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In memory of my mother, Elvie Jackson Powell


And for Lynda A. Scott.


Thank you for being my mother, my sister and my friend.
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Introduction


by Nina Foxx


My ex-husband’s mother was dying. During the time I was married to him, our relationship had been at best, tenuous. I married her oldest son and she never forgave me for that, or at least it seemed that way in my head. I couldn’t seem to understand some of her ways and she couldn’t understand mine. I was from a different place than she and my life was different than both hers and that of her daughters. At times, she seemed to resent me for that. Some days, she went from insulting me, my family, my upbringing and lifestyle in one sentence to embracing me and trying to nurture me, all in the space of a twelve-hour period. It was infuriating. I retaliated, resisted, rebelled and refused to accept. I’d already had a mother. She’d died when I was six, and no one could replace her. Various female members of my biological family had given me all the mothering I thought I would need so I saw no need to accept any from a stranger.


Over the years, our relationship changed and softened, especially after the children came, but I’ll admit I was never comfortable with her. When I divorced her son, I thought I was walking away from her family too and struggled with the link that lay between us and the desire to do the right thing. I was more compelled to stay in contact with family than my ex-husband was, but didn’t want to overstep my bounds by staying in touch with his family for my children. Divorce was a relationship quagmire I had a hard time negotiating. I wanted my children to know and love their family, all of it, but I didn’t want to be the uncomfortable bridge that made that happen. My mother-in-law didn’t care what I felt. She was always going to be here, and though my last name had changed, she still offered her opinion, advice and whatever else she felt like when we spoke, making me still more uncomfortable.


I knew she was ill, but I still felt as if I’d been knocked off my feet when I received the call that she was dying. Tears and confusion flooded my brain. At first, I couldn’t understand why I was not emotionless. My sister, the main mother figure in my life, explained my reaction to me and encouraged me to tell my mother-in-law what I had to say to her before I no longer could. She assured me that even though I was unwilling to admit it, I was close to this woman and couldn’t avoid being unnerved. We had developed a relationship over the years. My sister encouraged me to write down what I wanted to say to the woman before she died if I was unable to speak the words. The result was the letter that led to this book. As I wrote, I realized that although she and I were very different, my mother-in-law had been mothering me all along and didn’t care whether I wanted to accept it or not. Because I had been raised to do the right thing, I started out treating her with respect, and even though my respect was peppered with defiance, it didn’t stop me from loving her. Over time, I treated her with respect not because I was supposed to, but because I had come to respect her.


I finished my letter and my mother-in-law died three hours later. I was as devastated as if she had given birth to me, but I did feel some relief that I had said to the universe the things I wanted to say but hadn’t been able to for the fifteen years our families had been linked by my marriage to her son. In writing my letter, I discovered that I had been so stressed by our relationship because I wasn’t open to mothering and mother-wisdom of the kind that we receive from the more seasoned members of the female community. I don’t know why this was. Perhaps it was because my own wound from losing my mother so young had not yet healed, some thirty-plus years later.


I read my letter over and over, and as I did, it occurred to me that I was not alone. As females, we have a way of nurturing others, usually children and men, but we are often reluctant to nurture and share with each other. As young women, we are often mean girls (or the victims of them). We might make a few close friends as young adults, but throughout our lives, many of us are very slow to let new women in. Rather than embrace each other, we push away. We argue with and resent our mothers, and more often than not, fall prey to the idea that our mothers-in-law and stepmothers, all “outside women,” are evil rather than a source of support or knowledge. As we do so, we miss our lessons until finally we only see them in hindsight.


I invited other women to write a letter to a mother in their lives, someone who guided them when they didn’t want to be guided and perhaps someone they’d never thanked. In the letter, they were to tell them what they wanted them to know. The recipient of the letter needn’t be alive or biologically related, just someone to whom they had things to say to but lacked courage or foresight to be able to say those things, a thank you. Many of the writers I asked to participate agreed to do so right away. What I hadn’t counted on though were those authors that were my friends who would refuse to participate. They had no issue with the concept. Instead, their reluctance was based on where they were in their own personal journeys with the mother figures in their lives. Some were not able to say anything positive so chose to say nothing. Others had no idea what they would say or they hadn’t worked through their feelings about that mother-daughter relationship yet and they feared the experience would be too painful for them. There are emotional wounds that only another woman can inflict on you, and theirs had not yet begun to crust over. I received many calls and notes from those who did choose to participate, often filled with apprehension and tears. This task I was asking of them was harder than any of us had imagined, yet those who got through it reported experiencing a catharsis they had never counted on. The relationship that was closest to us proved to be the hardest to be honest about and the hardest to resolve. Writing these letters, love letters to our mothers, forced us to let go of the anger that had hung around our necks for years and let it float away from us. We had to give the bad memories to the universe and embrace the good and how that had shaped us into adulthood.


While I read the submissions, my love and respect for these women grew exponentially. I’d asked them to participate because I respected them and where they were in their craft and professional lives. I challenged them to look beyond the ordinary and find something positive in their relationship with their mothers. This proved to be harder for some than others, but once I was given a glimpse of their journeys and the women that had helped to shape them, they were all much bigger in my eyes. This process was like therapy for many of us, and as we navigated the murkiness of our childhoods, our paths through our womanhoods became that much clearer.


Charlenne T. Greer died May 31, 2012. Cigarettes killed her. She was not my mother or even related by blood. Still, I am thankful for her lessons.


Nina
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A Letter to My Once Mother-in-Law


Nina Foxx


Charlenne,


The doctors say that it won’t be long now. Your son just called and told me. I have to say that I didn’t expect to be sucked down the long tunnel of dread, and I certainly didn’t expect the tears. I haven’t spoken to you in a month or so. That’s mainly my fault. Since I split with your son, I don’t call as much. I think it may have been a little uncomfortable for you, too, because you don’t call me either, not like at first.


As young women, we are often told what type of relationship to expect with a mother-in-law, and unfortunately, we often believe it. That’s where we started, in that place that every mother-in-law-daughter-in-law dyad is supposed to begin, midway between disdain and respect and halfway to fear.


Over time, we both figured that each was going to stick around awhile, so we had to get past the paper cuts and passive-aggressive behaviors that we inflicted on each other regularly. You would always be his mother and I would always be the mother of his children. No matter what we did or wished, our families would be linked forever. We learned that no matter what our differences were, there were some ways that we were alike, whether we liked it or not, and that there were some lessons that each of us had for one another.


We lived together for a brief time, and you told me things I knew you hadn’t told anyone else, not even your own daughters, and you saw right through my designer-clad tough façade enough to call me out when I was hurting and break it down for me when I let injustice pass. Some of the things you said were not encased in pretty words to soften the blow, but that doesn’t mean they weren’t the truth. I had to learn that you had been where I was just starting to go. Time had taught you how to carry a burden with dignity, a lesson you were trying to pass on to me whether I wanted it or not.


I bitched, but you taught me a lot of things, and for this, I want to thank you. Some of the lessons were small. Although I acted like I was appalled, I know that you can use lipstick as blush in a bind. People used to do it all the time and just because new stuff hit the market, it doesn’t make that untrue or even bad. Thank you. And it’s true that it’s cheaper to take my lazy ass to the post office to mail packages rather than go to the local shipping store. Thank you. Tuesday Morning does sell the BEST high-thread-count sheets at the cheapest prices. I will have sweet dreams many nights because of you. Thank you. I admit that Crisco works on baby eczema. You told me years before I read it in a fancy parenting magazine. Thank you.


Thank you for being the kind of grandmother that you were for my children. I had to learn to let you live in the space where you were comfortable. Thank you for baking a trillion dozen cookies with the girls even though I objected. I said that my kids couldn’t have sugar and your lips said okay, but you were already firing up the oven. I know now that those early cookie lessons were also lessons in togetherness as well as lessons in math. Your love of the cookie-calculus will be carried on in your granddaughter, and I will make sure that she doesn’t forget the real sugar (not Splenda) and knows what salted butter does to a cookie recipe.


You told me stories of your youth, and I acted embarrassed, but those were things I needed to know. You pushed me to be a better mother to my kids, to think outside convention and to demand respect from myself and from the men in my life, your son included. You reminded me that degrees don’t make you smarter, just more educated, and that sometimes, plain old wisdom and not a textbook will get me to where I need to be.


I thought that when I broke up with your son, I was breaking up with you, too, but you didn’t believe that. You didn’t lose my number and didn’t even change how you acted towards me and reminded me that my children were still your grandchildren and I was still your daughter, whether I wanted to be or not. Mothering doesn’t always come from the person who is biologically your mother, and not everyone’s mothering is the same, but that doesn’t make it bad or not valuable. You urged me to keep my kids first and after you grilled me about what I wanted, you let me know that you were even woman enough to welcome whomever I let into my life next, into yours, too. If they made me happy, you would allow it.


I’m not sure when you’ll go. The doctors don’t know everything. Theirs is not the master plan. You were always strong-willed and definitely lived your life your way. You told me that many times, so I suppose you will go when you get good and ready. Good for you. The joke’s on them, isn’t it? You made me a promise a few years ago that you would let me know where you landed, and I know you will stick to that. I always have appreciated your stick-to-itive-ness, and I know this time won’t be any different. I will welcome your message, and won’t be afraid. Your presence in life challenged me to be a better me, so I can’t imagine that your presence in death will be any different.


Thank you, Charlenne, for being a part of my village of women. I didn’t expect to love you. I know now that the people who love you don’t always have to make you comfortable. Sometimes, it is their job to make you examine yourself and your truths and shake things up, helping you to divine your path. You helped me to divine mine. I’m honored to have shared almost twenty years of your life.


Nina


Nina Foxx is an award-winning filmmaker, playwright and novelist. She writes as both Nina Foxx and Cynnamon Foster and has authored eight novels, contributed to several anthologies and co-authored a text on writing. Nina and her younger brother were raised by a single father in New York City.
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Missing Mom


Carmen Green


There are days when I look for my mother and need her with a childlike desire that belies my forty-nine years. She’s been gone for nearly six years, and it’s her voice that I miss the most. It’s her laugh that used to slide down me like warm chocolate milk. Her eyes were all knowing, and her pockets were endless with a wealth of tissue, warm, quick hands that smelled of sewing machine oil and cigarettes, and hugs that felt like so many yesterdays all rolled into one.


How can I still miss her so much? The loneliness without her defines a part of my life. Nobody and nothing can replace her.


Nobody “got” me like Mom.


You see, I’m different. I always have been. I stare off into vacant places and see imaginary things. I have secret smiles and gentle ways. The high days are high and the low days are low, but Mom understood them all. She knew I was special. I was just Carm.


At twenty-two, I told her I wanted to become a writer and she smiled that big bright toothy smile, my own smile, and said, “Carm, you go, girl!”


Buoyed by her ebullient laugh, laced by Kool cigarettes and coffee, I rode the wave of her glee into New York, publishing seven consecutive books in two years. Every success was a “You go, girl!” Her words were my rowboat, her confidence, my paddles during the mighty storm of my divorce. She was my champion, as tiny as she was. I became strong because of her. I became a woman to make her proud.


When she got sick, I would drape her in great big sweaters. “Mommy, where are you in there?” I would ask, and she would laugh so big.


I tried to help her, but she was tiny and so tough, none of us could break through her stubbornness. I needed her with a boundless wanting that was endless; I’d lost it all.


Love. My family, my home, and all of what I’d known. And I was losing her. I asked God, “How can you break my heart so badly?”


He answered me. She stroked my hair. “I’m going to be fine. It is well.”


She’d already told me when it was time, it was time. She told me not to bring her back.


“Yes, ma’am.” As the oldest girl, I was the responsible one to follow her rules. To obey her laws. “It is well, Mom.”


In that room, I stayed with her, told her unconscious mind the arrival time of each of her children. I blessed her. I gave her safe passage. I told her I would follow her wishes. I held her hand. I kissed her. I blessed her. I told her the time. I gave her safe passage. I kissed her. I told her I would follow her wishes. Over and over again until every one of my siblings, her children, arrived in town and came to the hospital.


And then I told them what she’d said so long ago.


We all cried, and I thought they might hate me just a little. But we couldn’t bring her back.


She waited for me to leave the hospital, and then she crossed the mighty river Jordan. She knew I would be the first one begging to bring her back.


Dear Mom,


So much has happened since you’ve been gone. Life has been no crystal stair, but each step I build of brick and mortar, I seal with sweat and tears. They hold. Just like you showed me. The kids are adults and you’d be proud. College graduates, just as we’d talked about so long ago. My dreams for them are slowly coming true.


I still dream. Of the old house on Humboldt Parkway, of us planting tulips, laughing as we sat on the front steps, watching the cars go by, wondering where everyone was going. Now I know. Everywhere and nowhere. I wish I was back there so I could tell you about my day.


I’m trying to keep Dad here with us. He’s fighting, trying to join you. He’s as scared of me as he was of you. Secretly, I’m pleased, because he’s easier to manage. The Mother’s Day after you’d passed, he told me he saw you on the porch of the house, and you told him to take care of your flowers. I was uneasy. Dad believed in ghosts? And you were outside in your peignoir?


Naturally, Dad, being who he is, cursed at you and you told him to take care of your flowers and make sure nothing happened to them. Apparently you scared him so badly, he got Mr. Percy to cut the grass the following week, paying him two dollars. Well, why entrust me with this information? Why not one of the others? You had six kids. Why me? Because I was the weird one. I saw things. I could invent stories out of movements, tales out of thin air.


I could interpret what the ghost of my mother was doing on the porch.


I thought about your appearance until Grandma died three months after you. The family was devastated. We met at Bryant’s after the funeral and Dad came to Baltimore. He sat next to me on the back porch under the tall pine tree. I asked him, “Have you seen Mom lately?” He told me he saw you every day.


Scared as I was, I wanted to know if you two had been chatting.


He said you told him to “Watch out for your fucking flowers.”


Now, Dad being Dad, I knew something was up. “Did Mom say ‘fucking’?”


“No, I added that. But you get the picture.”


I repeated to him, “She said ‘watch out’?”


His lips jutted out. “That’s right, and dammit, I never ran over her fucking flowers and she don’t need to be bossing me around! I know how to cut grass!”


It hit me in the head like a ton of, well, pine cones. “Dad,” I said, “it’s a metaphor.”


“A meta what?”


“A metaphor? A phrase that means something else. Mom wants you to take care of us. Her kids. We’re her flowers.”


My father looked out over the backyard at all of his children and their children and the tiny great-grandchild that my mother had nurtured, while he’d lingered on the periphery of our lives. He saw the awesomeness of what she’d done. What God had done.


“She coulda just said that,” he mumbled.


“Give her a break, Dad. She’s a ghost.”


He looked at me with different eyes. “Mildred,” he said, “don’t you worry. I’ll take care of your flowers.”


I understood. I looked just like her. I took his hand as the wind lifted and the minty odor of sewing machine oil drifted by.


“Hello, Mom,” I whispered.


A tear ran down my dad’s face. We just enjoyed the day.


Carmen Green was born in Buffalo, N.Y., and had plans to study law before becoming a published author. While raising her three children, she wrote her first book on legal pads, before selling her first novel in 1993. Since that time she has sold forty-two novels and novellas, had one book, Commitments, made into a TV movie, written and produced a play, Who Decides? in 2010, and written a short film After Thriller in 2013.
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Mamaji


Elisheba Haaq-Stevens


My mother died when I was three and for much of my life I thought this event had little or no real impact on me. I had not known her, and so I assumed that she had very little to do with what I would become.


As I grew older, I realized how wrong I was. I had tried for most of my life to pretend that my family was much like everyone else’s. Everyone I knew had two parents and yes, sometimes they didn’t get along with their parents, but in the end their parents loved them and would do anything for them. I tried to pretend that I, too, had parents like that. By the time I began high school, I could no longer pretend and I had to face what the loss of my mother meant. The realization was a painful one, because I had to admit to myself that perhaps the woman whom I called mother really didn’t love me and that my father had also lost his love for me.


When I married, I often wished for a mother—my friends had mothers who called, visited, babysat their children, came over for coffee, shopped and laughed with them. I had a mother figure, who by this time had become more of an older friend and remained standoffish and uninvolved in my life.


I have written many letters and journal entries to my mother, to God, to anyone who was listening, hoping, wishing and imploring for answers. I didn’t really find any, but I did find the courage to forgive and to love the family and friends I had. I know now that my mother had much to teach me, and she taught me the most important lessons I would ever have to learn.


I have written her many times over the years. This is a compilation of those letters.


    Mamaji – Respected Mother


    Nani – Maternal Grandmother


    Nana – Maternal Grandfather


    Masi – Maternal Aunt


    Mammoo – Maternal Uncle


    Purani – Previous or other


Dear Mamaji,	


I still remember the last day I saw you. People (mostly the older kids) tell me there’s no way I could remember the night you died. But I do, even though I was only three. The clear red flashing lights of the ambulance lit up the foyer where I was playing with Hannah. They carried you out on the stretcher and you reached out your hand, with a Band-Aid on your index finger, to us as you passed. It was your final goodbye to me, but I didn’t know it. You looked tired and pale, I suppose the cancer had taken full hold of your body and the pain had worn you out. I remember when they told us you had died. Hannah and I pushed toy trucks up and down the green carpeting with the pattern cut into the pile. I heard someone say above my head, “Poor girls, they don’t even know what happened.” But I did know. I knew that my life would never be the same again.


There’s so much you don’t know about what happened after that night. Even though you asked Papa not to get married again, he did. I guess that was sort of selfish of you to ask that. After all he was only forty-five and he had seven kids to take care of. Now that I’m a full-grown woman, I understand how you must have not wanted anyone else to have the man who was your one and only love. How I wish he had listened to you, because you were right.


Maybe it was because the Minnesota Child and Family Services threatened to remove David, Hannah and me and find homes for us. Maybe it was because he was lonely and couldn’t get over losing the woman he had loved for so long. Maybe he was tired of taking care of all of us on his own. Maybe he just wanted to get back to normal. Whatever it was, about year or so after you died, he got married again.


The wedding happened in India and unlike your marriage to Papa, it was an arranged marriage. But when they met each other, she fell in love. I can’t blame her. He was so very handsome and tall, full of confidence and pride. I didn’t have anything to say about the whole thing, and I suspect neither did any of the older kids. I guess it doesn’t matter, because it happened anyway. The well-meaning church ladies were all so happy for us. “You’re going to have a new mother!” Was it a betrayal on my part to be really happy about meeting my new mother? And now, knowing all that happened, I feel disloyal to you for loving her as my mother.


The night she came to us was a cold night. I watched her as she walked out of the gate at the Minneapolis/St. Paul airport. I was woken from my sleep to go and meet her, so it must have been in the early morning hours. All seven of us were dressed in our best. You would have been so proud to see us. We were a beautiful family, anxious and hopeful. I remember she wore high-heeled pumps and red lipstick. At that time all I wanted was a Barbie doll and to me she looked just like the one I wanted. She was beautiful, healthy, strong, and smiling. I instantly fell in love with my new Barbie doll mother.


But she didn’t love me back. Not me, not Hannah, not David, not Debbie, not Emmanuel, not Eb and not Miriam—none of us. Oh, I think she maybe liked me at first. I remember she used to hold me on her lap and stroke my hair. I was so happy because instead of tearing up those Mother’s Day cards I made at Sunday School, I actually had a mother to give them to. For a while, things seemed to work okay. She had left a career as a surgeon in order to marry Papa. After she got settled, she worked now and then, taking calls for some of the vacationing surgeons. Papa decided the house you and he had rented was too small, and they bought a new house in a small farming town about twenty miles south of Minneapolis. But then she got sick—she developed chronic high blood pressure and once more I was stuck with a sick mother. Migraines, dizzy spells, tiredness, irritability—she had it all. And once more I had to be quiet all the time. Even to this day, I go ballistic when anyone tells me to be quiet. I know it wasn’t your fault you had cancer, but something I remember about both of you, is that I never had a mother who wasn’t sick.


What I hated the most about those days, is that you completely disappeared. We couldn’t talk about you, or who you were or what we missed about you. We were forbidden to write to Nani or any of our Masis or Mammoos. You and your entire family just disappeared and were replaced by a new Nana and Nani and a whole slew of new Masis and Mammoos who all hated us. We had to call her Mama—right away on the very first day. Even the older ones who had known you and loved you for most of their lives. When we were occasionally allowed to mention you, we had to call you Purani Mama. I hated that, and I hate it even more now. But we didn’t call her Mamaji. No one could make us do that.


Two years passed and after a few miscarriages, she finally had a son. It was at this very moment, that I felt her disdain and disregard for all of us become most intense. Instead of being the children she never had, we became an obstacle to what could be her perfect family. Looking back, with the added benefit of time, I can see her point of view. We were constant reminders of you and a life that Papa had before she ever came into the picture. But I never asked her to come and it wasn’t my fault that you died. The moment her son was born, I became an orphan. I had already lost you, and when he was born, Papa forgot all of us as well.


Maybe you know this, but I’m not a fast learner, not when it came to understanding her. While each of the older kids learned the hard lesson that we were nothing but a nuisance or a hindrance, and got married or moved out, I still hoped, prayed, sacrificed, kowtowed, and lowered myself in an attempt to gain her love. Because, as you can guess, Mamaji, it wasn’t just about her love. Her approval of me was tied to Papa’s approval. And even worse, I had to cower and curry favor with a snotty little kid, because I knew if her son liked me, she might like me and hopefully Papa would do the same.


Where were you in all those dark days? Why didn’t you send a lightning bolt from the sky and strike me dead, like I prayed so many, many times? You were sitting next to Jesus and you couldn’t have talked to Him and said, “Look at what’s happening to my children. Stop her. Stop him. Help them.” I tried so hard to hate you, but I didn’t even know you well enough to hate you. I just hated my life.


I hated the way I had been abandoned not only by you and by Papa, but then again and again in succession as Miriam, Eb, Emmanuel and Debbie all got married and left the last three of us to contend and fend for ourselves. I hated that the three of us had to eat and drink from dishes, cups and utensils that were set aside and washed with the “common” sponge, while she used another set of dishes for herself, her son and Papa. She washed these and used a sponge Hannah and I could not touch. I hated that she only used bleach to wash our clothes and added them to the wash machine with a branch she had taken from the yard. I was a leper in my own house. I hated that my sisters and I did all the hard, heavy labor, cleaning from the time we were little girls, while her son only knew how to make messes. I hated that I was forever labeled Disturbed and Jealous because I acted out Hansel and Gretel and put my baby doll in the cold oven. She was convinced that it was her son that I wanted to cook. I hated the sound her spoon made when she mock-scraped the bottom of the pan to prove there was no food left, but when her son wanted more, there was always plenty. I hated how we ate the gizzard, neck, heart and liver of the chicken and watched hungrily as her son leisurely bit into a meaty, juicy leg and thigh. I hated that they could never afford our dreams of bikes, soccer balls or maxi dresses, but miraculously, all her son’s demands appeared when he wanted them. I hated that I never had time to study in high school, because I was so overwhelmed with chores and yard work. I hated that I was put into trade school instead of college, because then I would be able to contribute the maximum amount of money back to the household. I hated that when I voiced my wish to pursue journalism as a career, I was laughed at and against my will, forced to train as a nurse. I hated that all my income was demanded when I got a full time job—until the day I got married. She used to mark all our pay days on that dammed Bible verse calendar of hers. I hated that I had to work three jobs to pay for college, still not able to choose my major, but was not allowed to buy any books. I was making more money than most of the grown men in my neighborhood. I hated that I told her “I love you” and “I’m sorry” so many, many times—I wish I could take those words back. I hated that when I got married, she told me “I won’t cry at the wedding, because I already cried last night.” Who cries preemptively? Unless they were tears of relief.


Surprisingly, I learned important lessons from my Barbie doll mother. I learned that women can do anything, no matter our age or situation. I learned that the best way to deal with a bully is to keep quiet. I learned how to respect my elders, even when it’s difficult. I learned how to be creative with almost nothing. I learned that I can manage without mother love and that affection and friendship are sometimes enough. I learned that family is not always what you are born into or what grows around you. Family is made out of love and can be destroyed from lack of it. I learned how to forgive and move forward with life. I learned to lean on God more than ever because I found that humans, even parents, can be fallible and absent.


Mamaji, I often wondered what life would have been with you. I know you were not perfect. Many times I have been told of your famous quick temper and your strong will. Maybe we would have had our own trials and tribulations, but they would have been ours—between you, my real mother, and me.


Sometimes when my friends complain about their mothers, I want to scream. I find myself losing control for no reason. One day at work, a colleague told me her mother was annoying her because she wanted to come over to see the baby, again and again. She was upset because her mother brought her so many meals that her freezer was now too full. Imagine her surprise as I lost my temper (did I get that from you?) and through my tears shouted at her to be thankful that she had a mother at all. How I wish you had been there when my first son was born. I sat alone in that apartment, my breasts leaking milk, the infected stitch on my episiotomy swollen to the size of a grapefruit. It was impossible for me to sit down, both my son and I crying, as I desperately wished I had you to tell me what to do next. I wondered how I had angered God so much that he had taken you from me.


We never knew each other. You didn’t know the girl I was, the teenager I became or the woman I am today. For a long time I wondered if I even loved you, because I didn’t know who you were. But I have learned to love you over the years. I love you for giving me life. I love you for giving me my wonderful brothers and sisters who have been my rock and foundation since you left us. I love you for teaching me that good friends are precious and worth any amount of sacrifice. I love you for forcing me to be strong, think independently and unselfishly. I love you for teaching me compassion and empathy for people who have tasted the bitterness of life. I love you, because knowing that you were a part of my life, no matter how short, gave me the courage to break the cycle and raise my children the way you would have raised me. I love you for shaping my life. It sounds wrong to say it, but if you hadn’t died, I wouldn’t be the woman I am today.
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