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ANY MINUTE MOM SHOULD COME BLASTING THROUGH THE DOOR 

 

Mom died in the middle of making me a sandwich. If I had known it was going to kill her, I never 

would have asked. It never killed her before to make me a sandwich, so why all of a sudden? My dad 

didn't understand it, either. But we don't talk about it too much. We don't talk about it too much at all. 

Sometimes we try. Sometimes it's just the two of us at dinner, and things are almost good. 

 But only sometimes. 

 Most of the time I do things like forget to leave her place out at the table. And then we don't 

know what to do. Then we don't even try to talk. Three plates. Three glasses. The kitchen shines. A 

bright, shiny kitchen, Mom used to say. And there we are – my dad, her place, and me. And any minute 

Mom should come blasting through the door, all bundles and boxes, my big winter coat squaring her off 

at the shoulders and hips, her face smiling, and wrinkled like a plant. 

I should have known better. 

I should have known about these things. 

Come on, Mom, what do you say? Is it going to kill you to make me one sandwich? Is it 

really going to kill you? Remember how you used to play with me? Remember? And then I 

snuck up behind her chair, undid her curlers, and ran my fingers through her hair until she said 

all right already, what kind did I want.  Then she stood up, turned to my dad, and opened her 

bathrobe so he could get a peek just to see if the old interest was still there. But I don't think it 

was.  What? he said. He hasn't seen this before? Make the sandwich, he said. And he let his body 

melt like pudding into the easy chair. 
That was it. That was the last thing he said to her. Mom turned up the TV, went into the kitchen, 

and the next thing we knew, she was calling out for help. 

Well, my dad didn't know what was going on anymore than I did, so he got up from his chair, 

trudged across the room – making sure to scrape his feet on the carpet all the way so he could really shock 

her good this time – and that was it. Mom was dead on the floor of the kitchen, her bathrobe open at the 

waist. 

And I thought, Well, there’s Mom dead, what now? No one thinks about that. No one thinks 

about what happens after you find your mother dead like that, all over the kitchen floor. But I'm telling 

you, that's when the real fun starts. That's when you have to try mouth-to-mouth on her – on your mother, 

for God's sake – knowing that if she does come around she'll spit up in your face, because that's what 

happens, but praying for it, anyway, because if she doesn't, then it’s all over.  That’s when you’ve got to 

call an ambulance and wait for them to throw a sheet over her head so they can take her away from you. 

That's when you’ve got to sit there and watch them put their hands all over her body and know they’ll 

never believe you even tried to save her.  That’s when the neighbors see the flashing red light in your 

driveway and wonder what kind of rotten son you are that you couldn't save your mother.  That’s when 

you’ve got your whole life to live, and all its going to be is one excuse after another for why you didn’t 

save her.  What do you do? We didn't know, so my dad poured her on the couch and we waited. We 

waited and watched TV. 

 It was on. 

But like I said, we don't talk about it too much. How can we? Mom was the talker. That's what she used to 

say. She used to say, "Boys, what would you do without me?" And here we are, without her. My dad and 

I wouldn't know how to talk to each other if you paid us, so we don’t even try. Not much, anyway. What 

am I going to say?  How’s your love life?  What’s it like to sleep alone?  He doesn’t want that.  He 

doesn’t want that at all. He wants me out of the house.  But he doesn't really want that, either, you know. 

What would he do then? Six rooms can be too many if you're not careful. I tell him this at dinner 

sometimes. I tell him how much he needs me. How much he cares. But he doesn't care. He cares about the 

kitchen, the robe, the things I did to try to save his wife. My hands. Her body. My lips.  Her mouth.  

"Tell me," he says, "is that really how you want to remember your mother?" 

 

 


