The will. . . . .

this IS HOW I REMEMBER IT...

when I was about seven years old my grandad died, he left us a will (my sister and i). on his death bed he gave me a piece of paper decorated in a golden ribbon and purple stars all around it and explained to me that it was really important to him that i didn't open it until my mother gave me another piece of paper that he had given to her.

I agreed and no matter how much i wanted to i didn't open it because i knew how much it meant to him. the day that we all dreaded came when we had to say our last goodbyes, he ask me did i read piece of paper yet? And i shook my head because i knew it would be the last conversation we would have had.

That night i went to bed crying. i wanted to talk to him one last time and, just as i thought of that, the phone rang. i didn't have to go down stairs because i knew how it was: the nurse was about to tell my mum the bad news. At that moment i felt a wave of emotion come over me. i burst into tears. i ran down stairs to hug my mum and, as i ran into the room, she handed me the piece of paper the my grandad had given her. I stared at it and thought about it for a minute. My eyes stared at it in amusement and then i finally reached out the get it. just as i did that my mum started crying like i had did a moment before that. I brought it up to my room and opened it slowly.     

As i read the last words my grandad would have said to me a tear came to my eye. The note said ”my dearest granddaughters, ye probably won’t understand this but ye can ask your mother...” and then there was a map underneath it. 
I ran down to my mother and she told me to follow the directions. 

I didn't want to go out alone so i shouted upstairs to aoife ”come on aoife we're going on a treasure hunt.” she came running down and she was so excited she just kept saying “ where where where where where and so on” i told her the story and i could see her eyes filling up with water, so i tried to cheer her up by saying “ are we going to find this treasure?” and i could see happiness come back into her speech. We ran down the hill to where we had to start. 

We followed the map until we realised that it was leading us to the graveyard. We kind of figured it was leading us to his grave.  It did and we saw two shovels and a little note attached to them the note said “you sometimes have to dig to find what you’re looking for” as i read it out aoife started digging, so i joined in with her. We hit a big trunk.

I stood back to have a look at the trunk as aoife opened it.

it was filled with pictures of our family, and among with them another treasure map but this time we recognised where it was leading us to our house. It took us a while to consider but the treasure was...
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Laura ní bhruidea    
...us !




















