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My deepest regret is that I feel that I could have been a better son to my mother. I wasn’t a bad son, but I could have been better. I was still running the streets, getting into trouble. She got elderly and she was sickly. She had sugar diabetes, heart trouble, kidney problems. She went blind, but she knew her way around the house. One thing that I would say to all my girlfriends: “This is a package deal. If you want to be with me you have to help me take care of my mother.” You know, bathe her, comb her hair, sew, and cook. All of my girlfriends that I had during that time was wonderful with her. Everybody pitched in. My main thing was not to ever let her go to a convalescent home. Thank the good Lord, she never went to a convalescent home. But I still feel I could have been a better son, if I hadn’t been running the streets so much -- if I took out more time for her. I feel like I should’ve just sat on her bed and hugged her and told her how much I loved her and appreciated all the years that she sacrificed for me. But when you’re young, you just don’t know. I do know that I did the best I possibly could, considering the knowledge that I had. But I always will beat myself up a little bit feeling I could’ve have gone just a little bit further. I could’ve went an extra mile. I should’ve put aside one day a week, one day a month to sit down and talk to her. I left her home so many days, alone. I would pass by and make sure she was fed and everything, but I should’ve sat down with her. She knew I loved her, don’t get me wrong, but I never gave her a full, genuine embrace and said “I love you, girl.” She was there for me when I wasn’t there for myself. I know she knew that I loved her, and I know she loved me. I’m not beating myself up, I just regret that.
