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Dearest Ammi Jaan,


 


It’s been six long, tiring, crying, trying, years without you by my side. I honestly don’t know how I have managed. Then I must remind myself, I came from you. I was born from your love, life experiences, pain, passion, power, and Barking and Dagenham energy. With that in mind, I somehow still find ways to include you within every rhyme. Multiple times Mum, I felt the need to give up, I quite frankly wanted to die. I had no value for this thing people call life. But that’s not the answer, that’s not what this is, and that is not how you raised me, so on in the night, I write.


Recently Mum, people have shown me love, they have welcomed me into their homes, they have fed me, heard me, understood me and given me a place to rest my overthinking head. I then begin to feel guilty, guilty for moving on without you, but then I must remind myself I am never without you. You are within me as much as I hope and pray to convince myself I am within you.


My tears are less now, but the quantity of them never overrides their weight. My outbursts too are far and few as somehow I have developed coping mechanisms to live in this world without hearing your voice, feeling your touch, listening to you speak or being in the presence of your warmth.


I feel the air Mum, and for once it is light. My smile is real, my laugh no longer disingenuous. I am opening my heart and my arms to those who are doing so for me and in return I believe through your love and through your grief I have another chance of life. Many strong-willed, huge-hearted, passion-fuelled, incredibly fascinating people navigated into my life since you left. That’s what we are doing here, right now. Creating a space, to share, to listen and to try our best to understand, connect, to emphasise in an attempt to hope to be as compassionate as we can be. Thank you Mum, for everything, even the lessons you have taught me through grief.


 


Forever Yours


Hussain x










 


 


 


 


 


 


 


My Dua (Prayer) is with you for life.


 


Mum


1947–2017


x










 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Prince Eesa


Princess Ayah


Prince Zakariya


Prince Mustafa










Tonight I’ll Cry 


Dad called my phone


Said u better get home


I thought I knew pain


But here it comes tenfold


 


I can never really let go


Of what i’m about to tell you


The night and how it flowed


I saw hell, and I just fell through


 


Blue lights, police and for my mum there’s an ambulance?!


I can’t let you go, this isn’t this part of the story isn’t fabolous


Sudden trauma


Accidents


All I feel is . . .


Anxiousness


My mind in a paralysis


Praying for something miraculous


 


Your looking beautiful, mum,


Your not even wearing makeup


And there doing CPR


Ammi jaan,


You need to wake up


They got shoes up on our carpet


This is ludacris, stand up


 


I had no idea of where the story was about take us


 


A young paramedic looked at me and said:


 


We need to announce the time of death, I said, time


 of death? What could it have been?


It could be anything between a brain haemorrhage or


 cardiac arrest


 


This is everything I ever dred


wat your really telling me is,


The angels walked outta heaven


And i got stabbed with their jagged edge


 


I start screaming all around me,


I break down i start to cry


My mother just died her spirit must be in the sky


 


Which way are they taking you?!


Mum, Are you alright?!


 


But wait,


What am I meant to do for the rest of my life?


 


You never saw me get married


You never saw my have a child


You never saw us fix things


You never saw us reconcile


You never saw me break a leg


And from today, i guess what hurts the most is


You’ll never see me break a smile


It’s the morning of your funeral


Somehow your still looking beautiful


I don’t know what to do


I don’t know a feeling that’s suitable


 


I got mud all on my trainers,


In my nails and on my hands


 


Burying you


Buried me


 


All i am, is just a man


 


Who’s fighting with grief and its battles


It baffles and it hassles


channels as it rattles


shatters and it tackles


grapples as it unravels


Loads itself in barrels


Locks me in it’s target, when i’m running from my problems,


 it shoots me on my travels


 


I live alone


Sleep alone


By the river and its freezing


 


Listening to Leona,


love is really bleeding


 


pain got me in a headlock


yeah it’s really beating


My body its battering


For some reason it’s never leaving


 


I tell my best friend


There’s way too much to factor in


That’s why


I can’t turn up to there gatherings


my mind there really hammering


I’m not even in the continent


I can still hear them chattering


 


You see evil eye


That thing is such a weapon


I shot for the stars


And landed


in depression


 


Me against my mind


Stuck in armageddon


we’re still fighting on the street


Why did my generation have to franchise Tekken?


 


nothing can facilitate


All the pain that i exhilarate


Nothing ever indicates


That hope will come accelerate


My emotions when they fluctuate


Because it’s a long night,


when depression comes and dominates


 


i'm overwhelmed


in overdraft


The clouds above,


they over cast


My demons working overtime


I thought there was a job crisis, how are these lot


 overstaffed?


I’m from the lower cast


of the working class


This punch does really ever last


I can’t look at pictures,


I get PTSD from photographs


 


selling me dreams


I didn’t know what i was buying


 


i’ve cried myself to sleep


Guess who woke up crying


 


I felt all this love


And i still felt like dying


 


But i’m still here trying


Mummy’s boy still writing


 


You aint robin me,


or making me doubt, fire


I got the drive in the triumph,


i’ll still spit fire


Another mountain there higher


When it’s all still dire


The DNA of my trauma,


i’m just tryna rewire


 


Faith in my spirit


Love in my bones


How have i still got


Hope in my art


When I have


hell in my home?


 


In the interviews,


I set the tone with my soul


I can’t get no satisfaction


 


I’m an east london rolling stone


 


tonight i'll cry . . .










Introduction


As I write this to you, it’s my twenty-ninth birthday. While to many of you reading this, my age is a sign of my youth and not a mark on the world. I understand that my mother was married, running a family with three children at twenty-nine. And here you have it, the birth place of my own creation of self-sabotage, which ultimately leads to me wanting to quit each and every time a thought collides with the comparison framework I have voluntarily constructed in my life.


I am not sure if it is something that the world we now live in has branded me, or if it’s the teenage labels of being an underachiever, but I feel as if I have to achieve something of great magnitude every single day, just to survive in my mind. I used to view this as having a ‘great work rate’ and ‘high productivity’. I now see this as me going to war with myself and one battle that needs to be far removed and extradited from my life.


Every time I acknowledge myself; my achievements, body, feelings, outlook, perspective, trauma, grief, knowledge, ability and capability, it only ever leads to one thing and that is, dissatisfaction. Which creates a huge forever-growing to-do list mentally, carrying with it an insane amount of pressure, forever endings of unhappiness, discontent and a harmful relationship with my mental health.


While delving deeper into depression it took me a fair few years to realise I was unable to navigate out of a place I did not want to be. Submerging my mind into darkness, I began to allow depression to control me by default, even when I am living and trying my best to be present in the magical moments of my wildest dreams.


I had to have a real conversation and ask myself, when did the inner workings of my mind get so tangled and become poisonous, when did I start working against me?


Why did I become obsessed with being a fixer for others and not myself?


What hole was I trying to fill with accomplishments?


Why were achievements falling further into an abyss and holding no weight in the silence of the night?


Why didn’t I care about me?


Towards my late twenties, close friends and family members were building lives for themselves – marriages, children, homes, new foundations and beginnings. The self-isolation kicked in, I felt further and further apart from who I was once, even though I hadn’t changed.


I thought career aspirations and goals would satisfy me; for a moment they did, but that doesn’t sustain. I don’t think it ever will. As long as I am not happy within, nothing will bring any form of peace.


I didn’t know how to create a personal life for myself. All I do is sit at my desk and write all the time. It takes a lot for me to get up and move away from the seat of being commander of the spaceship. But truth be told, I gave up on myself. I had quit. And it was for a myriad of reasons. I believed I wasn’t worthy of love. I think somewhere my insecurities found steroids, injected themselves and completely dominated my head, heart and any vessel that would try to intervene.


I cried and I cried for years, over countless nights, I was broken, hopeless and lost. The grief of my mum, the lack of how I wanted to be feeling, the comparisons of destruction on social media, the whole deluxe package of depression. It had absolutely riddled me numb.


Present day: I am taking care of myself physically and in return psychologically becoming healthier too.


I can now wholeheartedly say to all of you, yes, there have been many times I Wanted To Quit Too, and still to this very day there are many moments where I feel too and in my cases I clearly did. But I’ve managed to develop a better ecosystem around my mental health and wellbeing, one that stops me from going to zero to self-sabotage within minutes.


I’m thirty-two now, and this took me years to adopt and install within my life. And I would be lying if I was to say to you I did it myself. It really does take an entire community group of loving, caring, understanding people to really lift you and help create a space for you to learn to love who you are becoming from the pain that you believed defined you. And also tell you the harsh truth when needed (gosh we had some dramas). It really does take a village.


Which then leads me to this book, when I was having conversations with people, honest and upfront, emotional and deep I found that there is no way I can keep all of this information to myself.


It’s fair to say this book holds an immense amount of pain down its spine, strength of character within its chapters and fighting love within each of its pages.


It was birthed from heartache, frustration and this feeling of being lonely. It was also created (I had no idea at the time) as a battle tool to confront all the demons of depression and as a shield from the storms that come with trauma and armour to protect you as weaponry from the worry of uncertainties of the future. It’s art-tillery, like what I did there?


And from this point, it departs my heart to find yours.


Me and Sinéad Harnett had this idea together, so thank you Sinéad, for allowing me to take the reins on this, for trusting me and for inspiring me and the world with your music, for the long talks, the hikes in Los Angeles, the manifestation sessions and every other bit of joy you bring into my life. Can you believe all them years ago when I slid into your DMs and asked you to be a part of the mental health lesson it would lead to this?


Soon it will be time for you to hear from the people I am exceptionally fortunate to have met in this journey of life who have kindly opened up for us to not only learn from but to be inspired by.


It was within these stories, conversations and moments I learnt first-hand about the dynamic power of a four-letter word called hope. The charming chaos of audacity, the risk required for when looking into taking a chance and the heart space essential to be optimistic. The expense of love, which if true, one day will lead you and hand you over to the guardians at the gates of grief.


I learnt of the punishment the child within us faces for holding on to ambition. The distraction of desire along with the desire of distraction, the importance of failure, the beauty inside the walls of procrastination, the heartbreak that follows heartbreak. The losses that come with success, the price we stop and pay by the toll charge on the road to destiny, how hurt unknowingly transforms to become life experience and that health and culture sometimes clash.


I learnt that the need to challenge can be done compassionately, that there is a human need to hold on to passion, how family is a universal concept and that many traditions hold significant purpose and must be protected.


I learnt that not all needs are needy and that not all wealth is rich, that money in many cases can bring happiness. That sadness needs its time to be sad, but never let that feeling overstay its welcome.


I learnt that regardless of the evils in the way the mind has an innate ability to strategically manoeuvre to a healthier place.


That odds can be defied while you are unaware, that stigma can be demystified, taboo can be addressed and put on display as art, that trauma stands no chance against talent, that depression is hopeless vs conversation and the mighty power of the gut will reveal the truth in an attempt to save the day.


I learnt through all of these stories that growth one day meets evolution, which eventually finds peace and beholds wisdom.


That through all life brings, if we have the capacity to imagine, if we have the safety to try, the ability to develop, the privilege to step forward then we really can and we really should change the world we live in today for the better.


I learnt that breaking down leads to breaking in and eventually to breaking through.


Within the stories of I Wanted to Quit Too I learnt through cross-generations, through different cultures, lifestyles and life experiences, through parallel universes and worlds, the exceptional essence of wanting to give up and the true power and magic behind, or should I say in front of, never doing so.


This book was compiled for you, it was created as a lifeline, a best friend in the pages, a hug in the words for those of us who feel misunderstood and discouraged, for everyone who can’t seem to make sense as to why it’s not working, for everyone who dreams and feels a world away from their destiny, for those who feel they are too old to start now, for each of us who keeps going not knowing where it will go, for every one of us who dares to get up and make something out of the heartbreak and heartache of our lives, for every one of us not knowing love, affection, care, touch, warmth, for every one of us who packs our entire lives into small little suitcases to travel away from the small little towns we came from to chase our dreams within huge polluted cities, for every one of us who is paying the ultimate sacrifice of ambition, the excruciating cost of aspiration, for every one of us who is simply trying to get through another day of life. This is for you.


It was never a dream of mine to put together a book as special, precious, fragile and powerful as this, but it’s important, it’s very important.


To all the contributors who participated, thank you from the bottom of my heart for firstly being in my life. You have all in many ways been incredibly supportive to me, thank you for lending your words, your teachings, guidance, wisdom, love and blessings and most of all your names to the I Wanted To Quit Too anthology.


Now, with all the pleasure, passion and power in my beating little heart,


*Drum roll please*


I am so fortunate to welcome you to our book, the collection, the literary voyage (I’m dramatic, I know), the anthology that is . . .


 


I WANTED TO QUIT TOO.










 


 


 


 


 


 


 


‘There's always a rhyme at the end of the tunnel.’


— Doctor Poetry










Opening Statement


ANONYMOUS


 


 


 


 


And the high priests came down from the mountain.


 


People don’t decide to be Kings and Queens. They are ordained, chosen, or . . .


 


They must carve themselves through determination and spirit and the will to do good.


 


To be wise is to know great failures and victories, to have experienced all and to have made every mistake in the book.


 


And to remain resilient in the face of adversity, unflinching, kind and non-judgemental. But hold the space. For the waves that come next and stitch the community.


 


Together bind the generations. In unity.


 


When the veil of illusion is ripped we cannot stitch it back together.


 


We must find a way to navigate this unpredictable landscape that can be hostile and most joyful with our eyes open.


 


 


Much we have learned of medicine and healing has come from the battlefield, battlefield surgery and pain relief. alchemists aside. Remedies sourced. Provided in the constitution of the earth and its rich resources. The high priests and priestesses. Shamans and the spiritual empaths, psychics – and clerics.


The warriors having spent their time on the battlefield negotiating the unknown, the unpredictable and the four horsemen – knew how close traversing their mortality was daily.


 


And time served there perhaps brought with it something spiritual.


 


They coped and carried their wounds until they could no longer move forward in their old ways and thus in time some Found sanctuary in the cathedral –


 


And in healing


The witness of experiences of life and death


And the uncanny happening


 


Forced them to be awake


Is nothing but spiritual


 


The warriors welcomed other warriors in the sanctuary


Identified their own and their need


Humanity


From battles passed and now into this time


now of reflection


Of then of passing on


And as the warrior levelled then came with it


the sad monk and the feminine strength


And the integration of these three forged Kings


and Queens of them all.


 


Who learned to rule by wisdom


Of the years experienced


From tending the wounds they had inflicted on others


and ultimately themselves – in healing


found connection with the earth, love for one another


and all creatures


 


The hope of brutal learnings the optimism of the initiated


The pursuit of noble intention and decency


 


To payback into community


For service and leadership


 


The joy of healing of tending wounds from the


understanding of their infliction and then giving back


 


And they rolled it all back in. To serve the new generation


who had their battles yet to come.


 


Without judgement the elders held the space for


youthful folly and warriorship.


 


Courage to dare.


 


Allowed the space to make mistakes and leave each


other to their own decision making.


 


But as one moved forward unified by a care that goes


beyond the superficial.


 


And the tip of the spear stayed sharp and deft and adaptable because the purpose behind this tool was there.


To hold close and protect those humanities and those that struggled in the pursuit of good and nobility and integrity and faced the changes that were always inevitable for them.


 


On their road.










What Is A Poetry Slam?


ANONYMOUS


 


 


 


It’s . . .


. . . when poets compete


in a number of heats


with a few minutes each


during which to try and reach


the hearts and minds


of those discerning kinds


who hear what they say


and respond in their own way


with tears or cheers


laughter or applause


with cries of encore


or a silent pause


 


judges judge how the audience reacts


it’s competitive and lively and some might say perhaps


it’s a bit like the Booker


because occasionally you find that some crazy . . .


. . . poet emerges as the winner who is not


a slam champ but just a brave beginner


who has the guts to stand right up


and stand and deliver


a stanza that captures


the moment and enraptures


those who are there


it’s poetry in motion


it’s poetry in yer face


it’s the spoken word spoken


with power panache and pace


it’s sharp it’s loose


it’s tender it’s mean


it’s poets being heard


it’s poets being seen


town hall next friday 8.15


 


be there










Welcome In


SINÉAD HARNETT


Singer, songwriter, friend


 


 


 


Growing up I wish I had a book like this to read. One to tell me it’s gonna be okay. One to offer me the love and support I so desperately craved.


Truth is, no matter where you come from, you deserve to fight for your dreams as much as anybody else.


Our light can frighten us. We wonder if we deserve to shine. We think, ‘Who am I to assume others will like me and what I have to offer?’ But light is there to be seen, and it belongs inside us all.


I can’t tell you the amount of times I thought I’d give up. Life is a funny old thing. One minute you’ve cracked it and the next you feel more lost than you did to start with. But fully surrendering to my calling, simply for the love of it, has always kept me climbing the mountain.


Depression, anxiety and OCD-thinking have been close friends of mine, but dealing with my trauma in therapy has really helped me bat away thoughts of quitting. I think once I realised that writing music was my best offering to the world, instead of letting it be such a failure test in my head, helped me to keep going.


So whatever it is you feel you want to do, even if heading towards that or discovering it takes baby steps, please . . . GO! May as well give it a try while we’re here.


And maybe you’ll have a laugh along the way. Laughter is pretty fantastic.


All my love, Sinéad x










PART ONE


Health


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


DAME TIL WYKES


LOLA YOUNG


PAULA NAUGHTON


ANNIKA WAHEED


LOUISE HILL-DAVIS


REN GILL


NIAH SELWAY


LARRY LAMB


KEVIN HINES


ANONYMOUS


DAN DARE


SONNA RELE


HUSSAIN MANAWER


SURFING SOFAS










No Health Without Mental Health


DAME TIL WYKES


Professor of Clinical Psychology and Rehabilitation, Institute of Psychiatry, Psychology and Neuroscience, King’s College London and the South London and Maudsley NHS Foundation Trust


Life contains bumps and sometimes mountains that get in the way and can cause us to lose control, forget our coping skills, deliver low moods and occasionally a downward spiral so deep the future disappears. This section of the book contains some heart-warming and heart-rending stories of trauma, physical disability and illness. It is a celebration of the survivors who learn to value themselves and who are speaking up about the time and effort that takes.


Our healthcare system is not invincible and is sometimes the problem. If you rely on test results and textbooks, a diagnosis or just a helpful treatment will be elusive. That challenge has affected several contributors, who found the waiting time altered their life completely. Diagnosis was also not the end of the heartache as there’s grief in a diagnosis as it can mean a complete review of life chances.


Our authors also showed great courage in overcoming the barriers to recovery from both physical and mental illness. All showing that with baby steps they can move forward, recognising their hard-won successes but also telling us that this doesn’t happen overnight.


People now talk about a big word – resilience. It is as if this is built into our genes or somehow the lack of it means we are vulnerable and lacking in key pieces of the human jigsaw. Some authors built a repertoire of coping strategies, learning from trial and error when and what they need to do. These skirmishes with our thoughts sometimes produce a ‘levelling up’ even when we are on the losing side. Others, and it is a bigger group, tell us that they relied on other people because inner strength develops through support from a much wider community.


What can we learn from the pages ahead? That mental health problems can be the result of life’s trials or can just be bad luck linked to your DNA. They can also result in ill health. Our research has shown that physical and mental health are linked. Depression following a heart attack can increase the chance of a second one and the outcomes for asthma and rheumatoid arthritis.


Aneurin Bevan, founder of the NHS, said, ‘Illness is neither an indulgence for which people have to pay, nor an offence for which they should be penalised, but a misfortune the cost of which should be shared by the community.’ So, resilience isn’t just personal; it is about how your community supports you. That’s why talking about mental health problems is important; it helps reduce discrimination and stigma as well as allowing us to provide support where it is needed.


Words can be helpful (and hurtful) – you choose. Ask someone, ‘Are you okay?’ and they will probably say ‘fine’. If you follow up with ‘Out of ten, what would you score yourself today?’ then you may discover the real meaning of ‘fine’. We can all help someone who is struggling, just by listening, and that support can be vital.


Looking back, I can see that I have used many conflict words in this introduction – battles, skirmishes, challenges and struggles. As Taylor Swift said to graduating students at New York University, ‘My mistakes led to the best things in my life . . . dusting yourself off and seeing who wants to hang out is a gift . . . those moments were as important or more crucial.’ Making a mistake or losing a battle is part of the lifelong human experience. What I have learnt from our courageous contributors is that learning to cope, developing strength, confidence and self-worth is a marathon not a sprint.










T Is For Trauma


LOLA YOUNG


Artist, poet, friend


 


 


T is for trauma


I know what she looks like


I’ve held her with my own two hands


Sometimes she looks like a disease other times like a daisy


She cuts like a bullet but sings like a bird


And Sometimes i pray to her


Other times i pretend she doesn’t exist


She is pretty, i pity the sight of me when she walks in,


 


She sleeps in the cracks in my walls, seeps through the ache in my chest, tells me i can’t do this, then tells me i can, i wonder how far she’s travelled when she holds my breath, and i have been holding my breath my whole life.


 


I know what she looks like, I’ve painted over her with laughter, I have sunk my teeth into her when I can’t chew, I have held her in light and in darkness, high as the moon, fumbling for patience and peace and occasionally wishing that she would say ‘you’ll be fine without me’










Go Home And Love Your Children


PAULA NAUGHTON


Mother, wife, nurse, advocate, miracle seeker


 


 


Friday 9 November 2012


As we sat in the consulting room with our beautiful two-year-old cherubic twins George and Isaac, I felt more terrified than on any other occasion in my life. Two days previously our three beautiful sons had visited this hospital to have blood tests and we were here to get the results.


To distract myself I tried to picture our beautiful eldest son Archie. He was seven years old and currently at school, totally unaware of the landmine that our family was about to jump on. I imagined him laughing; Archie was always laughing because he was filled with joy and adventure. His existence equalled unbridled happiness and fun despite the enormous challenges he had already overcome in his short life. As I sat there I was instantly transported back to April 2008 as we had run onto this very ward carrying our semi-conscious two-year-old son. I had just had a massive fight with a paediatric SHO in A & E after he labelled me hysterical because I refused to take Archie home, instead demanding to see a paediatric nurse. Just as we arrived at the doors of the Paediatric High Dependency Unit Archie lost consciousness. The next morning Dr Galvin,* the consultant, came to tell us that the next 24–72 hours were crucial. The theory was that Archie had pneumonia. If that was not frightening enough, it later transpired he had pneumonia, bacterial meningitis and septicaemia. Days later the courageous and heroic baby boy woke up; apart from a slight limp on his left leg he was unscathed. It was an absolute miracle.


The door swung open and the noise brought me abruptly back to now. A very dejected-looking man walked into the room. Having spent considerable time with him when Archie was so ill, I knew; I knew he was carrying an enormous and unwelcome burden with him. I was also 99 per cent certain of what he was going to tell us. In fact I was so confident that I had shared my thoughts with my lovely husband the previous night. Not unlike the SHO four years previously, Padraic labelled me hysterical. His own theory was that God would never allow all three of our sons to be so ill. He reasoned that it made no sense, especially because as nurses we had both spent our entire professional lives helping people. I prayed all night that he was right and that I was indeed hysterical.


Dr Galvin welcomed us. I felt so sorry for him. Dear Lord, what an awful job. I wanted to take away his unease and, dare I say, his pity for us; it was etched into his face. All of these thoughts had raced through my brain and he had only said hello. I could feel a pain in my chest and Padraic and I held on to each other instinctively; as if somehow this might shield us from what was to come. By this stage George and Isaac were fast asleep; their glowing pink cheeks and slow steady breaths brought a few seconds of relief as I gazed at them.


Then he began. ‘I am so sorry to tell you that the three boys all have muscular dystrophy.’ Armed with my limited Dr Google knowledge, I asked, ‘Is it DMD?’


‘I am afraid so, Paula.’


At this stage I had an out-of-body experience. For a moment I did actually wonder if I had died; I was looking down on everyone from above. I could hear muffled voices and I noticed that Padraic had turned grey. I felt as though I was floating for hours. I saw all the hopes and dreams we had for our magnificent sons evaporate and wondered how many valleys we would fill with tears following this life-changing revelation.


You see, DMD is short for Duchenne Muscular Dystrophy. It is a catastrophic muscle-wasting disease that has no treatment or cure. It mainly affects boys and its natural trajectory means that between the ages of eight and twelve years, children lose the ability to walk. During their teenage years, if they live that long, they continue to get physically weaker. They lose upper body strength and the ability to move their arms. This means they cannot do all the basic things the rest of us take for granted, such as feeding themselves, brushing their teeth or even scratching their nose. If that wasn’t horrific enough, the muscles that control breathing as well as the heart muscle are also damaged. Consequently boys die of respiratory and/or cardiac failure. The average life expectancy is nineteen to twenty-two years of age.**


As I floated back into the chair next to Padraic, I heard myself thinking, this cannot happen. They cannot have Duchenne. Duchenne is a terminal illness. Archie wants to be a rugby player and play soccer for Chelsea. George wants to be a chef and Isaac wants to be a bin man.


‘I am so sorry this has happened to you both.’ I heard Padraic say thank you to Dr Galvin for his kindness and then heard myself reply, ‘But it hasn’t happened to us has it, it has happened to Archie, George and Isaac.’ The room fell silent. Before we left we were advised that there is hope with research that treatments might be developed in the coming years. We were also told that an appointment would be sent to us to see the national expert in the coming weeks.


We walked to the car in silence. On the journey home I suggested to Padraic that we kill ourselves and the boys there and then. He agreed that this was an option, only for us to remember that Archie was still at school and we could not possibly leave him. We drove to school to collect our handsome son knowing he would be grinning from ear to ear to see all four of us greet him.


Monday 12 November 2012


We went to work. Archie went to school and George and Isaac spent the day with Caroline, their beautiful childminder. We both wanted to die but made the decision that morning that quitting was not an option.


Monday 21 January 2013


The place was like a maze; was this really the centre of excellence that we had been promised? A porter turned us back from the entrance and told us we needed to go out of the building and take a different lift to the top floor. It was not a good start but we were hopeful that things would improve. As always Archie, George and Isaac took everything in their stride and were chatting to each other and laughing. They are just such a joy. Pure magic.


Once we finally reached the correct clinic we had to fill in some forms. Following this the boys had to be weighed and their height measured and have their vital signs recorded. We were then led into a room to meet the consultant. He asked about each of the boys individually and then examined them in turn. Following this a nurse took them to the play room.
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