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Pitch ideas 2: 
 
Lead:    The great loss. 
 
Theme: The pandemic took more than our freedom away it ripped away the last chance to 
say goodbye to a dying mum. 
 
Format: I will write a short story includes photos. 
 
Wordcount: 500-700 
 

Story 
 

    The great loss 
 
In a few short days it would be time to return to Australia, whenmy mother ill with cancer 

whispered into my ear, “Come back soon, I need to spend some time with you my precious 

girl”. My heart throbbed as with an incredible ache: “I promise mama, I will be back soon”.  

Little did I know that the promise made was already broken.  I boarded the plane, looking 

out of the small oval window, as it took off, my heart felt a deep ache that cut right through 

me, “Why am I feeling this way?” 

 

Life had returned to normal, or so it seemed. University was back into full swing and studies 

commenced. As expected, my husband had to return to Saudi for an important high-level 

meeting. It was the time of the year when all senior embassy staff were called back to the 

capital for these meetings.  Bags packed we went to the airport. Before boarding the plane, 

he held me in his arms with a gentle kiss of deep love he said, “I will be back home before 

the end of the week, I will miss you my love”. He walked up the tunnel and stepped into the 

plane. The doors closed behind him and the flight took off.  I returned home, missing him 

already. I told myself: “The week will pass quickly, and he will be back home”. 

 

It was time for him to return home. Arriving at the departure gate, he handed over his 

airline ticket and passport: “Sorry sir, all flights have been cancelled. No one is to leave or 

enter the country”.   
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Here I was in Canberra, excited for his return.  The phone rang. I answered “Beloved when 

do you board your plane?  I can hardly wait for you to come home”.  There was a moment 

of silence, eternity, agony transmitted through the phone line when I heard the news. This 

can’t be true,” I thought.  He then said: “My love, I don’t know what to say or do, but I will 

find out and try to get back to you as soon as I can”. 

 

The days passed, no news of any flights out of the country and now even here in Australia 

we were in lockdown. A prisoner in my own home, I sought advice from my mother. As the 

weeks rolled by, I could hear her change over the phone. She sounded increasingly tired and 

at times confused.  “My darling girl, when can I see you again?  I need to talk with you!”  My 

heart ached to see her again, I had made a promise but deep in my heart, and I dared not to 

admit it at the time, I knew that time was running out. Mama was disappearing away from 

this world; with feelings of helplessness, accompanied by anger, I didn’t know what to do. 

 

That dreaded day arrived.  It was early morning; the sun had not yet risen. Over the phone I 

could hear my mum disappearing into the distance.  “I have so much to say to you, but I fear 

that it will not ever happen,” she told me. “What are you saying mama, I will come as soon 

as the airports reopen,” I replied.  I could hear her breathing ever so shallow; did she 

understand what I was saying?  What had happened to the world? This I will never know as 

only a few hours later, a call from my beloved with the words “Your mama is gone”.  

 

The phone dropped out of my hand to the floor, my son came into the room, picking up the 

phone he spoke with his father and then he placed the phone back onto the receiver. 

Holding me tight in his arms he said: “It’s alright mama, you have us”.  I don’t know for how 

long I stood there in his arms when all of a sudden, the tears and pain just burst out of me.  I 

cried so much. I will never know what it was that she wanted to say, I regret leaving her.  

 

The days, weeks and now I am even counting the months that have passed.  I have a 

husband still back home unable to return to me, a mother buried to whom I never got the 

chance to say: “Good-bye mama, thank you for giving me a beautiful life”.   
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At some point my pain flipped from sadness to guilt.  “Why am I feeling guilty?  What have I 

done?”  A dear friend gave me kind words that only come from wisdom, “The pain of 

mourning for the loss of someone close, like a mother, for a while becomes a feeling of guilt 

that lasts for only a short while.  It is not your fault; her time had come. Time does not 

belong to us it belongs to God”.  She is right.  

 

I am trying to focus on my studies, letting the days fly by as I work through each day doing 

my assignments, listening to lectures and doing my reading, caring for my son who needs his 

father and is so kind to me – he is a beautiful boy.  I am thinking less of her these days, is 

that how mourning works?  Maybe, if I had the chance to hear what she had to say or be 

present at her burial it would be easier for me. But even that I will never know. 

 


