Dearest Kathleen,

My Auntie Sylvia just died, my mother’s sister. She died at home, with her daughters holding her hands. She was 85.

It occurred to me that it might be time to tell all the people I loved in my life how much I truly loved them. Sean told me that he didn’t want to tell you about me because of the way you understood the world. Your paradigm did not include divorce. It would hurt you. For that, I truly apologize. I only divorced Sean. I never divorced his family, but I’m American, and we just are a different breed than the Irish. It’s ok.
I left because, before we were married, Sean made me abort our child. I looked at my abusive mother and if he said he’d leave me, I would have had no choice but to expose my baby, an innocent soul, to the pain my mother would cause. I cried on the operating table. The doctors said, “Are you sure?” And I said, “Yes,” to save the child from the pain of an unstable life. I still cry. And after 7 years, I left. I think it’s called post-abortion trauma. 

At the time, I forgave him with my heart and married him anyway, but my body raged. Hormones are funny things. I wish we didn’t have them. Life would be so much easier.

I left for California because I wanted to make a dream online community, but the person who made the genius installation for me was bipolar and very ill, so my dream died, and I ended up saving him. Much happened since then. Sean and I have remained friends, and I am grateful for that. I am so glad he found happiness with Laure. I told him let her have a baby. “Don’t do to her what you did to me,” I wrote him. I hope they have many children.

I am in South Georgia now with James and 8 animals, our darlings. I garden. The soil is amazing here. Magnolias, Japanese hibiscus, pink dogwood, pink cherry trees, giant red amaryllises, all kinds of lilies, peonies. Roses. Roses are work, but I do it. I work in the online gaming industry as an online community manager, and do not look 50 by any means. 

But upon my Aunt Sylvia’s death, I couldn’t help myself. I had to write to you and tell you that you were one of the most beautiful people it has ever been my honor to meet. I have your pictures everywhere. I am thankful for the time I knew you, and will always love you.

I wanted to tell you that while you were still alive and well. Mary, too. I loved Mary, and Robert, Lorraine, Peter, Lora, Leo, and Tom, of course.

You don’t have to write back. Don’t trouble yourself. I am very well, and will keep you in my heart always.

With eternal gratitude for your existence… Barbara

Barbara

