
“A gripping memoir about the advantages of choosing 

self-care, even when it rocks our closest relationships.” 

—Grace Kerina, author of Personal Boundaries for Highly Sensitive People

A Di� erent Kind of Love Story

This raw and often heartbreaking memoir gives voice to the emotional 
struggles of caregivers and provides an alternative way of looking at options 
for survivors and those who care for them. It walks the reader through a 
harrowing journey as author fi nds her way back to fi nding her own life.

“The Reluctant Caregiver is an honest and intimate look into the caregiver’s 
perspective of brain injury and it should be a must read for every rehab 
professional.” —Ashlea Walter, BCom, MScOT, Occupational Therapist

“Devon Ervin’s tender, poignant and accessible memoir, The Reluctant 
Caregiver, was written for us.” —Marilyn Finch Williams, LCSW, Psychotherapist 
and Coach, primarily serving professional caretakers

“Reading this book feels like having a heart-to-heart with a close friend who’s 
come through the fi re stronger than ever. Honest, vulnerable, and relatable, 
it’s a must-read for anyone feeling the weight of caregiving.”
—Maya Bairey, author of Painting Celia

“Devon Ervin writes with an honest and intimate voice that allows us to 
experience her young husband’s ba­  ing stroke, the labyrinth of medical 
intervention, and loving transformation of their marriage. This book is an 
a�  rmation to unexpected caregivers, to people living with aphasia, and to 
the ones who love them.” — Chrissa Kruger, daughter-in-law of stroke survivor

Devon Ervin is a writer and certifi ed life coach who has a passion for using 
words, both spoken and written, to build connections, promote healing, and 
encourage tapping into creativity. 
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Singing
June 2008 – Five Months After Stroke

Today Tim is going to sing a song. We are sitting in the small office of 
his speech therapist on a warm summer day. Tim has been coming 

here two to three times a week since his release from the hospital 
after the stroke. He continues to make progress on his expression of 
language and on understanding what he hears, but he still struggles to 
have even simple conversations. 

He chose “Annie’s Song” by John Denver to sing today, likely 
because it is a song that has been stored in his brain for decades. He’s 
been practicing at home, but this is the first time I have heard him sing. 
Even though he starts out a little self-consciously, he relaxes after a few 
lines and sings the song with confidence. 

“You fill up my senses…”
I am captivated, stunned into silence. His voice is fairly quiet but it 

is clear and steady and he sounds like himself. He pronounces each 
word accurately and is able to carry the tune. It is beautiful. The expe-
rience of truly feeling the presence of the old Tim is both strange and 
wonderful. 

The therapist explains how music is stored in a different part of the 
brain—separate from the language center where Tim’s stroke caused 
the most damage. He can sing what he can’t say. Sadly, when he hears 
himself talk or sing, he still has no idea what is coming out of his mouth. 
His receptive aphasia is still wreaking havoc. He can still sing the ABCs 
but can’t speak them or understand them. He can sing this lovely song 
but can’t say the words unless he’s singing. He still struggles to put a 
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sentence together in conversation. It’s astounding and heartbreaking 
and awe-inspiring, all at once. 

When he talks, his voice is halting and broken. 
When he sings, his voice is smooth and effortless. 
When he sings, I can hear him. I can hear my husband. 


