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Goodbye Blue Sky

Mom is dying and there's nothing I could do about it. Such a deep, 

corrosive thought, yet such a shallow, inevitable result. I try to wrap my mind 

around this day after day, but it's to no avail. How does one accept 

that? Helplessness is overwhelming when you have to sit back, unable to fix 

things for someone you love. How could there really be nothing that I could do? 

Lupus has no cure. They slow down the effects of the disease, but this just 

makes it break you down more slowly. She is breaking. I watch her break... shut 

down-- emotionally and physically.

My Mom raised me on her own. She's always pushed me to excel. She had 

me walking at six months old. Talking soon after that. Writing at four; writing in 

script at six. As daunting as all of these tasks were at the time for me, it shows 

that she truly believed in me. Now, as swiftly as I entered into her life, she will 

be pulled out of mine. 

It goes back to eighth grade. Mom had to go in for jaw realignment 

surgery-- seemingly benign, in and out surgery-- but its impact on her will last 

the rest of her lifetime. 2010, the diagnosis came. 2010, I lost my Mom. One 

day, I will ultimately lose her. I'll never be ready for that.



One day, just home from one of my first few days of high school, I 

received the news. Lupus? The thought puzzled me. Having only heard this as a 

genus in my biology class, I was perplexed as to what this meant. I, of course, 

did the worst thing that one could do with a diagnosis--I googled it. Pages 

upon pages of terrifying information were laid out before me. Each depicting 

another horror story of another family member's grueling battle with the 

disease. Soft tissues turning on themselves... The disease eating you alive. What 

a horrid reality for my mind to wrap itself around. 

All of this came as quite a shock, not only for me, but for my two sisters, 

my grandparents, and of course, Mom herself. Anger bubbled up inside me. 

How could this happen to her? She's so young. If there is a God, why isn't he 

helping her? The questions became almost pervasive. How could she just give 

up? She has three kids. She's a single mother. I'll be left to raise my little sisters. 

Two little girls growing up without a Mom. How tragic.

After a few days of trying to accept this news, the anger was replaced 

with sadness. Thinking of what life would be like without her was a nearly 

impossible feat. How could I bear the loss? Would she experience pain 

throughout this? Why can't I fix this? Unfortunately, the sadness drifted to her 

too. She soon became highly depressed. She slept away many days. I'd wake 

her, feed her, and try to make her feel better, but it was out of my hands. I 

began to feel like I was at fault. Watching her struggle felt like a negative 

reflection on me. I felt like if I could just do something better, she wouldn't 



have to hurt so much. "Mom, you need to eat." Food has no taste when there's 

no feeling left in a person. When one gives up, nothing really matters much 

anymore. "Mom, please don't smoke." "I'm dying anyway.", is what she tells me. 

Indirect suicide. There's no saving her.

She'll tell you that she's happy. She smiles on the outside. Inside she's 

broken-- emotionally and physically.

A person is born with Lupus in their genetic code. It takes a major event 

to spark the onset of symptoms, such as giving birth, another illness, or 

surgery. Prior to the event, one may appear fine. Lupus just looms in the 

horizon, like a predator waiting to attack at just the right moment. The 

disease breaks down soft tissues. It's the body's way of turning on itself, as 

though the organs are some foreign pathogen. Paradoxical-- in the attempt to 

protect itself, it's breaking itself down. She mimics this. Trying to save herself 

from the pain of separation, she pulls herself away. The illness now defines her. 

She is so broken.

Patches form on her skin to remind her, externally, what she's 

experiencing internally. She stands in front of the mirror, staring so directly 

blank, at her reflection. Small, discrete, inconsequential patches. She sees a 

monster. Scales forming, covering the beauty of her human form; it's 

overwhelming to her.

Sometimes, with a sound of relief, she'll speak of dying. She says things 

like "soon enough you won't have to deal with me" and "I might as well enjoy 



myself; I'll be dead soon anyway". So easily, these phrases seem to roll off her 

tongue. I worry that she has already moved on. I worry that she is just the shell 

of a woman now: soulless, ghostly apparition, stuck in this world, without the 

want to still be here. 

Does she know that I love her? Her heart beats out of rhythm. The heart is 

an organ-- Organs are made of soft tissues. Is it still permeated by the feelings 

of love and care, or isn't that part of her already dead?

It makes me feel burdensome-- as if I'm tying down a bird, keeping it 

from flight. I want make this all right. I want to be able to excavate her from the 

depths of depression. I want to breathe life back into her. I want to hold my 

sisters and reassure them that everything's alright. I want to have the strength 

to move past this. I want to wake up from this nightmare. I can't though; I'm 

trapped. These thoughts of inadequacy and helplessness linger in my everyday 

life. I allow myself to be taken advantage of. People smell weakness in me. I feel 

as though I'm undeserving, and thus I don't receive. I allow, and seem to almost 

invite people to break me down. I never stand up for myself. 

She tries her best to boost my esteem, but I always feel as though I come 

up short. I stay awake at night and ponder that if she doesn't wake in the 

morning, would I be okay? I never feel secure about that answer. I don't feel 

secure at all. I try to save her. I would love to be a hero-- to take this on myself 

instead, but I can't. This insecurities submerge into my daily thoughts. They 

overwhelm me. 



Even at a young age, I had trouble rationalizing death. She and I would 

watch the show ER together on Thursdays. On this particular episode, a beloved 

doctor, Dr. Green, had passed away. He had been struggling with brain cancer, I 

believe. In his last few moments, in this world, his wife came in and put his 

headphones over his ears. The song “Somewhere Over the Rainbow” was 

playing. His life faded out with the song itself. I remember the sorrowful 

realization that life is finite. I was only an Elementary schooler at this point, and 

yet I had an epiphany that it takes most people a lifetime to reach. With 

hysterics, I turned to my Mom and told her that I never want her to die. She 

held me, crying, herself, and promised me that she never will. 

Each time the song comes on, I reflect on that promise she made me. She 

was well then, and completely unaware on how soon it would be until her 

debilitating disease crept out of the background. I seemed to be more intact 

with the idea that death could approach at any given moment than her at the 

time. Too young and naive to have to consider the possibility of dying, she 

hadn’t considered the battle that she would soon have to ensue. 

Watching that TV episode seems somewhat of a minor moment in life, 

and yet, I still retained this crystal clear memorization of what happened that 

night. Dr. Green was just some fictional character. I never knew him. I never 

would get to know him. No one would. He was just a figment of some 

screenwriter’s imagination, and yet I felt a connection. Maybe not to him, 



personally, but I saw that our universes could parallel. People live, and then 

people die. 

Although it is hard to find light in all of  this, dealing with losing my Mom 

has taught me to appreciate those around me. I have learned to cherish the 

little things. When she smiles, I feel this inexplicable fulfillment. I try to make 

good impressions on those around me. I want their memories of me to bring 

them the happiness that I feel when I think of my Mom.  

One day, I hope to reach a point of acceptance for her fate-- knowing 

that I've done all that I could have. I hope that she dies knowing how strongly 

her memory will live on in all that she's come to know. I hope that this takes her 

painlessly. I hope I get a chance to say goodbye. One day I hope she finds 

peace. I hope this happens in her lifetime, partially for her sake, and partially 

for my sisters'. I hope she feels loved. She is loved. What a wonderful, beautiful 

woman. What a tragedy. 

Mom is dying and there's nothing I could do about it.


