
 

 

 
My Mom’s Story 
Written by Laura Batz Townsend  
 
Five years ago, My Mom made the decision to 
have total knee replacement surgery.  I came 
down to San Antonio the night before her 
surgery so that I could be there for her. That 
night, we were in the family room watching 
TV. It was a nightly ritual of ours when I came 
to San Antonio to visit.  With my dad asleep 
and my two daughters tucked in, Mom and I 
had time to relax and just catch up.  We were watching 24. We loved seeing 
how Jack Bauer was going to save the world yet again in only one day 
 
I always cherished those moments and even now they are some of my 
fondest memories, Mom was looking over all her paperwork for the hospital, 
getting ready for her knee replacement surgery the next day. She timed it 
just right so that she would have enough time to heal and be ready to 
welcome the arrival of her fourth grandchild, Riley.   

  
 
We went to the hospital the next morning. My Dad, my aunt Joanne, and I 
were all with her in the Pre-operative room. She was still so calm and strong. 
I was so proud of her. The nurses came and got her and I gave her a kiss and 
told her I would see her in a few hours. Dad, Joanne, and I sat in the waiting 
room nervously for a couple of hours. I always thought that this was the 
scary part, the surgery. The doctor came out and told us everything went 
great and the surgery was a success.  



 

 

 
They moved her down to the orthopedic floor. They had her on a PCA 
receiving 2mg of morphine. She was doing well until about 6pm when she 
started to FEEL nauseated from eating cream soup. The nurse gave her a 
sedative for nausea.  
 
We were trying to decide if one of us should stay with my Mom overnight in 
the hospital. The nurse told us to go home because Mom really needed her 
rest. She had to get up at 4:00 A.M. to go to her first physical therapy 
session. We went over with the nurse the medications she was to receive that 
evening.  The nurse told us that she was to receive her nausea medication, 
morphine, and another narcotic for pain. We told that nurse that she didn’t 
need all of that medication. If anything only give her the morphine because 
her pain and nausea were not bad anymore.  
 
At 10:00 P.M., I gave my Mom a kiss and told her she was doing great and 
that I loved her. I never imagined that would be the last time she would 
speak to me or tell me goodnight and that she loved me. I will forever wish 
that I had not listened to the nurse. I will forever wish I had stayed with her.  
 
The phone rang around 3:15 A.M. It was the hospital. The hospital staff 
informed Dad that Mom was having trouble breathing and that we should 
come down to the hospital. We immediately got dressed and raced to the 
hospital.  
 
I raced into her room, and at that moment I felt a pain that I have never 
experienced in my life. I thought my Mom was already dead. She was so 
white and lying still on the bed. The nurse was pumping oxygen into her. 
She could not breathe on her own. I started yelling and screaming, and it 
took every ounce of me not to start throwing things at them. How could this 
have happened to my sweet wonderful Mother?  
 
It is so hard to describe the emotions that I felt at that moment. It was like a 
thousand knives going straight through my body. Those first moments were 
filled with anguish and pain like I have never felt in my life. They told us my 
Mom had suffered from respiratory depression. The nurse had in fact given 



 

 

my Mom the nausea medication, morphine and Meperidine at midnight and 
never went back to check on her or have any type of monitoring on her.  
 
My Mom was on life support for ten days. During those ten days in the 
hospital, we asked a million questions about how this could have happened 
to my Mom. It didn’t take long to realize that she was in this condition 
because of a preventable medical mistake. I felt like my mom had gotten hit 
by a drunk driver. It was all so sudden and could have been avoided. How 
could this have happened?  
 
I started doing some research and quickly realized what a huge problem 
patient safety is in this country. I had no idea so many people died each year 
from preventable medical mistakes. Some Studies show that it is the 3rd 
leading cause of death in this country behind heart disease and cancer. How 
did I not know this?  
 
I told her over and over again how much I loved her and what a wonderful 
mother she was. I kept hoping for a miracle. Hoping that she would wake up 
and just look at me and tell me everything was going to be ok. But, the 
damage to Mom’s brain was too massive, and eight days later we were told 
that she would never be able to recover.  
 
We made the painful decision to take her off life support.  I sat with her until 
her oxygen finally read zero and the heart monitor had “flat-lined”. Eleven 
days after her knee surgery, my Mom passed away.  
 
She didn’t die from a terminal illness or serious medical condition; she died 
from a preventable mistake. Why?  
 
From that moment on, I had a new sense of purpose and focus. My life took 
a new direction that night. I got up the next morning and wrote the mission 
and objectives of the Louise H. Batz Patient Safety Foundation. I was not 
going to let my Mom’s death go unnoticed. I couldn’t imagine other families 
having to experience this pain. My Mom would never want other families to 
suffer the way we have.  
 



 

 

We asked a 1,000 questions that day my Mom was in the hospital. We just 
didn’t get lucky and ask the right one. I know that if I had known the RIGHT 
questions to ask, my Mom would be with me today. If we could have all 
worked together with the nurses and doctors as a team, the outcome could 
have been different. My Mom’s death did not lie on the shoulders of one 
person; it was a team failure. Until we all work together; these mistakes will 
keep happening.  
 
I wish every day that I could just have 5 hours back. If I only knew then 
what I know now, My Mom would be with us. Yet, through this tragedy 
there is great hope. We, as a community, don’t have to sit idly by hoping and 
praying for the next brilliant scientist to discover the cure for heartbreaking 
diseases like cancer, Alzheimers, or Parkinsons to save the ones we love.  
 
We can do something right now. We can make a difference today. What 
happened to my Mom was 100% preventable. It doesn’t have to happen to 
you or your loved ones. The time is now to work together to help our doctors 
and nurses, and to truly become part of the healthcare team. If we are going 
to make a difference in the staggering numbers of preventable medical errors 
that happen each year we can no longer be spectators in our healthcare.  
 
As a family we founded the Louise H. Batz Patient Safety 
Foundation, www.louisebatz.org to ensure that Patients and 
families have the knowledge and tools needed to be an 
effective advocate for yourself and your loved ones. The 
healthcare community is working tirelessly every day to 
improve patient safety. Yet, it will take all of us - families, 
patients, and caregivers - working together as a team, to truly 
make a difference. Our EOY link is here.. 
http://www.louisebatz.org/about/reflection_on_2014.aspx 
 
 
People come up to me and say all the time, “the one thing I remember most 
about your Mom was her smile.” It is so true.  She had this amazing smile 
filled with love, happiness, and hope. It would literally light up a room. She 



 

 

was a wonderful friend, sister, grandmother, wife and the best Mom in the 
world.  
 
She taught me how to love, respect and 
care for others, to never give up, to 
always persevere, and most importantly 
never to lose hope. She was my real life 
Jack Bauer, my hero. She saved my life 
everyday and still does. I hope her story 
and legacy will inspire the hero in all of 
us.  
 
I would love to set up some time to talk.  
Thank you for creating awareness on patient safety. It is so important. It 
touches all of us. I tell people that Susan G. Komen did an amazing job of 
creating awareness for Breast Cancer. Most women know now that they 
need to check for lumps and get regular mammograms. If you do find that 
lump you go to the doctor and they tell you,” You are going to be okay 
because you caught early enough.” You did exactly what you were supposed 
to do but you die from a preventable medical error while receiving 
treatment, something you have never heard about or thought was that big of 
a problem. Thank you for bringing this very important issue to light.  
Please let us know how we can help! 
 
Look forward to talking with you soon! Our EOY link is here as well if you 
are interested. http://www.louisebatz.org/about/reflection_on_2014.aspx 
 
Thank you, 
Laura 
 
Laura Batz Townsend 
Co-Founder and President 
Louise H. Batz Patient Safety Foundation 
www.louisebatz.org 
TEL-512-699-1640 
 


