LUCY
I was only 12 when my mother died.  It’s still hard to think about it, even two years later.  I mean, she was only 35.  How can some stupid disease take someone so strong?  I…I never even got to say goodbye.  I never even really said that I loved her.

I would give anything, anything for her to be alive still.  She was so many things to me.  I mean, I really have trouble talking to Dad about “girl” stuff.  He’s a GUY!  He tries to understand me, but we’re just not that close.  And with Mom dying, I lost a lot of myself along with her.  They say it takes a year for a person to get over the death of a loved one.  I still haven’t gotten over it.  I can’t talk about her without a sad tone in my voice.  I can’t reminisce about her smiling without bursting into tears.  I know that she wouldn’t want this.  I know she would want me to always lover her but lose the horrible pain.  It’s hard.

Mom, do you hear this?  Do you look down on me from heaven?  I wish you could answer me.  I know you can’t, but I want you to listen:  I want to be happy more than anything.  I want to stop the pain.  Help me remember only the good times we had and not this horrible loss that I feel.  Make it so I don’t cry myself to sleep wishing you were there.  Be in my dreams if you can’t be in my reality.  I miss you, but I guess the only thing I can say that will matter is the thing I’ve wished I would have said to you all of this time.  I love you, Mom.
