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Amanda HawkinsHonor Your Mother
Mum passed away when I was sixteen. Exactly 
one year later, I dressed up in her clothes (not 
for the first time) and became her for the day.

It wasn’t my idea, but it was the right thing 
to do. I did it for my little sister, to help her 
remember Mum. She was only six at the time.

Of course, that doesn’t explain why we kept on 
doing it, year after year. And it sure as hell 
doesn’t explain why I’m still doing it now.

Dad needed it too; we all did. The three of us 
would spend the day together, going to the park 
or the zoo, as if the whole cancer thing had 
never happened. The real me was always “out 
of town” for these events, and I soon learned 
that Todd was not to be mentioned. Ever.

Maybe this sounds pretty strange to you, and 
maybe it is. But to us it was normal.

Once the word got out, my aunt and her kids 
began joining us; at first just for dinner, later 
for the outings as well. She seemed to enjoy 
having her sister around. Our activities grew 
to include other aunts and uncles and their 
children, and we eventually had to shift the 
events to more convenient dates.

Family reunions, birthdays… whenever Mum’s 
presence was called for, she was there and Todd 
wasn’t. It’s what the family expected.

Even as a little kid, people said we looked alike. 
“Todd has his mother’s eyes,” I was told, not to 
mention her cheekbones and around the mouth 
as well. That kind of talk made me feel guilty, 
as if I’d stolen those things from her.

Don’t tell anyone, dude, but I’ve been dosing 
myself with estrogen. Just enough for a decent 
figure and a smooth complexion.

Why? It’s just that much easier to turn myself 
into her. I was late reaching puberty, so my 
voice never broke either.

My hair? Sure, it’s a bit retro, but that’s part of 
the tradition. It’s not a sacrifice; I like it that 
long. Same length as hers, of course.

Once a year—more often if necessary—I visit 
her old salon for a full perm and a styling. The 
lady there knows me, and she knew Mum too, 
so I always get mother’s personal hairstyle.

What’s the point? Just check out the picture. 
You thought it was her, didn’t you?

Guess again.

I’ve been doing this for a long time. My body 
speaks the same language hers did. Heck, if 
they gave out Oscars for impersonating one’s 
mother, I’d have a star in Hollywood.

Anyway, after the hair it’s a full makeover and 
a mani-pedi, and then I change clothes in the 

back room. It used to be a motel, but I’m a 
lot faster now. It gets easier every year.

When I get home the whole family pretends 
like I’m just back from a trip. Paris, maybe. 
Sometimes I even take a taxi to the airport 
and they meet me there.

Kissing Dad on the lips always felt weird, 
but we had to keep up appearances. I was 
glad when he remarried.

My sister’s all grown up now, but does that 
mean she’ll let me stop doing this? Not a 
chance. She moved Mum’s belongings into 
the spare room in her condo, which is where 
I’m obligated to stay while I’m in town.

Which means a solid week of Mum time.

Still, I can’t really blame her. She just wants 
to see her mother as often as she can. So 
does everyone else. So do I, sometimes.

The trouble is, it seems like everyone’s 
forgetting about poor old Todd.

He has a life of his own, you know. No kids, 
but a good job and a very understanding 
wife who treats him more like a sister than 
a husband. What’s up with that?

One of these days, I’m gonna call their bluff.

Assuming it really is a bluff, that is.

I often wonder about that.

Next year, maybe Mum will stick around for 
awhile. Maybe she’ll get her own place and hook 
up with some middle-aged dude with a Corvette 
and a comb-over. That’d show ‘em. Especially 
my little sister… The ungrateful brat.

Her idea? Hell, no! What made you think that?

You really wanna know? It was the person who 
forced me into a dress in the first place, made 
me wear makeup, and gave me the little-girl 
version of this very hairstyle… That’s who.

Thanks a lot, Mum.  �


