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For my gran, Veronica. I hope you’re resting in eternal peace.



And for Kitty and Luna, the original “Noxxy” cats.



– M.D.



For Cardamom, my indoor cat/muse, for Rocket, 



and for every pet I’ve loved and lost.



– S.R.
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Have you ever wondered what happens when someone 



you love dies? Losing a loved one is a devastating experience, 



and a confusing time for adults and children alike. 



Some believe that children are too young to understand 



difficult subjects like death. In my experience, approaching 



any topic with care, curiosity and understanding helps 



children find their own way to piece things together. 



When my dad passed away, my then four-year-old son asked 



lots of questions about his grandad. Though grieving myself, 



I found myself explaining the most profound and yet simple 



fact of life to him in a way he could understand.



In this story, a family’s pet cat, Noxxy, has died, and 



the child narrator is having difficulty coping with the loss. 



That is, until the child’s granny suggests holding a nine night. 



Originating in West Africa, a “nine night” or a “dead yard” 



is a celebration that often takes place in the nine days and 



nights after a person (or, in this case, a pet) has died, usually at 



their home. During the nine night, family and friends will visit 



the deceased loved one’s home and share memories together, with 



the final night usually being the night before the church service.



As a Black British woman of Caribbean descent, I have attended 



many nine nights. No two nine nights are ever the same: each one 



varies depending on the Caribbean island the deceased came from, 



but the common denominator is always joy and laughter. 



A Note to Grown-Ups 









Even though someone has died and tears flow, these events can 



also be fun! Nine nights are about remembering the good times 



and cherishing those memories: we laugh, cry, chat, eat and 



drink but most of all . . . we PARTY! 



Being able to explore how different cultures grieve and 



celebrate life and death through books creates space for 



discussions, whether they be at nursery, in classrooms or 



at home. This can only be a good thing. The more we 



know about each other’s cultures, the more we understand 



the diversity of the people around us.



A Nine Night for Noxxy



 not only gives us insight to a Caribbean 



tradition, but it also shows an example of how to cope with 



the loss of a loved one, through acceptance, hope and joy. 



Trish Cooke









My cat, Noxxy, 



isn’t here any more.















We called her “Noxxy” because 



she’d knock us with her paw 



when she wanted something.



And having the 



fur. 



Noxxy was the 



at 



walking me to school. 



And chasing down       the 



peas that “accidentally” 



dropped off my plate.










But one morning, Noxxy 



right out 



of the front door and almost knocked over 



my brother, Jovan!
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