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Lulu Pyne was 4 vears old when she died in an accident nearly three years ago. Her mother, Gretchan, visits her daughter’s grave twice a month.

Life after Lulu

A family remakes itself.
Second of two parts

t was a dreary, drizzly day back in
March 2001, the time of year when
New England turns from snow to mud.
The landscape was sheathed in mon-
ochromatic gray, not a bloom or bud in
sight. As she drove home from an er-
rand, Gretchan Pyne's spirits sagged.
“What a rotten day,” she said. In the
back seat of the car, 3-year-old Lulu had
donned a pair of plastic rose-colored glasses
her father kad recently bought her.

That night, her mother jotbed down the
story in her journal. It was this simple vet pro-
found message from & small child that would
end up, in a way, saving Gretchan Pyne's life.

Right after Lulu died, her mother found
her rose-colored glasses. They now sit on a
windowsill in her bedroom. “1 dont wash
them," Gretchan says, “because her finger-
prints are on them.”

retchan Pyne had been with her

“Mama, look!™ she said. “The whole world daughter in the ambulance and feared
looks pink! Try them on.” L the worst. Az Dr. Craig Cornwall

The cranky mother told the child to leave worked on Lulu at Cape Cod Hospital, Gret-
her alone while she drove. Then she looked in the reandiew  chan was forced to face the horrible truth. But Warren Pyne
mirror and saw Lulu’s crestfallen face. When they pulled into  could not, would not, accept it. Hadn't his daughter been
the driveway, Gretchan dutifully took the glasses. “Wow!™she  dancing in the parking lot of Bob%s Sub & Cone in Wellfleet

exclaimed. “The world really does look better!” only an hour earlier, so full of life that he got out his video
*Lulu, can [ have these? she askexd. CAIMWETA to capture the moment?
The girl shook her head. “No, Mama, you have to find your But as he filmed, Lulu stepped up on the ledge of a metal
owm.” LULL, Page D4
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bikee rack and pointed to the dou-
ble rainbow that had risen from
the misty afternoon. The rack,
which was not anchored, fipped
over on her, crushing her chest
and heart.

“By the time Warren and the
Tarys oot B thee hospital, it wis just
holy terror. There 18 mo other
weord,” says Gretchan, “Tt was a liv-
ing, breathing bell.” Warmen's par-
eats had arrived from Brockion
and were helping with the dazed
S=year-old twins, Drew and Dyion.

in the emergency room, War-
ren was beside himself, “Do some-
thing!™ he pleaded. At one point,
the §-foot-4, 340-pound man lifbed
the doctor off the foor. “What am
| supposed to do?"” the father
walled. He asked to see Lubu, who
lay in a tragma room off the ER.
There he remained for hoars,
holding and hugging her. Finally,
as her body began o deteriorate,
Corpwall gently told him it was
e 1o say goodbye. T didn't want
1o bewve her,™ 'Wirren s, “T did
ot want o bet go and ghve up. 1
still dont want to et go and give
ml

The doctor gave the couple sn
ant-anxiety drug to help them
sleep. He also gave them some: ad-
vice. “The only thing 1 can tell you
ks that you just haove to continoe o
Ao what you do. Whatever it is you
do, go home and do it Dot get so
obsessed with your loss that you
fgive up your kife.”

Unable to retorn to & hooss
without Lalu, the Pyrees went back
to the motel room they had
aked for thelr beach weskend In
Truro. In bed, Gretchan moaned
and wept and tossed and turned.
AL § am., Warren found her wan-
dering in a nearby graveyard.
“Cars wene going by, and [ couldn™
help thinking that the world
should come toan end,”™ sys Gret-
chan, “that people shouldn't be go-
g to work.”

When the sun cameé ap, War-
ren gathered some of Lulu's
stuffed animals and took them to
the morgoe. Workers accepled the
toys but would not allow him in-
gide. For hours, he sat in the park-
ing lot. It didn't feel right that his
litthe girl should be alone. The boys
were in shock, oo, Drew told a
famidly friemd that the double rain-
bow over the parking lot when
Lalu died was God's way off wel-
coming her Into heaven. Dylon,
the qubster twin, wrote that “her
purpase in life was o make people
‘that were mean turm kind."

he death of a child is the
saddest of all; o minlature
casket 18 an unnatural sight.
Gretchar's best friend, Lymn Bliss,
remembers Gretchan sobbing:
“Hew can [ pick out & casket for
my baby when she hisn't sven had
& big girl bed®™ Gretchan insisted
on dolng Lobu's halr for the final
tme. Then she slippad her high
schodl ring onto her daughter's
finger. At the wake, she passed
onat.
After Lulu died, local florista
ran ot of flowers. For the funeral,
o pothoe departments — Easton

roads. Dragonfly pins were hand-
ed out for everyone to wear. The
sololst sang Lubu'’s favorite lullaby,
and her rose-codored glassss wene
displayed.

Warren's mother, Joanne, resd
the eulogy that Gretchan had writ-
ten: O all the tings Ludu loped,
&hat loved pecple Hie most, As mach
ar she loved the sarth and all
theings in i, she loved B Momarn
pirit the moet. And that i what
muads Luly an angel. She knew
what i foked mont peoples o Hfe-
ime to e ot "

n the days that followsd, Gret-
Ithm would go down to the

beach, watch the sun rise, and
write about her daughter, One
morning, it came to her: Thelr
bench lot would beoome o memms-
rial garden. Warren found her out
there diggimg furlously. Soon he
Joined in. For ten weeks, in S0-0e-
gree weather, they worked day
and night. Finally, Lobu’s Rainboew
Garden was finlshed. The slgn
says: “Angels and butterflies wel-
come.” Lulu loved “flutterbles.”
and last year the famdly held a but-
terfly release there.

At first, Warren and Gretchan
Pyoe found it diffoult o et, sheep,
even breathe. They were, says
Gretchan, “like the Hving dead.”
She lost her keys, only to find
therm in the refrigerstor. While the
boys were at school, she'd card up
on Lula’s floor. Warren stayed
home for two weeks; his chiro-
practic fraternity brothers flew in
from all over to cover his practice.
When he retumed o work, there
would be times when he was s0
overcome with grief that he
couldn’t walk.

That last image of the bike rack
ptill haunts hisms, and abways will
“1 was ondy 30 feet away,” he says.
"1 couldn’t stop L™

The couple sxy they never gob

an apology from sryone st Bob's
Sub & Cone. They have three years
to file a lowsoit; the dendline is up
next month. Warren will only say:
“You woudd think it woald be baolt-
ed derwm, that a 4-year-obd couldnt
tip it over.” Acoording to & report
in & kool newspaper, shop owner
Robert Melson had the rack de-
stroyed right after the scchdent.
Helson declined to be interviewed
by the Globe “because it's still on-

foing.”

frer Lulu's death, the Pynes

i all thee things the books

say to do. They went for
grief counseling. Warren and
Gretchan joined o bereavement
proap but did not find combort in
othier people’s pain. The boys had
thelr own group. They all parths-
pated in energy-bealing reiki ses-
slons. Gretchan tried an anti-
depressant, but |t made her

ETOREY. Acupundture belped. She

working out mankecally. His coun-
selor told him to focus his pain
and anger a8 he was liftng, amd
then release i Once, o stranger at
‘the: gyrm told him: “You're working
out 8o intensely, Are you trylng to
Tl yourself™

For wesks, he would go o the
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In Lulu's room, the bed is still plled with her dolls; the sheets have not been changed. Gretchan Pyne, sitting in the rocking chair

whiere shie nursed Lulu, used the room to write & book about a polgnant day with her daughter.

Lula's grave, and pray she'd re-
turmn. “] know on ooe hand that it
can happen,” he says. “Buat my
other shde tells me God can do any-
thing, that we could go back 1o
that parking kot and she'd get up
and be 0K~ He still goss several
times & week to sing her fivorite
songs, such as “The Highland
(Goat.*

He sold his beloved boat,
which the family Hived on during
weekends. It was o0 painifial & re-
mindeér of Loly. Drew told his
muther: “T've lost two of the things
I loved the most — Lolu and the
ORI

Gretchan attended gradultion
it Best Friends Preschodl and
watched as Ludu's friends received
thedr diplomas. The yearbook and
clasaronm were dedicated to Laho.
Her classmates wrobe: “Luha Hioed
spinning in her dresses. Lula al-
ways shared her wys with us. She
liked singing the Good Morning
song very houd. She will always be
our best firiend. We love her.” Giret-
chan, s talented artist, paimted the
room with ralnbows and butter-
fies.

Shortly before she died, Lalu's
class had boen askoed to draw & pic-
ture of what they wanted to be
when they prew up. Lula drew a
stick figure of Gretchan, “My
Mommy,"” she had the teacher
write under ft.

“1 feel [ have o be the best
woman | can be, for her and for
mi," Grefchan says. “Tt would be
B0 easy sometimes o ourl up and
diie. But [ fieel it would be dodng
Lula the worst disservice. [

After Lulu died, Gretchan and Warren Pyne made a memorial garden for her on their beach lot
in Wareham, Last month, the Pyne family sat together by her garden.

ndeed, the couple has two

pood reasons for getting out of

bed mich mornkng: Drew and
Dyvion. “Thank God for the boys,®
says their mother. They are 12
now, and though they don't talk
about Lulu's death, they do Hioe to
talk about Luobu, who called them
“my gays.” They talk about how
they'd push ber on her Blg Wheel
or their skateboards. About her
love of Chestos and how she ate
parmesan chédse by the handdfial.

Belle Books, which recently pub-
lishéxd “Lalu's Rose Colored Glass-
s It's ithe story of the gray, cheer-
less March day before Lula died,
as seen through a child's hopefiol
prism. On the back is a photo of
the entire family with the wonds:
“Real keve stories never have end-

erhaps more than anything
else, the book has helped

mend the Pyne family. “A lit-

HIV dinic in Costa Rica. A woman
with ovarian cancer hought the
ook fior her granddaaghter; when

high schoed speech class because
she was so terrified of public

and Wareham = blocked off cemetery every night, e downon  wouldn' be honoring her ot all.® About how she was learning to  Ue girl tlaught me that the world s speaking, is being asked to talk
#wing and loved to walk on her how you choose 1o see It,” says  publicly about grief and coping.
tiptoes. Gretchan. *T can choose to be de-  She is amased that people want to
Though esch boy wants his  pressed, miserable, prumpy, and  hear her, and more smased st the
own bedroom, they would not  borrible. Or [ can choose to fight  words that fliow from her beart o
dream of taking over Lulu’s. Her  my way back and find happiness  her mouth. The boys accompany
bed remains plled with Barney  again.” Whenever she signs & her o hamding out lhers
and Lambehop and dolls. The book, she writes Lula's ndme next |n the stores and malls. Warren s
sheets have not been changed  tohers. happy that part of the procesds
since she left that day for the The book quickly became 8 are going to & scholarship in Lulos
besch. Her pajamis are tucked family project. Warren was in name st his alma mater, the Palm-
under the plllow. T can still smell  charge of finding the rose-odored e Callege of Chiropractic in Dav-
her,” says Gretchan, holding the  glasses that would be tied to ench  enport, lowa.
flannel nightgown to her nose.  ome. They hired a Brockion com- “Fear doesn't control my life
“When she had a fever, she panyto print the book, which s -  anymore,” says Greichan. “When
smellad like burnt cotton candy.®  lastrated by Anne Carrorza-Re-  you have achild who dies . ., what
Whenever friends bring their  mick, a friend of Gretchan®. Then  clse | thene to be afraid of ™ She
kids over, Gretchan invites them  the women went knocking on  quickly answers her own
o Ludu's room to play. “Its a way  bookstors doors, looking for shelf  “God forbdd, you have the fear of
of celebrating her energy and her  space. Some told them they didnt  losing another child.” She and
things,” she ssys. Recenily, Lynn  sell self-published books, But &  Warren both worry more about
Blisss &-year-old daughter — like  surprising number — from small  the bovs now. “Becanse you know
Lalu, blond snd blueeyed — sat  Independents to glants ke Barmes  the worst an happen, ” she says.
on the floor and played with Lolu’s & Noble — said yes. Their first
dollhouse, along with Gretchan,  thousand books sold out quickly, ulu's presence looms large

“Do you want to be the mommyor  and another 3,500 are nearly in the Pynes' gray raised
the baby?" Gretchan asked. gone ranch, Her framed face s sv-
Though it can be padnful, she says Gretehan is thrilled. "People erywhere. Sometimes, beer mother
she feels joy in the presence of it-  buy it for adults who have fll-  absent-mindedly sets the table for
the girls. nesses, for parents who lost chil-  five. Each night, they light a can-

Lulu's room has had & healing  dren. They're in bospitals and hos- e a2 what had been her place at
ride in another way, too. A year ploes and in schools,” she says.  the table. Bvery fifth of July, they
agn, Gretchan moved & desk in, One man bought books to take to  makos & birthday cake, sdd another
and it ks now the home of Lulu  an crphanage in Banghkok and sn Conthnussd on nacl page

Gretchan reads from “Lulu's Rose Colored Glasses™ at a Starbucks in May. “A little girl taught

me that the world is how you choose " shie says.
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From left: Drew, Warren, Gretchan, and Dylon Pyne on the beach behind their house. “The only way to honor the person you lost

isto find your happiness again, and to carry the person with you,” Gretchan says.

Continued from preceding page
candle, and set off fireworks for
Lulu.

But they have also begun to
build new memories. After they
sold the boat, they bought a piece
of land in Vermont, far from the
ocean Lulu so loved. They spend
many weekends there, including
Mother's Day this year. In an e-
mail to friends, Gretchan wrote
that she felt Lulu’s presence
strongly that day: “All
three of my children
were with me, and |

that's so traumatic is that every-
one has terrible flashbacks, and it
scares them to death. Families
need to hold each other literally
and figuratively.”

The Pynes can’t imagine not
sharing their burden with one an-
other. Who else could possibly
identify? Warren holds his wife
and tells her he understands. “I
can't say it'll be OK,” he says, “be-
cause that'’s not true.” They try to
take turns with their
grief. “There have
been a few times

[

know that we're go- It becomes pﬂ.l't when we both sank
ing to be okay. [ be- Wlll] you are down to misery at the
lieve that Lulu’s love ﬂf same time,” he says.
will heal us all. T am You can’t “That’s difficult.”
s0 lucky to have been . The twins would
her mother on her mb]!r'bﬂ ﬂlﬁ love to have another
shortstay..." sam sister, but Gretchan,

Still, nearly three € persc 41, has been loathe to
vears later, the road you were try. Her pregnancies

to recovery is pitted
with potholes; they
try to pull one an-
other out. “When
Dad has a bad Lulu
day, we talk to him
and give him big hugs,” says Dy-
lon. “Or we tell him something
funny she did and about the good
times we had.” Gretchan and War-
ren employ the same technique:
lots of “hug therapy” and talking.
They know that a huge percentage
of marriages end after a child dies.

“One of the worst things we
find is the parents feel so terrible
about the whole thing that they
turn on each other,” says Jacque-
line Olds, a child psychiatrist at
McLean and Massachusetts Gen-
eral hospitals. “The other part

before.’

GRETCHAN PYNE

and deliveries were
difficult. “I could not

she says. She and
Warren would both
love another little

girl, and are discussing adoption.

ecovery comes in baby

steps. Warren, who adores

the ocean, has begun to
look at boating magazines again.
Gretchan takes pleasure in the
small things: planting another hy-
drangea in Lulu's garden, watch-
ing the boys on the tire swing,
helping Warren build a swing set.
“The only way to honor the person
you lost is to find your happiness
again, and to carry the person
with you,” she says.

stand another loss,”

While the twins have grown to
be wiry sixth-graders, Lulu, who
would have been 7 next month,
will always remain 4 years old to
her family: a little girl in a tutu and
tiara who still loved her “blankie.”

Recently, Gretchan met an 80-
year-old woman at a book signing
who lost a child decades ago. “1
could see the pain in her eyes,
still,” she says. Gretchan knows
the hurt is a wound: It can scab
over, but the scar will never disap-
pear.
“It becomes part of who you
are,” she says. “You can’t possibly
be the same person you were be-
fore. It's like these young men who
go off to war and they come back
different. They're not innocent
anymore. You know such deep,

deep pain exists, and it brings you
to this whole different level of hu-

manness. We will absolutely have |

to deal with this all of our lives.”
It has helped her to believe

things happen for a purpose —
that Lulu’s brief life was about

spreading love, that her death was
about becoming an angel. “T dont
believe God picks kids off,” she
says, firmly. “If I thought her
death was just some random
thing, how could I go on?"

She constantly prays for signs:
“Lulu, let me know you're there,
let me know I'm doing the right
thing.”

Recently, as she stood on her
deck, she saw a double rainbow —
the first she’d seen since that hor-
rific evening three years ago. She
grabbed a camera and herded
Warren and the twins down to the
beach. The rainbow seemed to

start at their property, stretch
across the harbor, and end at the
cemetery where Lulu is buried.
Tears streamed down her face.
Warren blinked his back. “Thank

you, Lulu, thank you,” her mother
said.

Gretchan Pyne will sign copies
af “Lulu's Rose Colored Glasses” to-
morrow at 6 p.m. at Borders in
Hyannis, and Saturday from
noon-¢ p.m. at Zoinks in Faneuil
Hall.

This series was reported through
extensive interviews with the Pyne
Sfamily and other sources. The
scenes from 2001, including the

quotes jfrom Lulu, were
reconstructed through eyewitness
interviews.




