
To whomever would like to take the time… 

I am about to share a story of a time in my life that I am not proud of.  It's safe to say 
that this specific situation will never show up on my highlight reel, but nevertheless, I 
want to share out in the open because honestly, it changed my life. 

And it all begins and ends with my mom.   

My mother, whose name was Luanne, was this tiny, strong, resilient woman, who did 
everything for me.  I would have to say that my favourite thing about her, was how she 
just let me live.  She allowed me to make mistakes, she let me learn on my own terms, 
and as I fell, she would pick me up, dust me off, and encourage me to keep going.  She 
was, without a doubt, my biggest fan and when she looked at me I know that she felt 
proud.  The only problem was, that when I looked back at her, all I felt was frustration.  I 
am pretty sure that I spent more years of my life yelling at her than I ever did talking and 
I never took the time to get to know her.  I housed so much resentment in my heart 
towards her, that I made it my mission to never let her forget it.  

I grew up living with my mom, and as I got older that was really hard because she was 
very sick.  I hated our house, I hated coming home because I hated her sickness and 
everything that came along with it.  From appointments to medication to home care and 
oxygen, I hated having to witness her suffering.  It consumed our life.  She always 
needed so much help and I loathed the fact that the responsibility fell on me. 

It was not uncommon for my mom to spend nights in the hospital.   In March 2009, she 
had caught a horrible infection and she had to stay for over a month.  I visited her 1 time 
and that is only because someone forced me to. I always treated her like such an 
inconvenience, and what kills me is that I know that she felt like one too. 

I remember how happy she was when she was finally released to come home, but I was 
miserable.  I spent that entire day and night alone in my room because I didn’t want to 
face her.  At some point in the night, she woke me up and asked me to call her an 
ambulance.   I remember standing on the porch and as the paramedics lifted her into 
the truck, she waved to me and told me she loved me and I just stared back at her and 
said nothing.  It was like the never-ending saga of her illness continued and she hadn't 
even been home for 24 hours. 

The next day I went to the hospital and a doctor pulled me aside and said that my mom 
would never be coming home.  She advised me to make arrangements for her to live in 
a long-term care facility so she could have around the clock assistance because that is 
what she needed.  The doctor claimed her “quality of life” would be better there.  And, 
as my mom laid on a hospital bed, hooked up to every machine possible, I knew that 



was such a lie, because what she was living was not life. It was struggle, it was sickness 
and it was devastating to watch.   

But all of that aside, my biggest concern was… why me?  Why was I the one who had to 
go out of my way and make these arrangements for her? After all, this was the life that 
she chose for herself.  She put herself in that mess.  She was the one that decided that 
she would rather smoke, life destroying cigarettes, more than she wanted to see me 
grow up.  So why was I the one who had to fix this for her?  This little tiny woman was 
fighting every minute of every day to survive and I was the one I felt sorry for. 

The following morning, I was woken up by a phone call from a lady that I will never 
know.  And with a voice I will never forget, so sweetly and so softly she told me that in 
the night, in her sleep, my mom had passed away. 

And then just like that it was over.  She was gone and was never coming back.   

Dark days are the only words that can describe many years of my life after that.  The 
resentment and anger that I once felt towards my mom was replaced by regret and guilt 
and it was very painful.  I was disgusted over the way that I treated her and I tortured 
myself about it every day.  I could have made things better for her but instead I made it 
hell.  Why didn’t I just help her? She was going through so much and thanks to me, she 
was going through it alone.   

What I would give to be able to tell her how sorry I am.  To look her in the eyes and tell 
her that I love her.  I would give every cent I ever make in this lifetime for one hug, just 
one.  If only I could go back and start over, I'd make everything better.  I'd be with her in 
her struggle and to be there for her, the way that she was also was there for me.  If I 
knew then what I know now, things would be different.  But it is too late.  That is the 
reality I had to face. I had finally learned my lesson but it was too late. 

But I learned.   Her death taught me so much, but most importantly it taught me life 
beyond myself.   Now, instead of being selfish and self-absorbed, I have learned how to 
love, to care, and have compassion for others.  And although I still have a long way to 
grow, it is crazy to look back and see how far I have come.    

So that is where you see me today.  I am hanging out somewhere in the middle of this 
amazing precious life and I am trying to never take it or anyone for granted again. 

 


