Julie Folkerts
Day One Challenge
May 16, 2023

My Only Sister
	After Mom’s diagnosis with Stage IV Lung Cancer in May 2010, my sister, Veronica, continued to live with Mom in one of her spare bedrooms in the townhouse.  After each chemotherapy infusion, at three-week intervals, unable to count on Veronica to be there for Mom if she needed anything, I rearranged my work schedule and confirmed with my husband that I would take Mom to chemo and then return with her to stay the night.
	Disappointed with Veronica at her apathetic view of the situation and unwillingness to help with Mom’s situation, frustrated my heart felt heavy during a visit when I was planning for the upcoming Christmas holiday gathering.  
“Veronica, you and your boys are going to come to dinner at my house, right?” I asked as she arrived at the townhouse.
	“No, I don’t think so,” she replied.
	“What?” I quickly spouted.  “This could be Mom’s last Christmas with all of us,” I pleaded.
	“I just don’t think it would be a good idea,” Veronica stated.  Ryan, Veronica’s younger son, ten years old, accompanied her and listened intently to our conversation.
	“And why not?  I don’t understand,” I said.  “I think she would be sad without you and your boys there to celebrate with us.”
	“I just don’t think we’re going to,” she stated.  Then remarked, “I don’t think Mom is that sick.”
	Appalled at her comment, I quickly huffed out of the room.  There was no reasoning with her.  Veronica is stubborn, always has been, and does what she wants.  She’s divorced twice, and during the settlement with the father of her boys, she only got visitation every other weekend and certain holidays to be with her boys.  She and the boys moved in with Mom during her two-year divorce battle.  She did not pay a dollar in rent.  She came and went as she pleased, asking Mom to watch the boys whenever needed.  She took advantage of Mom’s kindness, only periodically cooking for them or purchasing groceries.
	As more time went by, anxiety took hold of my head and heart, becoming more and more bitter from Veronica’s actions and in-actions.  During Mom’s last year, we moved her into our home, and I, along with my husband and two daughters, took care of her.  We were blessed to be a part of Mom’s life and give back to her in some small way.  We lost my Mom in 2013. I try to remember that you can’t go back and make things right with others after they are gone.  Live life with no regrets.
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