
My Mom is My Hero and Role Model 

My mom is my hero and role model. Since I was born, I was very ill with severe asthma and allergies. 
Back in the day, there were little treatments other than hospitalization, oxygen and breathing 
treatments. So, I would spend many days and nights struggling to breathe. I remember my mom holding 
me in a rocking chair, rocking me back and forth in her lap while I struggled to breathe. Mom would 
drive me 30 minutes to the family doctor and hospital. She stayed by my side many times in the hospital 
and at home as I laid in my tent/bed. She would fill my vaporizer with cool water every night. I was in 
the hospital seven times in one year and almost died one of those times. I was even admitted to the 
hospital on Christmas day. I remember sitting on the exam table that faced a window that looked out at 
the hospital. I heard the doctor say, “I’m sorry Rosalie, I’m going to have to admit her.”  I remember how 
I felt that day, I cannot even imagine how my mom must have felt.  

 Mom drove me to all my appointments. She brought food to me at school because the school 
food was full of allergens. Mom took on principals, teachers, and school counselors when I could not go 
to school. My mom was my caregiver and protector. My mom is a petite lady at less than five-foot-tall 
and weighed a whopping 110 pounds at the time, if that, but she would take them all on regardless of 
size. If my mom was afraid, she did not show it. If she was worried, it did not show. To me she was a 
fearless, tower of strength that I could turn to make things all right. 

Mom will soon be 81 years young this year. Now it is my turn to take care of her. God, 
thankfully, made me an RN. I am now my mom’s caregiver. I prepare her meals, help her walk around 
the house, fix her makeup (what little she wears) when she goes out, I help dress her, give her 
medications, and drive her to medical appointments. I am now her advocate. She is now frail. Her body 
filled with pain. Mom has problems with her heart, lungs, and kidneys. She has the occasional bowel or 
bladder accident. She has times of confusion and forgetfulness due to her medical conditions. She is no 
longer able to care for herself. I do it all for her, just as she once did for me. With the COVID 19 
lockdown, my mom has not been able to go to the hairdresser, her little luxury. Last weekend, I had the 
opportunity to wash and set my mom’s hair. Something I will treasure forever. I thank God for my mom 
and the chance to care for her like she cared for me.  


