
When Ellen Truesdale, a memory 
support resident at Beacon Hill, needed 
financial support, the Benevolent Care 
Fund ensured that she could stay in a 
comfortable, familiar environment where 
she felt at peace and at home.

Long before Ellen came to live at Beacon 
Hill, she grew up in Depression-era Detroit. 
She married in 1952, a year after the 
passing of her father. She and husband, 
Donald, moved in with her mother, who 
was about to lose her house, and took 
over the payments. This was the first act 
I later recognized, in a long line of many, 
in which she and Don were always trying 
to help others.  This particular act of 
helping her mother also satisfied Ellen’s 
independent streak. Ellen was her own 
woman, sometimes fiercely, and even 
after having children, went back to the 
working world immediately. Her mother 
provided in-home childcare and cooking, 
an agreement that, to us anyway, seemed 
to totally fit the one’s maternal instincts 
and the other’s independent needs.
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Family and 
Familiarity First: 
A Story of Care  
and Compassion 
As told to us by Tom (son) and 
Chris Truesdale, and Tom and Jan 
(daughter) Osterwald Not long after moving back to Michigan in 

2008 after nearly 34 years in Florida (they 
had moved south in their mid-forties, not to 
retire, but to “get away from the snow!”), 
Don passed away. Ellen and her daughter-
in-law Chris spent much quality time 
together in Grand Rapids, going for lunch 
and shopping mostly, but also making time 
for that occasional ice cream cone stop at 
Jersey Junction.  Chris recounts, “Mom was 
a true lady. She always made sure she was 
put together, checking her hair, checking 
that her clothing fit well before she ever 
left the house.” 

Ellen lived independently for another five 
years before signs of dementia began to 
overtake her life. Experiencing the fear of 
not being able to find her apartment after 
leaving the dining room or knowing that 
no amount of to-do lists would help her 
remember what she had to do became 
worrisome to her children. A freak fall 
in 2013 worsened Ellen’s condition—
physically and cognitively—precipitating a 
quick move. The list of possible homes for 
her was short, but availability eventually 
guided our decision. We later realized it 
was Ellen’s—and our—good fortune they 
had an immediate opening for her. 
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Almost seven years in Memory Support—
ending with her passing in 2020—were 
filled with ups and downs, joys and 
sadness, many memories and no regrets. 
She rekindled the joy she had of dancing 
in her youth. Often, we’d get reports from 
staff saying they’d seen her strutting and 
be-bopping whenever a song moved her. 
Sometimes they would join her. 

These folk’s accounts made us happier 
than they’ll ever know. Wii bowling, we 
were sure, brought back the feeling of 
elation from her championship bowling 
league play in the 50s and 60s as she saw 
those pins fall at the end of the alley. Her 
greatest love, reading, became impossible 
as memory of page to page, and eventually 
sentence to sentence, quickly diminished. 
She would carry a book around with her 
for many more months. Old habits die 
hard, but finally, like the stories she read, 
the books were left behind. 

This was sad, but the six and a half years 
at Beacon Hill were years she would not 
have had—and we would not have had 
with her—if not for the compassionate 
and consistent care of the Beacon Hill staff 
during her time there.

After nearly five years in Memory Support, 
Ellen’s savings had dwindled to the point 
we knew action had to be taken. Don’s 
work over the years came without a 
pension and Ellen’s was meagre, at  
best. But they saved and Don, we later 
found, was quite adept at investing. 
Neither could have foreseen, however, 
the spiraling costs associated with elder 

care—especially the variety necessary in 
Alzheimer patient care.  

Our biggest fear in all of mom’s 
care turned out to be unfounded. 

We were very fortunate Ellen did not have 
to move when her ability to fulfill her 
monthly commitment was disappearing. 
Those we spoke with at Beacon Hill 
assured us moving would not be an 
option but helping her stay in “familiar 
surroundings” was.  Because Ellen was 
in late-stages of Alzheimer Disease, our 
greatest fear had been moving her out 
of her comfortable, familiar atmosphere.  
Beacon Hill was her home, and the fellow 
residents and staff at Beacon Hill truly 
became her family.  

The Benevolent Care Fund provided the aid 
necessary in securing mom’s stay through 
her final days. We were very thankful for 
this aid, and not once did Beacon Hill come 
to us, the children, asking for help in the 
support of mom’s care.  

We have been making monthly donations 
to the Benevolent Care Fund the last few 
years to affirm our appreciation of the 
help Ellen has received. Knowing there 
are other “moms” and “dads” who may 
someday need the same help, we will 
regard Beacon Hill at Eastgate as one of 
the “agencies/causes in need” we gladly 
give to every year.

Loved and survived by Tom, Jan, 
Chris and Tom


