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    First Edition


Frank has gone missing.

Again.

This is the twelfth time this month, breaking last month’s record. From what I know about Frank, I’ll probably find him at the factory, by the lake, or at the chess tables in the park.

Hanging up the phone, even though I still have a pile of work unfinished, I have no choice but to rush back home. Frank isn’t an ordinary old man; he has Alzheimer’s disease, commonly known as senile dementia.

On the way, I contacted my neighbor, Aunt Pearl, to confirm the details of Frank’s disappearance once again.

“I knocked on the door for a long time, but he wouldn’t open it. Later, I peered into your yard for ages and didn’t see a soul.”

“Oh, right, Sophia… I remember you bought your dad some kind of tracker, didn’t you?”

I let out a helpless laugh and glanced at the motionless tracker.

“It’s no use, Pearl. He left it at home.”

Ever since learning about Frank’s condition, I’ve taken many precautions. I immediately got him the latest tracking watch, made an “ID card” with his name and address modeled after a work badge to hang around his neck, and even printed a thick stack of cards with my phone number to put in all his pockets.

But Frank finds it embarrassing. He always secretly removes the tracker and ID card, and sometimes casually discards the small cards. In the face of his stubbornness, my efforts clearly seem meaningless.

“This disease is truly cruel. Patients gradually lose their cognitive abilities, their personalities change drastically, and in the end, they may even become incontinent and paralyzed.”

Every time I recall the doctor’s words, my heart sinks a little deeper.

Three years ago, I had just turned thirty, in the prime of my life, and was an executive at a domestic travel app company. Including stock dividends, my annual income surpassed that of all my classmates. I went from being a well-paid executive in Beijing to the proprietress of a youth hostel in a third-tier city.

All of that ended the day Frank fell ill.

The road ahead was a bit congested, so I had to take a detour.

Why does this road look so familiar? Within two minutes, I realized why I felt that way.

In my frantic rush, I had actually driven to my former alma mater—Wenjin Elementary School.

Back then, Frank was still tall and strong, and he loved giving me “shoulder rides” wherever we went. However, he worked in a factory and always came dressed in dirty clothes. As a child, I didn’t mind, but by third grade, my budding sense of pride made me start avoiding him.

Just like how he avoids me now.

“His consciousness is completely different from that of a normal person, so he often gets day and night reversed. As family, you must keep a close eye on him.” As a model “patient,” Frank never disappoints the doctor.

He has faithfully exhibited every single symptom the doctor mentioned.

When I first returned, my career prospects were unclear, so I temporarily took care of him myself. I had considered hiring a professional caregiver, but after looking into it, those caregivers seemed cold and never really warmed up to the elderly.

My heart couldn’t bear it. Well, since I’m stuck in this situation, I’ll just take good care of him myself.

Although his memory is impaired, old Frank, who remains physically robust, quickly developed a strong resentment toward this “confinement.”
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