
Siobhán’s father is quiet and sad.

What has happened to Siobhán’s mother?
How does Siobhán feel about this?
Have you ever lost someone you were close to?

Siobhán meets a beautiful woman in the park.

Who do you think the woman might be? 
Does she remind you of anyone else in the book? Who?
Is there someone special you like to talk to?

The woman cheers up Siobhán with a hug and a kiss.

What will Siobhán remember if she looks in the mirror?
What might the woman be whispering to Siobhán?
Who cheers you up when you feel unhappy?

Siobhán and her daughter, Ellen, visit her
father’s house.

What are Siobhán and Ellen doing?
What games do you like to play with your family?

At last, Siobhán remembers what her mother’s 
face looks like.
 
How do you think Siobhán feels?
Let’s draw a picture of your family.

Her Mother’s Face

   Hints and tips for sharing this book with a child
Here are some ideas for ways to make sharing 

this book even more fun! 

Storytime

Her mother had died when Siobhán was only three. She had 

no sisters and no brothers, no uncles, aunts, or cousins, and no 

grandparents. There was just Siobhán and her father. He was a 

nice man, but he was very quiet and sad, and he kept himself to  

himself. He read to Siobhán sometimes. He brought her home a 

new book every Friday. He smiled whenever he saw her looking 

at him, but he never spoke to her about her mother. In fact,  

nobody ever spoke to Siobhán about her mother.  

Siobhán was ten now, and she could not remember her 

mother’s face. She had searched every corner of the house. She 

found her mother’s old books and a scarf and a pair of mad green 

shoes, but she never found a photograph.

Siobhán looked and saw a beautiful woman standing beside her. 

The woman sat straight down on the grass. Most adults never did 

this, because it was quite mucky and damp.    

“You’re sad, aren’t you?” said the beautiful woman.  

She had dark brown hair, like Siobhán’s, and brown eyes. And 

she had a friendly smile and a lovely voice.  Siobhán never spoke to 

strangers, but this woman didn’t seem like a stranger.  

“Yes,” said Siobhán. “I am sad. A bit.”

“Why?” said the woman.

And Siobhán told her. She told her everything. About her 

mother’s death, and her hands, and about how she could never see 

her mother’s face. And she cried as she spoke, but she didn’t mind. 

She just kept talking.  

 
Intimate, close up shot of Siobhan and woman whispering to 
eachother in this area below the type. Can bleed a bit onto left 
page. 

 The woman listened, and smiled.

“You know what you should do?” she said when Siobhán had 

finished talking.

“What?” said Siobhán.  

The woman wiped Siobhán’s eyes with the sleeve of her jumper.

“You should look in the mirror,” said the woman.

“Why?” said Siobhán.

“Because then you’ll see your mother,” said the woman. “You’ll see 

the way she looked when she was your age. And, as you get older, you’ll 

see what your mother looked like when she was getting older.”

Then she kissed Siobhán, and hugged her.  

“How’s your daddy?” she said.

“He’s fine,” said Siobhán. “But he’s very sad too.”

“Give him a message from me,” said the woman. “Tell him — ”

And she whispered the message into Siobhán’s ear.

Siobhán laughed.

“Why?” she said.  

“Just tell him, and then he’ll tell you,” said the                              

woman. And then she stood up.

“Goodbye, Siobhán,” said the woman.  

“We’ll meet again, I’m sure.”

She walked away, out of the park. 

   

Siobhán grew older – fourteen, fifteen. She looked in the mirror 

every morning and evening. Everybody noticed and thought that 

Siobhán was admiring her own beauty. But nobody minded,  because 

Siobhán was beautiful. Eighteen, nineteen, twenty. More years 

passed, and Siobhán now had a little girl of her own, called Ellen,  

Siobhán’s mother’s name.  

One day, on the morning of her thirtieth birthday, Siobhán 

put on her mother’s mad green shoes because it was a special 

day. Then she went with Ellen to visit her father in the big house.  

Her father brought Ellen for a walk in Saint Anne’s. While they 

were away, Siobhán went upstairs to the bathroom. She looked 

into the mirror and got a shock. She was looking straight at the  

beautiful woman she’d met all those years ago in the park. The 

beautiful woman had been her mother, and now, on her birthday,  

Siobhán looked exactly like her.  

She cried.  

 


