
 

   

An Author’s Thoughts 
 

Carl Whiting, member of the Tuesday Living Your Best Group, wrote the story below to share 

 his experience of living with dementia, how connecting with others at the DeWolf Innovation 

Center has helped, and how he continues to find meaning and purpose each day.  

 

 

About three years ago, I began writing a book of my memories of 

life – my memoir. I picked up my pen when people told me that the 

multitude of stories I told about events and people from my life 

seemed to them to be good stories in the telling. I thought, “Why not 

write them down?’ This became a once-in-a-while hobby – a few 

paragraphs every now and then – and I started collecting story ideas 

on little scraps of paper. 

 

In a parallel vein, I noticed that I was having some issues in dealing 

with time management and in remembering things in my working or 

short-term memory. Some mid-term memories were also beginning 

to get a bit fuzzy. 

 

My wife and I discussed these things and sought some professional guidance. Our doctor 

referred me to someone who specialized in cognitive disorders. After some pretty extensive 

testing, the doctor came back with a diagnosis of dementia. Not really a surprise to me. 

 

I have a form of dementia that will slowly (a relative term) cause my memories to fade. My 

oldest stories seem to still be there, but the most recent ones have already failed to appear when I 

have needed them. This is like “I can’t remember where I put my car keys” on steroids. (That’s a 

bad example. I surrendered my car keys to my wife when we were told the diagnosis. I’m no 

fool.) 

 

My wife and I talked about this major rough spot on our road. We decided to meet it head on. I 

might have to do some things differently, but I was going to fight for every single one of them. I 

started looking for coping mechanisms and workarounds; ways to manage my prescriptions 

without fear; ways to manage finances and household chores. And, one big thing: I pledged to 

myself to become an advocate for people with dementia. A bit self-serving, but I don’t care about 

that.   

 

I was invited to join a group with The Chris & Suzy DeWolf Family Innovation Center for 

Aging & Dementia, entitled Living Your Best Life. I accepted. As I began to meet with the other 

group members, I realized that they did not begin the group with any common bond except 

dementia. As we have become familiar with each other’s situations, strengths, and weaknesses, 

we have created our own positive relationships and have brought to the group our mental and 

intellectual energies – and the spirit to fight back. Together, a shared bond does exist.   

 

 



 

   

In many ways, we acted like a family. We still do. We share personal losses. We offer up the joy 

of grandkids and more. After a few weeks, it became obvious that all of the members were 

contributing their mental, intellectual and spiritual strengths. 

 

A great bunch of people. It is an interesting support model for people with various kinds of 

dementia. The 10 or so people in my group didn’t know each other until they became active 

members of the group. We all have some sort of issues in the cognitive area. Some that have 

been managed differently by different people in the group. It became an open-ended learning 

experience. 

 

I truly believe that had I not been fortunate enough to be adopted by this group of people, I 

would have never had the support to keep going with the vigor and the regained sharpness that I 

now have against dementia.  

 

I have found that the Innovation Center has helped give me direction and encouragement from 

the staff, volunteers and other group members. 

 

I’ve been told bluntly that dementia is just the luck of the draw. That may be true in fact, but, in 

spirit and from the perspective of somebody who feels that he has been dealt a good hand in the 

important things in my life, it’s more than just luck. It’s working toward a better tomorrow; 

better next week and year; and better life. 

 

To help fire my own, personal war against dementia is to, first, not act like dementia is 

contagious. If someone asks a question, I respond honestly and in a positive manner, if I can. I 

also have to harden myself to the dismissive manner in which some people react to this topic.   

 

I do not refuse to admit to having dementia. Quite the contrary. These are the people who, 

whether they know it or not, can help me cope with the practical difficulties dementia brings by 

helping as drivers, helping handle home maintenance items or remembering life events that have 

slipped my gaze.   

 

I have just passed page 420 of my book and will shortly enter final editing. I can hear and feel 

the little neurons jumping up and down in my cerebral cortex.   

 

I have also returned to my other interests by re-stringing my guitar and having music back in my 

life. My book-writing has been fed by the energy of the Living Your Best Life group. I have a 

second book in line to be written. I also have a partially completed painting just begging to see 

the brush again.   

 

These people have boosted my energy to combat my dementia. My new brothers and sisters have 

boosted my energy against dementia. And, together, we shall be victorious. 
 

Carl Whiting 

September 27, 2025 


