Page 30

life

Daily Mail, Friday, May 3, 2013

Changing rooms
Downton style
Always dreamed of dressing like a Duchess and
filling your home with silver salt cellars and
monogrammed writing paper? Now you can.
The production team behind Downton Abbey
has announced a range of merchandise inspired
by the show.
In addition to the sort of floaty, beaded
dresses worn by the Grantham sisters, the
show’s makers NBC Universal and Carnival Films
promise that Downton-themed homewares,
furniture, wallpaper, beauty products and
stationery are also on their way. The Stately
range is likely to be available towards the end
of this year.
‘Some of these things have been available
since 2012 — we publish books and have
made a music album — but the more complex
products take time,’ said executive producer
Gareth Neame.
Prepare to give your bungalow a grand
Edwardian makeover.

by Della
Phillips
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AST night, I was describing
the marquee that will soon
be erected in our back
g arden for my daughter Abi’s
birthday when she suddenly
melted into floods of tears. ‘I
don’t want to turn 18,’ she sobbed. ‘I
don’t want to be older than her.’

I pulled Abi towards me and gulped back
tears of my own. Deep down, I am dreading
the party, too — caught between wanting Abi
to feel able to celebrate and fearing the pain
it will inevitably cause us all.
Nearly eight years ago, my elder daughter,
Kelly, died three weeks before her 18th birthday. She was a passenger in a car driven by a
friend — not licensed to drive — who hit a
tree at 80mph, killing them both instantly.
A senseless waste of life like that is

Precious memory: Kelly, at 16 and dressed up for a school prom, with sister Abi
 omething you never get over. It colours
s
e verything that follows in ways that you
could never imagine.
And it doesn’t get any easier. There are still
days when I feel so desperate I am unable to
climb out of bed. And now that Abi, who was
nine at the time, is reaching Kelly’s
age, it makes everything even more
difficult. Not just for me and my
husband Sean, 50, but for Abi, too.
She says she feels guilty ‘overtaking’
the older sister she’d idolised as a
child. I also wonder how I will cope
watching her pass the milestones that
Kelly will never experience.
I, meanwhile, am dogged by the fear
that history will repeat itself. How can
I let Abi get into a car, go to parties or
even, quite frankly, leave my sight?
All parents lecture their offspring
about the dangers of drugs, drinking
and driving. But imagine how much
more vigilant you would be if you’d
already lost a child.
I am utterly terrified every time Abi
is a passenger in someone else’s car.
There are only three or four friends
she trusts to drive her anywhere. She
is sensible and thoughtful, remembering to text whenever she is setting off
somewhere, and again upon arrival.
Naturally, she does get slightly
irritable with me sometimes, repeating
the mantra: ‘Yes, Mum, I know!’
But mostly she is very understanding
of my myriad paranoias. After all,
she has lived the misery of Kelly’s loss
as well.
I’m not sure two sisters have ever been
so close as they were. The fact that
Kelly and the girls’ brother, Matthew,
now 26, were from my first marriage
certainly didn’t get in the way.
Sean, a civil servant, had taken them
on as his children when they were
three and four respectively. When Abi
was born in May 1995, Kelly was eight
and acted like a second mum, helping
with changing and feeding.
Abi wanted to be just like her older
sister. Kelly was incredibly beautiful,
with long brown hair and delicate
features, yet totally unaware of it. She
was bubbly and clever, too. It was her

‘I’ll never take
risks, Mum,’ Kelly
had promised me
ambition to work with primates, so she
was studying animal care at Merrist
Wood College, Guildford.
I was a bit of a wild child, so I’d worry
about Kelly following suit. But she was
far more sensible. She’d tell me off if
ever I got a bit tipsy at parties. ‘You’re
so embarrassing, Mum,’ she’d say.
When it came to driving, Sean and I
gave Kelly lessons. She passed her test
second time.
A month before she died, she’d
attended a safe-driving road show
that greatly affected her. When she
came home, she sat on my knee and
sobbed about a woman whose teenage
son had been killed by a young
disqualified driver.
‘I’ll never take risks, Mum,’ she told
me. ‘I promise.’
On Sunday, May 15, 2005, Kelly drove
to college for a disco. She planned to
stay at a friend’s house, so I didn’t
expect her home that night.
At the time, I had my own catering
business, which meant I rose early. I
was already in the kitchen when the
doorbell rang at 5am.
The moment I spotted two figures
through the glass, I just knew. The

memory of what followed is patchy,
but once the police had told me Kelly
was dead, I ran upstairs into our
bedroom where Sean was asleep.
I wish I could say I sat calmly on the
side of the bed to break the news, but
instead I shouted it at the top of my
voice. He jolted awake in confusion.
I had woken poor Abi, who stumbled
in bleary-eyed: ‘What’s wrong, Mum?’
But how do you ever tell your nineyear-old daughter that her beloved
sister is dead? It was so traumatic I
can’t really remember what either of
us said. I think I simply told her to go
back to bed.
It was midday before the police
family liaison officer took us to the
scene. I remember seeing huddles of
young people, and already there were
piles of flowers and mementos.
It was like an out-of-body experience

The car hit the
kerb and smashed
into an oak tree
standing at the foot of the old oak
tree, noticing the fragments of glass
and skid marks. Without thinking, I
bent down and picked up a shattered
Fossil watch. It was Kelly’s.
We were taken to the Royal Surrey
Hospital in Guildford to see our
daughter. The staff tried to dissuade
me from going in, but I had to. They
urged me not to hug her because her
injuries were so severe.
Nothing can prepare you for such a
sight. She was all covered up, except
her face. I kissed her cheek. She was
freezing — and that really shocked me.
I wanted to get a blanket to keep her
warm, but it was too late for that.
I can’t remember exactly when I was
told the details of that night. Kelly had
stepped outside the disco with a 17year-old boy with whom she’d been
having an on-off romance. It is thought
they went to sit in his friend’s car to
listen to music.
He then decided to drive around the
grounds of the college, despite the fact
it wasn’t his car and he hadn’t yet
passed his test. I still doubt that Kelly
would have agreed to this. Another
thing that confuses me is that she
wasn’t wearing her seatbelt — something she was so adamant about.
The boy then drove out into the road,
accelerating faster and faster. By the
time he met a tricky bend in the road,
about half a mile from the college, he
was doing 80mph in a 40mph zone.
The little Peugeot 106 didn’t stand a
chance. It hit the kerb and smashed
into an oak tree. Such was the speed,
the car travelled up the trunk before
crashing into a ditch.
I am told Kelly died on impact. There
were lacerations to her brain, her
internal organs had detached and
both her arms and legs were broken. I
do not know the boy’s injuries; nor do
I want to know them.
The anger I feel towards him is as
strong today as it was then. Yes, I
know he didn’t intend to kill himself or
my daughter, but he did, so that
doesn’t lessen my fury.
It was his fault that instead of
preparing for Kelly’s 18th birthday
party, we were planning her funeral.
We buried her ashes at St Mary’s
Church in Bramshott, Hampshire, a
few weeks later. I carried her ashes in
a box, and when it came to placing it
in the ground I finally lost it. I just
couldn’t bring myself to let her go. The

