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CHAPTER ONE





Some people find themselves all at once, like an explosion. Backpacking in the Himalayas maybe, or tripping on acid. Some people study the art of finding themselves, and graduate – or not – after years of diligence. I found myself bit by bit, through a series of accidents really.


The first bit I found was in a tent on the West Highland Way. My best friend Sarah was asleep. Her husband was lying beside her, and I was swallowing his semen.


I discovered the next piece of me at the bottom of a cliff, where I dragged Sarah’s dead body, bumping her head from rock to rock. Sarah, my best friend since we were little girls, who I’d betrayed and murdered.


And then, in the darkness of my parents’ attic, I found the rest of me.




 *








Until a week ago I had only made one really significant mistake in my life. I knew I had faults. Little things, like I was vain and impatient and I drank twenty units of alcohol a week, which is a lie, because it had to be at least twenty-five, which is also a lie. But I had only done one thing that I was truly ashamed of.


I’d gone to Tenerife with Marj from work, who knew a guy who knew a guy who could get us some pills. So Marj and I spent seven days sleeping on black sand drinking orange juice, and seven nights in a nightclub touching each other’s faces and dancing to specks on the dance floor, which seemed somehow beautiful and threatening at the same time. I was dancing to one particular speck one evening when I realised a man with white teeth, dressed in a khaki T-shirt and Diesel jeans, was dancing with me and also understanding the speck on the floor.


We looked at each other for a moment, and smiled, both thinking exactly the same thing at the same time. ‘At last, someone who knows me.’


I shook my head in disbelief. I’d found him!


He touched my shoulder with love, with a true touch of love. I felt his face with my warm fingers. Then I took his hand, walked calmly to the ladies’ toilets, pushed him into the cubicle, curled my black thong down my legs, and pushed his head down and into me. He surfaced with surprising swiftness, and we made love against the pure white tiled wall of that wonderful, soft place. We looked into each other’s eyes, held hands, and made love.


It’s weird how a hangover creeps up on you. Mine came at the same time as the man with the teeth did. Almost like a gunshot, exhaustion, eye pain and bad breath banged into me. Boom. I was hungover, and I could see that the white grit between the tiles was actually grey with the settled, damp fumes of pee; that the toilet was brown with steamed-on shit; and that my man, my beautiful true love, had a piece of something orange fused between his two front teeth.


I wished he would wipe the slime from me off his face, and I needed a drink of water.


I found Marj and hauled her from her place on the dance floor and we went back to our hotel room.


Until a week ago, that was the only big mistake I had ever made. The only thing I truly regretted. Conceiving little Robbie in that way. My little baby, Robbie.






















CHAPTER TWO





It was Sarah who helped me through the pregnancy. We had a history friendship – time had earned us the right to each other’s unconditional love. And while we annoyed each other endlessly, especially as the years morphed us into our mothers, we felt true love for each other. If the parking inspector did not back down, it was Sarah I rang for a whinge. If I had an ingrown hair that required surgery, it was Sarah, the nurse, who operated. If I needed to sit on a sofa and not talk, it was Sarah who silently provided the very good crisps. She was my rock, my protector.


Sarah and I met when we were four, and I immediately loved her because she was pretty, with well-brushed shiny blonde hair and bright blue doll-like eyes. She was never alone in the playground, was never worried about people liking her or not, and was soothing to look at, like the sea.





Sarah was everything I wasn’t. She was sensible, and would never rollerskate down a steep hill or spill juice on her spelling jotter. She was girly. While Santa brought me water pistols and gardening rakes, Sarah got pink fluffy things and dolls that peed and cried (and freaked me out). But perhaps the biggest difference between us was that Sarah was an indoors person. She could spend all day in her room playing with Tiny Tears – cooking for her in her mini kitchen, ironing for her with a mini iron, dressing her in those mini dresses.


I, on the other hand, hated being indoors. I’d play in the street, in Pollok Park, at the arcade, in my friends’ gardens, but when I played at Sarah’s house we almost always stayed inside. If I ever managed to get Sarah to come outside to play when we were little, it would be on the strict condition that Tiny Tears could come too, and while I would build a mini tree house for the doll to escape to, Sarah would feed her porridge, wipe her face, change her nappy and rock her to sleep.




*





Poor Sarah. A baby was all she’d ever really wanted for as long as I could remember. At first when Sarah was trying to conceive she’d ring her husband Kyle excitedly at his surgery and get him to come home and do it because the time was right – her discharge was clear, her temperature was high, and she was horny as all hell. Afterwards they’d giggle as he put his stethoscope on her tummy to ‘listen to him swim’.


But as time passed, Kyle found he couldn’t leave patients waiting, or he had home visits to do, and Sarah wondered if her cycle was more elusive than she’d believed. After a while, she decided that it wandered around the month invisibly, and in order to catch it she and Kyle should have sex every night.


This went on for two years. They got good at it. Who needs lubrication? One difficult shove at the beginning is a small price to pay for efficiency.


But after twenty-four months of nightly sex, the sperm still seemed to be doing bugger all.


So Sarah left work, deciding the stress in Intensive Care could be having a detrimental effect on her ovaries. Then Kyle used his clout as the longest-serving GP in South Shawlands Surgery to get a speedy referral to the best fertility specialist in the United Kingdom. Sarah took medication, felt ill and grumpy, no longer tended her garden with gentle care, put the renovation plans for the weekender near Loch Katrine on hold and moaned to her oldest and closest friend – me – every night on the telephone.


‘Kyle is working all the time! Why? Why? Why?’


The first time she rang, I suggested we go out and get drunk.


‘Do you want the baby to grow up short?’ exclaimed Sarah.





Next I suggested going out for dinner. I only suggested this once, after she put me off mussels marinara forever with her concern about bacteria.


I am deeply ashamed of this now, but after months and months of calls I got tired of it all. I had listened and counselled with proper concern for so long. I had cried with her, my friend whose inexplicable maternal urge had exploded inside her with enthusiasm but without capacity. I had bought her homeopathic remedies, books, nicotine patches, gum and inhalers. What about this? That? Get Kyle checked out. Check your elasticity down there. Clear and elastic. Most important, relax.


But none of it had worked, and I got tired.


So, there came a time when I found myself taking a very deep breath before answering the late-night calls. There would be a silence and a snuffle, and I would ask her how she was and the answer would never be good. She was obsessed. Everything in her world had found its way to her ovaries. Dinner, work, clothing, footwear and dog shit were ovary-related.


In turn, the single aim of my conversations became ovary-evasion. ‘How’s the stone wall going in Loch Katrine?’ I asked her once at 10.33 pm on a weeknight.


‘I’ve stopped,’ she said. ‘The strain might be bad for my ovaries.’




*








When Sarah rang at 11.03 pm one night to say Kyle didn’t even want to do it anymore, I’m afraid I snapped and told her to pull herself together. I told her that not having sex was probably quite a significant factor in not getting pregnant, and unless she sorted herself out who could blame Kyle for not wanting to go anywhere near her?


She hung up on me.


Ashamed at my outburst, I phoned back. She didn’t answer. I phoned back again. And at last I got Kyle, who said in a conspiratorial voice, ‘She’s not available.’


So I went round and knocked on the door. Kyle answered with that annoying expression of his. I remembered that expression from university days when I’d shared a flat with Kyle and a friend of ours, Chas.


I’d met Chas while eating dhal with my right hand in Goa. He was living in a tree at the time, as you do, and pondering. He was cute, and we had our Scottish background in common, but he was not my type. He was kind of grungy: scraggly, rough around the edges, a bit too skinny, but with magical eyes that someone one day would fall hopelessly in love with. He wore unusual clothes that he threw together oddly, and looked better naked than clothed. I knew this because I had seen him in an outdoor shower once in Goa and he was surprisingly muscular and square, not at all weedy. I found his company to be the most comfortable I had ever had. No expectations, no bothersome political differences, and no sexual tensions. Chas always said yes if I needed an emergency date to make an ex-boyfriend jealous, but I never once considered him as a sexual partner, never thought of him in that way at all. There was one time when we got very drunk at a medical ball and he tried to kiss me in the taxi on the way home. It felt like I was kissing my brother and I pushed him away with a ‘Yuck!’ We’d both laughed, but it had felt kind of weird.


Chas moved into my flat a while later and spent his time singing and occasionally proclaiming truths about beauty, among other things. We’d get openly annoyed with each other when the milk or the loo roll ran out, and read the papers over breakfast in companionable silence.


Kyle was mostly fun to live with. He could whistle the theme tune to every seventies cop show, and not just the obvious ones like Kojak or The Sweeney. We’re talking Rookies, SWAT and Barnaby Jones. But when he had an exam and Chas and I were making too much noise in the lounge he’d come in and sit on the sofa, his facial features settling around his nose, all scrunched up in a tight ball of bloodless tension. We’d get the hint pretty quickly and go to bed so he could study.


Kyle was the only one in the flat who really had to get through a lot of work at university. I was doing social work and never had to study very hard. And Chas dropped out of medicine after a year, threw himself into ill temper, and started smoking copious amounts of dope with the apparent long-term plan of graduating from depression to schizophrenia.


I looked at Kyle all these years later and thought to myself, why can’t you just say how you feel? ‘My wife is driving me crazy and I wish you hadn’t upset her.’ Instead, he stood there as he always had when distressed, fizzing inside with a tornado of emotions that he had no idea how to harness.


He beckoned me into the kitchen and there was an awkward moment as we stood trying to chat as if nothing was going down.


‘How’s work?’ he asked me.


‘Busy! Awful!’ I replied.


It struck me as we stood there talking that it was probably the first time Kyle and I had been alone since he’d met Sarah.


We were all twenty-one when the two of them met. Sarah had dropped around to see me after work one day and Kyle answered the door. He’d just had a shower, so he had no top on. Chas and I felt the sexual tension between them straight away so we made our excuses and went to the pub, feeling giggly and excited at the prospect of our two friends getting together.


Later that night, and throughout the courtship that followed, our respective mates gave us glorious details that we exchanged and analysed.





According to Sarah, on that first evening they had four coffees and talked for three hours about hospitals.


According to Kyle, Sarah leant forward, affording him a clear view of her bosom.


According to Sarah, Kyle was everything she’d ever wanted – a decent, hard-working, honest man.


According to Kyle, Sarah was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.


Sarah loved how Kyle was so patient and respectful.


Kyle said by the time Sarah agreed to do it he’d developed wanker’s cramp.


Kyle’s proposal was everything Sarah had ever dreamt of …


And the ring cost a fucking fortune.


Sarah looked sensational as a bride. Her hair was as curly, blonde and glossy as it had been when she was tiny and her whole face beamed with happiness. Kyle couldn’t take his eyes off her. The perfect wedding for the perfect couple. The wedding party was a sea of large hats, kilts and stiff two-piece skirt-suits. I wore a shiny mauve dress and felt like a Teletubby. Sarah’s mum mustered her acting skills to evoke emotion in the university chapel with a Shakespearean sonnet. Kyle’s best friend, Derek, read out a raucously sexual speech.


‘Sarah will make the perfect doctor’s wife,’ he said. ‘Big, y’know, ideas, and a goer, according to the residents in the Royal! But, seriously,’ he said to a half-silent, half-chortling audience, ‘seriously, though, they do make a wonderful couple … and she does go like a bunny.’


Sarah’s dad, who she hadn’t seen for years, drank too much and groped several guests on the dance floor.


After the honeymoon they sold Sarah’s Southside flat and bought a three-bedroom tenement in the trendy West End, which Sarah did up. Two years later they sold the flat for an extortionate sum, bought a four-bedroom house a little further out (‘where the good schools are’), and started trying to make babies.


Unable to control her reproductive system, Sarah concentrated on the things she could control. From the outside, it seemed as though Sarah was renovating her husband at the same time as she was renovating the house, redressing old windows with carefully selected fabric, feminising bed linen and bathroom accessories, ripping out kitchens and cheap lean-tos, and re-roofing, bit by bit obliterating the existence of the old so that by the time the house was done, Kyle was nowhere to be seen. No hint of him in the bedroom, nor in the attic, nor in the living room, nor in the shed. He had been covered over like the hideous fifties wallpaper.


Sarah realised she was becoming more and more anal and obsessive. At her kitchen-warming party, she confessed to me that she’d called Kyle a useless prick because he’d put potato peel in the everyday bin. She hated how controlling she was becoming; she could sense that it was driving Kyle away, but she couldn’t stop herself.


I gave her the number of a therapist my workmate Marj knew about. Sarah would come to my place after her sessions and debrief over a glass of wine. According to her, the therapist was in her early thirties, with kids – the photo was on her desk, and a loving husband – the photo was on her desk. For a huge fee she listened to Sarah talk. Apparently, they worked out together that Sarah had suffered a fractured attachment. This meant she had a really crap relationship with her parents. Sarah’s mum and dad were divorced when she was a toddler. Vivienne Morgan was off filming for the entirety of Sarah’s childhood and her dad stopped being her father after the divorce and started being her estranged father. Things hadn’t improved when her stepfather arrived on the scene, and seemed to get even worse after he left, as her mother’s fondness for a refreshment developed into a full-blown love affair.


Together, Sarah and the therapist worked out that Sarah lacked trust because of this fractured attachment. They worked out that Sarah wanted a baby most of all to right the wrongs of her own childhood, and that this was not healthy. They also worked out that Sarah felt guilty, a little present from Catholicism.





Sarah told me she worked out all by herself that therapy was a very expensive way of learning to despise herself even more than she already did.




*





Talking to Kyle in his marital kitchen felt very uncomfortable. The Kyle I knew at university had pretty much disappeared and been replaced by Kyle the Mr Serious, Mr Works-Non-Stop, Mr Reads-His-Newspaper-Joylessly-And-For-Too-Long, Mr Why-The-Fuck-Can’t-You-Get-My-Friend-Pregnant.


He’d had other parts to him in the old days, really nice parts, and that was why I’d been so excited when he and Sarah got together. As well as being incredibly fit, with the hardest calf muscles I’d ever felt in my life, he’d been smart, kind and hilariously funny, telling surreal anecdotes about couscous and pigs when stoned, and was unbelievably good at Pictionary.


After what seemed like an hour of small talk, Kyle left me in the kitchen and went to fetch Sarah. She emerged red-eyed and her lips started to quiver as she got closer to me.


We hugged and talked and I apologised profusely and spoke soothingly.


When I got home, Sarah rang to say that she and Kyle had just had the most amazing sex and that it was a good thing for me to have said what I’d said.


I felt so sad for her, but I also wondered if moving permanently to their holiday cottage might not be such a bad idea.






















CHAPTER THREE





You can understand that it was a big bummer for Sarah when I rang to tell her my news.


‘I’m pregnant!’ I said, still not quite believing it myself. ‘I’m bloody pregnant!’


I shouldn’t have blurted it out like that. It was part shock and part nervousness about her reaction. Also, I’d had a nightmare day taking a wee tot into care because her mother kept going to the pub and leaving her alone in the house. She caged Jess like a rabbit, with a bottle of milk Sellotaped to the rungs of the playpen for Jess to drink when she got thirsty.


At the Children’s Hearing that day, I had outlined the facts of Jess’s case and waited for the volunteer panel members to make a decision about whether to accept my recommendation to take her into care.





One panel member, an arse with a cowlick, probably no older than twenty-eight, with no children and no idea about parenting, was even more indignant with me than the mother was. While the mother sat and listened and admitted that she wasn’t coping, he started attacking me, saying:


1. ‘But the mother’s admitting her problem.’


2. ‘But the mother’s willing to put in time with the social worker.’


3. ‘How can we justify taking little Jess away from her mum?’


4. ‘How hard will it be for her to get Jess back?’


5. ‘Where will Jess go? Who will look after her? Do you have foster carers identified?’ and


6. ‘We must do everything we can to keep mothers and their children together.’


I was furious. The arse seemed to be more concerned about the mother than the child and this, more than anything, incensed me.


I’d always been drawn to children at risk. And despite not wanting to be a mother myself, I was opinionated about mother–child relationships. My own mum, I believed, provided a good role model of how to go about parenting. She’d always worked hard at providing friendship and boundaries for me, at keeping her own life while also devoting herself to me, so there was no unresolved bitterness on either side. Sarah’s mum, on the other hand, had stuffed up Sarah’s childhood good and proper. She was hardly ever there, drank too much when she was, had been divorced twice by the time Sarah was seven and was breathtakingly self-obsessed. The consequences for Sarah’s self-esteem were dire. What do the Jesuits say? ‘Give me a child until he is seven and I will give you the man.’


I believed I could spot flawed parenting a mile away, and felt it my duty to spare children from it. Social work was inevitable, I guess.


Anyway, I got my own way and two of the three panel members (the arse held out) agreed that the child should not be returned home.


Later, in the foyer, the arse with the cowlick said, ‘It’s difficult, isn’t it, not being judgmental – but we should all try.’


‘Yes,’ I replied, looking at his face, and then down at his hand, which firmly gripped my arm. ‘We should all try.’


He let go, and sighed as the mother handed some of Jess’s things over to me for the foster carers. She wasn’t even crying.




*





I’d headed straight to the doctor’s from the hearing and it wasn’t long before she decided my weight gain and exhaustion weren’t the results of stress. A quick urine test put it beyond all doubt. When I told Sarah I was in shock.


I couldn’t believe I was pregnant. I’d had my periods every month, but my doctor explained they’d just been fraudulent, pretendy ones. Bloody lies! I was five months gone, and it was too late to do anything about it.


Sarah responded to my ham-fisted revelation by going silent and then hanging up. I spent a day arguing with her in my head about this. In cutting one-liners I told her how un-giving she’d been in my time of need and under no circumstances should I be expected to apologise or make the first move.


But I’m not so good at grudges, and after lunch the next day I phoned her from work and apologised.


She said she was sorry, too, and that she shouldn’t have hung up, but my news had arrived at a terrible time.


It transpired that only an hour before I’d called, she and Kyle had been interviewed by a social worker to assess them for adoption.


‘She’s only twenty-one,’ said Sarah, ‘and definitely a lesbian. She sat on our sofa with her nose-ring in the air blethering on about my parents, for Christ’s sake! I tried to show her around the house, but she refused. “All in good time,” she said – and with a nose-ring!’


After I got off the phone I realised that the entire call had been about Sarah’s ovaries, not mine, which to my ongoing horror were having a celebration dinner in my tubes.




*





Sarah and Kyle’s adoption process grew along with my tummy. There were many more interviews with social workers, both with and without nose rings. Family trees were drawn, stories written, love–life/coping mechanisms/support networks scrutinised. Eventually someone ticked a box somewhere giving Sarah and Kyle permission to take on someone else’s child.


We celebrated at Cafe Rosso with a bottle of chianti (yeah, I know, but at least my foetus wasn’t on heroin like numerous mothers I had to deal with at work), three courses, and an argument about the Middle East. The perfect evening.




*





Sometime after our night out, Sarah collected a six-year-old foster child from their local social work office and took him home for the weekend. It wasn’t the real thing, just weekend respite ‘to break them in’, Sarah said.


Kyle was waiting for Sarah and the child when they arrived, biscuits and diluted organic blackcurrant juice Sarah had bought at the ready, plus three DVDs about wildlife in Africa.


The wee boy took his place on the leather sofa with a cashmere throw, looked at the biscuits and juice laid out on the coffee table, and stared at Sarah and Kyle for several minutes. He had large green eyes and bright red hair and was as cute as a Glaswegian button. Sarah could have eaten him up, and Kyle started to feel quite manly having a boy who needed fathering in the house.





‘Can I use the toilet?’ the boy asked after a few minutes of awkward silence.


Sarah showed him to the en suite in his specially-painted-for-the-weekend room, shutting the door behind his delicate little features with the satisfied sigh of a loving mother.


He climbed out the window.


Before Sarah and Kyle had time to pour the organic juice into the specially-bought-for-the-weekend plastic-cup-with-groovy-straw, he was probably half a mile away. They had no idea until Kyle had watched all the trailers to the first African animal DVD.


After that Sarah decided fostering was a bad idea – irredeemable ginger underclass goods and all that. So she concentrated on the snail crawl of the adoption waiting list. And on me. She started coming with me to every antenatal appointment. She decorated my spare room, wrote endless lists of things to do, made mixed tapes for me to listen to during the birth, helped me write my drug-free birth plan, and cooked piles of freezable meals for afterwards.




*





At Sarah’s urging I gave up work three weeks before D-day.


My colleagues gathered together to give me Marks & Spencer vouchers and a selection of cakes. My boss, who I soon learnt said ‘fuckit’ a lot, made a speech.





‘Congratulations to Krissie and her husb – fuckit … I mean, by all accounts, you will make a great parent, mother … fuckit. Here’s to Krissie.’




*





After leaving work, I decided that this motherhood thing might be bloody fantastic. I slept in, went for strolls, had lunch in cafes, watched Quincy, ME, read books, and ate at least one whole banana cake a day.


I laughed and laughed with my new antenatal friends, dined with Sarah and Kyle at least twice a week, shopped with Mum and Marj, went to the movies. I bobbed along to aqua aerobics, ate curry, drank raspberry tea, gave in to desperate urges for cauliflower, and then, just as I was about to get bored, I gave birth.






















CHAPTER FOUR





It started when I was walking up the stairs of my Gardner Street close, eighty steps in total, breathing more loudly than I have ever breathed in my life. My face was raw, like a blind pimple that has been left to ripen the perfect amount of time and, if any pressure is applied, will pop a most satisfactory core. I had suffered the indignities of a vaginal probe when I bled at week twenty-two, of peeing my pants at week thirty-three when the check-out chick in Sainsbury’s cracked a very funny joke, of farting in front of my ‘Ms Has-No-Body-Functions’ colleague when I bent over at work to pick up a case file, and of fainting during a ‘cervical sweep’.


At nine months and ten days pregnant I fully expected an explosion of water. What I didn’t expect was to bump into twenty-nine-year-old bass-playing Marco from downstairs.


I’d been flirting with Marco for about a year. One night I was listening to him and his mate jam through my floorboards and I decided to knock on his door. ‘You need a bit of rhythm,’ I said, before waltzing in to join them with my tambourine.


An awkward hour or two followed as I realised that the evening was purely about music, and not about drinking, smoking, flirting or talking. I said goodbye at ten and, though they seemed really pleased I’d joined them, the whole situation had made me feel a little unsure of myself, so I went home to self-hate with a bucket of ice-cream, like the Americans do.


I often bumped into Marco after that, and we’d chat on the stairs for a few minutes. He’d ask me how my rhythm was going, and I’d say fine, and I’d ask him how the songs were coming along and he’d say fine, and all the while I wondered why he didn’t seem to notice the smouldering sexual tension between us.


As time went on and my tummy got bigger, we’d play a game of who can ignore the increasing belly before us. We’d look each other straight in the eye and talk seriously – ‘How is the rhythm?’ ‘How are the songs coming on?’ My gaze would be so determined that any attempt by him to move his eyes in a downwards direction would have been positively illegal.





On this occasion, however, the sexual tension and anxious eye gazing were interrupted by an audible pop.


‘What was that?’ asked Marco.


‘I think it’s my mucus plug,’ I said.


I left Marco dry-retching on the stairs, went into my flat, took my pants off, examined them, and phoned Sarah.




*





Sarah arrived about half an hour later, having already established with the midwife that I should not come in till things ‘got serious’. I discovered later that this meant I should not come in until I felt so out of control with pain that I could kill myself and/or others.


For four hours Sarah played me tapes, made me tea, massaged my back, and ran me baths.


‘These are a piece of piss!’ I said as I breathed correctly through an irregular tummy twinge. ‘I could do this forever!’


I’d always had an inkling that I had a very high pain threshold. I didn’t like blood, but I could handle pretty much anything else. As a kid, I hadn’t cried during any of my immunisations. When I broke my nose windsurfing, I was calm and steady and sensible even though it was the worst fracture the doctor at Stirling hospital had ever seen. I never understood all the fuss about period pain. Other women appeared to me to be wimps. And I regularly found bruises on my legs and had no idea where they’d come from. All sure signs that I had a superhuman tolerance to pain.


But the irregular tummy twinges turned to regular stomach pains and the regular stomach pains turned to agonising never-ending cramps, and the agonising never-ending cramps turned to earth-shatteringly incomprehensible poundings, which made me want to kill myself and/or others.


It was time to go to hospital.


I can see why they say you forget the pain of childbirth, and that it’s not so bad, and that at the end of it, all that matters is the bundle of joy you’re holding.


They say it because they are lying bastards.


I will never forget having a huge set of knitting needles inserted into me by a student nurse who wasn’t sure if she could feel my cervix at all, let alone break it to set my waters free. I will never forget several fists ‘examining’ me in the fourteen hours that followed. I will never forget a huge set of steel salad servers somehow barging their way inside me and yanking so hard that my bed flew across the room. And I will never forget being rushed to the theatre after all that, after Sarah had made sure my birth plan was followed to the letter, because my placenta was quite happy to stay put, thank you very much.





What I have forgotten is what Robbie looked like when he came out. I don’t remember. And when I came back from surgery, I didn’t ask where he was. And when I slept that night, I didn’t hear him cry. And when I woke up the next morning and someone placed him on my tummy, and his mouth found its way onto my nipple, I didn’t forget the pain of labour and I didn’t feel that I was holding a bundle of joy.


I felt like an alien was sucking on my tit.
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