aders’ eSS fes

um phoned me from
the hospital. ‘It's a

irl?” she said. I
rushcﬁ aver and there was
my sister Lynne lying in
hed, looking exhausted.
She handed me a bundle
and I gazed down at a little
face framed by wispy black
hair. The eyes were closed
ﬂ"dsﬁhe was sleeping.

‘She's gorgeous, E

That was how Victoria
came into our lives.

She was a normal baby
with hair that stuck up in a
little tuft at the front. When
she was dressed up we'd sit
her on the sofa and she'd
look like a china doll, with
eyes brightand alert.

She grew into a lively
toddler and, as her hair be-
g fo & sandygold
she'd trot up to me hol
out her little brush and say:

aB Tree of life

was old enough to go to
school and she could hardly
wait to start. She ran up to
me with her shopping bagla.
‘Look at my uniform!" she
said and danced around,
showing off her grey skirt
and red tie. 3
“You're a big girl now,
hen,’ I said.
The night before her first
day I stayed over at Lynne's.
It felt like one of my own
was starting school.

In the morning we were
up early, Victoria put on her
new uniform an Iﬁ‘m
her hair into a French pleat.
Lynne grabbed hold of her
camera. ‘Smile,’ she said
and Victoria posed for us
on the doorstep.

It was a sunny day and
we walked her to school,
Lynne holding one hand,
me the other. It took
20 minutes.

We led her into the
classroom and she let
go_ of our hands and
Skipped around. She
Was 30 excil

leaving,
Lost without her, p
we wandered into [
town and whiled
away the morning, |
hoping  she was
happy. Later. we re-
turned to collect her.
and she chattered all

ng
and playing in the
sand and my teacher
is Mrs Mayor and...

nd...
Several weeks went
by and Victoria flung
herself into my arms.

“Hair, Auntie Wowo.' Then
she'd sit still and wait until
took the brush and

pregnant again.
en came that |
unforgettable day.
Tt was a spring

ing up in dress-
ing £OWD, m watchin,
the telly. Suddenly

began to speak..

back as if

all the Primary One rela-
tives into one of the nearby
houses. We sat crying and

morning. 1 was tidy- ®

saw the word News-
flash. 1 trned and lis-
tened. An announcer
came on screen and

taxi drew up. Lynne I!uw
me in. ‘What the hell's go-

“Reports are coming e i
in of ;mseriuus incident. | with a gun,’ she said. As we
5| . | got closer to the school

Police are already at
imary school

is in Dunblane...”
Dunblane. 1 reele

every direction, mums and

e
punched. The kids! I | it was chaos. Everyone was

the school gates, past
swarming reporiers
and armies of police.
We huddled together
but when the bus stop-
ped Lynne froze.

‘I ean't do it, Wilma,”
she said and clung to
the se: i

I sa

bbing.
“You have to.
Pm with you.”

We got out and stey
ped into a corridor. We
were taken to the teach-

and wept as the min-
utes ticked by.

The door opened.
Families were led off in
twos and threes.

More time dragged
by. All around ‘reoplc

sat weeping and hold-

ing on ta each other.

inally the door open-
ed again. A policeman
came in and said: “The

family of Victoria Clydes-

dale, please.”

We were led to a class-
o -

‘I'm sorry. to have to tell
ou..." He didn't get to fin-
ish. Our screams drowned

out his words.

I heard my sobs fillin
the room and watche

Lynne’s  face

colour. °T want to go home,”

e said.
We were taken home

seemed harder than the

last. I'd do Lynne’s clean-

ing while she sat stah'n$ at

the carpet for hours. We'd
e

gazed at the

photo showing Victoria on

that first day at school, the

one when we'd taken her.
I'broke down.

‘Lynne, I've taken some

I said, ‘... I can't

threw her’ arms
around me. ‘Oh, Wilma,
your children need you —
and [ need you.' It was her
turn to be strong for me.

weel fore i
should have been
went into labour.
birth to a son, Paul,

w we were both think- | ranger with the Wo
Trust. She led us up.
until we stood in Wo
Wood. A small hol
said. dug and I knelt and

“Aye; I replied, ‘shed | a fragile sapling of.
have been a wonderful big | patted the soil into p
sister to him." She'd ha soft rain began to fall

sse n_about and | I stood back and '
adored him. We still can't | my head. This was ne
take in the horror that de- | Victoria’s Tree of I
nied her that, denied her | will grow and ove
everything years it well help us

ferences fell away as they

my sister still | member what a wor

= expects Victoria to come | child she was.
" g bursting in_from school, Wilma Rorie, :
Sharon. They were safe | cheerily waving a painting. Ardoch Cre:

Dun

— how could Lynne’s |  This week, on 16 May,
beautiful girl be gone? she would have been =
We soon learnt the e
name of the madman
who'd shot the 16 chil-
dren and Gwen Mayor,
their teacher. When his
face appeared on telly | picked up a pen and
I wanted to smash my | started to write. [ fin-
fist through the screen. | ished the letter and
I went to the funeral | slipped it in the post.
parlour.  Victoria was Days later we were
lying there as if she was | contacted by Take a
sleeping. Ilaid arose on | Break and they made
her chest and stroked | asuggestion.
her hair, the same silky ‘They collected me
hair she'd loved me to | and I was driven
brush for her. out of Dunblane up
the morning of | inte the Ochil Hills.
| the funeral Lynne look- | We got out of the
ed dazed. T just can’t | car and were met
| face it, Wilma’ she | by Jill Aitken, a
A;pgrcdl. 5 e
ain [ took
§l her hand and

how we got
through it together.
After the service at
Lepcropt Church near
Bridge of Allen, we fol-
lowed the hearse to
Dunblane Cemetery.

Victoria was burie
with our mum. As the
coffin was lowered we
went to pieces.

‘T just want my baby
home, Lynne sobbed.
At that moment [ wish-
ed I could have taken
Victoria's place.

Afterwards every day
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