Recollections of hunt for misplaced dentures by Ruth Jane (White) Bovee:

“I was not surprised when Mother asked me to help her find my father’s false teeth. She had called on me many times before to locate his lost possessions.  It was not Dad’s fault; he suffered from Alzheimer’s Disease.  Dad had called me his sharp eyes years before.  Now, I was willing to use my finding ability anytime to help my dad.  How hard was it to find a set of false teeth?

“I started my search in the bathroom.  I was just sure he had forgotten to put them in this morning, and they would be in his overnight container.  That was not the case.  I opened drawers, looked under and between stacked towels, in the medicine cabinet, and under the bathtub.  There were no teeth to be found.

“Next, I went out to his workshop.  Dad was not able to use his tools anymore, but he liked to go out there to just sit.  I looked everywhere.  I opened cupboards.  I looked over and under his saws.  I even opened up the door of his old potbelly stove.  I thought he might have thrown them in there.  The teeth were not in the workshop, but I did find mom’s kitchen shears.

“I went back into the house.  I was discouraged, but determined to find the missing teeth.  The cellar would be my next area to search.

“I started looking in the closet where Mom kept her can goods.  I searched the shelves that were crammed with treasures that Mom no longer used but couldn’t bring her self to throw away.  I even checked the pockets of the clothes hanging on the clothesline that Mom used in the wintertime.  Where could dad have put his teeth?

“I stood there in the middle of the cellar wondering where to look next.  I looked at the woodpile and gave a silent prayer that I wouldn’t have to move all that wood.  Then I glanced at the washing machine.  My search ended.  Sitting on the washing machine cover was my father’s teeth.  He must have thought they needed a good cleaning.” 

