
Immortal Vision 

 I remember black and blue starting to color her face. I remember being taken out of her 

room. I remember the way my aunt told me. I remember the sunny day, with a little gray on the 

horizon. I remember so many people that I didn’t know, but who recognized me. I remember the 

casket and the grave; I can still see the gravestone. I remember the priest’s long dark robe, which 

matched every one else’s black clothes. I remember the tears, the sympathy, the tissues, the 

blessings; I remember because I love my mother. 

 It was selfish, really. Unfortunately, this selfishness wasn’t on my behalf, but rather on 

cancer’s. Apparently, this insidious disease felt it deserved my mother more than her family, 

friends, husband, and daughter did. Yet, because cancer has not soul, I didn’t have anybody, 

anything to blame my mother’s death on. 

 It will be eleven years this February, the day that marks the anniversary of her passing. I 

dread the time when it comes around, both because I have to watch my father remember her 

death and because morality says I must do the same. My dad is a rock. He is nothing more than 

everything to me, and for that I will never be able to thank him enough. However, February 2nd is 

the one day of the year when he shows a sign of weakness, a weakness that personifies the loss 

of his beloved wife. Now that I am mature enough to realize he is also a human being, not just 

my father, I can physically, emotionally, mentally feel the pain that he feels. But I don’t want to 

remember her death; I want to remember the moments I had with her; the three Oreos she would 

bring me as an after school snack, each with a dollop of peanut butter on them, the course black 

ringlets of her hair that I loved to twirl in my fingers, and the feel of her porcelain skin when I 

played makeup with her.  



 I want the death of our wife and mother to be something that changes us-not necessarily 

for the good, but so that we can gain perspective on what life really is. We can’t fix what 

happened, but we can find some way to keep on living the lives we know she would want us to 

live. It wouldn’t be fair to my father or to my mother for me to let grief manifest itself in my life 

and prevent me from achieving all of the dreams, the aspirations, the joy that they have presented 

to me. I continue to live, day-by-day, appreciating each moment that I have with my dad, and 

continuing to remember the ones I had with my mom.  

 I am a normal teenage girl, with a normal teenage girl perception, and a normal teenage 

girl agenda. I am a normal teenage girl without her mother, and that can never be changed. 

However, I have the opportunity to find something good in live, to not necessarily learn from my 

past, as I had no control over the even that shaped who I am today, but to continue to grow and 

become the adult that my parents can already see. 

  


