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Is caring too much a bad thing?
Alice Hammond is a troubled soul. She dropped out of medical school when one of her
professors made it too stressful for her to stay. Now she works as a home health and hospice
aide in Providence, Vermont. She is a wonderful aide, the quality of her work is high, and her
patients love her. But Alice tends to become too involved with them. She has made their lives
her life—a problem both for them and herself.
The boundaries between providing compassionate care and getting too involved are already
blurred, when one of her patients leaves her all his property and $125,000 and leaves his
brother, who cared for him for nearly five years, nothing.
Alice is faced with more than just trying to make sense of her life and getting over the terrible
experience in medical school. She must contend with her patient’s brother—and he is furious.
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PRESS RELEASE
J. PETER COBB’S DEBUT NOVEL CELEBRATES THE HEROISM OF
EVERYDAY CARE
Cobb’s To Alice speaks to the tribulations faced by health and hospice caregivers as
they work to navigate an increasingly personal practice.
Barre Town, VT– January 12, 2022 – At what point does a caregiver cross the boundary between
providing professional, compassionate care to getting too involved with their patients’ lives? That
question stands at the heart of To Alice, the debut novel by J. Peter Cobb. To Alice is set to release
January 12, 2022 through TouchPoint Press of Brookland, Arkansas. As COVID cases in the United
States continue to rise, To Alice speaks to a group facing greater responsibility and financial strain in
their efforts to uphold societal health: home health and hospice caregivers. As a director for 33 years
in the trade association for the state’s 10 Visiting Nurse Associations, Cobb was continually inspired
by the heroism and grace behind simple care— a bed bath, wound dressing, house cleaning, or simple
companionship. In speaking to the valiant, direct care given by home care agencies— care provided
often in spite of the staffing and financial pressures— Cobb hopes that To Alice will ultimately work
to contemplate the delicate boundaries between patient and caregiver.
“The boundary between providing compassionate care and getting too involved with a patient is often
blurred, especially for home care and hospice aides who work with their patients week after week for
months, sometimes years,” Cobb said. “Obviously, the vast majority stay on the right side of the line
but that’s not always easy. Some days the home care aide is the only person her patient sees for the
day.” In speaking to the challenges faced in the hospice care setting, there is a hope that To Alice will
inspire greater understanding and celebration for caregivers navigating steep conflicts in a society
now increasingly impacted by illness and isolation.
About the Book
Protagonist Alice Hammond is a troubled soul. She dropped out of medical school when one of her
professors made it too stressful for her to stay. Now she works as a home health and hospice aide in
the fictional town of Providence, Vermont. She is a wonderful aide, the quality of her work is high
and her patients love her. But she tends to become too involved with them. She has made their lives
her life, a problem both for them and her.

All readers can discover the dignity and grace behind simple hospice care by finding To Alice on
January 12, 2022 at https://bit.ly/ToAlice. “To Alice” will also be available from major book retailers
in eBook ($4.99) and paperback ($15.99). Wholesale from Ingram and TouchPoint Press.
About J. Peter Cobb
Peter Cobb was the executive director for thirty-three years of the VNAs of Vermont, the trade
association that represents Vermont’s Visiting Nurse Associations. Cobb lives in Barre Town,
Vermont with his wife Cindy and their two cats. To Alice is Cobb’s first novel.
About the Publisher
TouchPoint Press is a traditional publisher of fiction and nonfiction. Our staff is comprised of
professionals whose collective experience in publishing, editing, journalism, design, and marketing
set the stage behind our growing list of published titles. We are proud to work with talented authors
and strive to be as innovative and energetic as possible from acquisitions to promotion before and
after publication.
For interview and review requests, please contact Jennifer Bond at media@touchpointpress.com.

INTERVIEW WITH
PETER
Was it challenging to balance your own experiences as a VNA director and
mental health practitioner with the fictional tale you wanted to find in "To
Alice", or did these experiences fall naturally into the narrative?
My years as director of the VNAs of Vermont definitely helped me write To Alice, not from firsthand caregiver experience, as I was the director of the trade association and not a direct care worker,
but rather from working with the nurses, aides and therapists from the agencies. I met several times a
year with the clinical directors and learned most of what I know from them. In addition, each year I
shadowed home care professionals on their home visits. I made 10 to 15 visits a year with the nurses
and therapists. I did that to remind myself why home care and hospice are so important. Some of the
stories in the book are loosely based on the patients I met. On one visit I accompanied a male
physical therapist whose patient was a tiny, ninety-five year-old woman. His task was to help her
exercise her legs. He did that by dancing with her. I turned that memory into the dance scenes with
Alice and her patient Tim Rogers.

Tell me more about your interest in presenting protagonist Alice Hammond
as someone standing distinctly outside of the medical school sphere. What
unique conflicts arose from Alice holding a terrible experience in medical
school, as opposed to a positive experience?
Alice and her father knew from when she was a small child that she was predestined to be
a doctor just as her father, grandfather and great-grandfather were doctors. But they were
wrong. The pressure to succeed, which is presented in the chapter about Alice plagiarizing
her grandmother’s short story, was too much for her. Whether she would have succeeded if
she hadn’t been harassed by her college professor is for the reader to decide.

As I understand it, you’ve written a couple of manuscript drafts before
completing "To Alice". What about "To Alice" stands apart from the other
narratives you’ve worked on in the past?
Before I wrote To Alice I had written two other novels, both pretty terrible. The first book, a long and
boring ‘family saga’, took me twenty years to write and was way too long, 200,000 words, maybe
longer. By the time I finished the ending had very little to do with the beginning. Many of the
characters in that novel are in To Alice. My second novel was much better but still not good enough.
It was about how adults have sucked the life and joy out of children’s sports. I’m considering
rewriting that novel now that I have more experience. I coached middle school soccer for 25 years
and I saw first-hand the troubling professionalization of youth sports.
By the time I wrote, “To Alice” I had a much better idea of how to write, what to include, what not to
include, how to show more than tell, how to pace the story, basically how to write fiction. The old
joke - "How do you get to Carnegie Hall? - Practice. Practice, Practice" - applies to writing.

I love how you talk about enjoying writing “the way some people enjoy
painting” on your website. Can you speak more to the way you approach a
large writing project? Has this approach changed with every new project, or
has it stayed relatively the same?
I wrote, To Alice as if writing it was my job. Part of the reason the first two novels failed was I wrote
only when I was inspired, which was not often enough to get the job done. When writing, To Alice I
scheduled 12 hours a week, no inspiration needed. Most weeks I wrote for more that 12 hours but I
made sure every Monday, Wednesday and Friday mornings I wrote for four hours minimum, whether
I wanted to or not.
I’ve always enjoyed writing. When I was director of the VNAs of Vermont I wrote weekly,
sometimes twice weekly, reports to my board of directors, usually about pretty boring stuff: Medicare
rule changes, legislative summaries, nothing anyone would read if they didn’t have to. I often was a
bit more creative in those reports than I should have been as I tried to make dreadful text interesting.
In addition, early in my career I spent five years as a beat reporter for two small newspapers. Telling
a complicated story in a thousand words or fewer is a great writing teacher.

What do you hope readers will ultimately find after reading To Alice?
I hope people rediscover that it’s the small things that matter. The novel is also about the dignity and
grace of simple care -- a bed bath, companionship, meals preparation, wound dressing, house
cleaning, toenail clipping. For many homebound patients, assistance with the simple tasks of daily
living can make the difference between living in their own homes or living in a nursing home. Most
fiction with a health care setting is about doctors as heroes. The frail elderly and people with a
disability don’t need a hero, what they need is someone to help them get through their day. I also
wanted to tell the reader about boundary issues in health care. The boundary between providing
compassionate care and getting too involved with a patient is often blurred, especially for home care
and hospice aides who work with their patients week after week for months, sometimes for years.
Obviously, the vast majority stay on the right side of the line but sometimes that is not easy

BOOK EXCERPT
CHAPTER 1 -- CLYDE NASON
ALICE HAMMOND PASSES THE THIRD OF SIX switchbacks on Beckley Hill Road, three more
to go. Even in good weather the road is treacherous. One-hundred yards beyond the fourth
switchback the road surface changes from cracked tar to loose gravel and the moderate incline
steepens to resemble the initial climb of a roller coaster. In April, especially the day after a hard rain
and rapid snow melt, the gravel turns to tire-sucking mud.
Yesterday, it rained for nearly three hours. Before the rain, the snowpack in the woods along the side
of the road was four feet deep. It is less than two feet deep now. The bottom of her Ford Focus is
rubbing against the mud. The tire grooves in the road were made by much bigger vehicles with much
larger tires. She has only a quarter mile to go. She chokes the steering wheel with both hands. “I can
do this,” she says to herself.
Alice is a home health aide for the Providence, Vermont Visiting Nurse Association. Her patient is
Clyde Nason, a former logger who hasn’t left his house without assistance in over five years. She
helps him bathe and checks his pulse and blood pressure. She stopped recording his weight two
months ago when he topped the two-hundred-eighty-five pounds maximum on his scale.
Today is Clyde’s fifty-fifth birthday. Alice has a Far Side card for him, a bouquet of flowers, mostly
red carnations, two cupcakes with pink frosting and the DVD True Grit, with John Wayne. She has
scrubbed Clyde’s body clean twice a week for thirty-one months. He needs her because he can’t get
in and out of the tub without help and he can’t reach most of his body. The first few weeks his
nakedness embarrassed both of them. The embarrassment is long gone. Now, when she pushes aside
his drooping stomach to clean the rolls of his skin, she and Clyde continue their conversation as if
they were two friends sitting on kitchen chairs chatting about the weather.
She parks her car on the side of the road, opens the door and searches for a dry spot. A muddy soup
surrounds her car. She grabs her nursing bag, the cupcake bag, the birthday card, the DVD and the
flowers from the passenger’s seat. She steps to the ground. Her left leg sinks five inches into the mud.
She lifts her foot. Her foot is free but her boot is buried in the muck. “Damn,” she says. When she
reaches down to pull the untied boot out of the mud, she drops the cupcakes and the flowers. She
grabs her boot, opens the car door, sits on the driver’s seat, puts her muddy boot back on her foot and
ties the laces on both boots extra tight. She slogs the fifty yards to Clyde’s house. Each step sounds
like the plop of a toilet plunger.
Clyde’s dog Ella is barking. The dog is several pounds lighter than Alice’s cat. “Shut up,” she tells
the dog. The dog barks louder. “Shut up you stupid dog.” Her words won’t insult Clyde. She tells him
just about every visit his dog isn’t a real dog but a yappy, rat dog and he tells her, her cat is fat, lazy
and useless. He has seen pictures of her cat.

Ella is at the front door barking even louder than before and scratching madly on the wood. “Relax
Ella, I’ll be in there in a minute.” She turns the doorknob. The door is locked. She knocks hard.
“Clyde, it’s me, Alice.”
There is no response from him. Ella’s barking continues. She pushes her face against the living room
window and shades her eyes to see inside. The face against the living room window and shades her
eyes to see inside. The only thing she can see clearly is the television. Steve Harvey is rolling his eyes
in mock disgust. A tall, Black woman wearing a tight, red dress, has said something dumb on Family
Feud. Her family members and the audience are all laughing at her.
“Clyde, it’s me, Alice.” Still no answer. She taps the glass and scans the room. She can see better, her
eyes are used to the dark room. Clyde is laying face down on the floor in front of the couch. Ella is on
his back, barking.
She pounds on the front door with her fists. It doesn’t open. She pushes against the living room
window frame. The window doesn’t move. She swings her nursing bag into the window and smashes
the glass. She kicks the glass shards still attached to the frame and crawls through, careful not to cut
her back. The room smells like rotted cabbage. Ella licks the mud on her ankles. “Good dog Ella,”
she says. She tries to roll Clyde over onto his back but he is too heavy. She grabs his arm. His skin is
cold. She checks for a carotid pulse. There is none. He is not breathing. She calls 9-1-1.
Clyde’s logging days ended eight years ago when a tree fell the wrong way and landed on his legs.
He was working alone. No one found him until the next morning. His right leg was shattered and
couldn’t be totally repaired. His left ankle needed a six-inch long, metal rod and four screws. Eight
months later he could walk with a cane but with great difficulty.
Clyde was Alice’s first patient. It was obvious to him she did not know what to do. She told him, “I
have no clue what I am doing.”
“No kidding,” he said.
Her twice-weekly visits were the high point of his week. As best he could, considering he couldn’t
reach most of his body, he tried to sponge bathe himself clean before her visit.
The only person who visited him on a regular basis was his younger brother Bill who brought him
food, mowed his lawn, took his trash to the dump, plowed the driveway in the winter, bought clothes
for him and helped him pay his bills. Bill was often annoyed with Clyde and frequently told him so.
Clyde watched the news every night to make sure he could talk to Alice without embarrassing
himself and he read books he thought would impress her. But mostly he talked about his passion for
logging. When he described the sound of the wind blowing through the trees she would close her
eyes and imagine the cool breeze on her face and smell the pine needles and rotted leaves. One
afternoon, three black bears walked so close to him it was as if they were lost and needed directions.
The day he was pinned under the tree, he was afraid he would die. “I don’t want to die but I’d rather
die here than anywhere else in the world,” he said to himself as he looked up at the night sky.

On his fifty-fourth birthday Alice brought him the book Poetry of Robert Frost. She read him the
poem where the woodcutter cuts off the boy’s hand.
“Why did you read me that poem?”
“I thought you’d like it.”
He thought for a minute. “I do like it, not sure why, but I do.”
After her work was completed, she and Clyde would play chess for five minutes, sometimes a bit
longer. Each match took eight to ten visits to finish. She has been warned several times by Susan
Young, her work supervisor, that her visits to her patients take too long and cost the agency too much
money.
The chessboard is on the kitchen table. Alice is white, Clyde black. She looks at the board. The white
king is laying on its side, checkmate, her fourth loss in a row. She remembers when she taught him
how to play. This is a foolish game he told her. He learned quickly. She won the first six games
easily but he got slightly better with each match. By the second year he won most of the time. One
day she found the book Modern Chess Strategy hidden under a towel in the laundry basket. She held
the book close to his face.
“You cheat, you sly son-of-a-bitch,” she said.
“You’re just jealous of my superior skills.”
She swatted the top of his head with the book. That memory makes her cry.
She opens the front door and looks for the birthday gifts she had left on the porch, under the kickedin window. She brings them into the house and places them on the kitchen counter. His birthday
would have been a very good day, she thinks.
Ella trots to the kitchen, to her empty food dish, and whines. “I guess I better feed you.” Ella does a
happy dance around her feet.

