Written By Esther, Naomi's Granny

TWO YEARS !!

Darling girl [that is how I always wrote to you]

It is still unbelievable that we are not and will not be able to see your beautiful face, and sparkling eyes, and feel your tight hug, and smell your gorgeous hair when you have just washed it, and hear your wonderful giggly laugh, or hear you sing as you play the guitar, or taste the exquisite food you prepared—but even so, these sensations are still with us and always will be in our hearts and minds.
Some days I feel your presence so profoundly that it seems possible that if I were to look up you would be there---and then the wrenching in my gut to know it cannot be. 
I remember writing to a colleague after you left us--that I did not believe it possible to bear such pain!! But that is what we have had to do day after day. Although people say “time heals”—it may reduce the bleeding and the outward weeping- but it cannot heal this enormous gap in our lives, and knowing what you are missing each day.
We remember so many things every day – some little incidents some big events- but as we see your lovely pictures on the walls of our home we recognise that you were at the peak of the happiest time of your life and that you achieved so much that you wanted to  in the short time you had with us. But when I read and reread your letters of what you still planned and looked forward to achieving I rage, knowing how you worked so hard to get where you did and had so much you still wanted to do…
In one letter you replied to my urging you to settle down and go to university, you wrote- Grannie, I am not a bum!!! And took pains to explain how you had it all worked out as you were still so young, and nowadays people settled down much later. I always felt that it mattered to you that I understood—and that you really cared for my feelings.
It is rare for people to understand the perpetual feeling of loss that we feel every day- recently we were watching a BBC documentary on Israel- and suddenly I heard a strange sound from Grampie to find that he was sobbing his heart out—he just held up his hands, and pointing at the TV  said “ She looked like Naomi’---
D.H.Lawrence has understood and expressed the continuing sense of loss:
And dimly she realized one of the great laws of the human soul, that when the emotional soul receives a wounding shock, which does not kill the body, the soul seems to recover as the body recovers. But this is only appearance. It is, really, only the mechanism of reassumed habit. Slowly the wound to the soul begins to make itself felt, like a bruise which only slowly deepens its terrible ache, till it fills all the psyche. And when we think we have recovered and forgotten, it is then that the terrible after effects have to be encountered at their worst. 

Darling girl--although you are gone from us forever physically- you are not gone at all—we are filled with your light which will always be with us.
Your Grannie Esther and Grampie Joe
Dec. 2008
