Do you know the
Shoe Fairy of
Mount St. Mary?
She gave Mom these
playful runners.
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She stood 4’10 and a half inches.
She was very proud of that extra half inch because
“that’s where all the magic lives,” she said. Classical music aficionado, stray dog lover,
and birdwatching enthusiast, she knew the name of every flower in her garden.
Her name is Leslie Matthews, and she’s my mom.

Rescued by the angels at Mount St. Mary

You’ll often hear me say my mom was rescued by angels at Mount St. Mary, because
that’s what truly happened. You’ll see what I mean.
Fiercely independent, you would often see this tiny fireball of energy helping people
in need or traipsing around the neighbourhood with her faithful companion, Buddy,
a scraggly little rescue dog she adopted. You could see they were inseparable —
Buddy and the beast, she liked to say.
As time passed, dementia began to creep in. You’d probably agree it wasn’t
noticeable at first. And, you know how easy it is to dismiss a forgotten pot on the
stove. A wallet left in the produce aisle. A lost set of keys. You’ve probably misplaced
your keys once or twice, right?
But as the years progressed, so did this frightening condition. You may have
seen this kind of thing with people you know. She couldn’t remember where she
parked her car — so she’d walk home. She didn’t recognize any of the clothes in
her closet — so she donated them. Would you believe, she forgot to eat at night,

convinced she had just finished
lunch a few moments ago.
You see, I was not aware of the
trouble she was in right away.
Living in Vancouver, I didn’t know
the day-to-day issues that were
slowly impacting her life. You
might have done the same thing
as me. I arranged for home care,
thinking that would be enough to
help. It wasn’t. Another year went
by. And mom struggled.
Then mom fell and broke her
hip. It was devastating, as you can
imagine. Confused and crying,
mom was taken to hospital. While
Leslie feeling happy and
she wasn’t fully aware of her situation,
at home at Mount St. Mary
I knew she wasn’t going home. You
probably know someone in your life
who doesn’t want to live in care. That was my mom. All mom ever wanted was to live
independently. She couldn’t understand why I would choose to put her in care. You
understand this broke my heart.
But, you’ll see how lucky she was. She moved to Mount St. Mary Hospital,
and the staff there took better care of mom than I ever could. That’s the simple
truth. They nursed her back to health. They restored her dignity and provided a safe
place to be herself and connect with others. They helped her laugh (and I mean truly
laugh) again. You could hear her laugh from down the hall.
But it wasn’t until the Shoe Fairy paid her a visit that I truly understood the depth of
humanity of this very special place.
No, my mom is not the Shoe Fairy. I still don’t know who it is. At 4’10” (and a
half!), you might mistake my mom for a pixie or an elf. Always on the move, she
roamed the halls and beautiful gardens at Mount St. Mary, happily greeting residents,
staff, and visitors alike. She walked so much she wore out her running shoes. That’s
when she was visited by the Shoe Fairy.

A profound act of selflessness and compassion

I know the fairy is someone who works at Mount St. Mary. She saw that mom
needed new running shoes and spent the time and effort to go out and buy her two
new pairs. She paid for them using her own money. Believe me, when I found out,
I tried to reimburse whoever it was. But they never came forward. I still don’t know
who it was.
I was flabbergasted. But what could I do? I think you’ll agree that in a place so
underfunded, so strapped for cash, that someone using their own money to buy
shoes for a resident is truly astonishing. They could be buying things for their own
family. But they chose to buy a priceless gift for my mom.
This is the care you can only get at Mount St. Mary. Your heart would melt if
you witnessed everything I did when I visited my mom. A care aide gently holding
mom’s hand when she was anxious. A nurse quietly singing to her as she was being
changed. The respect and patience everyone showed. You’d see how they made sure
to let this scared and confused little woman with severe dementia know she was
valued as a beautiful human being.
These are not stories you hear from other care homes. As you know, they aren’t
the norm. But despite the fact they are so overworked and so woefully underfunded,
Mount St. Mary staff show love and
commitment to each resident 365 days a year.
But as you know, they urgently need more
funds to help the ones we love.
That’s why I’m donating to Mount St.
Mary. And I hope you will too. Granted, I
have a vested interest in supporting the place
that changed my mom’s life. But I know if
you had a loved one in long-term care right
now, you would be grateful for the generosity
of those able to make a donation.
Choose the gift YOU want to give. Your
gift can bring the joy of music therapy to
an anxious resident. Or you may choose to
support the spiritual care program and give a
resident a shoulder to lean on, a confidante to
talk to.

Leslie with her grandkids
Naia and Zoe.

When you direct your donation to urgently
needed equipment, you buy ceiling lift
motors, new mattresses, exercise machines,
blanket warmers and more. Every gift is
precious and enhances the lives of people living
at Mount St. Mary. Each gift makes a difference.
You make a difference.
I miss her so much. As I was writing you this
letter, my mom passed away, just earlier this
month. I’m heartbroken. She was just shy of her
88th birthday. When I arrived at Mount St. Mary
to say a final goodbye, everyone — from the
nurses to housekeeping — came into her room
to cry with me. They shared stories of special
moments they had with mom. The love they all
have for residents in their care is undeniable, and
I am forever grateful. You would be too.

Taking time to smell the
flowers in the beautiful
gardens at Mount St. Mary.

My mom would want to thank you. On behalf
of my mom, and all the other residents for whom Mount St. Mary exists, I want to
say thank you. For your past support and for continuing to make a difference by
helping the most vulnerable in our society. Your generous donation ensures Mount
St. Mary can continue providing exceptional care for people just like my mom.
With respect,

Leslie’s boy
P.S. I’ve enclosed a donation form. You can use it to mail in your donation today or
donate at mountstmary.ca — either way you’ll receive a charitable tax receipt.
P.P.S. I hope you’ll join me as a monthly donor. It costs less than 50 cents a day to
donate $15 a month.
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