
Tana, 

You must be dealing with insurmountable grief right now, and I'm so sorry you're hurting.  

I'm sending this email tonight to let you know that despite 2 years of deafening silence, I've finally heard 

you loud and clear. I'm afraid I've waited much too long to send this, as I waited far too long to engage 

in the self-reflection required to try to understand why you won't communicate with me., and carried 

loads of false hope that things would change. I see now, they will not.  

I don't know, exactly, what happened, at (or before) Blade's graduation to make you hate me so much, 

but I acknowledge that you need space and time. I've re-run that weekend in my head a million times 

but all I remember is that even as I was making my way to Roswell, you were already over the edge with 

anger. As I'm sure you recall, that entire weekend was stressful. In the weeks leading up to the trip, I 

was stressed about the drive, the cost of getting there and back, and about what I may or may not 

encounter with Delores when I got there. You had just been to Florida, the month before, and I thought 

things went well. I didn't expect to be met with such hostility by you, upon my arrival. I know that I had a 

lot on my mind, and your brother wasn't making things any easier by the shenanigans he pulled just 

days before graduation. The fact that he had put everything in jeopardy with just hours to go, had me 

angry, and worried, and unable to focus on anything other than getting him out of high school and on to 

the next chapter. 

We had come from East and West to be there for and with him that weekend. I couldn't let that be for 

nothing. 

I'm sure the rehashing of my stress/desperation doesn't mean much to you. Until you have a child 

I wouldn't expect you to understand what comes along with that. Mostly though, I wouldn't expect you 

to care about any of it. What I do expect is for you to see, through your eyes, 31 (almost) years of 

failure, disappointment and shortcomings on my part. And you'd be right. 

but I can acknowledge that I have failed you more often than not. I've disappointed you more than one 

person should have been in a lifetime; and my shortcomings are far too many to list. But I understand 

this is not about me. We are both adults, and you have done a good job of navigating your way through 

life thus far. I am proud, as I know you are, of your accomplishments. 

I am sorry for not listening to your feelings. I am sorry for putting the needs of various men, and your 

brother, before yours. I'm sure you don't remember, or perhaps you just don't want to remember, when 

I used to say you are the soul of my soul. Those weren't just words - It's just as true now, as it was then. 

You are my first. No one, and nothing, will ever take your place in my heart. No matter, regardless of 

how much time lapses or how much hate you hold in your heart for me, and in loving you as greatly as I 

do, I respect your desire to be left alone. I know that us not speaking has less to do with one weekend's 

worth of actions and the way you've been made to feel over the course of your life.  



There isn't a day that goes by that I don't miss you. Things happen every day that make me want to text 

you, or call you, and laugh about them with you. No one sees the silliness and irony of this crazy world 

like I do - except you. 

I was a terrible parent to you. I know it. I don't ever remember a time when you were happy, and that 

makes me so incredibly sad., It's unbearable, actually. It's a fact that I've beat myself up about it for too 

many years. I can't change the past, I learned that lesson the hard way. But I also understand that at 

some point, parenting ends for some people, and I gave you no choice but to wrest it from my grasp 

when I couldn't make it work. What I can do though, is make sure the future is different. I hoped we 

could give things another chance. I understand now that you are not interested in doing that, so, I'll let 

it, and you, go.  

You and your grandmother were so incredibly close that it must be hell trying to figure out your life 

without her. I am confused and searching as well, but when wasn't I? I was hoping, with Grams going so 

quickly, that you'd come to understand that we get one life - and but a few seconds, really, to make it 

what we want it to be. It took me 47 years, and many, many detours and land mines to understand what 

I'm telling you now. I made a mess of the first half, but I've finally found my way through the darkness. 

I'm sorry Tana. I'm sorry I wasn't what you neededdidn't give you what you needed. I'm sorry I wasn't 

there, physically or emotionally, for so many years. I'm sorry for making you feel as though you were 

less worthy of attention than your brother, any of my boyfriends, my friends, and my friends' kids. I'm 

sorry for invalidating the abuse I exposed you to at Steve's hands by keeping him around, and suggesting 

Blade maintain a relationship with him, even for his own selfish purposes. I'm sorry for projecting onto 

you my insecurities, and for relegating you so often to number three – behind me and whomever else 

was more interesting to me at any given point. As all parents do at this stage of the game, all I can say is, 

I did the best I could with the tools I had. An excuse? No. Not hardly. More of an explanation, One that 

warrants more than just a few lines in an email. I'm afraid email is all I have though - if you've even read 

this far. But most of all, I'm sorry for not listening to you, and for not acknowledging your feelings, 

instead nearly always focusing on my own.  

That isn't a way to treat a loved one, and it certainly isn't the way to treat one's child.  

I know what's past is past and there are few amendments to be made, if any. That I've often shunted 

parental duties to others is no secret; that I've lied to those I draw close, and mistreated them as well, I 

acknowledge. It must have been difficult for you to meet new people every few months and years, to 

never know who or what you were going to get with me. You were a shy child, an introverted teen, and 

one who prizes her alone time — something I didn't fully appreciate.  

Your feelings are valid. I acknowledge them, and I hear you. When, or if, you want to reach out to me, I 

will always be here. In the meantime,  

Tana, I knew in my heart, a long time ago, that there was not going to be a reconnection with you, but as 

a mom, I had hope. I always had hope. 



After hearing how you speak about me, the things you say about me, and how you feel about me...I 

finally get the reality. I finally understand that hope is lost, and no change will come. 

I love you - as I always have, and always will. Please Tana, for your own sanity, let go of the anger you 

hold so close and learn to be happy. Life is so much better that way. 

I hear you have built yourself a happy, functioning life, and for that I am grateful. I hope you continue to 

do well, and find the peace, love, and community you've craved for so long. 

Love always,  

Mom  

 


