life in a
lot of ways. I would like to share that experience with you all today.

Around 2015, my grandmother was diagnosed with dementia. At first,
because the progression was slow, my family avoided her illness. To be honest, I
ignored my grandma too. When I was younger, my relationship with my
grandmother was not very good. In order to escape those sad feelings, I focused on
my studies. I told myself that my grandma was not my problem.

But over time, my grandma’s disease gradually progressed. By the time the
COVID-19 pandemic came around, my grandmother could no longer care for
herself. Memory impairment is one of dementia’s major symptoms, but the most
painful were the emotional symptoms. When my grandma was angry, she would
lash out at us violently. Even though she was in her own home, almost every day,
she constantly begged us to take her home. My grandma had forgotten that this was
even her own house. It might be terrible to think this, but I felt as though my
grandma’s dementia had become our burden to shoulder.

At the time, I was just a high school student. I did not have any siblings and
had never taken care of anyone before. Even so, I felt strongly that I could not just
sit back and do nothing. I wanted to be as helpful to my family as I could, and I
wanted to be able to do something. For these reasons, I decided to undergo training
from the government and started working as a caregiver for my grandmother.

To put it plainly, everyday working a caregiver brings with it small tragedies.
My grandma was someone who used to love partying, dancing, and singing. Now,
she cannot do any of those things. She does not even remember me anymore.
Sometimes, I cry without knowing why. When the tears overflow, I cannot stop
them. Sometimes, | think to myself, “If only I was closer with grandma before she
got sick.”



However, even if | regret it now, the past cannot be undone. Every day, I try
my best to go to work with the goal of making new memories with my grandma.
My grandma cannot speak anymore, but she still loves music. If I sing and dance
for her during work, I get to see her smile. And before I go home, I always make
sure to say to her, “Good night, grandma!” Most days, she does not respond. But
sometimes, she surprises me by saying goodnight back. I hold onto these small
moments like they are treasures. I no longer see my job as a burden. Yes, there are
times when it is difficult, but I am the happiest when I am with my grandma. More
than past regrets, | want to keep the memories I have made with her etched in my
heart forever.

Finally, I want to conclude by sharing one more honest thing. Even now, I
am still afraid of losing my grandma. However, thanks to this job, I have been able
to create many new memories. [ want to cherish these memories for the rest of my
life. Everyone, please cherish the people you love while you still can. Because we
never know when those moments will end.

Thank you for listening.



