A PARENT’S STORY
Mrs Hilary Robinson

I wanted to write a tribute for my daughter Kim to mark her 21st birthday – Sunday 22 June.

I knew it would be very difficult as only 3 years ago I thought I’d be planning a big celebration and was wondering what I’d do to mark the occasion.  I would have been running round the shops as I usually do just before her birthday trying to tick off the items that she would have given me on her “birthday wish list”.  When she reached 18 I couldn’t believe that I had such a beautiful grown up daughter.  Her Dad, brother and myself burst into her room really early to give her presents and it was the first time she wasn’t annoyed that I had woken her up early.  I remember her Dad saying on her 18th birthday how beautiful she looked.

Looking back you take so much for granted.  You just assume that your child is going to be around for the rest of your life and, even now, almost 2 ½ years later, the feelings are still so raw that I even set a place for her for dinner the other day not realising that she hadn’t been home for almost three years.

My Kim was beautiful (I know I’m biased, but it’s true because everyone use to say that).  I remember one of my bosses from work saying, “She is going to break some hearts”, our GP saying to her “Why don’t you be a model?”  Little did I know back then that it would be my heart that would be broken.  If you think you’ve experienced a broken heart – you haven’t, believe me – when you lose a child, you have.  

I have some great friends who have helped me since I lost Kim but it shows you how much you take for granted as I had such a great friend in my home already -  Kim.  We used to shop for clothes, make-up, watch the soaps and “take the piss” out of some of the characters – your typical girlie things.  She would definitely tell me if “my bum looked big” in something.  I so miss her opinion and she definitely had a lot of that.  You could never win an argument with her, she’d say “I don’t care, I’m ignorant anyway.”  We shared the same sense of humour – maybe hers was a little drier!  She had her faults and we could have some almighty screaming matches, especially if I was just off to work and she wanted to talk.  I’d say, “Kim, I have a train to catch and I’ll be late” – her response would be “Do I have to make a bloody appointment to speak to my mum?”  By the time I’d got to work there’d be a voicemail to say that she was sorry.  I miss her calls to me at work when I’d be in the middle of something that had a deadline and she’d say something like “How do I wash my pink fleece!”  This would be in the middle of July and it being boiling hot outside.  I’d have to say “Stop calling with ridiculous questions.”  If only we could go back in time.  It may sound strange to others who haven’t experienced such a loss, but I used to ring her mobile phone, hoping against hope that she would answer!

When people tell me their problems, I think to myself - that’s not a problem (I even have to say it to myself when I get irritated about little things, that I’ve had the biggest problem you can ever go through) – a problem is having to visit a cemetery and tidy your daughter’s grave.  A problem is getting a call at work to say your daughter has collapsed.  A problem is sitting by your daughter’s bedside for 3 months whilst she is in a coma willing her to get better.  A problem is wanting to go to Tiffany’s to buy something for your daughters 21st but you can’t because she’s not here any more.  A problem is having to watch her brother cry for his big sister; a problem is imagining what she would be like now.  A problem is wanting to touch and feel her face but you can’t.  A problem is wanting to say, “Give mummy a hug” and you can’t.  A problem is wanting to say I’ve lost a pound at Weight Watchers today and she saying “How did you manage that, you ate 3 droughts, 3 bags of crisps, some of Nana’s sweet potato pudding and half a bar of my bloody chocolate!”

It has been so hard watching and reading all the things in the media to celebrate Prince William’s 21st   (21st June) as I remember being in labour at the same time as Princess Diana and her Auntie Judith saying “Make sure you have the baby today as Capital Radio are giving away “goodies” if anyone has a baby on the same day as Princess Di.”  My Kim was having none of it.  Decided that she would take her time, so much so the gynaecologist said, “This baby seems to have gone to sleep, we’ll have to do an emergency caesarean.”  That just sums up my Kim – “Don’t hurry me up because I’m going to do it when I want to.”

She was ever so immaculate - her hair, nails, eyebrows and whole appearance had to be just right.  I remember taking a magazine clipping of Julia Robert’s picture to the beauty salon and asking for her eyebrows to be shaped the same way.

Kim didn’t get a chance to realise her full potential.  She didn’t attend university nor did she experience the wonders of having a child.  

I could go on and on about my daughter who was sometimes funny, sometimes sulky and moody, sometimes lazy, sometimes generous and sometimes hilarious, but she’ll always be my daughter.  I have been so lucky to have had her but so unlucky to have lost her.  I don’t understand why I lost Kim to SADS and I know I never will.  So, wherever you are my honey, Mummy still, and always will, love you.

