LITERATURE:

MY GREAT-AUNT LAURA DIED A FEW MONTHS
ago. She was a hundred years old. She had her cocoa
last thing at night, as she usually did, put the cat out,
went 1o sleep and never woke up. There’s not a betier
way to die.

I took the boat across to Scilly for the funeral -
almost everyone in the family did. I met again cousins
and aunts and uncles I hardly recognised, and who
hardly recognised me. The little church on Bryher
was packed, standing room only. Everyone on Bryher
was there, and they came from all over the Scilly Isles,
from St Mary’s, St Martin’s, St Agnes and Tresco.

We sang the hymns lustily because we knew

How old was Laura’s great-aunt?

Where did Laura go for the funeral?
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the box and held up a parcel.

‘It looks as if she’s left us one each,” said Uncle
Will. Every parcel was wrapped in old newspaper and

tied with string, and there was a large brown label

attached to each one. Uncle Will read out the names.

What was every parcel wrapped in?

bed. It [elt like a book of some sort, and so it was, but
not a printed book. It was handmade, handwritten in
pencil, the pages sewn together. The title on the cover

read 1he Diary of Laura Perryman and there was a

What was the title?

Click Here
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