
A Letter from @HellaWidowAF 

 
In the process of sorting through my garage this past week, it hit me that I was basically sorting 
through the stuff and memories that’s accumulated in my 30s. My therapist will really enjoy this 
break up/love letter I wrote to my 30s. � ♀ � ♀  
 
I am the daughter of Chinese immigrants and was born and raised in Oakland. So many Black 
women mentored and loved me through my youth. I wouldn’t be where I am in life without that 
love! 
 

A Breakup/Love Letter to My 30s  
Dear 30s, 
 
We started out the decade happy as f**k. We had a good job that I enjoyed, bought a house, 
went on lots of weekend getaways where we ate huevos rancheros, read trashy beach novels, 
and bought a lot of cookware. The highlight was having Ducky.  
 
We were so fu*ked during our mid-30s. We went on a roller coaster ride when Ted was 
diagnosed with cancer and Ducky was only 18 months old. Remember those 10 weeks when he 
was on a feeding tube for 14 hours a day because the radiation shredded the tumor but also his 
ability to eat when we thought he beat cancer and was going to live only to have it come back 
and kill him within six weeks.  
 
Remember all the times the disease put a gun to our head and made us choose between what 
my husband needed vs what my baby needed?  
 
The whole experience was the equivalent of being raped over and over again by a disease. 
That’s how we ended up with PTSD. We ended up so exhausted and was forced to parent 
alone with the replays still happening in the head. Our life was a train wreck, but we also have 
over a thousand hot wheels and Disney cars to show for it. Every car represents both a drink 
and a step towards healing.  
 
Remember that advice we got that to repair kids from trauma, you have to play with them? 
Maybe we took it too far, but hey, we’ve always been hella extra.  
 
Our late 30s was a lot of hard work and rebuilding. We settled into widow life and worked to 
repair the wreckage in our head, our body, and our career. We learned how to manage our 
emotional damage, spent time on relationships that were soothing for our soul, and cut out all 
the sh*t that took up too much space in our heads. We learned how to breathe to combat the 



triggers that activated our fight or flight response. We’ve also taken a bunch of sunset pics, food 
pics, and thirst traps. And Ducky knows how to swim, which is a huge parenting win.  
 
Moving into our 40s during a pandemic is crazy but here we are. We are emotionally healthy, 
intentionally parenting, and surrounded by love. And we have mastered having our whole life 
arrive by delivery with one click. Still have a lot of souvenirs from our 30s to sort through but it’s 
all good. Starting this decade with some emotional bandwidth in the bank.  
 
Love you!  
 
Happy Birthday to Me 👩♀ 
 


