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  Thursday 22nd September




  

    Dear Mum,


  




  Today is the day of your funeral; the saddest day in the whole world. It began to rain before breakfast and it kept raining all morning. I think even the sky was sad!




  A big black funeral car came to collect us and we all had to make a run with our umbrellas from the house to the car, from the car to the church and then later to the graveyard. The rain was

  pounding down . . . pelting us, soaking us; the water running everywhere, down our coats, shoes, jackets, hair . . . running down our faces so it was hard to tell the rain from our tears.
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  When we were getting dressed this morning Dad said that things were bad enough without him having to see the three of us dressed in black. He said that you would want us to wear

  our prettiest dresses.




  Mum, I wore my pale pink dress with the rosebuds and my green wrap and ballerina shoes. Chloe wore her cute purple dress with the puffed sleeves Hugo had his new shirt and jacket and Dad his

  cream jacket and your favourite red and gold tie. We looked like we were going to a party not a funeral.




  When we got to the church it was crowded with all our relations and friends. Our neighbours, schoolfriends, Dr Nicholls and even some of the nurses who helped to look after you, everyone turned

  up. Me and Dad and Chloe and Hugo had to sit up in the front row of the church with Mémé and Poppa beside us and Uncle Theo and Auntie Clara in the row right behind. I didn’t

  like sitting at the front, but at least it meant that people could only see our backs and not our faces. Mémé bought a big packet of tissues in her handbag as she knew we’d need

  them.




  There were flowers everywhere: pink and red roses and bunches of those big pink frothy flowers you like from the garden. The church choir sang your favourite songs and Dad put the photo of you

  that he took last summer when we all went sailing on top of the coffin – the one where you’re laughing, the wind blowing your hair.
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  In the church Uncle Theo spoke and Chloe, Hugo and I said a prayer up on the altar too. Then, at the end, Dad stood up and talked about you and everyone cried and clapped. After the funeral we

  walked down the church behind the big wooden box that held you and for a moment I thought that maybe I wouldn’t be able to breathe, but then Hugo squeezed my hand so hard that it hurt and Dad

  held on to my other hand. I could feel his pulse beating strong and hard, his skin warm and firm, not cold and smooth like yours when I touched it. . .
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  Then everyone went to the graveyard and I closed my eyes in the big black car as we drove through the village. We passed your favourite café, my school, and the bookshop where you worked

  with Tess and Mr Humphrey. The shop was closed, the blinds drawn.




  The graveyard was big and surrounded by tall trees, their leaves turning gold and red and orange. The rain stopped and the sun came out the minute we got out of the car and walked to a place

  where the earth was all dug up, and then they lowered your coffin into the ground. Down . . . down . . . down. . .
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  Father Lennon said more prayers and Chloe and Dad and Hugo and I stood there watching and then threw the roses we picked from the garden into your grave. Down . . . down . . . down . . . falling

  on top of you.
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  Back at the house it was crowded. All the cousins and aunts and uncles and the neighbours, even old Mr and Mrs O’Grady, came. Roz and Auntie Trish and Auntie Maria helped organise the food

  – there was chicken cooked in a sauce and rice and salad. Chloe and I helped to pass round the plates.




  Granny had two whiskies and cried and Poppa had a cognac, a Napoleon Brandy; he said if it was good enough for Bonaparte to survive the Russian winters it might be strong enough to help him get

  through the day. Everyone kept shaking my hand and saying sorry. Sorry-sorry-sorry, but why are they sorry? They didn’t do anything! They didn’t make you

  sick! It wasn’t their fault that the hospital and doctors and nurses couldn’t make you better! That you were so sick you had to leave us and go to heaven.




  My teacher Mrs Martin came to the church too, and my whole class. They sat near the back. Hugo’s friends Jonathan and Mark and Conor stayed close to him all day like

  three strong bodyguards protecting him, and Chloe had her friends and her new boyfriend Tim. I don’t think she wanted you or Dad to know about him yet, but now that you are in heaven you

  probably know everything, about him and Chloe and everyone!
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  Now it’s late; everyone has gone except for the family. They’re all downstairs: Granny and Granddad, Poppa and Mémé, Uncle Alan and Auntie Trish, Auntie Maria, Julie,

  Uncle Theo and Auntie Clara talking about you and drinking red wine and eating the smelly cheese that you love with crackers and bread. Mémé carried it in her handbag on the plane all

  the way from Paris. The other people must have thought; Who is that silly old French woman that smells! You know I hate that cheese. I will never eat it.
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  ‘I can’t believe Madeleine is gone!’ That’s what everyone keeps saying, over and over again. No one can believe it. That you are dead, that you

  have left us. I don’t believe it either. Mum, I keep thinking you are in the next room, busy in the kitchen or working at your computer in the office, and in a few minutes you will come in

  and stroke my arm or fiddle with my hair and say: ‘Lucie, have you seen my reading glasses?’ or ‘Lucie, be a pet and run and get my cardigan, please!’




  I can still hear them laughing and telling stories about you. About when you were a little girl in France, and how you met and fell in love with Dad.




  Dad told the story about when you brought Chloe home from the hospital and she cried and cried, and you didn’t know what to do with such a baby, and you put on rock music and danced with

  her up and down the living room floor for hours until she stopped crying and smiled at you. Everyone laughed at that because it was so like you to think of something like that. Then he told the

  story about how I bit your nose when I was a baby getting my first teeth because I wanted to chew on something and loved your long bony nose. And then Chloe remembered the time you went shopping

  and forgot little Hugo and left him in the supermarket looking at the toys, and you only remembered him when you were lifting the shopping bags out of the car at home and you said to Chloe:

  ‘Where’s your brother?’ You drove so fast back to the shops that a policeman almost stopped the car, but when you got there Hugo was happy in the shop playing with the Lego! He

  didn’t even know that you had gone. So many stories, but I couldn’t listen any more, so I came up here.




  It’s nearly midnight and they are still talking downstairs. Hugo has come upstairs now and is asleep on the camp bed in my bedroom and Chloe is going to sleep on the couch bed in the

  study. Uncle Theo and Auntie Clara have Chloe’s room and Max and Mathieu are in the bunk beds in Hugo’s and Mémé and Poppa are in the spare bedroom.
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  My eyes are sore from crying and my throat hurts. I’m in my pyjamas and ready for bed. Dad is downstairs and you are not here to tuck me in, so I tuck myself in and pretend I can smell

  your perfume and hear your voice and that you are near and beside me, and not far away at all.




  Good night, Mum. [image: ]




  Love,




  Lucie x




  P.S. I HATE FUNERALS!
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  Friday 23rd September




  Mum,




  This morning I could feel you.




  You were so close beside me, like you were sitting on the edge of my bed, watching me. I wanted to wake up and talk to you, but was frightened that would make you go away so I stayed half awake,

  watching and feeling you. You looked down at Hugo on the camp bed. He was still sleeping and his quilt was on the floor where he had kicked it during the night. I thought about how he looked so

  small to have no mother . . . and I knew you were watching him too.




  I wanted to call Chloe or Dad to tell them that you were here with us, but I didn’t want to break the magic . . . to make you disappear or go away. . . Then I must have gone back to sleep.

  When I woke up it was nearly lunchtime. I looked to see if you left me a sign or something, but I couldn’t find a trace of you. Mum, why didn’t you leave a sign? Next time you come you

  must leave a sign.




  Everyone was so tired today and slept in. Uncle Theo was the only one up early and he took Mathieu and Max out to look around the city. They wanted to see the Viking boats and

  weapons and the ancient bog bodies in the museum.
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  Poor Mémé had a bad headache and stayed in bed. Chloe said it was no wonder as she was crying all night.




  We had brunch and Poppa and Dad cooked sausages and rashers and fried potato and eggs, while Auntie Clara and Chloe and I tried to tidy up a bit. The house is really messy after so many people

  coming yesterday. It looked like we had a big party with all the glasses and plates and wine bottles. Not a funeral!




  I don’t want to annoy you, but someone spilled a big glass of red wine on the carpet in the living room . . . but you probably know that already.




  Later, Dad and Mémé and Poppa wanted to go back to the graveyard to see your grave so we all went. Today it was quiet; it felt so different to yesterday. Your grave is in a really

  sunny spot and the men who worked there had taken away the green wooden board and had shovelled the earth on top of your coffin. Covering you with the heavy earth . . . it must feel awful. Does

  it?




  The top of your grave was covered with bunches of flowers: so many of them from so many friends with messages and little cards. We gathered them up.
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  ‘It is like a pretty florist’s shop,’ Mémé said.




  It is so peaceful and nice there, but very lonely.




  Dad said that in a few weeks we will get a headstone for your grave so everyone will know who you are and how much we all love and miss you.




  When we got home poor Mémé went back to bed and Poppa Henri dozed on the couch. When Max and Mathieu came home they just wanted to play more computer games. Hugo wanted to play too

  but Max pushed him out of the room. They ended up having a big wrestling match on the floor! I bet Hugo’s glad that he’s got sisters.




  Tonight it felt like everything was in slow motion. Auntie Clara heated up more of the chicken and rice for dinner. The fridge and freezer are full of stuff to eat as all the neighbours keep

  bringing us lasagnes and pies and tarts. They think that food helps. Dad says he is very grateful and it means that we won’t have to worry about cooking for a while.




  After dinner everyone stayed up late again, sitting round the table and talking, going over everything that has happened. Mémé said that you should have listened to her and gone to

  a proper hospital in Paris, or taken her friend Sybil’s advice and gone to America. Mémé said that the best hospitals in the world are there. Dad said that you had the best

  specialists trying to help and that the doctors and nurses and everyone did everything they could to make you better, but it didn’t work . . . it just didn’t work.




  Then everyone started to talk about what they loved most about you. Auntie Clara said that you were very brave, the bravest woman she ever met.




  Uncle Theo said that you were the best big sister and that even when you and he were kids you always stuck together. He said he used to follow you around, but you didn’t mind because you

  were always the kindest one in the family . . . the one who looked after everyone.




  Mathieu said you were a great aunt because you never forgot birthdays or Christmas presents and always knew what they were doing.




  Max said you always told him funny jokes, and sent him brilliant books to read.
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  Poppa said that you were the best daughter a man could have.




  Mémé said that you were not only the best daughter, but also the most wonderful mother and that you were so proud of Chloe and Hugo and me.




  Dad says you were far more than his wife . . . you were his best friend.




  Chloe said you were our mum and we would never forget you.




  Hugo said he loved the way you smelled and the way you tickled him and showed him how to ride his bike.




  I didn’t know what to say first; there are too many things that I love about you. I love your voice and the sound of your feet. I love the way you sing and play the guitar and I love you

  for just being you and because you are my mum.




  Everyone cried and then Poppa started to blow his nose and Uncle Theo blew his harder until we ended up having a big nose-blowing competition. It was a tie between Max and Poppa over who

  won.




  Then we made popcorn and sang some songs. Dad said no sad songs tonight, only funny or happy ones, and that everyone had to sing, even if they couldn’t sing at all (like Uncle Theo).




  It was a sad night . . . a funny night . . . all about everyone missing you.
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  Poppa drank more brandy and Mémé said that if I wanted I could have a little wine with some water in it a la française. I tasted it and it was awful. I will never,

  ever drink wine as I prefer Coca-Cola.




  Now I’m writing to you in my bedroom and Hugo is snoring again on the small camp bed. I can’t sleep with the noise. I hold his nose, but he only stops breathing for a second and then

  turns back and snores again. . .




  Love,




  Lucie x
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  Saturday 24th September




  Dear Mum,




  I feel so sad and miss you so much.




  Lots of people keep calling to the house and phoning, and there are always people around trying to talk and bringing flowers and food. Dad says they are trying to be nice, but I wish that they

  would just go away and leave us alone.




  I feel so lonely all the time without you.




  I’m so sad . . . but taking out my paper and pen and writing to you like this makes me feel you are near and I can talk to you, and tell you things like I always did.




  Love,




  Lucie x




  







  Sunday 25th September




  Dear Mum,




  At church this morning Father Lennon said a special prayer for you. Chloe squeezed my hand really hard so we would be strong and not cry as some of the kids from my school were there.




  Afterwards we all went to Granny and Granddad’s for Sunday lunch. Granny made a big fuss over Mémé and made her sit in her big blue armchair in the sitting room. The room is

  full of family photos of Dad and us with you which made Mémé upset. ‘Why did God take my beautiful daughter and not an old lady like me?’




  ‘Maybe he didn’t want a difficult old woman like you?’ Poppa Henri teased gently, giving her a big hug and kiss.




  Uncle Alan and Auntie Trish and Auntie Maria and Julie all came for lunch today so Granddad put the dining table and kitchen table together so that everyone could fit, and

  Granny used her best pretty flower plates and the good linen tablecloth.




  ‘Everyone is very welcome to our home today,’ Granddad said before we ate; his voice sounded funny and I could tell he was trying not to cry. ‘It only seems like yesterday that

  our David met a beautiful young French girl who had come to Ireland to learn English. Mary and I were happy to welcome Madeleine into our home and into our hearts, and when Madeleine and David

  married we were delighted to be united with the Aubert family. There have been so many family celebrations since then; christenings, birthdays, communions, summer parties. It’s so sad that we

  come together today in our home because of Madeleine’s death, but I think she would want the connection between the two families to always remain. Mary and I want everyone to know that Celine

  and Henri, Theo and Clara and the boys will always be welcome under this roof.’ Everyone clapped and there was food and wine and lemonade and jugs of orange with ice.




  After lunch, we went out in the garden. We found Granddad’s old croquet set and played a game, with the boys against the girls. We won.




  When we got home Uncle Theo, Auntie Clara and the boys had to pack as they are leaving for the airport early in the morning. Uncle Theo said we all had to promise to come and

  see them in France during the summer.




  The last few days the house has been crowded with people . . . busy, noisy, so it will be very strange when it is just back to us. I don’t want to think about it.




  

    

      

        Mum, I wish that you were still here with us.




        Love,




        Lucie x
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  Tuesday 27th September




  Dear Mum,




  Uncle Theo and Auntie Clara and the boys are gone. Hugo misses them, but at least he is back in his bedroom again. People still keep calling to the house,




  Yesterday a lady called Leah came round. She said that you were in a book club together and that you both always loved the same books and films. She got upset so Dad made her coffee.
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  Amy came over today after school on her bicycle. She brought me a box of chocolate Rice Krispie cakes she’d made. Her eyes were red and she looked like she had been

  crying.




  ‘I’m going to miss your mum so much,’ she said and began to cry all over again. I had to get her a tissue from the box in Chloe’s room. Every time Amy looked at anything

  in the house she looked like she was going to cry again.




  I feel like crying too, but my eyes are too sore. I need my best friend to be fun . . . to be happy . . . not to be sad!! Mum, do you think I’m being

  mean to Amy or should I just let her cry all over the house when she sees your photo or the chair you love or the cushion cover you made? She’s my best friend and I don’t want her to

  make me feel even worse.




  I wanted to go out so we went for a big cycle through the park and up by the little woods. We sat for a while under the trees. There were chestnuts everywhere and we gathered loads of conkers. I

  found a massive one for Hugo.




  Amy asked if I wanted to talk about you, but I said, ‘No thank you. Not today.’ I wanted to cycle and feel the air in my face and the pedals at my feet and see all the trees and

  greenery whizzing by. Talking about what’s happened is not going to change things. It is not going to bring you back. I just want things to be ordinary again . . . that is if we can ever go

  back to that . . . I don’t know. Amy told me about when her granny died three years ago and how sad she felt then.




  ‘Did it get better?’ I asked. She said it did. She still thinks about her granny and misses her a lot, but is not sad about it any more. But maybe it is different when it is your

  granny?




  Amy said everyone in school was asking about me. Mrs Martin told Amy she is to show me the homework she has done when I go back to school next week so I will be able to catch up. At least I

  missed the big maths test they had yesterday. Amy said it was horrible and that Becky O’Connor started crying because she couldn’t answer any of the questions.
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  When it started to get dark we cycled back to my house. Dad asked Amy if she wanted to stay for tea but she had to go home.
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  Tonight Mémé made risotto with mushrooms and peas. It tasted good, but not as nice as yours.




  Mémé doesn’t want to leave us and go back to France tomorrow, but Poppa says that they must. They have things to attend to in Paris. Besides, they will be back again and we

  will all go and stay with them during les vacances.




  Everything is changing. I wish that it didn’t. I hope Dad still wants to go to France every year like we always do, otherwise we’ll end up hardly ever seeing

  Mémé and Poppa.




  Please don’t let that happen, Mum.




  Love,




  Lucie x




  







  28th September




  Dear Mum,




  Mémé and Poppa went back to Paris today. It was awful as Mémé was so upset. She didn’t want to go home and wanted to stay here with us.




  ‘How can I leave with my little Madeleine lying in the ground?’ she said when Poppa tried to put the cases in Dad’s car. ‘My child is here . . . this is where I should

  stay.’




  Everyone felt bad and Chloe told Mémé that we love having her here staying with us, but that Max and Mathieu might need her too. We promised that we will all go to France during

  the summer like we always do. Poor Mémé and Poppa, they both look so old and tired as if all the colour and life has gone out of them.




  Eventually Mémé put on her coat and took her handbag. Chloe and I went to the airport with them and Hugo went to play next door with Conor.




  The airport was busy and we helped Mémé with her luggage. She has suddenly become an old lady who needs us to help her.




  It was strange coming home and knowing that nobody was in our house except for us. It seemed so quiet and still. The house has been so full of people for so long – nurses and doctors and

  visitors. Everyone coming to see you and talk to you and help you and now suddenly everyone is gone and it is back to just being us, but instead of there being five of us . . . now there are only

  four.




  Dad made toasted cheese sandwiches for dinner and then went back to do some more work. When I went to find him he was asleep in the chair in his study, but Chloe said to leave him because he was

  exhausted. We all are and we went to bed early.




  I like writing to you, telling you things. Sometimes I think I am better at writing things than saying things. It’s easier to write things on the page than to speak them.

  You said that’s what some of the great writers and poets do when they put their words on the page.




  Mum, I wish you didn’t die, I wish you were here with us all. It’s so lonely without you.




  Love,




  Lucie x




  







  30th September




  Mum,




  Come back! Come back, please come back to us. . .


  Even if it is only for a day or a few hours.




  Just don’t leave us forever.




  Love,




  Lucie x
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  Saturday, 1st October[image: ]




  Mum,




  I saw you today out in the garden. You were standing quiet and still, looking at the house.




  The leaves are falling from the trees and you walked across the pile of leaves on the grass. I could hear the noise of them as you passed. I waved to you and called you, but you didn’t say

  anything, you just kept looking at the house before disappearing. I pulled on my slippers and ran as fast as I could in my pyjamas outside to the garden, but you were gone.




  Dad came out a few minutes later and asked me what I was doing outside. I told him that I saw you.




  ‘Mum’s not here, Lucie. She’s gone from us. We have to let her go.’




  ‘But I saw her.’




  ‘Come back inside. It’s far too early to be up on a chilly morning like this. You’ll catch a cold.’




  Dad made me go back in.




  I watched for you all the rest of the day.




  Love,




  Lucie x




  







  Wednesday 5th October




  Dear Mum,




  Today we went back to school. It was awful as we all wanted to stay home but Dad says we have to try to get back to normal again. I don’t think that anything will ever be normal again!
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