Name
Creative Writing
Forres Academy


Our Little Angel Dressed in White
Out of the corner of my eye I catch sight of the small bunch of peaceful, white lilies that Mum placed upon the highest shelf in your room nine days ago. Clearly she hasn’t been in here since, otherwise she would have noticed that the straight pale white petals rounded ends are spiralling and drooping downwards. The ever-so-bright white is gradually fading into an unwanted dreary ivory. They don't last long - do they? Next to them are the silly faces of two stuffed monkeys; soft, silky woven tails and big furry ears. One standing fierce and strong as if it was protecting the young that is crouched down behind, latching on to him and relying on him to always be there. I'm sorry I'm not there. You’re all alone, wherever you are. Mum always joked - which is a rare thing these days – by saying that they were you and I: little cheeky monkeys that are always up to mischief but you weren't mischievous were you? There are no unkind words that could ever be spoken about you as you were the definition of perfection - with your ten tiny fingers and your ten little toes. How could you have caused so much grief and heartache in one household when you only lived in it for nine weeks? Nine short weeks - that is all we had with you. All I had with you.

This brief allotment of time consisted of me occasionally holding you in my arms. I remember once you wrapped your whole fist around just one of my fingers and gripped it with all your might; you had a firm wee grip, didn’t you? It made me feel needed and wanted. That's when I knew it would be my job, as your older sister, to protect you. It would be my duty to help you with your homework and give you advice when you burst out crying over an argument you had with your friends or about the boy you did or didn’t like. But now, I won't have that chance and it hurts. Moving on without you hurts.
You would have liked this mobile hanging above your bed. White paint covers the ever-so- slightly cracked wood giving it a new, refined look as it supports the two angels dangling below. There are two entwined together; dressed head to toe in beautiful white lace completely care-free; light, as if floating on air, holding each other’s hands. A single beam of light seeps in through the gaping pink curtains intertwined with one another then pulled apart, separating in the breeze from the outside world. It was almost surreal, the celestial light shone down into the cot revealing where it happened – where we lost you. 

Dad has always been a man of few words - I don't suppose you picked up on that when you were here. He is not one for conveying his emotions but I remember his face when he told me that we had lost you. It was pale and drawn- he was in complete despair, distraught, devastated. He was motionless and despite all these hopelessly, harrowing emotions he was feeling, it was nothing compared to what Mum was experiencing. 

"If a mother is mourning not for what she has lost but for what her dead child has lost,
 it is a comfort to believe that the child has not lost the end for which it was created."
- C.S.Lewis

I remember the days when I was younger, when Mum always used to let me borrow her shoes to play “dress-up”. I would wear the biggest, most dazzling high heeled shoes that Mum owned with huge white sparkling wings and a pearly white stick that contained the power to make all of our wishes come true. I would be the kindest fairy in all the land. She would enchant me with tales and predictions of what the future would hold for me; how I would lead a successful, happy life and meet my one true love, my prince. It pains me to think that was over a decade ago, a whole decade since I was the centre of her attention all day, every day. As I've grown older she sometimes acts as though I am a burden as though she's less interested, less ecstatic about me and my future. I think that's why she was so overjoyed when she made the remarkable discovery that she was pregnant with you because she could have all of that again. She could have another little girl to play dress up with and take care of, to play tea-parties with and hold tenderly in her arms. 

A single, withered petal has been released from the clutches of the others now. It gently dances on the air until it lands gracefully on the white, luxurious carpet. I knew today was going to be hard for her; it's only been a year since you left us. You were her pride and joy, her little angel; I've tried telling her that you are watching over us, that you have found peace even though it is cliché to say so. I like to think that you have. It makes it easier to think you are watching over us; that you can foresee the horrible incidents that are yet to invite themselves into our lives, and with a wave of your wand, you can prevent them. I just wish someone up there - wherever you are - did that for us, with you, and then you would still be here.

The pesky black-feathered crows are cawing at me again, mocking me, encircling our miserable house which is now full of lost, broken hopes and dreams that once revolved around you, my little sister, my little angel. I've taken the smaller monkey off of the shelf now, do you mind? Don't worry, I'll protect it. It still has the “new shop” scent lingering on it. They were bought to be enjoyed and played with. Not to be a painful memory of what could have been!
All I can hear is the unnerving silence that fills this house. Even the streets are bare. Not one car is speeding down the road. It's like they all know what today is, like all of our neighbours are paying their respects by giving us a day of silence in your memory. I hadn't noticed it all day as my head has been overflowing with thoughts and anger. It distracted me from the deafening silence that has been screaming at me to take notice. Mum is no longer crying...

Her distraught wailing is all I have heard from the moment I got up. I've heard it so much I guess it just blended with any and every noise, I'm used to it. Hearing her cry was like hearing birds sing in the distance, it was normal. I found myself completely drowning in the new complete solitude of your room; I would give anything to hear you laugh again and see that cheeky little smile that made everything else irrelevant. Mum? She has opened the door, the thing that separated this room full of dreams and memories from the world that carries on without us. Her face is dry but remains obscure, eyes staring from shadow. A small smile breaks through her pursed cracked lips. She acknowledged me. The fact that I was no longer a ghost to her makes me let out a sigh of relief. My breath held so tightly seconds before finally surrenders to the cold atmosphere of your room and with a sense of relief, I watch Mum carefully replace the old, withered white lilies with bright, glowing, yellow daffodils.
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