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This piece is unique because I haven't expressed my feelings about this topic before. The 

journey started in February of 2018. It was a good day at school, but it went downhill when I 

came home. My mom told us that she was diagnosed with liver cancer, a very rare cancer. It was 

a tough night because my siblings also learned about our mom’s cancer. The doctor gave her at 

least six months to live. My mother and I had already gone through our healing journey of 

misunderstanding, pain, forgiveness, and love. I was adopted at a young age which comes with 

growing pains all its own, my relationship with my mother ebbed and flowed, but we had just 

recently reached a point of understanding, a new feeling of trust. I would look forward to coming 

home from school to discuss our days, joke about the good, the bad, the ugly. My relationship 

with my mom had changed, she was the mom I had wanted all my life. 

Despite numerous treatments, surgeries, all our hopes, and prayers, her cancer continued 

to spread. My once vibrant vivacious mother began to fade. It was subtle at first, she was just a 

bit tired, then she was napping more, then she was unable to dress, unable to find the energy to 

get out of bed. Watching her deteriorate as her body shut down was a rough process. We went 

from having six months with her to just a few weeks. My mother was able to be home with us 

until the end, she was simply in too much pain. In three days she left her home she was so proud 

of, to a hospital room, to a hospice room. In September I had to say goodbye to someone that 

meant the world to me. I have lost a lot of people in my life, but this one hurt the most. I went to 

my mother’s funeral feeling numb, and after a while, I simply didn't want to be here anymore. 

Fighting my depression, my anxiety and the loss of my mother was more than I could handle on 

my own. I was checked into a mental hospital for a while. My mother had helped keep me 



balanced, those daily talks kept me on an even keel. It is a painful process to lose the person you 

can open up to. The picture I provided represents me staring at the coffin; thinking about 

everything we did as a daughter and mother, the journey we had together. She was one of the 

best and most beautiful people I have ever known. Our journey wasn’t perfect, losing her isn't a 

journey I want to have again, but I am so grateful she was my mom. Forever and always 


