Mildred Miyuki Okamura
March 27, 1919 - February 17, 2016

Mildred Miyuki Okamura, 96, of Honolulu, died on February 17, 2016 in Honolulu. She
was born in Kapaa, Hawaii. She was a registered nurse. She is survived by her sons, Ron
and Collin Okamura. Grandsons, Aldon and Christopher Okamura.
Someday You’ll Understand
Introduction:
I thought about keeping this only for my family, but now I realize that this is something I
should share with everyone. Thoughts are useless unless it’s shared with other people. I
hope this changes your life. My mom has decided today, to take a vacation and has left for
paradise. I will miss her but I know she did this so that I would learn. I wrote this about my
mom 5 years ago.
Many things pass us by in life. When I was younger, I felt that being with mom used to be
an obligation and many times an inconvenience. She would always tell me what to do
every time we talked. I would rather be with my friends or later in my life with my wife and
kids. I was always too busy to spend time with her. I noticed as she gets older, another
view of the same woman emerged. She now is in her early nineties, and so frail. I realized
some things that were not evident before. She is the most patient, sweetest, kindest and
most understanding person you can ever meet. If you ever had the fortunate chance to
meet and talk with her, you would know that you had been blessed with her love and
kindness. She has always accepted life no matter what kind of adversity confronts her.
She has been exposed to a multitude of life’s harshest moments, often times near death.
In spite of these frightening and painful events, she was always forgiving and full of hope.
She always tries to improve the quality of others before herself. She has been this way for
as long as I have known her. So, far I have not met an equal to her. Lately, I want to spend
more time with her. We just don’t have time to think about it when we’re younger. There is
so much to do when you are young. Now that I have children that soon will be
independent and they will be facing the same challenges I face now, I have a brief
understanding what she must feels. In time, I will be stepping into her shoes. I can only

hope I can be a fraction of the goodness she is. Here are some observations I am making
of her, but I know I am not far off from the truth.
• Do you remember when you were three years old? I held your hand to keep you steady
from falling or getting hurt when you crossed the street. I gave you instructions in life to
keep you safe. Now life has gone and has placed us into a full cycle. Now I am the three
year old holding as hard as I can to your arm so I can cross the street. I patiently listen to
your instructions hoping I can remember them later on today. Please share the kindness
and patience I shared with you.
• When I can’t hear you when you’re angry…sometimes isn’t because I can’t hear you. It’s
because I love you and want to only hear the sweet things from your voice. Even though I
may be losing some of my hearing, it still doesn’t change the volume and depth of love I
have for you.
• I move as fast as I can for you. I normally don’t, because I don’t want too. For you, I want
to. I know how important your time is to you. Only one thing holds me back from keeping
up with you. The pain that creeps throughout my body grows each day. This pain is
becoming a larger part of my life as I get older. It slows me down. Holding on to something
when I get up from sitting, consciously stepping over small obstacles, even getting out of
bed are challenges you haven’t faced yet. Sometimes pain overwhelms me, making me
forget the simplest things and often this pain is strong enough to make me cry. It hurts so
much sometimes, I can hardly breathe. I don’t tell you because I don’t want you to worry
too much about me. The greatest pain I feel is when I am all alone. I recall moments when
you were angry with me. Please remember my love.
• I can no longer see as a young person. My body has bent me over to where I can only
see the ground. I no longer can see signs above me or reach in high places. My vision is
fading and I have lost interest in my most favorite passion which is reading. I am unable to
eat because I can no longer see the beautiful food you have placed in front of me. I am
still happy because each day I wake up I can still see God’s beauty in you.
• I am always worrying about you and your family. I want only the best things in life for you.
All of my closest friends have died and gone. Imagine what it would be like if you lost your
mother, father and all of your brothers and sisters and all of your best friends. Loneliness
is my constant companion. You are all I have left. No one else. This is my situation. All that
is left is you and my love for you.
• I find that each day I am able to do less and less. All my money, power and fame start to
fade away as I step near the door of death. It’s funny how the most valuable and important
things in your life changes into simple things like love, companionship and holding your
hand.
• All that remains is my thoughts and love for you. I reflect on what events are most dear
to me. I remember my worst failures and the greatest victories. I remember when you

were born and later when you left me to get married. Memories that span over several
decades just past in an instant. Don’t forget to ask me about you before I cross the door of
this life. I know I will surprise you with my experiences.
• Fear is the one thing that passes my mind more frequently. I am afraid of things I can’t
control. It seems that I have lost control of everything I took for granted:
o Getting the right change at the cashier’s counter while people are impatiently waiting
o Rushing to cross the street in time before the light turns red
o Keeping my balance when I ride the bus or when I bring home groceries.
o Feeling panic when a stranger yells angrily at me and I don’t know why.
o Wondering who are these people who seem to know me? I look at them with a blank
stare. I feel like mind has been erased and I am meeting them all for the first time.
o Looking at my bank statement like it’s written in some foreign language. Do I have
enough money? Where is the rest of it? How will I survive? What will happen to me?
o The greatest two fears I are the ones I never talk about. The fear of dying and losing you
and your family’s love.
• My memory spans over 96 years. Events, people, places, information have been building
up for almost a 100 years. I can’t keep up anymore. My mind is like an overstuffed file
folder with so much information I forget things that happened moments ago. I know it’s
getting worse everyday. I pray that I will never forget you and your love for me.
Just remember that I don’t need money, a new dress, or a diamond jewelry. Sharing a
meal with me is the greatest gift you can give me. I just need your companionship and
your hand to hold to keep me going. I am your mother and my love will be with you long
after I am gone from this world. Carry this love in your soul as you move forward in life.
Share this love with others who you love. Let them have my hopes for you. Let them
understand my love for you.
“Then maybe someday you’ll understand”.
Conclusion:
Spend time with your parents, children and friends who have become family. Consider this
as an investment and not an expense of your valuable time. Take them out and break
bread with them. This would be better than any physical gift you can give them. Love from
others can last a lifetime. Love is a great tutor to teach you who you have become or who
you want to be. My mom has taught me both. Your parents and elderly friends have
hidden stories. These stories can become visible only if you take the time to listen to them.
They can change your life’s direction. Don’t let these stories vanish into dust.
You, I and everyone you know and will meet are just visitors in this world. Everything here

in this world is temporary. The only thing constant in our lives is change. Love is the one
thing that makes these changes better. Love provides hope to those who have given up
for less. I have learned so much from my mom over the years and I am thankful for each
moment with her. She has been my greatest educator. Aloha Mom. Until we meet again.
To my friends and family I know that God will bless you all.
Respectfully Submitted,
Ron Okamura
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“

My sincere condolences to your family. May you find comfort found in the words of
Isaiah 25:8
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