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    For Nyasha,


You taught me to be brave. I love you, mom. 

      

    


“Be back by 11 PM, Liz,” ordered  Becky as she flipped a page from her torn and thick novel that had no front cover. It looked like it had been around more than she had. Over 30 years. Becky was a beautiful looking middle aged mother who hadn't lost her youthful look. She managed to look attractive with a basic high bun hairstyle and some old grey sweatpants. 

“Yes ma’am,” responded Elizabeth as she ran past her mother in the living room. She gripped her black sweater in her left hand and her cell phone in her right hand as she sprinted. The young lady was dressed in black ripped jeans and a black shirt. Elizabeth did her black nails by herself this time, they weren’t perfect in any way. They were only flawless when her mother did them.

“Stop running in the house,” Becky demanded as she lowered her reading glasses to inspect her overly excited daughter. She studied her daughter to make sure she was decently dressed unlike those other teenagers that she so greatly despised. Becky hated how the new generation made being semi-naked the norm.

Elizabeth obeyed. She was a little terrified of her mother: a modern woman with a bad temper. Instead of running, she power-walked through her parents’ enormous living room. It was twice as big as the average living room. It had a set of 4 white leather couches and a white wooden chair. The furniture faced the heavily decorated fireplace. There were countless childhood pictures of Becky’s children. Becky was a mother of 4: Elizabeth, her gothic 16-year-old daughter, Henry, Liz’s athletic twin brother, Maya, her mature 9-year-old daughter and Scott, her sweet 4-year-old son. The centre of the room had a glass coffee table with white wooden legs. A white fluffy rug rested underneath the table. The wallpaper was white as well, with flower prints from top to bottom. It was a cozy and beautiful living room.

Becky held her breath as she tried not to cough again for the hundredth time that day. She pushed her reading glasses back up and refocused on her novel. Elizabeth assumed that her mother was too busy to notice so the girl ran through the remaining half of the room.

“Liz. I said no running in the house,” screamed  Becky with her deep voice but it was too late. Her stubborn daughter was already out of sight. Becky heard the main door shut forcefully. She realized that her daughter was long gone.

Elizabeth hopped into her best friend, Skye’s old and red truck, jovially. What could be more exciting than two teenage kids finally granted the permission to go out alone, at night, without adult supervision. It wasn’t anything wild, just a movie and dinner at the local burger place, somewhere in their suburban neighborhood.

Elizabeth wore her sweater in the cold car. The air conditioner’s temperature was very low. For some reason, Skye loved it that way. Skye was the easy going type of girl who didn't wear any make up. She loved to wear oversized hoodies, jeans and sneakers, always. Her hair was usually kept in two thick braids. 

As Liz pulled her head out of the sweater, she looked up and noticed her little sister staring from the attic window. Maya smiled and Elizabeth waved back. It was obvious that Maya envied her sister and the little girl could not wait till she was old enough to leave the house without supervision.

Skye grinned, “Let’s do this,” and she drove away.

The girls criticized their movie as they sat down for their dinner. It was already after 10 PM. Beef burgers and french fries were Elizabeth’s regular. She ordered the same number 2, every single time. Skye was more spontaneous than her best friend. She loved to order something different. In so many ways, the two were complete opposites. Maybe that’s what made their friendship solid. After all, opposites attract. 

In the midst of the meal, Elizabeth’s cell phone buzzed. They both looked down at the cell phone. The caller ID read, “Dad.”

“Pick it up,” Skye suggested.

“No. Note yet,” cried Liz.

“Why not?” questioned Skye. 

“He probably wants me to come home earlier than 11 PM. I won’t have it,” complained Elizabeth. 

“Don’t be stubborn. We both know that your dad is super cool. He wouldn’t do that,”  said Skye.

“You are right. He is not as strict as my evil mother.”

“At least you have a mother,” chuckled  Skye.

“Did you just play the orphan card?” giggled Elizabeth.

“Why, yes of course. I have the right to do so for a lifetime.”

“Fine! I will call him back,” whined Elizabeth.

Skye grinned.

After hanging up the call, Elizabeth jumped up from her seat.

“We need to go right away,” She screamed. 

Skye didn't even bother to ask any questions. The worried look on her best friend’s face was good enough of a reason. They jointly threw some money on the table, a few dollars extra and hurried back to Elizabeth’s home.
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“WHAT HAPPENED, DAD?” cried Elizabeth as she stormed into the kitchen. She ran to hug the poor man who stood by the kitchen sink. He looked down heartened. Skye followed behind with Elizabeth’s belongings. She slowly walked into the kitchen as she examined the situation. She placed everything on the shiny white kitchen counter, took a seat on the high kitchen counter stool and looked up at Elizabeth’s father.

“Hello, Mr Ronald,” she gently greeted.

“Hi sweety,” he calmly responded.

She smiled at him, but he was too sad to return the smile.

“Dad! What’s going on? Why is there an ambulance at the main door?” sobbed Elizabeth.

Ronald did not reply his daughter for a moment. He was trying to hold back his tears. He didn’t want to appear weak in front of the girls. After a loud sigh, Ronald went on to raise his right hand to push back his short wavy hair. This exposed his broad shoulders inside a tight colorful sleeve of last year's Christmas sweater. He sighed once more. He brushed his hands down his perfectly sharp jawline and stopped at his short goatee beard.

Ronald finally got the courage to speak,

“Your mother.... ” He paused to take a deep breath, “something is wrong.” He forced the air out. You’d swear that he had breathed in all of the air in the room.

Skye put her head down. She didn’t know what to do or say.

Ronald continued, “the paramedics said that they can only move her out of the house when she is stable enough. I haven’t seen her yet. I arrived here not too long ago. Thankfully, the paramedics are upstairs giving her some medical attention.”

He took another deep breath but this time, he let it out immediately.

“Why didn’t anyone tell me your mother was ill again? I had to hear it from the police,” he yelled. His sadness was turning into anger.

“Sick? What are you talking about?” sobbed Liz.

“Her chest pains, Liz.” His face was turning red by the second.

“I thought it was another cold, dad,” she cried. 

“How long had she been coughing?”

“I don’t know.”

“Think!” he screamed.

“Hmmm, for about a week now,” guessed Liz.

“I have been away for two weeks and none of you thought of telling me. Why did I
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