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Becky Speaks . . . 
THE LIGHTER SIDE OF CAREGIVING 
 
Did you ever walk into your kitchen and instinctively know that something is wrong?   Not that it is wrong, but 
maybe amiss?   I don’t know how, but that happened to me the other day. 
 
I had been reorganizing and putting things away in the shed, it is pretty dusty in there… not my favorite thing to 
do because there are spiders and mice and other creepy crawlers in there.  I went inside from the yard to wash 
my hands in the kitchen sink.  As I stood at the sink, I looked out at the yard to see how the deck and assorted 
summer lawn accessories had been stored away, no thanks to anyone but me.  I dragged them out in the 
spring…, I can put them away!  It felt good.  I feel accomplished when I set my sights on something and do it. 
 
My eyes instinctively glanced down at the window ledge in the kitchen where I keep some memorable knick-
naks and such.   I have been rooting a Philodendron for over 3 months in a Hard Rock Café shooter glass.  I 
always check “Phil’s” roots, and add new water to keep him fresh.  Call me silly, but this little plant gives me 
hope for new life.  It represents a million little things that I do not give up on.   Well, the glass was empty.  
There was just dirty water sitting there.  (Sort of prophetic…) 
 
I stopped to think… what happened here?   Did I have the window open, and it blew down somewhere?   Then I 
remembered that I had added a few little flower buds from the fall potted mum baskets that I had purchased last 
weekend.  They broke off in transit, and I carried them into the house and place them into the little glass with 
my little green Phil.   I actually hoped that he would enjoy the temporary company in a silly sort of way as I 
added the stems to his glass.  Each day I added a little water because the flowers drank so much more than Phil.  
Now the glass was vacant.  ……….Mom! 
 
“Mom, did you see the flowers and rooting that was in this little glass?”  I asked.   She said, “Yeah, they were 
dead, so I threw them out.”   DOH!!!   “What!?   When??!”  I said in a panic!    “I don’t know.”  She said.  
“Mom, I was rooting a plant in that glass with the flowers for months!!!  You shouldn’t have thrown it out.”     I 
slammed the glass into the sink as I washed it out.  I could barely think straight.   She answered, “It was all 
dead.”  Very unapologetically.   I immediately began digging through the kitchen garbage pail looking for poor 
old Phil. 
 
As I was digging frantically through banana skins, and paper towels and tea bags, I noticed that there were bird 
seeds in the garbage also, which is a ‘no-no’ in my house.  I couldn’t believe my eyes……. Normally I collect 
all of Zazu’s uneaten seeds in a coffee can when I refill his cup, and put them out back on the ground under the 
bird feeder for other animals who like the variety of seeds that Zazu leaves behind.  (He is a very selective 
cockatiel.)    I have instructed my Mom NOT to feed the bird or open the cage on numerous occasions. 
 
 
 
 
“Mom!   Why are there bird seeds in this pail?   Why did you dump out Zazu’s food cup?”    She answered,  
“Because I fed him before, and he had pooped in his cup.”     AAAAAHhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!     I was still digging 
for Phil, prepared to do first aid, and now my mind was on the well-being of my poor bird! 
 
“Mom, I have asked you NOT to feed him.  It is MY JOB.  I have him for 13 years.  I feed him.  I give him 
water.  I clean his Cage.   He is MY BIRD, and I don’t want anything to happen to him!!!   Please butt out of his 
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care!”    This was because a few weeks ago she had told me that she found him out of the cage on the floor, and 
had NO IDEA how he got the door open!   I KNEW AT THE TIME SHE WAS LYING, and now I had proof. 
 
Meanwhile I found Phil, he was soggy, and a little bent.  His roots were too fragile to survive the ordeal in the 
trash, so I re-cut his stem and placed him back into the now-cracked Hard Rock Café shooter.  Everytime I look 
at it I will remember how fragile life is… I would have to wait another three months to see Phil’s progress. 
 
Now I had bigger fish to fry… the poor bird.  I checked his cage.  She had put seed in the treat cup, and treat in 
the seed cup.  There were no vitamins in his water dish.  (I could tell because I smelled it.)  The door was wide 
open again.   As I went near the cage, Zazu who thought I was the mommy bird since he was 9 weeks old 
opened his mouth as if to bite me.  He had been completely hand trained.  He speaks, whistles, kisses…   now 
he bites.   I started to cry.   After I straightened his cage out, I went into my room and laid down on the bed for a 
good cry.  My home is out of control.  I felt so trapped. 
 
The dog is chewing his tail constantly.  He appears nervous.  (She keeps hiding his blue ball and he is probably 
reacting to it neurotically.)  The bird now won’t go on my finger or let me pet him.  My plants are not my own.   
Oh, and she gave one of my other plants a “haircut” because she said it would grow better. 
 
I cried until I fell asleep.  When I woke, reality hit me in the face again.  She has no regard for the effort I have 
put into my life thus far, and is systematically undoing it piece by piece.   I felt like Phil.   Trapped amid the 
banana peels and tea bags with no way out. 


