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Senior refl ects on childhood experience

     I want you to imagine your 
life when you were 11 years 
old. At 11 we didn’t have to 
worry about the problems in 
the world like crime, jealousy, 
or hate. We didn’t realize that in 
one second the life as we knew 
it could end forever.
     But mine did.
     The summer between fi fth 
and sixth grade was great. I was 
moving into middle 
school. Advancing and 
challenging myself  in 
the sports that I loved. 
My aunt and uncle 
were taking me on a 
trip to Orlando. I did 
not know that day I 
left would be the one 
day I would want to go 
back to for the rest of  
my life. 
     When I returned 
home my dad told me that my 
mom had been in the hospital 
the past week. Her leukemia 
had relapsed in her spinal cord, 
and she was now receiving new 
treatments. This was nothing 
new to my family, but it was 
new to me. 
     My daily schedule was the 
same for three months. Wake 
up. Go to school. Go visit my 
mom at the hospital. I used 
to hate it. The hospital had an 
odd smell and the same food, 
and I would sit on the window 
sill of  my mom’s room and do 
homework or watch a movie. 
     The next year and a half  
was different every day. My 
mom was either an inpatient 
or outpatient for months. She 
was forced to take about 15 

different medications a day. She 
grew weaker and weaker as the 
chemical and rational therapy 
continued. Her hair fell out. 
She now weighed less than I 
did at 12 years old. 
     It was hard to have to watch 
her suffer daily. In a time span 
of  two years I watched my 
mom deteriorate. Seeing her 
struggle on her worst days and 
knowing I couldn’t do anything 
about it is one of  the hardest 
things I had to endure.
     While struggling to make it 

through my awkward preteen 
years, I grew irritable at home. 
My family members were 
always upset with how I treated 
my mom. I was too young and 
too arrogant to face everything. 
I never told my mom I loved 
or hugged her enough. I was 
hardly ever home. I distanced 
myself  from everyone. 
     On May 12, 2012 I was told 
that my mom was only given 
a few weeks. At that moment 
my world was turned upside 
down. At 13, I was told that my 
mom was going to die. At that 
moment, the pain immediately 
rushed over my body. I could 
hardly catch my breath. 
From then on I tried to do 
more but unfortunately after 
my mom died I still felt that 

regret. 
     Everyday I can’t help but 
think about the “what ifs.” 
What would my life be like if  
she was still here?  What if  I 
did things differently? What 
if  I spent more time with 
her? Those will forever be the 
unanswered questions that will 
haunt me for the rest of  my 
life.
     I have this operating 
philosophy about life: don’t go 
through life day by day thinking 
nothing bad could ever happen 

to you. 
     The day my mom 
died I was initiated 
into this “club.” The 
Motherless Daughters 
Club. Growing up 
through my teenage 
years is very diffi cult 
and I can only imagine 
how much harder it 
is going to be as I get 
older. 
     There was a book 
written by Hope 

Edelman entitled Motherless 
Daughters. Throughout 
the book she discusses her 
experiences about living 
without a mother. In one 
paragraph she states, “When 
a daughter loses a mother, 
the intervals between grief  
responses lengthen over 
time, but her longing never 
disappears. It always hovers 
at the edge of  her awareness, 
prepared to surface at any 
time, in any place, in the least 
expected place.” 
     What happened to me was 
tragic and I could not wish this 
pain among anyone. I can only 
hope that some people realize 
how great they have it and to 
be thankful for the life they get 
to live. 

“Everyday I can not help but 
think about the ‘what ifs.’ 
What would my life be like if 
she was still here? What if I 
did things diff erently?

“
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