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By the end, the only thing that I understand about cancer is it’s devilish ways. That is why I want to  
run: to be someplace where I can feel like none of this has happened, where I don’t feel like I’ve los t 
twice over – the so-called fight and my wife. Only a  voice of reason keeps me at the hospital. Father 
John tells me not to rush.
“You’ll never get this time again,” he says.
So I make myself walk into the dying room and lie b eside my wife, wrapping my arms around her 
lifeless body and hold her tight. And I discover it  isn’t me who wants to get out, it’s the tears. The y 
come in a flood, rising from a great well of sadnes s. Each drop is testament for every smile, laugh 
and good time we have shared.
How much time passes? I don’t know. Sit and stare a t a river, lie on the ground and look at the 
clouds, push a child on a swing. There’s no time.
All I know is that when the last tear falls I’m rea dy to say goodbye.

How do you prepare a pre-schooler for his mother’s death? How do you preserve her memory so he’ll 
never forget? 

These were the troublesome questions that compelled journalist Danny Russell to start writing letters to his 
son Eddie and his late wife, Kerrie, so that in years to come Eddie could understand more about the mother 
he would never grow up to know.

Extremely moving and beautifully written, Dear Eddie is an incredibly honest and at times humorous 
memoir about love and life in a time of loss and healing.

I’ve shed my tears and now it’s Eddie’s turn to ent er the room and say his last goodbye. Far from 
being upset, he treats the parting as if he’s kissi ng her goodnight and going to bed. “Goodbye, 
Mummy, I love you’, he says, before taking one fina l peek in the drawer for a Freddo Frog.

Born in 1970, Danny Russell was raised as one of four children amid the sticky flies and mindless Holstein 
Friesians of his parents' dairy farm. In 1987 he turned his back on his ability to milk cows by starting as a 
cadet journalist with a small country newspaper. Danny has worked as a subeditor in Melbourne, London, 
Edinburgh and Belfast. He lives in Ascot Vale, Victoria, with his young son, Eddie.
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