Memory 5001
When I think about regret, it takes me back to my father, who passed away. My father was a widower for thirty years. He had lived with me with for 15 years before he decided to remarry. He and his new wife came and lived with me and my husband, and that wasn’t great, but that’s ok. He would go back to Mexico with his new wife every so often to visit, but they lived with us. I have this sick, sick, sick brother and he convinced my father that my sister and I were stealing money from him. What was to steal? $700/month social security? Give me a break. But my brother is a sick, twisted guy, and he convinced my father. So my father called me a thief, called my sister a thief. We were devastated. We weren’t speaking. He moved out of my house and went to Mexico. It had been a year and a half and then he died suddenly.  I regret not being the bigger person and not calling my daddy. I should have told him “I didn’t do anything wrong, but I forgive you.” I regret not calling him. I never got to tell him one last time that I loved him. He knew I loved him and I know he loves me. But it’s sad and I really regret not calling my dad. But I didn’t. And it’s too late. 

