
6th August 1997 

You hear about stuff like this, accidents like these, in the news; but only when it happens to 
someone you love do you start to care. It was all a blur… the phone call, the cab ride, the hospital 
walls. And it was odd, 

 walking in there, like a reality check. ‘Hey Saige, this is what happens in the real world. It’s your turn 
now, deal with it.’ 

She was all bandaged up, a machine beeping steadily next to her. Tubes and wires and one of those 
finger thingy’s. My little sister, my entire world, right on the edge.  

I grab her hand the second I’m in that room. I ignore my mother’s voice, I ignore the nurse telling me 
how she’s doing, I can only focus on her. 

‘Kat…’ my voice comes out as a hoarse whisper, tears blurring my vision. ‘Kat it’s me, your sister. If 
you can hear me… squeeze my hand.’ 

Nothing. No movement. No sound. Just silence. 

 

22nd August 1997 

Katherine hasn’t got any better. The doctors said the car hit her at great speed. The driver must’ve 
been drunk. For god’s sake. She’s only seventeen… and she’s my little sister, I can’t lose her. We 
have plans. Big plans. To go to France, see the Eiffel Tower. I’m sat in her room right now. The beep 
of the heart machine’s become a familiar sound, I’ve grown used to it over the past two and a bit 
weeks.  

My mum said I should go back to work. I did, the day after the accident. But I spilt coffee all down 
my blouse within the first five minutes. I can’t concentrate when I’m not with her, it’s an impossible 
task. That’s because I’ve always been with her since the day she was born. I can’t live without her. 

 

31st August 1997 

‘Princess Diana died this morning, Kat, I know how much you admired her,’ I’d said, holding her 
hand, tears rolling down my cheek. ‘I remember when you were little and you’d dress up as a 
princess. I miss that.’  

What I failed to recall from the morning news was that Lady Di had passed in a car accident. What 
had gotten Kat into this mess? A car accident.  

 

7th November 1997 

It’s been just over four months since the accident. That horrible accident, I can’t believe it. 
Katherine’s still unresponsive, she’s still on a drip, still attached to a heart machine, still clinging on 
to life… and I can’t take it anymore. My mother refuses to tell me what the doctors tell her, as if I’m 
too young, too innocent to hear. I’m 22 and I’m not exactly stupid, I know she’s in a bad state, an 
awful state. Too far gone to respond but not far enough to stop trying. 

 



13th November 1997 

Kat’s birthday today. She hasn’t woken up yet. Still, me and her friend Saoirse decorated her room 
with lilac and silver bunting and balloons. A few girls from her college signed a birthday card for her, 
there were so many sweet get well soon notes in there. 

I got a gorgeous pair of amethyst earrings for her, I knew she’d like them because she pointed them 
out to me a few months ago on a spontaneous shopping trip.  

‘Happy Birthday Kitty Kat,’ I whisper, tucking her hair behind her ear. Her skin’s freezing and all the 
colour had drained from her face. ‘I love you, forever and always.’ 

I close my eyes when tears push their way up. The little droplets roll down my cheeks, a few falling 
off my chin and dripping onto Kat’s hand, the one with a tube going into her veins, the plastic taped 
in place. I can’t stand seeing her like this. But I can’t leave. Not in good conscience. 

 

24th November 1997 

‘Good morning Kitty Kat,’ I force a smile as I push the door to her room open. ‘It’s six years since 
Freddie Mercury passed and you know what that means…’ I pause, waiting for the response I’d 
gotten every year for over half a decade, until I remember she won’t respond. Well she can’t 
respond. ‘Queen marathon.’ I grimace, taking a deep breath.  

I spent the whole day with her, a stack of old cassette tapes sat on her bedside table next to our old 
Walkman from the 80s. We used to dance around the house pretending to be part of the band when 
we were kids, Saige and Kat, The Queens of Queen we used to call ourselves. Used to. 

 

23rd December 1997 

It’s drawing ever closer to Christmas and Katherine still hasn’t come to. She’s been in a coma for 
more than five months and mum still won’t tell me anything. Although, I’m not an idiot. I know it’s 
not looking good. I see the solemn looks on the doctors’ faces. I see how sunken my mum’s eyes 
have gotten, how much time she’s taken off work, how she zones out and can’t sleep.  

All I want, the only thing I’m wishing for, praying for, is a response. Even the smallest thing, a 
squeeze of my hand, a twitch of the finger, a flutter of the eyelids. That’s all I want. Please.  

 

25th December 1997 

She’s gone. 

 

27th December 1997 

I’ve scraped together all the cash I could find around the house, as well as diving into mum’s savings. 
I’ve got enough for one ticket through the Channel Tunnel and a coach ride to Paris. I’m finally 
getting to see the Eiffel Tower… Kat’s not here to see it, though. She’ll never get to see it now.  

 



28th December 1997 

Just got to France, I’m on the coach, ready for Paris. My feelings are all backwards. I’m still excited to 
see the tower and look out over Paris even though this was Katherine’s dream and I know it’ll never 
come true. I miss her, of course, I miss her dearly. A part of me left the day she died, I’ll never get it 
back, I’m sure of it. 

 

28th December 1997 

Here I am. Or rather, there I was.  

I could only go up to the second level of the tower. Katherine always teased me over my fear of 
heights, she never seemed to understand it. But even before that, my God is Paris a beautiful city. 
Bustling but quaint, busy but quite peaceful. The smell of coffee and cigarettes drifted through the 
streets, the sun setting on the horizon and casting a golden, angel-like glow over the rooftops, 
glaring through windows and unlit streetlights.  

I was nervous going up, weird panicky butterflies went bezerk in my stomach, telling me to turn 
back. But I stuck it through, of course I did, for her. I got up there, walked out and… oh my gosh. I’ve 
never felt so at peace. A gentle breeze whistled through the metal framework, pulling leaves up like 
little woodland fairies. I watched the sunset, watched it disappear behind buildings, I watched lights 
flick on, neon signs buzz to life. Candles flickered gently in restaurants, the streetlights illuminating 
hidden alleys, all adorned with cutesy little coffeeshops and small libraries all tucked away. It was 
the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, and somehow it got better. Stars started to twinkle as the 
sky darkened and right in front of me, somehow close enough to touch, the moon. A silvery crescent 
hanging in the sky, a perfect picture. Kat had always dreamed of the sky, the clouds, the sun, the 
moon. She’d draw what she saw and paint and copy. Obsessed, she was. When she was little, she 
told me that one day, she’s gonna live up there, away from everyone else.  

You’re there now, Kat. I hope it’s everything you’ve ever dreamed of. I’ll be there too, one day, 
sweetheart, don’t you worry. Rest easy, Kitty Kat, among the stars.  

 

 

 


