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Mommy Always Cooked me a Nice Breakfast Then She Died

About the Author


Our  mommy would always cook us a nice breakfast; pack a nice lunch for us to take to school and be with us to talk to us when we would cry. Our daddy bought us toys, taught us to fish, and read bedtime stories to us. We  love our mommy and our daddy. Our mommy and my daddy love us.

Our daddy worked the fishing boat. We were poor but had food. My sister and I needed a new pair of shoes. Mommy and daddy talked. Mommy wanted to help daddy fish. She said if she helped daddy fish we could sell more fish and have more money. Daddy did not want mommy to help him fish. Daddy told mommy: “the sea is a dangerous place”.

Mommy and daddy went out to fish together. We were told to stay down below in the safe part of the boat. We could hear mommy and daddy catching fish. They were catching a lot of fish.

Then a storm came. Daddy told mommy to go down below where we were to be safe. Mommy told daddy she was bringing a net in with a lot of fish and would go down and be with us when she brought the net of fish in. We could hear the rain. We could hear the thunder. The boat rocked back and forth. We then heard a splash and daddy yell. Mommy had fallen off from the boat. Mommy was in the water. Daddy tried to find mommy but mommy was gone. Mommy was gone.

Then the storm was gone and the sun came out. We climbed up to the top of the boat and saw daddy on his knees crying. Mommy was gone. We waited a while and looked at the water. The water was still. There was no sign of mommy anywhere.

We went back to the dock. An ambulance was there. The ambulance took mommy to the hospital. Daddy, Allison and I went to the hospital. A doctor told us mommy was dead. We cried. Daddy cried.

We saw rain all that week. Mommy was buried while it rained. We felt bad. Daddy felt bad. We both cried. The Church kindly paid every expense for the funeral. The Church was kind. Many people of the Church loved my mommy, Linda. They loved us even though we never gave them money because we had no money to give.

The next week was school. Allison and I didn’t want to go to school. We felt bad. When daddy told us to get ready for school. We said no, We both wanted to stay home. We wanted to stay home and cry. Mommy was dead. We didn’t want to go to school. We wanted to remember mommy.

Daddy was not angry with us. Daddy understood us. Daddy sat down with us. “Let me tell you a story my daddy told me when my mommy died” he said. Daddy took a deep breath and we could see tears in his eyes. He looked at us and said: “A man had a beautiful garden. The most beautiful garden in the world. In the garden there were oak tress that were hundreds of years old. The oak trees had huge trunks so old. There were blackberry berry bushes. There were always tasty blackberries to eat. There was every type of beautiful flower. Every type of songbird would nest in the garden. The air smelled nice from all of the flowers. The songbirds made beautiful music to hear. The blackberries from the garden tasted delicious. You could rest all day in the garden and feel healed. The garden was truly a wonderful place.

Then one terrible day the garden caught fire and burned down. The birds were gone. The berries were gone. All of the flowers had burnt and were gone. Everything was gone. 

For a time there was nothing. The huge burnt tree trunks of the once massive oak trees was the only sign that anything had ever been there. Then one day flowers from the garden started to grow there. These flowers were not the same flowers as we had before. These were wildflowers carried by seeds in the wind. In time there were flowers in the garden once again. In time there were songbirds. In time the garden grew back. These were not the same flowers as before these were different flowers; but these were flowers that were beautiful. The burnt trunks of the oak trees
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