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A Long and Winding Road
A Caregiver’s Tale of Life, Love, and Chaos
By Linda Brendle
“Sometimes, reality really bites. Alzheimer’s has wrapped Mom’s brain into
knots; vascular dementia has attacked dad, and instead of carefree retirees,
we have become caregivers. Regardless, dreams die hard, and we somehow
stumbled into the purchase of a forty-foot motor home. That’s when all four
of us set out on this seven-week trek across sixteen U.S. states. Now, Dad
stopped up the toilet again; Mom wet her last pair of clean jeans, and David
just announced he was hungry. My head is beginning to pound, and I know
this isn’t going to be the easygoing retirement we imagined for ourselves.”
Linda Brendle takes you on a roller-coaster ride of emotional and spiritual
challenges that many families are facing right now. Co-dependency, mental breakdowns, and finding love after divorce are just a few of the issues
weaved into this journey of caregiving.
View the Trailer on the Anaiah Press YouTube channel
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Title: A LONG AND WINDING ROAD
Subtitle: A Caregiver’s Tale of Life, Love, and Chaos
Author: Linda Brendle
Genre: Nonfiction, Memoir
Length: 244 pages
Release Date: July 1st, 2014
Imprint: Anaiah Inspirations
ISBN: 9780692231494
Praise for A Long and Winding Road:
-- “In her book, A Long and Winding Road, Linda Brendle has a touching way of drawing you into the moment. Her imagination, energy, and
insight into the issues of life including caregiving for others provide tools for taking positive actions in whatever situation you find yourself. As
you read, you’ll be encouraged, enlightened and equipped with practical solutions to create change in your life and the lives of those you care for.
I wholeheartedly recommend it!”
Edwina Patterson
Founder: Redeeming the Time, Author, Speaker, Radio Host
www.redeemingthetime.org

Bio

Linda Brendle cared for her mother and father -- both of whom
had dementia -- for 15 years. She began writing in the hope of
maintaining her own sanity and of encouraging, inspiring, and
amusing other caregivers with her experiences. Linda received
her BAS in management and psychology in 1998 and retired
in 2007 after 40 years in the business world. She has traveled
both in the U.S. and abroad, and since meeting her husband
David in 2000, she has done much of that travel by motorcycle
and RV. She and David now live outside a small town in East
Texas where she gardens, writes, and takes an active role in her
church.
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There it was--a dump truck, coming straight
toward me on a road with no shoulders and no
place to go. The Department of Transportation’s
motorcycle safety course teaches you to look where
you want to go, and the bike will follow your line
of vision. That would probably have worked, but
I couldn’t take my eyes off the truck. Instead, the
world shifted into slow motion, and one thought
trailed across my mind: I’m going to die.
Avoiding a collision should have been easy;
slow a little, push a bit harder on the right hand
grip, and then swing back into my lane. Filled as
I was with a full rush of adrenaline, nothing was
easy, and I leaned hard into the right-hand curve.
With a death grip on the throttle, I revved the engine, straightening my trajectory and sending the
bike straight into the path of the truck. I heard the
right footrest screech against the asphalt, and I felt
it give way under the weight of the 700-pound motorcycle. I pulled my left leg up toward my chest;
rubber crunched metal as both the front and back
wheels of the truck hit the bike.
I don’t know what happened next. I don’t know if a heavenly hand reached down and plucked me off the bike or if I tucked
and rolled, bouncing up at the end like a gymnast after a tumbling run. The next thing I knew, I was standing in the middle of the
road, surrounded by bike parts: a headlight; the footboard, where my left foot had rested; and various, unidentifiable bits of chrome.
The bike was a blue 2002 Harley Heritage Softtail that I called the Blue Angel. She was beautiful, loud, and had chrome in
places where most bikes don’t have places. When I rode her, I felt powerful and beautiful and shiny, just like her, and I rode every
chance I got. Now, she was lying on the side of the road with a trail of broken bits and pieces behind her.
In a daze, I wandered over and said to no one in particular, “I guess my riding days are over.”
My husband David was leading the ride. Out of sight around the next curve and deafened by the roar of his pipes, he was unaware of what was going on. James and Peggy, our neighbors and riding buddies, were bringing up the rear. James pulled up beside
me and made sure I was still breathing before speeding away to catch up with David.
I watched him until he was out of sight, and then I sat down in the weeds to take inventory. Unlike my Angel, I was bruised
and shaken, but not broken. My helmet was scraped, and the visor hung from one snap. There was a slight cut on the bridge of my
nose from my glasses. My left foot hurt, so I took off my boot to check the damage. I didn’t find anything major, but my instep was
swollen and turning blue, so I put my boot back on before my foot outgrew it. My elbows were skinned, and the length of my right
thigh stung from road rash. A dull ache on my left hip presaged a huge bruise--but I was alive.
Peggy and the truck driver had just dragged my bike out of the path of oncoming traffic when an Arkansas Highway Patrol
car arrived. The next few minutes were a blur of activity. I watched it all from the cocoon of numbness that surrounds you after a
traumatic event. I answered questions when they were asked and signed my name when it was required, but mostly I thought about
what had just happened.
I had been following David like always. He rides a black 2000 Harley Road King Classic. As we had been winding through the
trees and hills on a beautiful two-lane road, I’d felt good, enjoying both the memory of David’s compliments about what a good rider
I was becoming and the elegance of his riding style. Even after a couple of decades as a civilian, he still had his military posture, and
he looked almost regal in the saddle. He had pulled ahead of me a bit, so I had given the Angel a little more gas--a little too much as
it turned out. I had gone into a right-hand curve a little too hot and swung out just over the yellow line.
If I could just hit the rewind button and take that curve one more time.
Once the formalities were done, I watched the shiny, twisted remains of the Angel being towed away on a flatbed trailer.
I climbed onto the buddy seat of the Road King, back where my bike-riding days had started, riding two-up behind David. Our
shrunken caravan rode off in search of a place to eat dinner and lick our wounds.
Sitting on the back gives you time to think and pray. I thanked God for His mercy, amazed at what I had survived. I also asked
why it had happened and if my riding days were really over. The only response I received in those moments of quiet meditation was
a sense that I’d know when it was time to ride again. So far, I’m still riding two-up behind David.
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On moving day, the in-the-car pile exceeded capacity, and I had to leave even more stuff behind. After the movers left, I made
a final run through the house to ensure everything was in order. Then I went into the empty living room, sat on the bare hearth, and
cried. I cried for Roxanne and the stuff, for Mary and Peggy and all our biker friends, for our church, and for the house where we
had been so happy.
“Are you okay?” David said as he peeked around the corner.
“Yeah,” I said. “I’m just having a little come-apart, but I’ll be okay.”
He came across the room and gathered me into a big hug. I laid my head against his chest and sniffled for a minute or two.
“It’s about time to go,” he said.
I took a deep breath, dried my eyes, and helped load the car. David had driven his car to Florida when he reported for work
in January, and I had already sold mine, so we had a two vehicle caravan. David led the way on his Road King, and the rest of us
brought up the rear in Dad’s beloved Buick. I hadn’t followed David’s taillights since that fateful day on my bike—the day that
seemed to foreshadow this very moment.
We stopped in Louisiana to spend the night with David’s mom, and we spent two more nights on the road to make sure we
didn’t arrive in Tampa before our furniture. Dad was his usual quiet, stoic self, and Mom was excited about eating out and staying in
hotels. However, the novelty of sitting in the backseat, even with pillows and a blanket for napping, wore off long before we arrived
in Tampa.
By the second afternoon, she had shifted into her paranoid state of mind. She started in on Dad about something he had or
hadn’t done. He gently defended himself, but that just upped the ante. Since I don’t always know when to keep my mouth shut, I
put in my two cents’ worth, trying to smooth things over. My two cents didn’t help. In fact, her emotional state ratcheted up another
notch or two.
“You always take his side,” she said. “You’re always ganging up against me!” Then she dropped her bomb.
“I know you’re taking me to Florida to put me in a nursing home!” she said.
“Where did you get that idea?” I asked. “We’ve bought a house, and we’re all going to live together. Why do you think we’re
putting you in a nursing home?”
“You said so yourself. You said they have good services for the elderly in Florida.”
Like I said, I don’t always know when to keep my mouth shut. What I had meant as a positive, she had interpreted as the
ultimate threat. Nothing I could say calmed her, and she collapsed into a heap on the backseat, sobbing into her pillow until she fell
asleep.
The most heartbreaking symptom of dementia is memory loss, but it’s sometimes a great advantage. When she woke up an
hour later, her anxiety was gone, and she was all smiles as she admired the beauty of the day and the palm trees that were beginning
to show up on the side of the road. Once again, she was enjoying the adventure and feeling like the luckiest old person in the world,
getting to go all these neat places with us.

Contact: Melinda Dozier
Marketing Director
Anaiah Press, LLC
Melinda.Dozier@Anaiahpress.com

7780 49th Street North, #129
Pinellas Park, FL 33781

Press Release

FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE:
Anaiah Press announces release of A LONG AND WINDING ROAD by Linda Brendle
Eden Plantz, Executive Editor of Anaiah Press, announces the release of A Long and Winding Road: A Caregiver’s Tale
of Life, Love, and Chaos, a memoir by Linda Brendle, on July 1, 2014. The book is available in digital format from
most major eBook retailers.
St. Petersburg, FL, July 1st, 2014
“Linda Brendle’s memoir is more than just a story about aging parents. It’s an emotional adventure any caregiver can relate to.”
-- Eden Plantz, Executive Editor, Anaiah Press LLC
About the Book
Linda Brendle takes you on a roller-coaster ride of emotional and spiritual challenges that many families are facing right now. Co-dependency, mental breakdowns, and finding love after divorce are just a few of the issues weaved into this journey of caregiving.
Whether you’re looking for an inspirational story to help teach you how to “let go and let God,” considering becoming the caregiver
for one of your own parents, or are just looking for an entertaining travel book, this story is sure to strike a tender nerve.
Important Links
View the Trailer—http://youtu.be/HQU4LNJ5scY
Barnes & Noble—http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/a-long-and-winding-road-linda-brendle/1119618774?ean=2940045967358
Google Play—https://play.google.com/store/books/details/Linda_Brendle_A_Long_and_Winding_Road?id=6jrQAwAAQBAJ
iBooks—https://itunes.apple.com/us/book/long-winding-road-caregivers/id884636242?mt=11
Kobo—http://store.kobobooks.com/en-US/ebook/a-long-and-winding-road-a-caregiver-s-tale-of-life-love-and-chaos
Smashworks—https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/441966
Amazon—http://www.amazon.com/Long-Winding-Road-Caregivers-Chaos-ebook/dp/B00LDV3W50/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1404073189&sr=1-1

About Linda Brendle
After 15 years as a family caregiver, Linda began writing to encourage, inspire and amuse other caregivers. She loves to travel and
since retiring has traveled mostly by motorcycle and RV. She and her husband live in a small East Texas town where she gardens,
writes and attends church.
Important Links
Twitter—https://twitter.com/LindaBrendle/
Facebook—https://www.facebook.com/linda.brendle
Linda’s Blog—https://www.facebook.com/linda.brendle
About Anaiah Press
Anaiah Press, based out of Saint Petersburg, Florida, is a Christian, digital-first publishing house dedicated to presenting quality,
faith-based fiction and nonfiction books to the public. Their goal is to provide authors with the close-knit, hands-on experience of
working with a small press, while ensuring they don’t have to sacrifice quality editing, cover art, and marketing. To learn more about
Anaiah Press, visit www.anaiahpress.com.
For interivews, quotes, or general information, contact:
Noreen Walker
Eden Plantz
Executive Manager
Executive Editor
Noreen.Walker@anaiahpress.com
Eden.Plantz@anaiahpress.com

Melinda Dozier
Marketing Director
Melinda.Dozier@anaiahpress.com

Sample Article
St. Petersburg-based Publisher Launches with Poignant Memoir
Anaiah Press, a digital-first publisher of faith-based books based
out of St. Petersburg, Florida launched July 1st with A Long and Winding
Road: A Caregiver’s Tale of Life, Love, and Chaos by debut author, Linda
Brendle. Brendle’s memoir chronicles her experiences on a seven-week,
sixteen-state RV trip with her new husband and her elderly parents who
suffered from dementia. Throughout the story of the daily struggles of
caregiving— which includes an unplanned, job-related relocation from
Texas to Tampa, Florida—Linda weaves in memories of her parents as
well as her own hard-earned life lessons. A Long and Winding Road is an
emotional read that shows the adventure and heartbreak of caregiving.
Linda Brendle cared for her mother and father for 15 years.
She began writing in the hope of maintaining her own sanity and
of encouraging, inspiring, and amusing other caregivers with her
experiences. Linda received her BAS in management and psychology
in 1998 and retired in 2007 after 40 years in the business world. She has
traveled both in the U.S. and abroad, and since meeting her husband
David in 2000, she has done much of that travel by motorcycle and RV.
She and David now live outside a small town in East Texas where she
gardens, writes, and takes an active role in her church.
Anaiah Press is a St. Petersburg-based, digital-first publishing
house dedicated to presenting quality, faith-based fiction and nonfiction
books to the public. More than twenty authors, besides Brendle, have
signed on with the new company, and their 2014 and 2015 lineup already
promises a variety of genres for adults and children alike. Other titles
releasing this summer include Winter in the Soul, a teen fantasy novel by Jennifer Novotney; Runaway, a historical
romance novella by Renee Donne; and Liberty Belle, a middle grade contemporary novel. For more information
about the publisher and upcoming releases, visit www.anaiahpress.com.

