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	Unit 8.4: Decisions That Shaped My Beliefs
English as a Second Language
Text – Live Life Like It’s Your Last Day



Live Life Like It’s Your Last Day

Samantha - Charlotte, North Carolina

This morning when I woke up and rolled out of bed, I really did not want to go to school — even though I know I need school, I feel there are better things I could be doing. If I died tomorrow, I would have regretted going to school when instead I could have gone to some place somewhere I’ve never been just to see what it’s like or spend my day with someone I haven’t seen in a while in case today is their last day. I just want to wake up with no regrets. 

I believe people should live everyday of their life like it is their last. To live in a world where people take nothing for granted would be a great place. You never know who or what you’ll encounter next, and that is why you have to be ready for the unexpected. 

The hardest person to lose in your life is your mother, granted for how some people feel that is the person who gave birth to you, who raised you, who held your hand as you learned to walk to your father, who taught you right from wrong, and who showed you everything there is to love about life. I can remember everything from the way she smelled, to the way she used to look at me when I did something to remind her of herself. We were always the best of friends even though we sometimes argued or annoyed one another. 

It was a beautiful February morning. The sun was shining and the robins were shaking snow from their feathers. The ice was crunching beneath my boots as I crossed the street to my house. I was still groggy from being abruptly awoken by a phone call from my dad to come home. It was February 29, I had learned my grandmother on my mom’s side passed away the 26, and my mom was going to fly to Houma, Louisiana, in time for the funeral. In my family, money is in great demand so my brother and I weren’t able to go. I looked at my driveway and my Grandparents car was there, I carefully climbed the icy steps to the side door of my house. I walked into my kitchen and my Grandparents were sitting at the table and my dad was on his way back from picking up my Brother. I talked with them about the past couple of days of playing in the snow and my dad walked in the door. I will never forget the expression on his face when he walked in, it made me want to puke because I knew something was extremely wrong.

My dad walked toward my brother and I, and took us in each of his arms and then he said, “Your mom she…” 

“What,” I broke in. 

“She was in an accident,” he sobbed. 

“She is okay right, she’s gonna be okay right!” I was frantically trying to get every word out of my throat. The news I was dreading to ever have to hear. 

“She died during the night,” he replied. 

“No your lying, no please tell me your lying,” was all I could say. “NO!” I got up. “Why would you lie about something like this!” 

“I’m not lying sweetheart,” he said. I ran to my room and that’s all I can remember. 

To this day I hate the month of February, and I dread the end of January and I never can wait till March first, which was her birthday. She would have been 37 years old. If I had lived everyday like it was mine or her last, I would have spent every last second I had with her instead of being selfish and staying with my friends. There are plenty of reasons to live your life like it’s your last day, but she was mine.

Source: http://thisibelieve.org/essay/6615/
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