
Losing a Loved One. 
 

The phone chimed, seizing the laughter that filled the air. Zara’s dad approached the 
phone having everyone nervous as all you could hear was heavy breathing. Amina’s 
hand started to shake as she looked at Zara’s dad’s intense expressions knowing that 
whoever was on the other side of the phone had bad news. As the phone was hanging 
from the table, he fell to his knees and tears started to flood his eyes.  
 
“She’s dead, my poor daughter is dead!” Zara’s mum ran to the dad and started 
punching him in disbelief, her silent screams speaking for the room.  
 
“No, you’re lying” said Amina and kept asking the same questions over and over again, 
‘what happened? What is going on?”  Amina fell to the floor and could not comprehend 
what had just happened. Her breath shortened as her heart sunk with her, paralyzing 
the words that she tried to find. 
 
 

***  
 
It was just yesterday that Zara left for the conference on terms Amina wished she could 
take back.  Amina begged Zara to stay and support her.  She told her she couldn’t do it 
on her own and that she would be lost without her.  
 
“I did it on my own.  You can do it, too.  Don’t be so dependent on me,” were the last 
words Zara spoke as Amina’s annoyance and hurt continued to grow. 
 
“When have you EVER been here for me?” Amina questioned.  But, Zara didn’t 
respond.  Her anger and hurt was apparent on her face and she got up without saying a 
word.  When Zara returned with her backpack and suitcase, Amina realized she really 
was leaving.  Not knowing what to say to make it any better in that short moment, 
Amina watched Zara leave for the airport.  
 

***  
“I can’t believe I was so selfish,” Amina sobs through tears as she recognized the last 
words she spoke were hurtful.  “I had the worst time without her for the one week she 
was gone.  I felt that a part of me was missing and I had no one to turn to.  Now, she’s 
gone for good.” 
 



Zara had taught Amina the importance of love.  And the words kept repeating in 
Amina’s head, “When have you EVER been here for me?”  
 
Zara had taught her how to love.  And again, the words haunter her mind, “When have 
you EVER been here for me?” 
 
Numbness came over Amina’s body as she realized she had been paralyzed with 
sadness.  Shaking herself, pinching her arm, trying to do anything to prove it was a 
dream was not working.  Memories kept coming, one by one. 
 

***  
 
Amina was back in her childhood.  With only a three year age difference, the girls had 
grown up together.  They had done everything they could together.  Long walks around 
the neighborhood, gossiping about school, laying in the grass and looking up into the 
clouds to see if they could tell their fortunes, and so many more memories became a 
part of Amina’s reality. 
 
“My life, Zara.  It’s just so complicated.  I don’t know what I want to be when I grow up. I 
don’t know what I”ll do with my future career.  I’m so lost.”  Amina was reliving a much 
younger childhood memory that was all still true, today.  
 
“I’ll always be here for you.”   The one phrase of Zara’s that continued to play on in her 
past memories. 
 
Amina’s memories of holidays and birthday parties made her feel at peace for just a 
moment.  “When have you EVER been here for me?”  It was like the present kept 
interrupting the beautiful past memories to create something ugly that Amina would 
never forget. 
 

***  
As she picked herself up off the floor, she realized that the memories didn’t need to be 
tainted by her last words.  She wouldn’t be able to forgive herself just yet, but she knew 
that it would be necessary to function.  
 
The family worked together to make plans and arrangements for Zara’s celebration of 
life.  While some continued to refer to it as a funeral service, Amina refused to 
acknowledge the negativity in Zara’s death and just wanted to celebrate her life. 
 



Walking up to the door of the place where Zara would say goodbye, she knew that she 
would hold onto the memories while others spoke the wonderful parts of Zara’s life.  As 
the family and friends gathered at the gravesite, Amina looked up to the same clouds 
she had shared with Zara.  “I’ll always be here for you,” she heard from Zara’s childhood 
voice.  
 
“I know.” Amina said out loud.  
 
“What’s that?” someone next to her asked. 
 
“I’m sorry.  I was just realizing that Zara is here with us now.”  Amina smiled.  
 
On her way home, she realized that she didn’t have to stop with her own life.  She 
would need to move forward and make sure that she lived a life Zara would be proud of. 
The testing she worried about, she would pass.  The future they talked about from the 
clouds, she would create.  She knew that losing Zara in the way she did was like having 
a rug swept up from under her feed.  But she also knew that she had an ability to do 
better than she ever had before.  
 
Her life changed in a split second.  Losing Zara meant that she would never take 
another person for granted and that she would live her life with intentionality and 
purpose.  
 
Often Amina caught herself replying, “I know” out loud every time she heard the whisper 
of Zara’s sweet words:  “I’ll always be here for you.” 


