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Dear Mama 
By Anais Montemayor 

November 16 2009 

Dear mama, 

 You haven’t been home in a while and I miss you. Papa said that it would be a good 

idea if we wrote you a letter, to remind you that we love you and want you to come back home. 

He told me that you are now in a beautiful place called Heaven, high in the sky, singing and 

dancing with angels and God. That sounds really pretty, but it’s been a long time since you 

read stories for me before bed, or do my hair for school. Papa is not really good at making 

braids, but he tries. He misses you too. Why did you leave? Please come home soon, we need 

you.  

With love, 

        Laura 

 

Friday September 5th, 2012 

Dear mama, 

 I´m sorry that I haven´t written to you in a long time. I now talk to you daily, before I go 

to sleep. You never answer me, but I know you can hear me. Writing this letter feels comforting 

somehow, and I won´t stop writing to you, even if it takes me three years. And even now that I 

know you cannot receive or read this letters. Even now that I know that saying you are in 

Heaven only means you are dead, and you can´t come home, no matter how much I pray to 

God.  



 

I won´t stop writing to you because I know that you are still there, even if Heaven is no 

physical place and ghosts are not real. I won´t stop writing because I love and miss you. 

 Dad still refuses to tell me how you died, but I´ve done my research. There are lots of 

articles about it in newspapers. I only got to read a few of them, though. I felt too upset and 

scared and I didn´t feel like reading about it anymore. 

Is it true? I´m still really confused as to why someone would want to steal people. First, I 

found some articles telling that you had gone missing. There was a picture of you, a 

description, and several phone numbers to call in case someone saw you. Then I found an 

article saying that you had been found. But not alive. It also said something about some bad 

men that wanted to steal money from dad. Now I understand why dad didn´t want me to find 

about how you died. I have had a few nightmares because of it. I don´t want to be kidnapped 

as well, mama, I´m really scared. I don´t walk to school anymore, dad drives me now. I can´t 

go out and play on the street on my own like I used to, dad doesn´t let me. I have heard about 

other people gone missing, especially girls and women. I don´t like watching the news 

anymore because of it.  

Dad isn´t doing really well. He spends a lot time alone, and even though I know he´s not 

doing fine, he never talks to me about it. That´s not healthy for him. I don´t get to talk to him 

about how I feel either, maybe that´s another reason why I´m writing this letter, to tell you how 

I´ve been doing. I don´t want to sound selfish, but I really need someone to listen to me. I 

started middle school a couple of weeks ago, and it´s really hard. The kids make fun of me 

because I´m Mexican, and physically different from them. The do cruel stuff, like call me 

nicknames and write mean words on my locker. I find it really unfair, since whenever I try to tell 

a teacher, they defend them instead of me.  

I know I´ve said it a lot of times already, but I miss you. I hope you´re doing well in 

wherever it is we go when we die.  

        With love, 

        Laura 

April 27th, 2018 



 

Dear mama, 

 Today would be your 38th birthday. Dad and I just got back home from visiting your 

grave the cemetery. We have been getting better through these past few years. Dad doesn't 

isolate himself anymore and we talk often. We still miss you a lot, but we know how to handle it 

now.  

 I´m on my last year of high school. We moved into a new town two years ago because 

dad was offered a better job. I prefer school here, my classmates are not rude to me anymore 

and I´ve made some good friends who I can talk to, and I thank God for that. 

 I also resumed my research on your death. Apparently, the police never found who 

were the men that did this to you. I have started to read the news frequently again, and almost 

daily I find new articles of missing people. Sometimes I get to read about how these people are 

found alive and return to their homes, other times I get to read about how they are found dead. 

Or they are just never found at all. In what kind of world is it normal for people to get murdered 

daily? I know there´s a story behind each of this victims. A story about a mother who never got 

to see her son again since she drove him to school in the morning. About a boy returning 

home after four months, with PTSD caused by the constant abuse of his captors. Or his one, 

about a girl who never stopped talking to her dead mother before going to sleep, almost like a 

prayer, and occasionally wrote her letters she knew she wouldn´t receive. I hope that, if not all, 

most of this stories get to have a happy ending, and for all the people that have gotten to go 

through hard times like this to be recognized for their strength.  

 I want to become journalist so that I can tell the world about the stories of all the missing 

people. To help find as many as possible, so they are never forgotten. I will make you proud, 

mama. 

        With love, 

        Laura 


