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.from my mother -- my parents had like taken the

bedroom and made it a huge, large bedroom, and I guess
my father didn't know where he was or something. He
was hallucinating.

He jumped out the window and he ran naked,
if I recall, into the woods behind Centennial
Elementary School, and neighbors helped find him and
helped look for him and bring him back.

He couldn't stand very long, couldn't
concentrate.

The last real task that I think we did
together, we went down the cellar basement and we
really needed to sort of stack some of these things

that we had stored up, you know, my old college

materials that my parents let me keep there, and we --
during Christmas I think my father made a steel metal

case and stored stuff on it, so I wanted him to help

me put that together because he was always sort of
good at that schematic stuff, so he couldn't stand.
Hell couldn't stand real long to hold the

shafts, so I had to bring down a kitchen chair from




