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Smile when you remember

My favourite place for contemplation is at a beach watching a sunset. Someone 

once told me that time nearly stops at this time of the day because this is when 

angels gather to farewell the sun on its journey. I agree as it’s when I feel 

closest to my Mum.

In the early days, I could sit on a beach for hours telling her about what was 

happening in my life. But what you don’t know is that it is ten years since I lost 

my Mum to cancer.  Cancer, that horrible indiscriminate disease that steals away 

those you love. Cancer, the disease that always seems takes the undeserving.

Where is the fairness in watching someone in the prime of their life dying in a 

hospital bed? If God is so good and fair, why did he take my Mum?

I used to cry so much after she died; I thought my heart would break. I would 

look to the sky and scream out “Why? Why her? Give her back. I can’t cope 

without her.”  But no matter how many times I pleaded, I never got an answer

and I wondered how I would ever carry on living while I felt so much pain and 

heartache. Everyone told me to take one day at a time: don’t fight the pain and 

sadness, it will get easier. I couldn’t smile back then but I can now—they were 

right.

While I’ll never forget her, time does ease the pain. I used to be scared that I 

would forget her; forget her mannerisms, her little quirks, and how her smile 

would shine through her eyes. But now, even after ten years, I can still recall 

those funny little characteristics that made her unique.

For years I dreaded the thought of listening to Bette Midler’s song The Rose as I 

could not listen to it without bursting into tears. About six months after Mum 

died, it started playing while I was in a queue at NZ Post waiting to send some 

letters. My heart plummeted and even before the first verse had finished, I’d 

walked out with tears streaming down my face.

It amuses me in a sad sort of way when I think about the rituals that people do 

to keep a person alive in their mind. I am no different. My main ritual each year 

on her anniversary is to open a bottle of bubbles. She always loved a glass of 

bubbly.  It’s a solitary ritual and not one I share with my friends. Some of them 

know but they all leave me to my thoughts on that evening.
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As time passes by I am finding more and more that I need to hold onto any 

physical link I had with her. I still have all of her jewellery. A lot of it I will never 

wear but regardless, I keep it as I cannot bear to throw it away.

The garden also benefits from these yearly rituals. Rain or shine each year I 

drive myself to the Garden Centre and buy a selection of pansies. I have a patch 

of garden that is Mum’s spot.  Several years earlier she had lifted all her daffodil 

and jonquil bulbs and split them up.  I was given a bag as was her sister, my 

favourite Auntie. Mum loved her flowers and the more fragrant the better. Her

rose garden was always overflowing with pansies. The self-seeded pansies 

reminded me of the movie The Day of the Triffids as they always threatened to 

take over the rose garden entirely. I mentioned it to Mum one year but she just 

shrugged and with a smile told me “yes I know but don’t they look lovely”.

It has taken ten years but I am finally at peace with the death of my Mum. She 

was one of my best friend’s and I shared everything with her. I now realise that 

although she is dead, she never really left me. She’s here, she’s always here, 

here in the part of my heart that’s reserved just for her.


