
“I Miss My Mama”
By London Baker

I miss my mama. I mean it-I do. It feels like ages since I’ve seen her. Only a week has passed
though. I walk through the rooms we used to play in, seeing pictures framed on the walls and
memories buried in the dust. All around me people are crying. Loss is a terrible thing.

Daddy is taking it the hardest. I only have seen him once or twice since it happened but both
times he’s been crying. Eight year olds shouldn’t have to see their daddy crying. I hate seeing him cry.

I can remember the car accident. Most people wouldn’t expect me to, but I do. I remember the
headlights racing toward us. I remember �ying forward, my seat belt pulling me back. I remember the
sound of glass breaking and Mama screaming. Daddy wasn’t in the car with us, he had been at work. It
was just me and Mama.

That’s how it used to be all the time: me and Mama. We’d shop together and play together. I
miss Mama…I miss her a lot.

Last night I heard her in my room. She was weeping, standing over my bed and weeping. Her
eyes were bloodshot. She looked so sad. Not like the pretty Mama I always knew. She’d been crying a
long time.

My little brother was sad too. I don’t think he knows exactly what happened yet though. He’s
only three. I’ve seen him crying too though. He looks sad, like a piece of him is missing.

I remember the funeral. Everyone had gathered in this large room and had food and stu�. It
really would’ve made a nice party…had it not been for the co�n. My co�n.

Mama spoke at my funeral. She talked about how much she had loved me and how I had been
her special little girl. I wanted to go to her, but I knew that eventually I’d have to leave. I didn’t want to
make her sad again by leaving a second time.

I’ll always be watching her though. Hiding in the darkest corners of the house, waiting behind
the doorway to see her. Standing in her closet watching her and daddy breathe while they
sleep...waiting for the moment she’d be with me again. I hope it's soon because I really miss my Mama.
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