
Dear Mamu,

Where do I even begin?

My grandmum called me “Juwon,” and we were so close. You’d think I was her closest

grandchild. I learnt my native language because of how much time we spent together,

and I’ll always be grateful for that.

Mamu, there are so many little things about you that I’ll never forget, especially your

voice.

I still can’t get myself to accept that you’re not here anymore. When my mum calls, I

still subconsciously find myself almost asking about you. I don’t think my mind has

fully understood that I won’t get to hear your voice again.

YOU WERE SUCH A STRONG WOMAN, and it breaks my heart how fickle life can

be. I wish I could have had more time with you. I wish the illness hadn’t taken so much

from you.

I will never forget you, Mamu. Thank you for the love, the memories, the food, the

conversations, and for being such an important part of my life.

I pray you get all the peace you deserve now.

Continue to rest, Mamu.


