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Tears

“Bear, I have something I need to talk to you about.”  My mother announced as I walked through the door.  She took my hand in her tiny cold hands and led me down our stark white hall toward her bedroom.  As we approached the room the smell of laundry and lavender surrounded my senses.  The combination coming from the pile of freshly washed clothes in the corner and the lit candle perched on her nightstand.   She told me to sit down on the bed then she shut the door, so not to be disturbed. 

Almost immediately we sat face to face, I looked into her eyes and they were filled with fear, her body tense yet tired, and her face disoriented and red.  I could tell she had been crying.  I had never seen my mother like this; she is usually the rock in our family.  My heart began to beat rapidly in my chest as tears started to fall down my mothers cheeks as if a Steady Mountain streams.  I began to sense that there was something extremely wrong, my head races with thoughts of who died.  
Our bodies wrapped together in a hug, we sat still and silent.  I have never felt so scared yet so much like my mother.  It was strange how we had switched roles, me being the mother, the comforter, and my mother being the child who needs love and someone to turn to.  The moment was so serene but in the back of my mind I couldn’t help but think, who could have died that is making my mother this upset?

A few minutes went by with no words, then my mother let go of me and looked me straight in the eye, “I have breast cancer.”  My heart stopped beating, my head began to ache, and I could feel the tears starting to well like huge puddles in my eyes.  How could this be? How could my mother, the most caring person in the world, have cancer?  I had to be strong for my mother, even though I was terrified.
My sister soon appeared in the room, she moved slowly towards the bed.  We were both in shock, not knowing what to say.  Our mother, the only person we have besides each other, might die.  I was having the hardest time of us all accepting the news.  My life was over, how could I live without my mother?  That night we sat with her while she called her sister to tell her the news.  It was a very hard conversation to watch and hear.  My mother couldn’t finish what she wanted to say, so I took the phone, my eyes full of salty hot tears and told my aunt that her younger sister has breast cancer.  
We all slept in my mothers’ room that night, my sister on one side and me on the other; the morning came too soon.  Instead of getting up for our daily routines, we all lay in bed, only to get up for the pizza-man.  Friends called wondering why I wasn’t at school, but I didn’t have the heart to tell them the news just yet.  The three of us wanted to be together and if that meant that no one would see us for a week then so be it.
I eventually returned to school with my best friend by my side.  Half way through a day full of, “where have you been” and “what’s the matter”, my teacher sent me home.  I was a wreck, my mind couldn’t grasp that she has a great chance of living.  A few days later we went to the hospital for her first surgery.  As she cried before going under the knife we stood there giving her hope, although we were all terrified.  After 4 hours the doctor came out and informed us that she had gotten it all and my mother was doing great.  Hearing those words felt like a ton of bricks were lifted from my chest, I couldn’t fight back the tears of joy that began to fall.
