
October 25, 2009 
Heidi Jo is Gone 

 
She was one of my favorite people out there. She had 
a story of recovery that I felt would be an inspiration to 
everyone that knew her, or read her story. Just 24, and 
in the blink of an eye, 3 young children are without a 
vibrant, loving, courageous mother.  
 
I can tell you now, because she can't be hurt by it, that 
she was one of my sources out there. Over the years, 
we exchanged perhaps 100 or more emails. 
 
She started writing when her father, Blaine, went to jail 

for some minor drug charges. She was mad at me for blogging the bust that 
nailed him and several others. I was mad that after all those months of 
investigation,all that money, all they got were small time, low-level druggies, 
while bigger fish were laughing on the sidelines.  
 
She was mad at me, but she came to realize that she was mad at her dad. She 
then came to realize that she was mad at the circumstances that made it easy to 
get into trouble and almost impossible to get out. She was mad at her dad 
because she loved him so much, and he was broken and she could not fix it for 
him.  
 
More and more, it became, she loved her dad and she hoped that he could 
recover during this time, and break the cycle of his addictions, and know how 
good it was to have a family, and a daughter that, regardless of his flaws, his 
falling down, his addictions, loved him more than he loved himself.  
 
Blaine, if you are reading this, know that she was your warrior daughter and that 
she wanted people to treat you fairly, no matter what. She loved you, no matter 
what.  
 
Tammie, you know it was complicated between you two. But the more she was a 
mother to her children, the more she understood. Tammie, you were there for 
her, much as you could be. I know that meant everything to her as she was 
working so hard to get her life on track for better days. 
 
She never failed to mention she was grateful for her family. She never wanted to 
be from any other family. She would not trade any of you for the world.  
 
She told me of her own addictions, struggle to gain and to hold onto her sobriety. 
Told me how being busted was the best thing to ever happen to her, helped her 
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to wake up and see what she was doing... helped her to break the cycle and 
make her life worthwhile. 
 
She never felt sorry for herself. Even when the battle overwhelmed her, she 
never felt sorry for herself. She got angry at unfairness, grieved her losses, but 
never once did I sense from her, that she felt sorry for herself.  
 
And then she looked at her young child, and realized, she needed to be clean 
and sober so that she could be there for Terran. That her child was a gift in this 
world like no other. And then came Hannah... and ... 
 
I had not heard much from her in the past year. I knew she was struggling to 
stand up for herself and for her children. She was working jobs and fighting old 
issues with recurring themes... but that no matter what, win or lose, she was 
doing all she could to be the best mother for the children she loved so much.  
 
She wanted to be a good parent and she wanted her children to have a chance in 
this world to make mistakes, but to be able to recover without doing permanent 
damage. She wanted them to have a life of possibilities and to know, always 
know, that no matter what they did, she loved them.  
 
She wanted to keep them safe, but she knew the world was not safe for children. 
She would help them to become strong and confident. To know their value, even 
if those around them did not value them. 
 
I can't imagine her driving so fast that she would 'roll over', but she had to be 
driving fast for that to happen. But knowing how careful she was with her babies, 
I can't see her driving like that for no reason with them in the vehicle with her. I 
just don't understand it.  
 
Maybe it just happened that way. I don't know. I think of the ex boyfriend that was 
so intimidating to her. I think of how sometimes, people, just angry or drunk, will 
chase someone down the road--for sport. I hope that is not what happened. I 
hope it was just an accident.  
 
If someone made this happen, by chasing her, they will be forever haunted by 
what they did.  
 
I hope this was just an accident.  
 
She was an amazing person. So young, but had gone through so much and had 
such a strong spirit and great sense of humor.  
 
She was beautiful, wasn't she? Look at that smile.  
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You all knew her better than I did. I know you will miss her terribly.  
 
I told her, years ago, that I was saving all her emails and that someday, I would 
post them, so that others would be able to find inspiration in her story, to 
overcome issues and events in their own lives, and find happiness where 
happiness found her, from within and in the faces of her children. 
 
Terran, Hannah May, Annisyn, you are the best that she was. I hope that when 
you grow up, you get to know her from those who loved her, and know how much 
you meant to her. You gave her life meaning and value like nothing and no one 
else could.  
 
She shared a lot of information with me. Most of it I never posted. I knew it would 
lead right back to her. But it was the way she shared her personal life, imperfect 
as it was, that I valued most from her. She had courage. She wanted to help 
others. She wanted people to be treated fairly, no matter what.  
 
She is with her sister now. She is at peace now. She has gone home. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


