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Pina’s death had made my mother 
even more protective of me. I was 
not allowed to participate in many 
social activities. I had friends in the 
neighbourhood, but rarely ventured 
far from home. I did not want to 
add to my mother’s worries, after 
all she had been through, losing a 
daughter. Occasionally, I resented 
the restrictions. I saw myself as be-
ing different from other Canadians. 
As an immigrant born in Italy, I was 
sometimes embarrassed that my 
parents weren’t more like Canadian 
parents, who seemed more permis-
sive, and less protective of their 
daughters. In retrospect, I can ap-
preciate their fears, their concerns, 
their expectations. 

I have come to realize that every-
one mourns in his or her way, in his 
or her time. I mourned my sister’s 
death 16 years after it happened. 
When I was 15, I experienced the 
gamut of emotions at the time of 
Pina’s death and afterwards, but not 
until I was coming to terms with 
another loss in my life did I truly 
feel the loss of my sister, and con-
template what we never shared or 
would share as siblings. 

My thoughts, emotions, hopes, 
and fears bombarded me as I mourn-
ed the end of my marriage in 1990, 
and tried to make the pieces of my 
life fit together. Some pieces didn’t 
fit. Some were lost. I was lost.

I looked at my two innocent sleep-
ing children at night, and knew I 
had to be strong. For them. For me. 
Somehow, my mind turned to Pina, 
who hadn’t been in my thoughts for 
some time, and the dam that had 
been building up inside of me over 
the years finally burst. I felt the loss 
of Pina acutely, and I experienced 
such anguish at being unable to 
communicate to her my pain that I 
wrote her a letter , expressing all my 
feelings, my regrets, my love. 

Dear Pina,
I’m all stressed out and I wish you 

were here to help me in these trying 
times. I’m sorry we never got the chance 
to work out our adolescent immaturity 

and develop a strong sisterly bond. Life 
is such a struggle at times. I know a lot 
of people are far worse off than me, but 
I can’t help feeling overwhelmed and 
exhausted. My spirit is low and I’m 
impatient and short-tempered. I burst 
into tears at the slightest provocation. 
I’m worried because there’s a heavi-
ness in my chest and I feel that stress 
is taking over my life. All the demands 
of work, the kids, and the divorce are 
taking their toll on me.

It’s go, go, go all the time, and I 
think I have come to the point where 
I’ve got to make changes or I will be-
come sick. I just want peace to return 
to my life, and I want my kids to have 
an emotionally healthy childhood, in 
spite of the divorce. 

You know, Pina, once when Sarah 
was a baby, her sleeping face seemed to 
be a vision of you. Maybe I had seen 
that expression on one of your baby 
pictures … I don’t know. Could it be 
possible that there is a part of you in 
Sarah? I know one thing: she’s artistic, 
like you were. Maybe what you and 
I never had as sisters, I’m supposed to 
have with Sarah….

I’m sorry if I ever hurt your feel-
ings. I miss what we could have had. I 
know you would have been my friend. 
My only consolation is that you’re in a 
better place, close to God.

Dear Pina, pray for all of us—me, 
my children Sarah and Jordan, our 
mother, father, brothers—that we can 
come to peace in our lives. I will say 
this prayer for you: Eternal rest grant 
upon Pina, oh Lord, and let perpetual 
light shine upon her. May she rest in 
peace. Amen.

I never told you, but I love you.
Rosanna
November 28, 1991

When I completed the letter, I 
was spent emotionally, but at peace. 
I had finally mourned my sister. And 
from that moment, I felt her angel 
wings embracing me, giving me the 
strength I needed to carry on
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Psalm 69 for the 
Goddess

My heart is a fragile
shade of moon.
Yours a dandelion
broken and bloomed.

I gather
on a woman’s month
among the native birch,
plant my seeds
with prayer:
Mother God, please
another heart,
a sun to light
my womb.
For it is a dark galaxy
turning there.
The organs
like constellations,
the waters
a shallow blue.
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