
“Mama, are you angry?” 
 

Familiar brown eyes turned to Cora. These eyes had fixed several different looks 
the nine-year-old’s way over the years. They’d been warm and affectionate, whenever 
Cora curled up in her mother’s lap like a snuggle bug. They’d been low and 
disappointed, after a call from Cora’s principle. They’d been red and watery for days 
after the call that meant Daddy would never come home again. 
 

This, however, was a look Cora didn’t think she’d ever seen. She wasn’t quite sure 
what to make of it. 
 

Her mother sighed and held out her arms. Cora fell into her like a puzzle piece. 
Some nine year olds might think they are too old for hugs, but Cora would stay little 
forever if it meant she never had to give them up. She tilted her head so that she could 
take in her mother’s eyes. Same brown as always, but they almost seemed hollow, void 
of a light that had always been there before. 
 

“Mama?” 
 

The woman sighed again. Cora felt it this time, felt her own body move with the 
deep rise and fall of her mother’s chest.  
 

“I’m not angry, baby. I’m just tired.” 
 

“Oh.” Cora thought she understood. Maybe not fully, but she knew the feeling of 
walking for a long time, and suddenly having all of your energy dissipate at once. Once 
upon a time, her father would pick her up whenever he noticed the wobbly state of her 
legs. She’d lean her head on his shoulder and rest while he did the walking for her. 
 

Cora suddenly scrambled so that she was sitting beside, rather than on top of her 
mother. She tilted her head and jutted her bony shoulder forward. “Would it help if you 
lean on me for a little while?” 
 

The change was so small it would have been easy to miss, but Cora caught the 
tiny spark that lit her mother’s eyes, making them familiar again. 
 

“Yes, that would be alright.” 
 


