
Fond Memories

And that’s the last petal, I thought, retrospecting the last word I heard from my

mother. No matter what Riley, I will always be with you wherever you are and forever.

She told me these words on the last walk we had ever taken together through the

ravishing yet simple trail in our backyard before she died in a car crash.

I picked up my paint brush and dabbed a little rosy pink on my mom’s cheek as a

finishing touch. I examined the painting one more time. The flourishing yellow and pink

flowers daintily paved the way to which my mother and I would walk through. The trees

towered over us but I couldn’t stop looking at my mom’s smile. It took up her entire face

and was the most identifiable part.This trail was kind of like our safe place, somewhere

where we could just get away from the world around us. Every weekend I would just sit

by my window and paint the same picture of my mom and me that’s on my wall, thinking

of every single memory we had together and wishing she was still around. My father just

doesn’t understand me like my mom used to. She was a listener, he was a talker. And

after my mom died, my sister changed. She just doesn’t talk, but I know she also loved

mom so I can’t blame her.

My door creaked open, interrupting my train of thoughts. My dad hovered over

my shoulders and said, “Nice painting you got there. It looks just like her.”

I nodded. The more words I said, the more he said, so I usually didn’t make that

much small talk with him.



“Dad,” I said, stopping him on his way out of my room, “I’m going to go outside

for a little while, just to the trail.”

“Yeah, that’s fine.”

I haven’t been on that trail for ages. It just reminds me of when I got the news

that my best friend, my mother crashed and didn’t survive. I couldn’t believe the words

that the woman I didn’t even know was saying when she was telling me about the tragic

incident. Then, she continued with more sappy lines that I didn’t even acknowledge.

But, today I wanted to go. Something just urged me to. I walked outside and right to my

trail.

I shoved my hands into my pockets and walked down the trail on the damp soil

with my bare feet. It looked just like my painting, the most profound and full-blown

flowers leading the way, the birds perched on a ledge shrieking a loud sound, and the

serenity of everything.

Then, once again I thought of a time with my mother walking down this trail.

“Oh Riley, I love you.”

“Me too mom.”

“You are just so understanding. You are a listener like me. I like that about us.”

I chuckled, “I do too.”



It’s sometimes funny how we take some things for granted until they are gone

and we can’t appreciate them anymore. I mean, nature is right in front of us, all day

everyday, but no one appreciates it and it’s peace. I finally realized that from my mother.

She only died one year ago, but I was so much more foolish then and I didn’t see the

beauty right outside of my window. One would look at this trail and not find anything

interesting about it, but when there is a story behind it, it makes it that much more

sentimental. Nature is the only thing in my life that isn’t spoiled, messed up, or broken

apart anymore. It has remained untouched, and that’s how I like it.


