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Two days before Christmas
The 23rd day of December 2005 is a day I will live to remember not for any grand reason necessarily, but as the worst day of my life, it may seem dramatic when I say it was the absolute worst day of my life, but it is true. It is on this day that I lost my dear mother, and death took her at 56 years of age while I was only 19 years old learning to navigate the treacherous world. On this particular day, I was working the graveyard shift as a hospital cleaner, I started work at midnight, and by around 8.30 in the morning, I was heading home. It was common to find my mother preparing breakfast as she always did because of all the hobbies she loved cooking the most. After several attempts of calling out to her with no answer, I began to wonder why she slept late because she was an early bird, I went to her room and found her lying in bed motionless.
 She was not breathing, and this made me panic, I ended up calling 911 and decided to try cardiopulmonary resuscitation to help restart her breathing, but the chest compressions had no impact because she still lay there motionless. I desperately repeated the chest compressions over and over again until the paramedics showed up, but it was too late for my mother had already passed away. I felt my world crumble before my eyes, and she had been the only one by my side after my father moved away. My mother passed away two days before Christmas, a time when love and family are most prioritized and needed. Without a doubt, my mother had been the most important person in my life, and her death made me realize that she was also the most powerful person I have ever known.
Losing my mother was like the sky falling down on me; it was both unbelievable and lucid. I sat there at her side, wondering what to do, I was thinking of everything but nothing in particular. Some part of me felt abandoned, but I also pitied my mother, it’s as if I thought death was a bully that my mom could not avoid or deal with. It was the most tragic experience I have had to experience, and sometimes I still think it was a dream, acceptance has been very difficult. (Warnick, 2015) Nothing convinces people of an impossibility than seeing what one thought was impossible happening right before their eyes, as the medics took my mother’s body something changed in me because before she died I had had an intellectual understanding of death, I had lost some close friends and even attended their funerals.
 My mother dying at 56 from heart failure made me question the very order of things, I saw her motionless body taken away, but something in me was fighting the logical and rational understanding of death. I was crushed to the point of helplessness, and nothing mattered on that day, not even my life. I never wanted to call anyone, not my dad, no one. All I felt was the need to crawl out of my skin and disappear from this existence and follow my mother to wherever she went, and I realized she had been my whole world in so many ways. Mothers are glorious, and a rare gift that is unparalleled the world over, to lose a mother is to lose a big part of you. Christmas of 2005 was the least enjoyable that I have ever experienced because it flew away so fast.
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