
Every morning, every time, no matter what I do, there’s always a second where 

I forget where I am. My eyes still shut and my mind blissfully still, just 

breathing. Until reality crashes back on top of me, squeezing my lungs and 

flooding my brain with everything I want to forget. This morning I let it happen, 

let my world implode again, and wait for the impact. The therapists said it 

would take time to heal, to release me. I’m not feeling too sure. 

I rub my eyes and sit up as my bedroom door creaks open. Footsteps pad 

towards the bed, and Lara’s face appears. I smile, ignoring the pain in my 

temples, and reach out my arms. ‘There’s my girl! Come here.’ I let her clamber 

into the bed beside me. ‘How did you sleep?’ She’s done her hair into two 

pigtails with those pink bows she loves. ‘Good! I had a dream that I was-’ I let 

her go off on a tangent about her dream and zone out for a second. Her green 

eyes light up as she talks, and her dimples flash. I feel a stab of pain. Just like 

her father. The resemblance is uncanny, which is proving to be both a blessing 

and a curse. Her voice snaps me out of my daze. ‘Mom! You gotta get up. If 

we’re late again, Lindsey will get to be at the front of the line again!’ I laugh 

and give her a squeeze. ‘Don’t you worry about Lindsey. I’ll get you there super 

early today. Go do your teeth, and I'll jump into some clothes, okay? We’ll be 

out the door in 10.’ She grins and climbs out of the bed. ‘Race you down 

there!’ She giggles and dashes out of the room. 

 I grab some clothes and brush back my hair, wincing the pounding in my head. 

I go downstairs, where Lara is waiting by the door. I grab an apple and the car 

keys, and we get into the car. The radio comes on, the reporter’s voice smooth 

and monotonous. ‘Today is Wednesday the 14th of May, and the time is 8:30. 

Earlier this morning there were reports of a....’ As I pull out of the driveway, 

my heart squeezes. Three months. How has it been three months? It feels 

wrong that that amount of time has passed. Wrong to be sitting here when he 

isn’t. Everything has felt wrong these past few months. I shake my head, 

determined not to think about it this morning, and stop at a red light. Lara 

sings along to the song that’s come on the radio, her gaze focused on some 

figure out the window. The light goes green, and I begin to move forward. 

Suddenly, a red car comes straight in front of me, cutting right across the 

junction and nearly colliding with me. I slam on the brakes and my fist 

connects with the horn. Lara gasps behind me, and the car speeds on. Tears 

spike at my eyes, and suddenly I can't breathe. Voices, loud and clamouring 

suddenly block out everything. They echo, spinning around my head making 

me dizzy. ‘Fatal collision......drunk driver.......terribly sorry......anything we can 



do.... ma’am...’ I blink fast, trying to disperse them. Tears roll silently down my 

face, hot against my cheeks. The sound of beeping breaks me out of my daze. I 

step on the accelerator, and the car lurches forward. I speed past the junction, 

the sound of angry drivers fading behind me. I wipe m face with my sleeve and 

take a deep breath. ‘Lara, are you okay? I'm so sorry, I-I didn’t see the car. It 

broke the light. I just-’ She attempts a weak smile, but her ashen face says 

everything she doesn’t. ‘I’m fine, I just got a fright.’ I reach back and squeeze 

her hand, willing all my strength into her.  

Half an hour later, I’ve dropped Lara to school and I’m sitting in my mum’s 

kitchen, cradling a cup of tea. The silence amplifies the pounding in my head. I 

take a breath. ‘I.....I can’t do it anymore. I just can’t. I’m trying so hard. I mean, 

three months later, she can finally get into a car again, and this happens. 

Everything is a constant reminder of him. She’s seven years old! She shouldn’t 

have to deal with this.’ I can feel the tears building behind my eyes. ‘I want to 

be there for her, but it’s so hard. I... I miss him so much.’ My voice breaks and a 

tear rolls down my cheek. 'I can’t do it. She deserves better.’ My mum takes 

my hand in hers. ‘Life has a cruel way of giving the best people the worst luck. 

You are one of the best people I know. You work so hard for Lara, and you love 

her so much. I know it’s difficult. I’ not going to pretend I know what you’re 

going through; I don’t. But what I do know is that you can’t give up. If Henry 

were here he’d want you to fight. Fight for Lara. To give her the love and 

support she needs. Let her be your reason to get up in the morning. Fight for 

yourself. I know you feel like you’re going through Hell, and you are. But you 

can’t stop now. The only thing you can do is find that tiny sliver of light, and 

keep going. Okay? Say it after me: ‘If you’re going through Hell, keep going.’ I 

repeat it after her, each time feeling a little bit stronger. I give my mum a hug, 

and wipe my eyes. ‘I will fight. I promise.’ 

 


