
WHEN CLIFTON BATT took 
his wife Mia in his arms to 

ring in the New Year, he couldn’t 
know he was kissing her for the last 
time. Minutes later, the 39-year-
old mother of three collapsed at 
the house party the couple was 
attending and was rushed to the 
hospital in Fort McMurray.

Less than an hour later she died, 
the result of a blood clot that  
had travelled from her knee to  
her lungs. 

Even now, Clifton says, more 
than two years later, it’s still hard 
to grasp the enormity of the 
unexpected loss.

“When people ask me how I’m 
doing,” he says, “I tell them I 
sometimes feel as though I’m in 
robot mode, doing what I have to 
do to get through. My shell is made 
of steel, but inside I’m mush.”

Three weeks before her death, 
on Dec. 9, 2011, Mia had been 

involved in an accident at work. An 
accounting clerk at a car dealership, 
she had fallen after slipping on 
some ice in the parking lot. She 
went to the hospital right away. 
The injury, while painful, seemed 
to be nothing more serious than a 
sprained knee. Following doctor’s  
 
 

orders, she stayed home from 
work and kept her knee elevated, 
leaving the last-minute Christmas 
shopping and running around to 
her husband and her mother, who 
was visiting from Newfoundland.
By the time New Year’s Eve rolled 
around, says Clifton, the flu that 
had plagued the family through the 
holidays had subsided and cabin 
fever had set in. Anxious to get 

out of the house, they decided to 
head to Clifton’s brother’s house 
for dinner and then on to a house 
party at Mia’s cousin’s. Mia kept off 
her feet for most of the evening, 
getting up only to exchange well 
wishes with the rest of the party-
goers when the clock struck  
 
 

midnight.  When she collapsed, 
there was concern, but no one 
could have anticipated such a  
tragic outcome.
The days, weeks and months 
since his wife’s death have passed 
in a blur for Clifton. When he’s 
not working—he’s a full-time 
mechanic—his focus remains 
on the couple’s three children, 
daughter Elizabeth, 15, and  

sons Casey, 13, and CJ, 12. 

“They are always my top priority 
—their school lives, their home 
lives,” says Clifton. “I’m trying to 
keep them pointed in the right 
direction, yet still allow them to be 
young adults, and grow.”

 
 

He says all of them continue to 
receive professional counselling 
as they strive to find the “new 
normal” for their family, a process 
that is often difficult and painful. 
Still, it has strengthened their 
bonds with one another, and with 
the woman who will always and 
forever live on in their hearts.
On the first anniversary of her 
passing, Clifton wrote a “Letter 

 When people ask me how I’m doing, I tell them...  
    My shell is made of steel, but inside I’m mush.

“The road ahead is still long... but I know we will make it.”

to Heaven.” In it, he expressed his 
sorrow, and his longing to be able 
to once again touch his wife’s face, 
and hold her in his arms.
More than just sadness and grief, 
it was full of wonder, too, at the 
impact Mia had on the people 
whose lives she touched during 
her 39 years; friends, family, and, 
of course, her three children, her 
pride and joy.
“How proud you would be of our 
children, of each and every one of 
them,” Clifton wrote. “We all see 
the hurting in each other and try 
to comfort one another. The road 
has been hard but we are moving 
forward. The road ahead is still 
long—lots of ups and downs—but I 
know we will make it.
“You and I built a great foundation, 
and I will continue to mould them 
into great adults. Our children will 
not forget your love.”


