
CAREGIVER NEWS 
Newsletter Published by Rosa’s Chante Assisted Living January  2020 

 www.caregivernewstucson.com  



Anthony Diaz 

Happy New Year and Best Wishes from All of Us at Rosa’s 

Hello everyone and happy New Year. Here at Rosa's we hope your holidays were kind to you. I first 
want to thank everyone who has been so kind and has helped me and my family during this time of 
grief. Your support has been a gift in and of itself, and I cannot thank you all enough. If I have not  
returned your calls or am not myself yet, do not worry, I will be back--in time. 

Holidays are over and new goals are being set. Make sure you have set up your new year’s goals to 

accommodate you and your needs.  

Ringing in the new year is cause for spending time with friends and family, and for looking back. A lot can happen in a year and 

between the good, the bad, and the ugly, I hope your goals are achievable. 2020 is a time of new beginnings and a fresh start. It 

comes with a time of reflection. A new year is like a blank book, and the pen is in your hands. It is your chance to write a  

beautiful story for yourself.  









You survived 365 days! That is a huge accomplishment for any caregiver. Yay! 

As a caregiver you probably wake up to a full plate every day and it’s important to give yourself credit for all that you do. You 

have one of the most stressful jobs and it’s 24/7. You probably don’t get enough time for yourself to regroup because you’re 

focused on what your loved one needs. 

Since this is 2020, how about making a list of twenty positive things from 2019. Make a list of things that went well. Think of the 

accomplishments - no matter how small, good memories that you will cherish, little things that made life easier, or friends who 

may have helped. 

Celebrate every accomplishment; they add up! Does a list of twenty things sound like too many? Break it down.  

Think of five things you do for your loved one every day. I’m sure you do way more than five, but for this list you only need to 

think of five. You may not recognize how many times you multi-task and how good you are at juggling.  Pat yourself on the back! 

Five things a day times 365 days. That’s 1,825 things a year, and again, that’s only five of the many things you do every day!   

Think about five times shared with your loved one, or with friends who provided moral support. Think of those moments when 

you felt connected. They don’t have to be big moments, just moments that got your attention and made you realize how  

important each of those people is in your life.  

Think of five times in 2019 that made you laugh or smile. When things are difficult, finding the humor can help get you through 

the moment, and in the future remembering those silly times in the past may help you again. 

Lastly, think of five things you’ve done for yourself in 2019.  Oops! This list may come up short. Caregivers tend to be last on 

their list. So maybe this is your list for 2020. Make a list of five little things that might make your life easier. Maybe someone to 

provide a bit of respite so you can get a break and not worry about your loved one? Maybe a caregiver support group to talk 

with others in your situation?  

The Caregiver News offers many resources that can help. A huge THANK YOU to Anthony Diaz for this helpful publication! 

Beth Fuller, BSW, CMC                                                                                                                                       TLC Coordination & Advocacy  

Happy New Year 2020 and Celebrating 2019! 

Happy new year!  Happy 2020!  A new year and a new decade! It’s a good time to set new goals and plan 

for the year.  What did you hope to do last year that didn’t happen? What’s something you want to learn 

or do differently?  

Before you look ahead, let’s not forget that it’s also a good time to look back at everything you  

accomplished and all that went well in 2019. Sometimes we’re so focused on doing better and doing 

more that we forget to celebrate all that we’ve done and be grateful.  





It is a deep anguish and sorrow. Everyone in their lifetime will experience grief and loss. It means we loved. It is the normal,  

natural and inevitable response to loss, and it affects every part of our life. It can be sudden or unexpected. It can be shocking 

and traumatic or natural and expected. 

Grief is an emotional reaction to loss and can include deep sorrow that is painful. On the other hand, it can be a constant ache 

that seems never to leave, and it can fluctuate between sudden sharp painful emotions or slow ache that leaves you speechless. 

You can count on it coming in waves, leaving you gasping for breath. This is a natural emotional response to loss. It is sadness, 

guilt, numbness, anxiety, loneliness, disbelief, confusion, and a list that can be filled with endless emotions, and some emotions 

that cannot even be classified. 

Grief does not have a schedule and its timing is uncontrollable. One reason is that grief is not a choice; it is not voluntary. Grief 

simply happens and is an automatic reaction. We do not ask for grief it visits us when someone we dearly loved has been taken 

from us. This reaction comes and goes in such intense waves that it flattens your emotional landscape like a great hurricane that 

leaves debris in its path. The feelings of loss sweep through you forever leaving you altered, and your outlook often forever 

changed. 

I have specialized in traumatic grief for 21 years and what I have discovered are there are no steps to grief, and everyone is 

different. The bottom line, grief has dimensions. I have labeled this the three dimensions of grief. First phase Crisis is where we 

are unable to hardly function. The second phase The Emotional Phase, this is where our emotions wreak havoc in our lives and 

this phase lasts quite a while. Finally, the third phase The Transcending. This is where we transcend our grief. Your heart and 

true nature are resilient. You will live through your grief, and with conscious and constructive mourning you will integrate, heal 

and transcend it. 

We will all be faced with grief. It is important to know grief has no order, grief has no stages, there is no time limit to grief and 

grief just is. Grief is love. The bottom line for grief whether it was traumatic, unexpected or was expected is that grief can be a 

burden, but also an anchor. You get used to the weight and how strongly it holds you in place.  

Let’s Talk Grief — By Tyler Woods 

As caregivers we experience grief. How can we not? The people 

we care for eventually pass on. What can be difficult in life, is 

when a family member or someone we love dearly that we 

were not caregiving has passed on. In its simplest form, grief is 

the normal and emotional response to a loss that can be 

breathtakingly painful.  

“Let me help 

you with           

your hospice 

needs” 





Sitting atop a pillar, at the edge of the yard, Mystic Minnie sunned 

himself and looked out upon the world. He was unquestionably 

considered the wisest cat of the neighborhood. Soon, the young 

kittens would gather around the yard to listen to the old cat tell 

tales. As pillar-keeper, Minnie would willingly do so partly because 

he liked a good story, and partly because he thought it was his  

responsibility. 

The neighborhood kittens had been talking amongst themselves 

about why Minnie was always sitting up on that pillar, so one day 

they elected a particularly bold tailless youth to challenge the  

sun-soaking old cat with questions. 

“Why do you sit up there all day?” asked young B2. 

“This is the best place to warm myself in the sun, and I can watch 

what goes on around the world,” answered Minnie. 

“What’s so important to be watching all the time?” 

“Well, for one thing, I can look out after you as you learn how to 

be a cat and maybe, if I choose to, warn you of the dangers lurking 

and unknown.” 

“Ah, I’m not scared of anything. I’m fierce, and I’m quick.” 

“Be that as it may, but there are many things you know nothing of. 

Do you ever wonder why you run so fast to climb as high as you 

can up that tree?” 

“I’m playing, it’s fun.” 

“Actually, climbing is an important skill, necessary for escaping an 

enemy or catching prey.” 

“Okay, whatever you say, see ya,” and B2 bounded off with his 

friends, barely hearing Minnie as he quietly added, “Someday 

you’ll remember this.” 

B2 had an itch, he wasn’t quite sure what or where it was, but 

something was nagging him as he wrestled and ran the day away. 

Long into the night, after the two-legged put dinner out, B2 kept 

thinking about his conversation with the old cat. The next morning, 

before his friends could rope him into the day’s play, B2 went to 

see the wise one. 

“What did you mean when you said catch prey?” he sheepishly 

asked. 

“Good day little one, sleep well?” Minnie was feeling a bit cattish. 

“Come on, what does that mean?” 

“Your nature is to hunt birds, mice, and bugs to feed yourself.” 

“But I have plenty to eat, the two-legged that lives in the house 

puts food and water out here every day. I’m never hungry.”  

“Life was different for us before the two-leggeds,” and then Minnie 

told the tale: 

A long time ago, in a far away place, our ancestors were great 

hunters in a vast land. They were very big, fast, and cunning with 

many cousins of diverse colors, shapes, and customs. No other 

creature of the land challenged the ancestors’ mighty prowess. 

Then one day the humans came along. For a while, they lived side 

by side in awe and fear of each other. The humans had respect for 

our ancestors’ command of their world. But, one day, the two-

leggeds took over dominion, and they became kings. They brought 

us into their lairs, put us on chains, and gave us fresh meat as 

offering for their reverence. In time, we became lazy and started to 

shrink, no longer wielding the power we once had. We became 

complacent, accepting the ease that the humans provided. If they 

want to worship and feed us so be it. But never has instinct, our 

very nature, been forgotten… 

By this time a crowd had gathered, all intently listening to the old 

cat. They were mesmerized by the images the old pillar-cat drew. 

B2 was quiet. He didn’t know what to think about the things he’d 

heard. 

“How do you know this stuff? Where do these tall tales come 

from?” B2 asked, “I can’t believe we were once as you say. You’re 

just an old pillar-sitter, lazing in the sun all day.” 

“Someday you will know little one, now run along, go chase and 

tackle your friends as if they were a great herd of antelope running 

across the grassland,” and with that Minnie started cleaning  

himself to get comfortable for the day. 

Pillars and Time 
A small tale of cats by Leslie Ford 



There is Nothing Like Home 

Medical house calls also appeal to  patients that are too sick to drive 

to the doctor’s office; or patients who fear  getting sick while sitting 

in a waiting room full of germs; or  patients that don’t want to face 

the traffic that ensues while driving to the doctor’s office. 

Home visits allow for a more one-on-one relationship with your pro-

vider. 

Why not be seen in the comfort of your own home for the same 

cost? 

A provider that is totally committed to treating patients in their own 

home. 

A provider that has worked in the community for 20 years. 

A provider that understands all the obstacles of living in your own 

home after a serious illness or injury. 

A provider who has a wonderful network of community  

agencies to assist with your care if needed. 

Home Medical Care L.L.C. is a house calls practice that is owned and 

operated by an adult geriatric nurse practitioner who has been treat-

ing patients in their homes for 25 years. Over the past 25 years, it 

became more and more obvious that patients should not have to ne-

glect their medical needs just because they cannot get to their doc-

tor’s office. 

Having a house calls provider allows patients  more flexibility with 

their medical needs. 

Patients no longer have to worry about transportation, or not  

feeling well enough to make an appointment, or having a love one to 

take off work to bring them to a doctor’s office. 

(cont’d) B2 was uncharacteristically thoughtful as he stalked and pounced on his friends throughout the day. He looked warily upon 

the non-descript bowl of food the “human” set out for them. That night, he dreamt. He was huge, as big as the wolfhound next door. 

He was crouched low in the tall grass of a vast valley, eyeing a large herd of zebra, watching their every move. He spotted the weak 

one and circled around… And then B2 woke, empowered, yet disturbed by the vividness of his dream. 

The next morning, and many mornings after, B2 went to listen to Minnie tell his tales. Sometimes the stories would be of his cousins, 

both near and far, the jaguars, bobcats, lions, tigers, and cheetahs. Sometimes they would be about the dangers of living in the human 

world, cars, vets, and mysterious disappearances. Sometimes the stories just meandered around everyday cat’s life. Minnie told him 

of catnip, dust baths, and offspring. Then the old mystic would send B2 off to play because that was as important to a kitten’s  

education as listening to an old cat tell stories. But he would always quietly add, “Someday you will remember.” 

As the days went by and B2 grew, he found he was way too busy to sit at the foot of the pillar all morning. He became much more in-

terested in chasing after the sweet scent of some of his former wrestling mates. He soon forgot about the old storyteller. Occasionally, 

he would stop and chat about the weather, or a misfortune of some kind. Later he would send his offspring to go listen to the old  

pillar-cat tell tall tales. 

And then one day B2 noticed that the pillar was empty; the old cat was nowhere to be seen. So he thought he would jump up, just to 

look around, and a strange feeling came over him, sort of like an itch. He started to clean himself and get ready for the day. Sitting 

atop a pillar, at the edge of the yard, B2 sunned himself and looked out upon the world. Soon, the young kittens would gather around 

the yard to listen to the old cat tell tales…  

Reprinted from the Connection March 2004 



Easy Elephant Ears 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ingredients 

1/2 cup sugar 

2 teaspoons ground cinnamon 

1 package (17.3 ounces) frozen puff pastry, thawed 

Directions 

Preheat oven to 375°. Mix sugar and cinnamon. 

On a lightly floured surface, roll one sheet of pastry into an 

11x8-in. rectangle. Sprinkle with 1/4 cup cinnamon sugar. 

Working from short sides, roll up jelly-roll style toward the 

center. Wrap in plastic; freeze 10 minutes. Repeat. 

Unwrap and cut dough into 1/2-in. slices; place on parch-

ment paper-lined baking sheets. Bake 12-15 minutes or until 

crisp and golden brown. Remove to wire racks to cool. 

Nutrition Facts 

1 elephant ear: 87 calories, 4g fat (1g saturated fat), 0 cho-

lesterol, 51mg sodium, 12g carbohydrate (3g sugars, 1g fi-

ber), 1g protein. 

Source: https://www.tasteofhome.com/recipes/easy-elephant-ears/  










