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YouTube Momma 
by Debra Tidball 

10.3K Likes 

Ping: ‘Your poor darling. Sending hugs and kisses to Kaylee and her Momma.’ 

I tuck Kaylee into her bed. ‘Cuddle?’ she murmurs. But I flop onto the lounge and return to 

the screen. 

10.4K Likes 

Ping: ‘You’re such a loving mom.’ 

The ‘Likes’ keep mounting and the comments keep rolling in. Such warm messages of love 

and concern for Kaylee and me.  

Our video has hit a nerve. Kaylee’s cries of pain have reached out to everyone watching, 

drawing them into our real-life drama.  

Ping. ‘Hang in there, Momma. You’re doing great!’ 

Being a single mom is hard, but these comments make my heart swell. Tears blur my eyes. I 

feel like I’m embraced by the biggest, warmest hug stretching right around the globe. 

Reassuring.  Comforting. Soothing, after a stressful night and no sleep in the ER. I’m 

running on empty and these messages fill me up.  

Ping: ‘Hope you can get some well-deserved rest.’ 

Kaylee’s softly snuffling and I should head to bed too, but I can’t pull my eyes away from the 

love on the screen. 

Ping. ‘Kaylee’s so lucky to have you as her mom.’ 

It was all genuine. The screams. The tears. The video was perfect. It only needed the 

slightest edit: ‘I just want a cuddle momma, no camera.’ ‘I want to cuddle you, not the 

camera.’ ‘Please no camera, momma.’ 

Ping. ‘You’ve been through so much already.’ 

That fleeting fear that I might not have been a good mom is swept away in this flood of love 

and good wishes.  

Ping. ‘Wishing you peaceful dreams.’ 
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Bouncing on the bed was her idea. It was so fun, so free. So innocent.  

Ping. ‘You’re a wonderful mom.’ 

But I saw the potential.  

‘Bounce higher. A little bit closer to the edge. Do you want to try a somersault? I’m here in 

case you fall.’ And then, I got lucky: Crack. The sound was caught on the camera. Of course, 

I muted my voice for the video. And the rest, as they say, is history. 

Ping. 

I’m too tired to look. I rest my head and close my eyes. The soft pings, like a bell-bird 

lullaby, soothe me to sleep. 

 


