




“Well, she was proud of you,” my aunt replied, “even if she never told you.”
“But we had such a terrible relationship.”
“I don’t know if Mom told you this, but every night after you guys fought, she would call me on the phone sobbing.
She was so upset.”
“Then why didn’t she ever show me that she was upset?” I asked as my mind processed the possibility that Mom
truly did care.
“Because she didn’t know how to.” My aunt’s words stuck with me, and I realized that if Mom had let me see her
cry, I would have known that she cared and that emotions are not a weakness.
The next few months after her death are a blur. I got up and continued to live, but it was as if my mind stayed in
Mom’s room at the hospital. My life changed significantly over those few months, and I relied on my dog to cope.
She had been with me for ten years and allowed me to escape my depression, but one week after my birthday, she
unexpectedly died. My emotional barrier crumbled, but the numbness remained. She represented my life before Mom
died, and her death forced me to admit the change in my life. Because I always avoided my emotions, my attempts to
express them hurt me physically but caused more pain to those who cared about me.
Mom’s birthday arrived, but I did not mourn her. I considered myself an ungrateful daughter who did not care that
her mother died, but my inability to grieve was because I was still in shock from my traumatic losses; I could not
properly express my emotions because I would admit to myself that I felt vulnerable, which Mom taught me was
unacceptable. I physically punished myself, so I could feel some sort of pain, and the critical voice of Mom
continued to grow more powerful as the month went by. “You’re not smart enough, you’re so selfish, you can’t do it,
you’re not worth it,” raced and repeated through my mind for years, and after Mom died, the words became
deafening. I was lost in life because there did not seem to be anyone who could guide me, and I did not allow myself
to ask for help because I was embarrassed. The amount of guilt I felt from not forgiving her before Christmas was
unbearable, and exactly one month after Mom’s birthday passed, I attempted to overdose. I did not reveal my
attempt to anyone until a month later, and it was then that I realized the amount of anguish I inflicted upon myself and
my family. The physical scars became permanent, and my health was in jeopardy. I told myself that I was not worth
it, which prevented me from reaching out to the overwhelming support people offered me, and Mom made me believe
that I was a burden. “I don't want to waste their time, they have more important things they need to do, I’m not
worth it,” remained in my mind over the years, and because I learned that the easiest way to avoid conflict with Mom
was to hide from her, I believed that I needed to act that way towards everyone.
People who lose a parent constantly think about how their parents will not be there to watch them graduate, walk
them down the aisle, or meet their grandkids, but I wonder if my life would have been worse if Mom was alive: our
nightly fights, the constant verbal and emotional abuse, the everlasting humiliation. Not being able to meet her
expectations and fighting with her every night took a toll on my mental health from a young age. If Mom was still
here, would I? Would I have tried harder to ensure I did not survive my attempt? Would I have run away? Mom was
supposed to provide protection and love, but her inability to be vulnerable made her emotionally absent. I learned to
suppress and conceal myself, and although I miss her, only after her death have I begun to understand and accept
myself.


