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An Arrival, A Departure –
and A Wedding!

“If you are going to have any chance at all of a normal life, Mrs Bayliffe,
then the only choice is to have a heart transplant.”
The room began to spin slightly around me, and I knew this couldn’t
really be happening.
The consultant was still looking at me earnestly He was a kind man,
and I could see he was trying to understand what those words meant to
me, but how could he possibly conceive the depth of my feelings just then,
or, indeed, how it was all going to affect me? He had changed my world
at a stroke.
After all, this was MY life he was talking about. My very survival. I
suddenly felt that I was hanging on to that life by a very slender thread
indeed, and that, worse, that thread held not just me but the future of my
little family.
Nothing would ever be the same again – whatever I decided. I knew
that much already.
For months now I had been trying to persuade myself that I would
be lucky. The doctors had been waiting for several months to see whether
my heart was going to improve at all by itself after its ordeal. It was not
to be. Now I was here at Papworth Hospital to receive the consultant’s
verdict. Now I had to let go of that fragile dream, and see everything that
I ever feared become a reality: a reality that I did not want to accept.
Everything had become a nightmare, and there was no chance that I
would wake up and find it gone.
Surely there must be options . . . hopes? I clutched at that thought,
aware that I was shaking from head to foot.
“You say ‘choice’. Do I have a choice?” I managed.
5
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“Well, – yes.”
“Then, how long – how long could I expect to live without a
transplant?”
The consultant shook his head slightly, and his eyes sought mine.
“We are talking months not years, Mrs Bayliffe,” he said, gently.
The words seemed to hang in the air between us, and I suddenly
wondered what my husband Terry must be feeling. For his sake, and the
children’s, I had to be brave about this.
“This is not a solution, you understand – only an alternative,”
continued the consultant.
“So – how long if I do have the transplant?” I asked.
“Ten years – if you are lucky, and everything goes your way, and with
medicine and technology at its current level.”
There seemed to be a lot of ‘ifs’, and a transplant didn’t sound a
complete cure. Somehow I had imagined that it might be.
A thought struck me – a note of hope.
“Is it possible to have a second heart after the ten years?” I asked.
“No. I’m afraid not. For many reasons that just isn’t a feasible option
at present.”
*

*

*

To many people ten years must seem a long time, but it didn’t to me.
I was only twenty four years of age, with a very young baby who was
growing and changing all the time. I had lost four babies, and had a long
and difficult labour with this one, almost losing my life in the process.
Was it so much to ask that I should want to see him grow up? My precious
Daniel.
Daniel. If I survived until he were, say, twelve, he would be at an age
when he could be very traumatised. If I could get through the next couple
of years, give him lots of love, and see him through the baby stages, he
would not be quite so aware of my dying then at, say, two.
What does anyone do in this situation? Should I think in the short
term, or think of the unknown?
“Months, not years”. The words came back into my thoughts to haunt
me.
Yet – supposing I did not survive the operation at all? Then Daniel
would never have his mother’s love throughout the baby years at all. Or,
if I survived, perhaps I would be so weak from the operation and the antirejection drugs that I would be unable to do much for my family anyway,
and would be a burden to them.
So many unknowns. How was I supposed to decide?
Every caring mother knows how special motherhood is, even in a
subdued and limited form. Nevertheless, even though my fate is probably
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sealed already, sometimes there is a point beyond which we cannot go, call
it cowardice or whatever. I personally believe that we have to look inside
ourselves and find our own particular limits. Perhaps, maybe, you will
reach the same conclusions as I did. However, we are all different, and
some would not make the same decision.
I accept and respect that.
I hope that you will do the same for me.
*

*

*

When we are young, we have our dreams, and we think we know
what joys life will hold for us – a career, love, marriage, children. We even
imagine we are in control of all that fate. The thought of any disaster other
than dying when we have grown old does not come into the equation.
I have experienced some of these joys, but my life has been short, and
now I may have little chance or ability to do much more. I wanted to be
able to achieve rather more in my life than just having a baby – wonderful
though he is.
Maybe, if I write everything down, I can at least accomplish writing
this book. Maybe, too, it will help me to understand and release all the
muddled thoughts and inhibitions that are trapped inside me.
This account is not fed on pity, but is intended to show how difficult
and different life can turn out to be, even when we do everything “by the
book”.
Hopefully it might help people like me, if only others can understand
through my account how we feel.
It is also a chance to say how much I have valued my lovely, lovely
family. How I appreciate what they have had to do for me. If I could turn
back the clock, maybe I still wouldn’t have changed anything. I wouldn’t
want to miss the experience of Daniel, not for the world. What is difficult
to take is that I am having to pay the ultimate price for that joy.
*

*

*

I suppose that, if I am to write all this down – my story – I should
first tell you a little more about my background, so that you may know
and understand me more clearly. There was much that happened before
my illness, and some of it was very happy. As what happens to us in life
is what moulds us into the people we are, then no doubt this is all part of
the picture.
I was born, Mandy Dix, on the 25th May, 1965, at 3.30 in the morning,
in Gloucester, and was the second eldest of four children.
Apart from an attack of pneumonia at one point, I was a perfectly
healthy child, right into my teens, and I liked basketball and netball. On
reflection, I can now find that picture of health amazing.
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Dad left when I was still too young to understand. I didn’t know
what had happened to bring the relationship to an end. All I knew was
that we were left with Mum, and she took care of us.
It was a lonely life for a parent, and I began to realise that, young as I
was. I knew enough to understand that Mum must be very unhappy. She
did her best to hide her feelings from us, but often we found her huddled
in a chair and weeping, or we thought we heard muffled sobs from the
bathroom or bedroom.
After a while, she acquired a friend, and we decided we ought to try
to be pleased for her, if only for her own sake. What we felt ourselves
was, I am afraid, often quite different. It was difficult, taking orders from
a stepfather, and all it did was make me miss Dad even more.
Our upbringing became more and more strict. Perhaps because we
children missed Dad, and perhaps because we were more afraid than we
were prepared to show, we tended to cling together. Although I was still
young, it seemed to develop some kind of maternal instinct in me even
then I can remember cooking meals for them, and feeling very protective
towards them in my own small way.
Perhaps it wasn’t surprising that I decided on a career with children.
Increasingly, as I grew older, I found I was drawn to them. They appealed
to something very basic and instinctive within me, and I loved them, and
wanted them to feel safe and secure. I admit it sometimes occurred to
me as odd, since I didn’t feel all that tough and secure myself, but, in
the presence of children I did. You know where you stand with children.
Their innocence and need makes you feel good inside. If I could find a
job on leaving school that would involve me in caring for these little ones,
then I would be happy.
It ought to be done properly, so, when I left school in 1981, I took a
course through the Youth Employment Agency, and studied for a diploma
in children’s nursing. To my joy, I was successful, and could now do what
I had always wanted to do. I took a post in Finchley, London, looking after
the children of a Mrs Gilchrist.
I had never imagined the depth of homesickness that I would
suddenly suffer. Much as I liked the children, I was devastated rather
than pleased at my sudden “independence” and freedom. In many ways,
I was young, inexperienced and innocent – a product, no doubt, of that
sheltered upbringing in Gloucester.
The problem was that I did not want the bright lights, the sudden
hustle and bustle of the big city, the cold indifference of so many, different
people brushing past me, nor the draw of the night life with its potential
for immorality away from my family, if I wished.
I did not wish, and I couldn’t see how I was ever going to fit in here
when I was obviously so different. Yes, naive, if you like, but certainly
different, and very uncomfortable and unhappy.
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If, as it seemed, I was not going to be able to make a go of this
position, then it was better that I went sooner rather than later. Whilst I
was concerned that the children would have to get accustomed to another
nanny, it seemed better, for their sakes, to make the break before they grew
too close to me and perhaps dependent on me.
After only three weeks, I returned home to Gloucester. I felt both
guilt and relief, and I missed the children. However, I was soon able
to persuade myself that it was fate, and meant to be, when, only the
following week, there was an advertisement in our local newspaper. A
local working couple required a day-time nanny for their two children,
Jaime and Lee.
Why, I would be able to do the work I loved AND live at home!
Despite my reservations about life at home, I was young and still not really
ready to fly the nest. My feelings for my mother ran very deep.
A Mrs Bayliffe was to interview me, and, although I had tried one
nanny’s post, my stomach churched with butterflies as I stepped off the
bus. I was never the most confident of people, and, despite wearing my
best outfit, I wondered what she would think of me.
Judging by the house numbers, I needed to walk up the hill, and I did
so, looking out for ‘5, Oakbank’.
Suddenly it was there, and I felt the gasp of pleasure and admiration
leave my lips as I gazed up at it. It was a large detached house, set in
beautiful gardens. I felt very small and insignificant indeed, treading
carefully up its driveway.
Well, there was no going back now.
I rang the bell, and listened as it chimed inside the house. Even the
tone of the bell was impressive, and there was more to come.
The door was opened by a lady.
“Oh, good afternoon,” I said.
“I am Mandy – Mandy Greening? I have come for an interview about
the Nanny’s job.” By now I had taken my stepfather’s name.
“Oh, yes, of course,” the lady replied.
“How do you do? I’m Mrs Bayliffe. Come in, Mandy. We’ll go into
the lounge.”
It was like stepping into a palace. Huge rooms were set out in front
of me, and I had never seen such beautiful things as were inside them:
elegant furniture and lights, and carpets so thick and soft that my feet
sank into them. I drank it all in, almost intoxicated by the atmosphere, as
I followed her into one of the lovely rooms, and dared to sit down on the
plush sofa.
Mrs Bayliffe told me a little about the family and job. Her name was
Maureen. Her husband’s was Terry, and he worked some distance from
home. The children were a little girl, Jaime, who was six, and a little boy
of three named Lee. As she talked, I studied Mrs Bayliffe quietly, curious
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how it must feel to live a lifestyle like this. I was only 5’3” myself, but she
was shorter than me – probably only about 5’O”. She was a very attractive
woman, with thick dark auburn hair. It seemed to me that she must lead a
charmed life, and I could hardly believe that I might be able to have some
little part in it.
Mrs Bayliffe asked me a little about myself, and asked to see the
qualifications which I had brought with me. She seemed pleased, and
smiled.
“Well, it all seems fine, Mandy,” she said.
“Would you like to see the children?”
“Oh, yes, please. That would be wonderful.”
Mrs Bayliffe stood up, opened the door, and called the children.
“Lee! Jaime!”
To my utter delight two beautiful little children bounded into the
room, and began running around the furniture. They were the cutest
children I had ever seen. Jaime was very much like her mother, and had
the same dark auburn hair. The boy’s hair was brown, and I judged that
he probably looked more like his father.
By the end of the interview the job was mine. The hours were to be
from 8.30am to 6.00pm, five days per week, and this suited me fine. I felt
that the weekends were special. I wanted to have some space for myself,
so that I could be refreshed and ready for the week ahead.
The mother, Maureen, would often work late at her business, and
the father, Terry, would often arrive a little later than 6 o’clock, as he
had to travel home from Bristol some nights, so I would not always be
able to leave punctually. In all fairness, I have to admit that I’d liked the
responsibilities and commitment that that arrangement brought me, for I
enjoyed the idea of ruling that beautiful home. I would feel like a queen,
stepping out of the front door, and it was a great challenge to look after
those little children all by myself.
The day of the interview brought me my first meeting with Terry. As
I was leaving the house, there was a gentleman coming in, and we passed
in the hallway. He was taller than me – about 5’9” or so, I reckoned – and
older, with brown hair and a wide smile.
“Hello. Who are you?” he asked. His voice was gentle, with a soft
Westcountry burr that intrigued me even then.
“I’m your new nanny,” I replied, cheerfully. It gave me a kick,
somehow, to be able to say that. It occurred to me that he hadn’t actually
said that he was Mr Bayliffe, but the resemblance to the little boy I had
seen earlier was too great. The same striking eyes, for a start. Eyes that
now seemed to penetrate even my thoughts. I looked downwards in
confusion.
“And how old are you?” he demanded.
I still squirmed slightly under his steady gaze.
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“Eighteen next birthday,” I replied.
“Hah! Seventeen!” he grinned. “I’m exactly twice your age. I’ll never
be that again.” Then he disappeared somewhere into the house.
Well, at least he hadn’t said ‘no’ to my new position.
In fact, we hadn’t said all that much at all. So, why was it that I felt I
had just had my very soul inspected?
As for the comment on our ages, I never dreamt at that moment that
it was ever going to matter to either of us later on!
*

*

*

It was, as I had thought, a beautiful place to work, and it was easy
to grow fond of the children. They adjusted quite quickly to having me
around, and I could feel the very necessary bond growing between us.
However, I could also feel a growing sense of my responsibility here
– a depth of responsibility which I hadn’t quite expected. It was becoming
increasingly obvious that the parents’ marriage was decidedly unhappy
and unstable, and, whilst the house might be beautiful, the atmosphere
inside it, for two impressionable and dependent children, was not. I
gradually realised that I might have a greater role to play than I had
thought – that of providing stability and security to their young lives.
I must be strong and loving for them, consistent and supportive, even
though I understood little about what was going on in the marriage. Mr
and Mrs Bayliffe did not confide their problems to me, and it was none of
my business, but I often felt embarrassed to be there, intruding on their
privacy when they obviously needed to talk things out.
It wouldn’t be difficult, I reassured myself, to keep quietly to myself,
and devote myself to the children. By now I loved them dearly, but I feared
for their future happiness, and what the outcome of everything might do
to them. I was their nanny, and the Bayliffes were my employers, nothing
more, nothing less. I could not look beyond that, for I didn’t know what
the future did hold for either the children or myself, but, if nothing else, I
would concentrate on supporting the children and fulfilling my duties as
an employee.
*

*

*

After a while, it seemed to me that Mrs Bayliffe was spending more
and more nights away from the family home.
I would stay on until Terry arrived home in the evenings, and, if she
had told me she would be away, I would try to have a meal and a smile
ready for him on his return.
Sometimes it reminded me of the times when I had looked after the
youngsters at my own home, to keep the peace and keep them happy and
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safe. I wasn’t sure why my mind made that connection right now, when I
looked after Terry and the children, but often it did.
It cannot have been easy for Terry, but his devotion to the children
was obvious.
On those evenings, we would undress and bathe the children
together, and then put them to bed.
We were employee, and employer. A nanny, fulfilling her duties, and
a loving father fulfilling his. The fact that it threw the four of us together
was an odd experience for me.
It was right that the children should have the attention of two adults
– one male, one female. I believe that children derive a different kind of
love and security from each.
Looking back, those were happy times, even though there was the
ever-present fear that one of the children would suddenly look up and
say,
“But where is Mummy?”
Fortunately, in a sad kind of way, they were so used to her absence
that they seemed to think nothing for quite a long time of the present
arrangement.
Sometimes there seemed to be so much love in the air that I felt I
could almost reach out and touch it. I watched the children, hair wet and
covered with shampoo suds, and skin so soft and slippery, and I ached
inwardly for a child that was really my own.
I was having my first taste of real domesticity, and I loved it. It was
good to feel part of a tight little family unit, and Terry, for his part, did
nothing to spoil my little dream world. He respected me, and still made no
move towards me. Everything felt so natural and safe. We were creating a
little haven of warmth, which was not only good for the children, but also
for me, and perhaps Terry.
When the children were in bed, and Terry was reading them their
story, I would slip out to my own home, not without a little regret.
Sometimes I would glance back, and see a sadness on Terry’s face. It
was ridiculous to think it might have anything to do with missing me. He
was a worried man, having a hard time with his marriage and his job.
I didn’t know how to help him with either of those. I was so
inexperienced. All I could do was continue to provide the love and
normality that the children needed, in the hope that, he, too, would find
this helped ease his burdens.
*

*

*

Somehow I never looked at what might be the eventual turnout of all
this. It was not really any of my business what went on in the marriage,
and I resolved to keep myself apart from it.
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Fate, however, had other plans for us.
One evening, when we had dealt with the bedtime ritual, and I was
preparing to leave, I suddenly found myself questioning Terry. He had
seemed rather quieter than usual, and though the games and stories had
been worked through as usual, he seemed to have done it more urgently,
with a sense of desolation in his eyes. Perhaps I was wrong, but something
prompted me to ask.
“Is everything all right, Terry?” I said.
He did not answer, but just swallowed uncomfortably.
“I mean, Mrs Bayliffe doesn’t seem to have been back for a while now,
and I just wondered whether you – felt – all right . . . ?”
I half-expected to be told to mind my own business, but, suddenly, to
my horror, Terry put his face in his hands. He seemed very close to tears.
I had never seen a man weeping before. Things like that just didn’t
seem to happen in my own well-ordered home. He was not my husband
to hold, but I touched him gently on the shoulder, in the hope that it might
in some way console him.
To my horror, suddenly he was in my arms, clinging to me for
comfort. I was afraid to look whether he was actually in tears. What
should I do? I hadn’t intended to lead him on, to give him other ideas
about me, if that was what he was now thinking.
Yet, here was a man obviously most upset, and I could hardly push
him away from me. I decided to stand still for just a few moments until
he had vented most of his grief, and calmed down. He must have thought
me a stiff, awkward shoulder on which to cry, but I had never held a man,
let alone a weeping one. I was self-conscious, embarrassed and upset.
Eventually, he calmed down a little, and spoke, keeping his reddened
eyes away from me.
“I’m sorry, Mandy. I really am,” he said.
“I never intended to burden you with our problems, but things got
too much for me. Maureen has left. She won’t be back. She has . . . left
me.”
“No, Terry,” I said, thickly, searching for the right words.
“She will be back. I know she will.”
Terry shook his head, and managed to look at me.
“No, Mandy, it’s like I said. She has left for good. She won’t be
coming back.”
I had no experience of this kind of situation, and did not know what
to say, but my thoughts suddenly flew to the children.
“But what about the children?” I asked.
“What happens to them?”
“I’ll have to look after them as best as I can until things are sorted
out,” said Terry.
I said the first thing that came into my head.
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“I’ll make a cup of tea.”
My own words sounded foolish and ineffective, but they gave me
the excuse to escape to the kitchen. There I stood shaking for a moment
before reaching for the kettle. I could still smell his aftershave around my
neck, and was angry with myself for not disliking it more. I must think
objectively, be practical.
What would happen to the children? I asked myself, and then,
perhaps selfishly, what about me? I had, I suddenly realised, been
employed by Mrs Bayliffe and not her husband. Now that he might
have to make other arrangements for the children, I doubted whether they
would include me.
Terry came into the kitchen, and we drank the tea, he trying to find
solace in the hot, steaming brew, and I trying to collect my thoughts. Terry
Bayliffe had been the perfect employer – or, rather, employer’s husband –
to me, and had always seemed a conscientious worker and good father.
Now, for a moment, he seemed to have no solutions to his problems,
and no energy to solve them. I had never seen him like this before. I
had always thought of him as capable, always in control. Now he looked
defeated and weary, and my heart went out to him.
I had to get my own question out of the way, if only so that he could
start to plan the way forward.
“What shall I do?” I asked nervously.
“What do you mean?”
“Strictly speaking it is your wife who is my employer, – and, anyway,
maybe the children will go?”
Terry shook his head.
“The children are not going anywhere, Mandy,” he said.
“Not if I can help it. I want them here. Anyway, how much interest
has she shown in them up till now?”
“Will you want me to stay and look after them, then?” I ventured.
“I couldn’t manage without you, Mandy,” he said.
“You or the children.”
“Then it’s all right,” I said, as reassuringly as I could.
“I’ll look after the children. Don’t worry about them. Maybe things
will turn out better then you think. Your wife will be back before long.”
“No, Mandy. She won’t be back – honestly. This is it, this time. It’s
really the end.”
He gave a sigh that caught in the middle like the remains of a sob.
“I don’t really know what I am going to do. I’ll have to hang on to the
job. I can’t just give it up, but you know how often I’m late. They need
someone here all the time, really.”
He glanced up, and it seemed to me that he looked at me hopefully.
Yet again I squirmed inwardly beneath the gaze of those penetrating
blue eyes. Something inside me dared me to be reckless.
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“I could slip home and get some things,” I heard myself saying,
reassuringly.
“I could come back straight away and stay with the children tonight.”
Terry looked relieved.
“Would you, Mandy? Are you sure?”
“I won’t be long,” I said, before I could change my mind.
“When I get back, I’ll make you some supper.”
*

*

*

Mother was not pleased.
“What on earth are you thinking of, Mandy?”
“They need me, Mother. The children need me.”
“And the man – what about him?
“The man. That Terry person. I hope you won’t be alone in the house
with him all night?”
“No, not alone. The children will be there. That’s why I’m going,
Mother – for the children. They need me, and right now Terry is in no fit
state to look after them.”
“And two children will protect you, will they?”
“Mother, I don’t know what you are talking about.
It’s a big house, and there’s a spare bedroom. I’ll have my own room.
Don’t worry.”
“But I do worry, and I WILL. Do you have any idea what you are
doing?”
I looked up at my mother, my fingers still trying to snap shut the
suitcase.
I had never even kissed this man, and nothing was further from my
mind at that point, aftershave or no aftershave. What did she mean? How
could anything – wrong – possibly happen so suddenly? All that Terry
and I were worried about right now was the children’s happiness and
security.
“Are you sure he hasn’t planned this – set you up?” Mother persisted.
“Oh, mum, how could you?”
“He wouldn’t be the first, Mandy. And he won’t be the last. It just
seems very convenient to me – wife out, nanny in, just like that.”
“Mum – he has never even touched me, He has never given me any
signs at all that he feels anything, except . . . ”
“Except what?”
“Nothing. Nothing at all.” I had been about to say that sometimes
he seemed to look longer and deeper into my eyes than I thought was
normal, but I had always decided not to read anything into that. Probably
it was just his own particular mannerism.
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If anything, I was slightly afraid of the idea, and might have run a
mile at that point if he had made me any advances.
When you are as totally inexperienced and unsure of yourself as I
was, then jumping into bed at the first available opportunity could not be
further from your mind. I had never even been courted, nor touched, and
would need to have a lot of commitment to and feeling for a man before
I could ever trust him in that way. I was too self-conscious, too aware of
my own imperfections, and too afraid of the unknown.
Anyway, Terry was still married, so that was that! He was still
grieving for his wife, and nowhere in my plans for life did I figure as the
“other woman”!
My mother was not convinced, and I was uncomfortable about
leaving her so upset and opposed to what I was doing, but my loyalties
were torn. I had felt I was acting out of duty, and, indeed, of love and
concern for the children, Lee and Jaime. It was a shock to find that it
might look so differently to someone else. Was I as naive and foolish as
Mother seemed to think? What gave her the right to think that I was so
easy, anyway?
I wished that I could somehow convince Mother of the innocence
in my heart, but I could see that it was pointless, and, whilst we were
arguing, the children were alone with Terry.
Actually, Terry did nothing to let me down nor upset me. Mother
would have been proud of him! He greeted me warmly, made me
welcome, and, after a light meal, tried to explain to me how their problems
arisen. He wanted me to understand how much the situation in the family
had deteriorated, so that I would realise he was not exaggerating when he
said his wife would never return.
Poor Terry – I felt I listened half-heartedly, for I felt I had no business
knowing all these private details. In any case, for me, marriage was
forever, whatever the problems, and for a couple to separate when they
had two such lovely children was unthinkable.
Of course, I had no experience of relationships, and couldn’t even
begin to understand the heartaches and unhealable rifts that Terry was
trying to describe to me. I could see only that this quiet, very earnest man,
my employer now, held a lot of grief and even panic in those huge eyes
of his, and surely, if it all troubled him so deeply, then it must mean the
relationship was worth salvaging.
In the end I settled for understanding very little of it, since it was,
as I said, not really any of my business, as an employee. The one way in
which I could certainly ease his burden until his wife returned, as surely
she would, was to take over the children. In any case, I loved them, and
didn’t want them to suffer any more than was necessary.
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Tired by the day’s unusual events, I went to the guest room which
had been prepared for me. Terry, as I had assured my mother, did nothing
to stop me!
*

*

*

The following day I went about what had now become my usual tasks
anyway – cleaning, washing and ironing, as well as caring for the children.
Nothing had really changed, though I felt that somehow it had.
I felt really in charge of the household now – me, in charge of this
beautiful house and family! It even seemed that Terry had a certain
dependency on me now, and, though I didn’t really know how to advise
him on his problems, that was a good feeling. I had never had a man
dependent on me before, and a good-looking one at that!
This feeling was reinforced as I went about my work, for I realised
as I dusted that everything belonging to Terry’s wife had gone – clothes,
jewellery, knick-knacks and books. Perhaps Terry was right after all,
and this was no minor argument but something much more serious and
permanent.
Terry phoned a couple of times to see if everything was all right, and
ask whether there were any messages from his wife. There were none,
and I wondered how he was coping in his job, with this additional burden
filling his mind. He would be tired when he eventually came home, so I
would have the house spick and span, and a meal ready in the oven for
him.
It was after seven when Terry arrived home, looking exhausted. He
seemed pleased to come back to a peaceful house and his meal, and, after
dinner, he told me more about his businesses.
It became a comfortable pattern in our lives, and one which I began, a
little guiltily, to enjoy. It seemed wrong to derive any sort of happiness at
all from this man’s pain, and perhaps his wife’s, but I think I had a simple
need to be needed myself and appreciated.
Terry showed me that quiet appreciation, without ever pushing me
too far, or taking advantage of me. I realised that we were becoming
good friends and both derived something from the relationship – he the
knowledge that his children and home were well cared for, and I the
security and pleasure of feeling that I had a part in this nice little family
unit.
Eventually, one night, the children voiced the question which we
dreaded most:
“When is Mummy coming back?”
I watched the consternation in their faces, and my heart went out to
Terry as he answered them as simply and reassuringly as he could.
“Will Mandy stay?” they asked at last, solemnly.
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“Oh, yes. Mandy will be here.”
Terry cast me a sideways glance.
I swallowed hard at the children’s compliment, and prayed that I
could live up to all their expectations and needs.
It took me a long time to admit it to myself, but I thought I was falling
in love with Terry.
No, I told myself. It was pity – pure and simple pity. Yet that did not
explain the flutterings in my stomach once I knew it was time to prepare
his evening meal, and when his car pulled up at the front.
I wondered whether Terry felt the same. When I looked back over the
weeks, I could see that our friendship, or whatever, had grown a lot. Now,
not only did he need me for support, but he actually seemed pleased to be
with me. At times, I could see his taut features relax as he came through
the door and into the warmth of the home.
At last, after what seemed a very long time, Terry held me and kissed
me. Then I knew – I think we both knew – that there could be no turning
back. What we felt for one another, this mutual respect and trust and, yes,
love was becoming very special.
It became a very pleasant lifestyle for me, and a very happy one. I
felt safe, secure, loved and respected. I could hardly believe my good
fortune, that this man so much older than me, and so sophisticated, with
his business acumen, should return my feelings. He might well have
considered me a silly young thing, and I was afraid to make comparisons
between myself and his wife. We seemed to be as different as chalk from
cheese. She was poised, and mature, and I was innocent and totally
inexperienced in all walks of life.
Still, Terry respected me and made no advances to me, and I was
grateful for that. I was rather afraid of that side of things, and was content
to wait until my confidence in Terry was such that I could trust myself to
him completely.
That is not to say that I did not have all the proper feelings for him,
and one day I became more than usually aware of these. Terry opened
the post one morning, and I watched as a multitude of emotions passed
across his face.
“Terry? What’s the matter, Can I do anything?”
“No, not really, Mandy. Dammit!” He slammed the letter down on
the table, and I looked at him in consternation.
“It’s from my wife,” he said.
“From Maureen.”
I could hear the note of exasperation in his voice.
“Go on.”
“She’s concerned about the children.”
“I’m not sure whether that’s good or bad.”
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“Well, it’s good for the children, I suppose, but not too good for me –
or for us.”
“Why is that?”
“Well, I’ve always been afraid she might get custody of the children,
being the mother. It seems to be the most usual thing. Now she has got an
even better angle on it.
I could see he was furious, and upset.
“What do you mean?”
“She doesn’t just want access to the children – no. She has a crazy
idea that we might just have some kind of partial divorce.”
“I’ve never heard of that.”
“No, neither have I. What she means is that she wants her freedom,
but she is suggesting that she should come and spend some time here,
regularly, in the hope that the children wouldn’t realise that she had gone,
really, altogether.”
The awful realisation of what he was saying was beginning to dawn
on me.
“Would she – sleep – with you?”
“I think that’s what she plans.”
I swallowed very hard, my heart thumping, as I tried to dig out some
kind of pride. It seemed I should make some great speech about how it
might help their marriage, and that the children came first, but the words
stuck in my throat. In the end I had to settle for:
“I see. I understand.”
It came out in a very small voice. Only a few weeks before I might
have managed more, but now I was suddenly very aware of what I stood
to lose. Until then, I had never thought of myself as a very jealous person,
but now I felt distinct pain at the thought of them being together. It would
be the end of all my dreams and future hopes, and I didn’t think I would
ever feel the same again.
Terry suddenly clutched me to him.
“No you don’t, Mandy. You don’t understand at all. Do you really
think I would do that to you? Do you think it’s what I want?”
I stared at him hopefully, but still felt confused.
“I hope not, Terry. But – what happens if you refuse? Will she take
the children?”
Terry shook his head furiously.
“I don’t know, Mandy. I really don’t, and I wouldn’t put it past her.
In some ways I feel she has suggested it because she doesn’t really want
the hassle of being tied to them all the time. It would ruin her social and
business life. On the other hand it’s always possible. She can be difficult.
Oh, God.”
He looked at me wildly.
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“She mustn’t know about us, Mandy, even though we haven’t done
anything. She mustn’t guess a thing, not yet. It might be just the thing to
upset everything. I’m not ashamed of you – please don’t think that. But I
do care about the children . . . ”
His voice began to break.
“Terry, I can wait, and I’ll say nothing,” I managed at last, searching
out his eyes with mine.
“I can’t pretend to be happy about it, but I don’t want to lose the
children myself. I love them, too, Terry, and I know you do.”
It was true. I did love the children. But I loved Terry, too, I thought
wildly. Why should I have to share him with someone who didn’t even
want or respect him really? How would I cope with it at all? I didn’t think
I could.
“I’ll have to think of something. Be careful what I say. But I’m not
taking that sitting down,” Terry muttered.
He sat down and re-read the letter, all the muscles of his face working
as he did so.
For weeks we felt we were walking on eggshells, and I wondered
whether my face would show my feelings, or whether I would give myself
away somehow. We felt fairly safe about the children, for we were very
careful when they were around, and were still not sharing a bed.
We had to learn to be very cautious and even crafty.
One day, I had an idea, small as it was, and called Terry to me. I led
him to a quiet corner of the house.
“Do you like my new perfume?” I said.
“Yes, I do, but I’ve smelt it before. What is it?” Terry replied.
I couldn’t help grinning.
“It’s the same as your wife’s. We don’t want you getting found out,
do we?”
“Very clever,” Terry replied, hugging me. “Trust a woman to think of
that.” For several weeks we endured this uneasy calm, until one day, as
so often happens, the solution presented all by itself.
Terry burst into the house, grinning broadly.
“Well, Mandy, we can breathe!” he said.
“Yes? Why?” I could feel myself picking up on his obvious
excitement.
“My wife seems to have found herself another new relationship,
and she has lost interest in the idea of staying here. It would cause
complications for her now, obviously.”
“Oh, that’s wonderful!”
“We still have to be careful ourselves. She seems open to the idea
of me finding someone else, but somehow I don’t think she would like
it if she thought it had happened right here under our own roof, with
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you. So – if we can be patient just a little longer, then the divorce will be
straightforward. Mandy –”
He wrapped both his arms around me, his eyes glinting with
happiness and relief.
“I love you Mandy. Will you marry me when I’m free?” he said,
softly.
There was no need to think the matter over.
“I love you too, Terry. Of course I will,” I said, hugging him. I felt
as if my sheer joy and happiness were about to burst out of my chest and
explore the world. I was the luckiest, happiest person alive, and I felt I
wanted to share that joy.
“I have to tell you, though, Mandy,” Terry said, a little hesitantly.
“It looks as though I’m going to get custody of the children. How do
you feel about that?”
“Do you really need to ask?” I grinned. I hugged Terry, feeling I
would burst with happiness, not just for myself, but for him, because I
knew it meant so much to him.
“I think it’s wonderful,” I said.
And I did. Every last bit of it.
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For a short time we were deliriously and deliciously happy. I hadn’t
realised how narrow my life was. Suddenly my world seemed to have
broadened out, and anything and everything was possible. I could hold
out my arms and embrace the world with all its interests, its beauty, and
its hope. My dreams might no longer stay dreams, but become reality.
I had never believed that two people could genuinely love one
another so much. It all looked very fine on television, but time had taught
me that the realities of life were often very much different.
Already I was totally and utterly happy, and yet there was more to
come. Somewhere, deep in that glorious future, lay the epitome of my
dreams, and I would one day be able to reach out and grasp it. I would be
able to have my very own baby: lots of babies. I would be able to nurse
them, feed them, bathe and dress them, take them out – everything I had
ever dreamed – knowing that this precious little scrap of life was my very
own.
In the meantime, if I could be very patient, I had an additional bonus
in the form of dear little Jaime and Lee. Already I had grown very close to
them, and now I could actually look on them as my own little ready-made
family.
As I had always suspected, Terry was every inch a businessman, and
a good provider.
I had only observed this from a distance, from my remote little post
as Nanny, but now I knew my valuation of him was correct.
Given that, it amazes me that things happened as they did concerning
the divorce.
It must surely show Terry’s total commitment to the children.
Otherwise, with his shrewd, perceptive brain, he would never have
agreed to his wife’s demands. These were that, in return for having
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custody of the children, he should hand over the whole of the Gloucester
business to her.
Obviously she still had reservations about being tied down with the
children, as she was letting Terry have them. However, there was going
to be a price to pay for Terry, myself and the children, and any future
happiness we hoped to have together.
Probably, knowing Terry, he thought that he would soon build up
another business in its place. He had a lively brain, and was enterprising
and tenacious.
However, he could not possibly have foreseen the consequences,
unexpected as they were.
I think that a lot of the fight had gone out of Terry. Whatever the
reason, he allowed his wife’s solicitors to negotiate the deal of handing
over the business, rather than his own.
Unfortunately, at that stage, his wife discovered that he and I had
plans for a future together. She had another boyfriend herself, but
somehow she suddenly found it hard to cope with the fact that Terry
seemed to have found some happiness.
In a way, I felt sorry for her, as she must have been very unhappy
herself really if she felt that way about us. I still felt a twinge of guilt, too,
at gaining from what I saw as her and Terry’s loss.
All that sympathy was soon washed away, however, when I saw how
she took her anger out on Terry. The trouble was that what she did to
Terry, and to me, also affected the children. I couldn’t understand how
she could do that.
Yes, she acquired the business, with all its profits, but she managed to
avoid the responsibility of the debts that the business carried, such as bank
overdrafts and loans. Terry suddenly found he was being held responsible
for these, and for paying off some co-directors.
Now, suddenly, the banks which had been so eager to put forward
cash in the form of working overdrafts and so on, decided they must have
their money urgently.
Terry had assets, but the banks froze his accounts “until we have
sorted out what is to be paid”. There was no time limit on this inactivity.
Worse, it did not simply put a hold on any would-be business
transactions, but on our own household needs.
Any pleas about needing to feed and clothe ourselves and the
children fell on deaf ears. One thing I was learning fast, and it came as
a revelation to me: Banks do not have imaginations, or sympathy.
They are run like machines, on impersonal computers and rigid
guidelines. They cannot be convinced or persuaded that, unlike their
computers, children, and indeed adults, need food, warmth and shelter.
It did occur to me once that if we were denied these, and we died,
then we would be in no state to pay off these debts anyway, However, I
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was learning, slowly, I realised that this was no argument to present to a
Bank. If we died, they could simply take the money away anyway.
Terry had worked hard all his life, and been proud to do so. It hurt
him dreadfully to have to ask for benefits. Even this wasn’t as easy as
many people seem to think. First the DSS needed convincing that we
couldn’t, indeed, use any assets in the bank. Poor Terry went through
an emotional treadmill before we received a penny.
I was afraid to ask too much about the money problems in case Terry
thought I was complaining. My being dissatisfied, or even grumbling,
about our position was not going to help Terry’s morale at all.
I could see just how deeply Terry was hurting, not just at the Bank’s
attitude, but at the fact that his wife had seen fit to do this to him and the
children. It was tearing him apart.
As always, though, he tried to reassure us.
“Don’t worry. We will sort everything out,” he said.
He refused to let his fear show, and was determined to start again
somehow.
I didn’t know how he was ever going to do that, in the circumstances,
but, then, I had known very little about the business side of life until now.
Yes, maybe I was naive, but I felt that, as long as we were together,
we would somehow survive. I was still only eighteen, and knew nothing
about the big wide world out there, not even about sex, believe it or
not, until Terry. Life, to me, was very bewildering with all of these
complications. Terry was older, and more experienced. He was my
knight on a white charger, with a castle on a hill, who would save us all
eventually!
Soon it became obvious to me, however, that our castle was costing
money. They say it costs nothing to be clean, but that just isn’t true. I tried
to economise in every way I could think in order to leave more money for
food, but the bills in such a large household are equally large.
At that time we owed money to Severn Trent Water. It was impossible
to keep up the payments at the unrealistic levels they required out of such
a limited budget, and one day the unbelievable happened.
A man turned up at our door, saying that he was a bailiff and had
been sent by the Water Board.
I felt slightly sick as I looked at his cold, determined face. There was
no trace of sympathy, no understanding there.
“But there are two young children in the house,” I said, certain that
this would help.
The man had a cigarette clamped between his teeth. He simply
twiddled it with his tongue, grinning at us.
Then he went out into the street, and turned off the water. I stared
after him in disbelief. There seemed to be nothing we could do about it.
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From then on, Terry had to walk down to the garage at Longlevens,
and carry water home in two large plastic containers. The water was
heavy, and it was a round journey of about three miles every time.
We economised in every way we could, but drinking, cooking,
washing and keeping the children and house clean still meant an awful
lot of trips for Terry.
I watched the exhaustion in his eyes, and I wept inside for him.
However I knew he was feeling more than tired. He felt he had failed
us.
“This is not your fault, you know,” I said.
I didn’t need to pretend or act about that. I didn’t blame him, anyway.
Not at all.
“This is really not your fault, Terry, and I don’t mind. We will get
straight eventually.”
“We will, Mandy. I know we will,” he would reply, with that familiar
smile, and we would hug one another, certain that nothing else could hurt
us.
How wrong can anyone be?
After a few weeks of this, there was yet another unexpected knock at
the door. We opened it.
“Gas Board,” said the man on the doorstep.
“I am here to see whether I can do anything to help you sort out your
bill.”
We heaved a sigh of relief. This was, at least, a little more promising.
We sat the man down and spelled out our circumstances to him. He
studied the figures carefully.
“Well,” he said.
“I would suggest that you make payments of £60 per month.”
Terry and I looked at one another. £15 per week was a lot to take
from our benefits, but we would have to manage. We had to make the
first month’s payment of £60 there and then.
Terry had only just been to the Post Office, so he paid it promptly, but
our hearts sank. It was our first week’s money gone already in one go.
We could only console ourselves that at least we would now be spared
the worry about the Gas bill, which had niggled at us for so long, and felt
such a pressure.
A few days later, we had been out to the shops, and then returned
home. The house was cold, and Terry went to turn on the heating.
Nothing happened.
“Perhaps something’s wrong with it,” he said, and cheerfully turned
on one of the cooker jets, fully expecting to see it light. It didn’t.
The awful truth started to dawn on us. Terry strode across to the
phone at once, and phoned the Gas Board.
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I watched his face drop as he listened to the voice at the other end. At
last he put the receiver down and looked at me. I could see him shaking.
“They have, Mandy. They’ve actually done it. They’ve cut us off!”
He spat the words out, and I could hear the frustration in his voice.
I tried to ignore the bag by my feet, still packed with the things I had
intended to cook for tonight’s meal.
“But they must have it wrong, surely? They arranged our payments,
and you’ve paid one already,” I managed.
“Oh, they got it wrong all right,” Terry replied, his face stiff with
anger.
“They say they have decided £60 per month is not enough. They
refuse to put the gas back on unless we pay the whole bill off. How do
they expect us to do that? Would we be asking for payments if we had
the money to get rid of the bill? There’s nothing I would like more. Damn
it, we paid that precious £60 for nothing, and now we’ll have to manage
without that AND the gas!” His voice was rising all the time, and he
suddenly seemed to realise. He put a hand on my shoulder, and tried to
give a flicker of a smile.
“Don’t worry, Mandy. It won’t be for long. I’ll think of a way to sort
it out. We’ll be all right.”
“I know we will, Terry,” I said.
“I know.”
I didn’t know at all, but I wasn’t going to add to his troubles by
crying. Anyway, I must do some quick thinking now. It would be too late
trying to think what to do when the children started crying with hunger.
The less they knew about our troubles, the better.
*

*

*

I tried to think what people must have done years ago, when they
didn’t have facilities like us, anyway.
No doubt they had open fires, where they could boil kettles and pans.
Some old fireplaces even had ovens hot enough to bake bread or cakes –
but those days were gone. Our gas system just stared at us, modern, cold
and useless – efficient, when it was working, but totally inflexible when it
was not.
We could always have a barbecue, weather permitting, though that
was only a very limited answer. We could hardly stoke up three times
a day, or fry porridge. I had a sudden vision of us, standing with our
feet in snow, steaming Christmas pudding, and had to stifle a giggle. The
neighbours would soon think us very odd!
But, of course, we still had electricity! With a kettle, a toaster and a
microwave oven, why the sky was our limit! Microwaves were a very new
idea at that time, and I knew very little about how to use them, or what
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could be done in them. I just had a vague idea that I might lose my fingers
if I should put them in carelessly at the wrong time. Well, now seemed
like a very good time to learn!
We also had, we realised, a little electric heater, so all was not lost.
We could carry this upstairs before the little ones went to bed, so that
they would not have to go into a cold room. In between, we could use it
downstairs – always provided we could afford the electricity!
Actually, porridge from a microwave is quite interesting. So is
scrambled egg, though custard seemed to take on a life of its own at times.
Good old baked beans and spaghetti heated through very quickly, and so
did sausages, The children would never know any difference if we played
our cards – or, rather, microwave – right.
“I’ll tell you something, Terry,” I joked one night.
“It’ll be God help us if the bailiffs ever come for the tin opener.”
Terry had been looking rather “down”, but he suddenly laughed and
held me.
“I love you, you know,” he said.
“I know, and I love you,” I said.
If we could keep our sense of humour, we would survive. In fact, we
would get better. Things could only get better, couldn’t they?
Only a few days later Terry gave me an odd, dark look, and slipped
one arm around me.
“I’ll tell you something now, Mandy,” he said, quietly.
“Yes?”
“It’s a good thing I phoned the Gas Board when I did.”
“Oh?” I looked at him hopefully.
“Yes,” Terry continued.
“Because now they have cut off the phone.”
I looked at him for a moment, trying to take it in, and then I felt an
odd reaction coming over me.
The whole situation was becoming more and more absurd – water,
gas and now phone – it was like a story or film. Nothing to do with real
life, not in a so-called Welfare State.
I heard myself laughing, and then suddenly Terry and I fell into one
another’s arms, laughing hysterically.
“I should definitely lock up that tin opener, Mandy,” He said, and we
both fell, about in laughter again. Then Terry sighed, wiped the tears of
laughter from his eyes, and looked at me more seriously.
“And we’ll get over this one, too, you know,” he said.
“I know. I don’t doubt it,” I said.
“It is going to feel so wonderful when all this is over.”
*

*

*
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For some obscure reason, nobody turned off the electricity. It was
difficult to believe that perhaps someone really cared. Terry said they
probably wanted our deaths to be slow and lingering.
I didn’t like that comment. It wasn’t really Terry. I tried to imagine
how it must be to be him – the one who provides – and I knew how
impossible this must all seem to him.
I have told you about ‘5, Oakbank’. It was large and beautiful, and
Terry had worked hard to buy a place like that. He was used to a good
lifestyle, and had friends and associates with expensive tastes and ideas.
He was proud, and no-one must ever know that he was so low and in
trouble.
Well, if we could pretend to the children, as far as possible, we could
pretend to his friends. We could still invite them round for tea, coffee,
drinks and anything which lent itself cheerfully to the hard-working
microwave.
In addition, we could heat up rooms before they came, and I could
vacuum and dust like mad. It would be our little secret. They would
never know there was any difference.
At first perhaps they didn’t. We used to watch their faces for any hint
of surprise or disgust. We never really felt we detected any.
However, maybe his friends were better actors than we were. The
house might have been fine, and the drinks wonderful. Nobody knew the
water had been freshly pulled a mile and half down the road.
It is more difficult, however, to disguise your voice. We talked and
showed interest in what was being said, but perhaps we lacked that
certain sparkle and confidence now.
Perhaps we glanced at one another once too often, and a little of our
hidden sadness showed.
Whatever the reasons, friends began to fall away, and soon we knew
we could read the position.
We had become that which is most unthinkable and unacceptable in
the plush stockbroker belt.
We were poor.
No – correction. We were broke.
*

*

*

Poor was one thing. Depressed was something else. As long as we
were happy to be together, then the money was second to all that.
I loved Terry so much, and still trusted him devoutly. I would have
lived in a tent if it had meant we could be together.
In my naivety I believed that we could face anything that the world
threw at us, so long as we were together
That might have been fine if it had just been Terry and myself.
However, we had the children to consider, and soon our deteriorating
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living conditions began to take their toll on them. Poor Lee, who was
still only small, developed acute asthma, then scarlet fever, then chicken
pox.
We looked at the ice on the inside of the bedroom windows, and
watched the damp run down when we tried to heat the room.
We knew we had to do something more.
*

*

*

All this time Terry had been wanting to sell the house. We needed to
get a decent price for it, as it meant our very survival. It seemed to be the
only way we could climb back out of this hole.
However, it was a long time before he was allowed to do this, since
he had a bank mortgage, and the bank was still holding on to his assets
until such time as his wife’s liabilities were cleared. At long last he was
able to put the house up for sale.
It was hopeless. The housing market was painfully slow, and
eventually, in desperation, Terry had to sell the house for half of its real
value, just to get an early sale.
At least now we could pay off the household and business debts. If
we had managed to get the right price for the house, we would have been
able then to at least put down a deposit on somewhere else to live, too.
Unfortunately, he had had to take the much-reduced price.
At least we could now get out of the dreadful routine and deprivation
with which we had had to cope for so long. We could take the children
away from the cold and the damp. Surely we had something for which to
be grateful. We were ready to step forward – but, to where?
“We do have one last resort, Mandy,” Terry said one day.
“It’s not much of an idea, but at least it would be a roof over our
heads, and I could try to get started in business again, or get a job.”
“Yes? What’s that?”
Anything, to me, was worth a try. Anything, so long as we were all
together.
“Well, I do still have a small investment, as you know. I own the
house that my mother and sister Angela are living in. It’s not the ideal
arrangement, but I think we should ask them to put us up for a while, just
temporarily.”
I hesitated, but then remembered what a big house it was. If we
took very little with us, and we were really ruthless in our packing, and
clearing out, we could surely manage that, for a short while, as Terry said.
Somehow nothing ever turned out for us as we expected, in those
days. We crept away from ‘5, Oakbank’ like thieves in the night, with our
little suitcases, and journeyed to his mother’s – only to find that we had
been allocated the box room. It was all of eight feet square.
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It was wrong of me, I kept telling myself, to expect them to give up
their own rooms at all, yet it hurt us deeply, especially as the place was
really Terry’s. My mother-in-law slept in a lovely spacious room with a
double bed, and Angela also had a beautiful spacious room.
I was grateful to have a roof over our heads, but I looked at our box
room, and began to wonder what we had done to deserve this.
We were prepared to improvise and “rough things” a little, but this
was going to be more of a challenge that we had thought. As I say, the
room was only eight feet square. It contained only a single bed and a tiny
chest of drawers. They were all that would fit in the room. Our suitcases
were stacked in the corner, and, once the drawers were full, what clothes
and possessions we had could only be stacked in little piles on top of the
cupboard and around the sides of the room.
It was going to be difficult to keep our spirits up in these conditions,
we realised. Still, it was no use crying, and perhaps, hopefully, it would
not be for too long. The best thing was not to look too far ahead. Life
moves on, and the children needed our care and protection. They must be
our first consideration, and were all that mattered for now.
We decided that, as the children went to bed first, we would put them
in the bed, one at each end. We would tell them this was an adventure – a
holiday, that’s all.
Terry and I, however, were left with a single mattress on the floor.
People might joke about the closeness of that, but it was really no joke. It
was impossible to sleep comfortably, and, all the time I was afraid of what
the children would think. Would they find it as totally depressing as we
did? Would they wonder whether they were ever really going to get a real
home again? Little children should not have to have that sort of worries
and fears.
Terry took whatever work he could find, and we survived, trying to
save whatever little we could.
One day we were told that Terry’s brother, Michael, was coming
down from Bedford. We would have to get out of the house, we were
told, so that he and his wife could sleep there.
We were hurt. We also secretly wondered what they would make of
their stay in our little, ill-fitted box room.
We need not have worried on their account. To our amazement we
learned that my mother-in-law was giving up her own room with its
double bed to them. It hurt us more than we could ever have described.
We had no choice in the matter, it seemed to us, so we threw our few
belongings back into the suitcases, gathered up what few pounds we had
saved, and pointed our old car at the motorway.
The petrol took us to Torquay, and it was the best thing we could
have done. Terry wound down the windows of the car, and the pure,
fresh air, fragrant with flowers and salt, rushed into us, freeing us from
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the claustrophobia of our cramped existence. I pictured the air rushing
into Lee’s tired little asthmatic lungs, and the germs being driven out of
both their bodies.
The children whooped with joy and excitement at the greenery and
the glimpse of blue sea sparkling in the distance.
Terry suddenly grinned at me, the tiredness showing on his face.
“Switch off,” he said.
“Let’s just switch off and be us for a few days.”
Gradually we were able to do just that. It was odd to realise that noone here knew of our past and our troubles. No-one looked down on us,
or reproached us. We still had some decent clothes, and we were accepted
and respected in the small hotel, and everywhere else in the town.
We watched the colour flowing back into Lee and Jaime’s faces, and
it felt good.
“Let’s do this again, sometime, Mandy,” Terry said.
“Let’s try to always keep a little bit of money back at one side, so that
we can escape to here when the going gets too tough. I think it might be
important for us.”
“It’s certainly good for the kids. Yes, let’s,” I agreed, nodding
delightedly.
This was my old Terry. Just a little glimpse, but my old Terry.
I loved Terry all the time. But I loved the old Terry madly.
*

*

*

We made that little trip a few times over the year we spent at Terry’s
mother’s.
It gave us the break and space we sometimes needed.
It also gave us the drive to want to move down here, away from all
the bad memories, and into a new future.
Sadly, there was still some pain in store for Terry.
His father had died in the May of 1982. Terry had bought the house
when his father was still alive, as an investment, but, knowing that his
father, Ray, was an honourable man, had never bothered about too much
paperwork on the deal.
It soon became apparent that this had been a grave mistake. Ray
might have done the deal in all sincerity, but it would have been better
if he had protected Terry’s financial interests.
We were soon told in no uncertain terms that we must increase our
payments for board and lodgings. If not, we were told, we would be
evicted.
Perhaps it wasn’t easy for Terry’s mother to have four extra people –
two of them lively youngsters – staying in her house for so long. I accept
that, and respect it.
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However, I didn’t know what we could do about it, until we got on
our feet again. Sometimes I ached just for the four of us to be in our own
home again.
Perhaps, too, she had difficulty in seeing me as her daughter-in-law,
but I was surely every bit as much her daughter-in-law as his first wife
had been. I didn’t want to be a second-rate one. I tried as hard as I could
to be a good, loving wife to Terry, and mother to her own grandchildren.
I prayed that one day she would see that, and care for me.
Maybe some families just do this kind of thing to one another,
anyway. Somehow it doesn’t seem very loving, but then we are none of
us perfect.
Whatever the reasons, our situation there seemed to go from bad to
worse.
I suppose, if our room had been big enough, we could have escaped
there, the four of us, and been less obtrusive to the rest of the family. The
room was just too tiny for this, though we made the bedtime stories and
chat last as long as possible.
In the same way, if we had had more money to spare we might have
been able to go out more often. That was not a feasible option either.
Anyway, any pennies salvaged and saved at all were for our little
trips to freedom and peace in Torquay. How we looked forward to those.
The children’s little faces would light up when they saw us hunting out
shorts, tee shirts and sandals. Those breaks were our salvation – our
sanity!
Inevitably, however, our relationship with Terry’s family went
downhill. What concerned me even more than that was that our own
relationships were suffering also – both that between Terry and myself,
and between us and the children. At times we argued and fought, and
tempers were very short indeed.
There was no escape, in a room so small, and any arguments carried
on downstairs were no longer private.
“How did I ever get us into this?” Terry would groan, and he would
hold his head.
“You could have had a nice young man, half my age, with no children,
and pots of money.”
“I think I, sort of, loved you,” I would reply.
Nevertheless, sometimes I wondered how long Terry would cope
before it all simply got too much for him, and he broke down.
*

*

*

If we had thought that we had seen the last of the business debts, we
were sadly mistaken. Things had a habit of popping up from nowhere to
haunt us. Terry had no dealings with these various people, and they were
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not his debts, but still he seemed unable to shake off these liabilities. It
seemed to be a case of ‘If all else fails, we’ll get it out of Terry’.
I clearly remember one day when we had, after much scrimping
and scraping, managed to save a thousand pounds towards our future
home. Hardly had we counted it than the Rates Department summonsed
Terry. He was obliged to pay these business rates, his ex-wife’s debts, and
ironically these had accrued to almost a thousand pounds.
Naturally Terry challenged this verdict. He was told that legally he
was still married at the time of the debts, as the decree nisi had not then
been made absolute We sold everything we could lay our hands on so that
we would have at least a few pounds to show for our months of saving.
There were many such occasions when it seemed that we climbed up
only to be knocked down again. We could only continue to feed Terry’s
mother as much as we could afford, whilst Terry took what temporary
work he could find.
At last the time came when his mother finally decided to sell the
house. We were so relieved. All along we had been assured that, if and
when the house was sold, Terry’s father’s wish would be honoured. The
financial investment that Terry had made earlier would be repaid, and the
proceeds would be forwarded to him, as they were technically his.
We leaped for joy at the prospect of being able to move out and down
to Devon. We had decided that this was still what we most wanted to do,
and now we were at last in a position to go down there and see what was
available on the housing market.
What a wonderful and exciting time that was. Not only were we
going to our sanctuary of peace and happiness, where the children played
as happily and healthily as all the others. This time we were going armed
with street maps and pens. Our dream was almost here – almost at our
fingertips now.
Like children ourselves, in our excitement, we drove down to
Torquay, and soon found what we wanted. It was a lovely guest house,
and it was called ‘Belle-Voir’ – a home and income all in one.
I can still see that place now, and the plans we had about what
we were going to do with it. At first we planned that we would run
it ourselves. I visualised the bedrooms, all carefully decorated and
furnished, the dining room with its crisp tablecloths and clatter of china,
the bright, glowing faces of our visitors as they came down to breakfast to
the smell of bacon, toast and orange juice. It would be a different world.
One day, when in Torquay, we had a run in the car, deciding to see the
River Dart where it meets the sea at Dartmouth. We drove excitedly down
the wooded lanes that descend into Kingswear, from where we could get
the car ferry across the river. The children would love this trip, and there
was an added perk. All of this: the scent of the leaves, wild flowers and
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undergrowth, the call of the gulls and the lure of the water would soon be
OURS – it would be part of our home.
We drove down to the tiny village that is Kingswear, and carefully
boarded the ferry. The children were excited as we churned our way
across the river, with its little boats gleaming and bobbing all around us,
their aluminium masts chinking in the breeze.
When we reached the old town of Dartmouth we explored the narrow
streets and quaint shops, then walked along towards the end of the
headland, where there were the remains of a small castle. As we looked
back across the river, we saw something that caught our breath. There,
right across from us, was a building plot! What an exquisite spot that
would be to live – so close to the water and its different way of life. New
dreams welled in our hearts – maybe, with all the money that Terry should
receive from the house, we could buy this plot AND the guesthouse. We
could travel each day, or employ someone to run the guest house. All
sorts of possibilities poured into our minds. We hung on to one another
like excited children.
Surely now, things were beginning to fall into place and happen for
us. Surely now, we would be all right.
*

*

*

Terry’s mother sold the house back to the Council, and Terry
managed to obtain a permanent tenancy for her. Feeling satisfied that
he had provided for her, despite all our differences over the past year, he
waited for his money from the Council to be released. There would be
approximately twenty thousand pounds. At last things were happening
for us.
They were happening all right, but not in the way we expected.
One day we had a telephone call from Terry’s elder sister Pat, telling
him that things had gone through. Terry’s share was waiting for him at
Michael’s house, now in Tewkesbury. It seemed a very odd arrangement,
but nothing was going to dispel our happiness and merriment as he set
off to drive over to collect our money.
There, on the table, where he expected to see our cheque for twenty
thousand pounds, was a cheque for only four thousand. There was no
letter with it, and no explanation. Terry was devastated. When he came
back, the hurt and disappointment showed all over his face.
It appeared that his mother was withholding some of his money, for
reasons known only to herself, if there really were any. When Terry did
ask her to release it, she refused at first, and then said she would only
do this if we left our Family Allowance Book with her as security that he
would pay it back.
Since this was Terry’s money anyway, we were astounded. He had
paid most of the mortgage on the house all this time. However, we needed
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to retrieve more of what was due to him, and, in any case, you no longer
think quite so clearly any more after such a catalogue of unexpected
disasters. Dumbfoundedly, and reluctantly, we handed over the book.
Eventually, we saw just how unreasonable a request this was, and
after putting up with weeks of it, the only way we could stop this
persistent bleeding of us was to tell the DSS that we had lost the book.
They put a stop on the old book, and so we regained control of at least the
children’s money.
That day we actually sat down and cried together. It had been hard
when the various authorities had been putting pressures on us, and we
had been upset and afraid, but we had proudly held a united front. Now
our family were doing things to us, and that hit below the belt, and
affected us much more deeply. I think that, even to this day, Terry carries
the scars of what his mother did to him. I don’t think that he will ever
forget or really forgive.
All our dreams lay shattered in the palm of Terry’s hand that night,
in the shape of the cheque. It was the end of our plan for the guest house
or building plot, and looked like the end of our dream of living in Devon
at all. Our lives were in total disarray.
We had to do something, since the situation was now intolerable
there, so we took what little money we had, and managed to put down
a deposit on a run-down house on the outskirts of Gloucester.
Terry, by then, had found a job at a local baker’s, delivering bread
and cakes. During every spare moment we embarked on the tedious job
of restoring the house.
We would both get up at five o’clock in the morning, and, as he was
not in the bed, I did not see the point of going back there. He always
went to work with his head bowed, and I knew that it was destroying him
mentally.
There seemed to be nothing I could do about it, and every day it
became more and more frustrating watching all that talent and hard work
being washed away in a menial job. It was a job that left him mentally and
physically drained. Once again we seemed to be in a situation that was
none of our own doing.
If I had felt before that Terry’s family did not accept me, now I began
to have even more worrying fears. I felt that Terry did not appreciate me
any more either. I seemed to be able to do nothing to compensate him for
the awful drain on his mental strength. It seemed that my love was not
enough. Not enough to give him back the happiness we had once had.
The one thing, I hoped, that would bind us together, even in such
desperate circumstances, was a baby of our own. It was a frail hope, and
perhaps impractical, in the circumstances, but it was something I badly
wanted all along, anyway. To my joy, one day, I discovered I was pregnant!
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A little of the old light showed in Terry’s eyes when I told him, and
we hugged one another. However, it was not to last. One day I found the
dreaded signs of bleeding, and, almost before I knew it, my baby was lost.
I was devastated, and I was to go through that experience four times.
People were quick to advise me:
“Oh, you’re young. There’ll be others.”
I didn’t want “others”. I wanted my little babies whom I had lost.
They might only have been an inch or so long, but they were precious to
me. I had been aware of each one growing inside me, and I had developed
a bond and a love for each one individually. No-one seemed to realise that
I was not just disappointed and lost, but I was also bereaved. I grieved
deeply for each of my tiny babies, and I have never forgotten them.
The last of these pregnancies almost survived. The doctor told me
that the danger time was around twelve weeks. This was the same for
anyone, but more critical for me, since I had already lost babies. In the
first twelve weeks it is the ovaries that provide hormones to keep the
baby there, until such time as the placenta is fully developed and able
to take over. The hormones from the ovaries become less and less until
that happens, until they are almost non-existent, so, if the placenta is at all
slow in taking over, the baby loses its supply long enough for it to be lost.
With my fourth pregnancy, I remembered this, and was very careful.
I was overjoyed at knowing there was a baby inside me again, and I
savoured every symptom, even the morning sickness. However, as the
twelve week mark approached, my fear grew. This time I was lucky, and
the next day came, and the next, without the telltale signs of a miscarriage.
At last, I felt, I could begin to relax and enjoy myself. I even had a
trace of a bump. The fourth month came, and the glow on my face became
ever brighter until, one day, I was suddenly doubled up with pain.
“What’s the matter, Mandy?” Terry asked anxiously.
“I don’t know. Just stomach cramp, I think. I hope . . . ”
I sat down, feeling the weakness in my legs, and prayed for it to pass.
It did not pass. It was followed by another pain, and another,
accompanied by a deep sensation of pain across the lower part of my
stomach. Suddenly something felt odd.
“Terry!”
I felt the panic rising in me.
“Oh, no, Terry – I think I’m bleeding.”
Terry rushed to help me, and made me lie down until he could call
the doctor. As this baby was bigger than the others, I had no choice. I was
rushed into hospital, where they checked whether or not the baby’s heart
was still beating.
It was not, and my own dear little baby was scraped away in the
Theatre.
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Somehow they expected me to feel better, and, in fact, when I woke
up from the anaesthetic, yes, the pain had gone, thankfully. However, I
laid my hand on my stomach and it was flat and empty. My baby had
gone from there, yet it was nowhere in a blanket for me to hold. It was
somewhere – where? In the Theatre? In a laboratory? In an incinerator?
I shuddered with deep revulsion. My baby would already be fully
formed at four months, with eyelids that closed, and tiny fingernails on
fingers. It would have a tongue, ready to suck, and a tiny complete body
with limbs, complete for me to hold. Except that I never would
I cried as if I would never stop, and all I wanted was to go home,
but it was no better there. We had begun to believe, and dream, having
got this far, and there were the beginnings of a baby’s collection of
belongings everywhere I looked. Terry looked at me with a hunted look
in his eyes, and pushed everything away into drawers, kissing my damp
face. Nothing, at that point, would console me. Even though the doctor
informed me that probably there had been something wrong with the
baby, I still believed that it was all my fault. I had been inadequate. I
had failed my baby, and my family.
It seemed to me that my babies might somehow “get lost” in
the middle of so much anxiety and unhappiness. I think Terry was
disappointed too, for me, but I knew he had already had the happy
experience and satisfaction of having his own children.
It was different for me. Some say that as many as one in three
pregnancies end in miscarriage. That may be so, but it did nothing to
reassure me. I seemed to be having more than my fair share of losses, and
with each one I felt the odds must be becoming more and more stacked
against my having a successful pregnancy and live baby.
I wanted to cry out to the world that my babies were important –
just as important as the many who did survive. Losing them was no less
traumatic an occurrence, for me, anyway, than any of the many problems
that had beset us. I think it was probably far worse, went far deeper, than
any of the other upsets we had.
Was this how divorce could happen? Until then I had never imagined
how any couple could separate, except, perhaps, if one of them committed
adultery and it was too painful for the other to bear. I don’t think I had
ever truly understood Terry’s divorce until now, for he and his wife had
had a big bonus in the shape of the children. They were growing away
now, and were such beautiful children, thankfully relatively unscathed by
the events of the past couple of years.
Now I began to wonder whether divorce sometimes happened
simply because it seemed the only way to break out of a vicious circle.
I still believed that marriage was “for better for worse, for richer for
poorer”. But now I began to wonder whether the continuous problems
were telling us that we should never have got together in the first place.
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Terry had been a successful and confident man when I met him.
Now he was dragging himself along the bottom, totally unhappy and
frustrated, with a young wife who was so “green” that she didn’t know
how to help or reassure him.
Yet I knew that I had put everything I could think of into trying to
make things work. It seemed I got little appreciation for that, from Terry
and certainly not from his family.
I was an old woman before my time, lonely, and bitter that I couldn’t
even keep my babies. It seemed I had never had time to enjoy being
young. We seemed to be rowing all the time now, both of us hitting
out at the other in our frustration. Eventually I could see no escape, no
possibility of ever getting any enjoyment out of life, unless I left Terry.
We argued over the most trivial things, and one night things really
came to a head. Terry’s frayed temper suddenly snapped, and he lashed
out at me. He did not hit me hard, but nevertheless he had done it, and
was instantly filled with remorse. I saw the tears come into his eyes, and
he turned and hit out at the nearest thing with all his strength.
That thing happened to be the kitchen cupboard, which was
considerably harder than his hand. The frustration in his face turned to
pain, and he turned to me.
“I think I’ve broken it,” he gasped.
“Don’t be stupid,” I retorted.
I was about to add that it served him right, too! Then I saw that Terry
was not exaggerating. A piece of bone had actually pierced the skin, and
was sticking out of his hand.
Still, to this day, Terry says that no matter how far I push his patience,
that will be a constant reminder never to touch me again. You see, his
hand has been left slightly deformed, so the reminder is always there, and
to this day he has kept his word.
I relented and agreed to stay, even though nothing else had changed.
Our lives were in constant turmoil, with fear and threats always
constantly around the corner.
One night in particular stands out in my memory, for we were sitting
at home there in Brockworth, and the phone rang.
That’s nothing extraordinary, you might think, but we had never had
the phone connected, and yet it suddenly rang! It was a weird, unreal
situation.
I answered it, my hands shaking, and as I lifted the receiver to my
ear, the voice on the other end started asking questions about Terry’s
whereabouts.
It was the last straw. I couldn’t believe the lengths that these people
would go to, even to having our phone connected in order to pursue us.
It made me feel sick.
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Somehow, from that point, I did some very fast growing up. We put
the house up for sale, and prayed something would happen soon.
Of course, house sales don’t happen overnight, and our time there
became a nightmare. If anyone had told me before that I would one day
end up living such a life of subterfuge, I would never have believed it.
We lived in fear and dread of the postman’s visits, and often ignored
the phone when it rang. Always we were afraid that it just might be
something genuine and important, perhaps even a house buyer, and we
were missing it, yet we were weary of the constant hassle and persecution.
It was all so unfair, and such an unhappy arrangement. If the door bell
rang when we were in, we were reduced to crawling around on all fours,
afraid that someone might look in through the window. If the children
made a sound, it gave us away at once, and yet it was all so unfair to
them.
We were becoming prisoners, afraid and introverted. In an effort to
overcome that, we began going out. We could only afford to walk the
streets, but we did so, with the children, day after day, night after night,
until it was dark and we assumed it was safe to return home.
Now we were not so much prisoners as exiles from our home, and we
were growing very weary.
We had replaced one set of problems with another.
It was no life for the children, and we were glad when the house
sold. We took a rented place, but to our disbelief, the nightmare followed
us there. As far as I understood, there were people who were hell bent
on ruining Terry, partly because he had a registered patent application
for a VDU visor, which would revolutionise anti-glare on screens. A
development zone in the North had shown considerable interest in
the patent, with a view to offering him a grant and factory space to
manufacture and market them.
It would have made us comfortable for the rest of our lives, but it
was not to be. There were those competitors I suppose – who would do
anything they could to stop him, or beat him to it. Terry had the losing
hand all the time, as it turned out, because when he tried to make a move,
the bank still refused to release his frozen assets.
Nothing was in our favour, and we had little energy to fight the bank
again. We were too busy trying to survive to develop anything other than
food and shelter for ourselves.
Enterprising as always, Terry secured a position with a caravan
leisure company. At last, at long, long last, we started to get on our
feet again. For two and a half years we stayed in a house in Swallow
Crescent, and there we discovered that, as human beings, we were worth
something.
Eventually, after a very long time, slight glimmers of self respect came
slowly trickling back into our lives.
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We made up our minds at the end of that time that we were now
ready to make our long-awaited move to Devon!
*

*

*

At this point there came another little light in the tunnel. After a year
of nothing happening at all, I realised I was actually pregnant. It was a
wonderful feeling to know again that I was – almost – a Mum! I pictured
that miniscule baby inside me, and I loved it to pieces. Suddenly I felt I
was as good as the next woman at last. Then I had to remind myself of
what had happened before.
“There’s many a slip”, as they say, and this time I must be very
careful, especially if I reached the twelve-week mark.
Terry was busy making investigations, and one night, only a few
weeks later, we had a phone call from a man in Newton Abbot. He wanted
to exchange his house.
It was nearly Torquay! A few miles away, but almost there! Somehow
it seemed like a good sign. Perhaps I was destined to have a Devonshire
baby. Perhaps now, at last, things were beginning to slip into place, and
we could move forward out of the darkness.
As it turned out, the house was dreadful. It was in an appalling state,
but we felt we were being handed just a very slim chance, so we tried not
to worry about that.
We redecorated as if there were no tomorrow. Bearing in mind that
Terry was still working away, and I was – at last! – four months pregnant,
I grew amazed at our stamina and durability. It’s amazing what you can
do when you have a dream and can begin to see it happening, however
gradually.
Terry used to travel back from Gloucester two or three nights a week,
but, during this time, he also had to do a show at the National Exhibition
Centre in Birmingham.
Tired as he was, he would then drive the 140 miles home to me, after
doing a good ten hours’ work.
I would hear the familiar sound of the car as it turned the corner of the
road, and would get Terry’s meal out of the oven. I would always make
sure that he had a hot meal and a cuddle when he came home. We then
made time for ourselves, when we would cuddle down in front of the fire
and fall asleep until the early hours of the morning. Terry would then get
up around 5.30 to leave for Gloucester, and from there on to Birmingham
again.
It was an exhausting routine, but it brought back memories of our
happier times at ‘5, Oakbank’, all those years ago.
So much had happened since then, and so much of it had been pretty
horrific, but, yet, here we were, still together.
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It was almost as if we could now put away those bad times and start
again, albeit much older and wiser.
Everything was now on a much smaller scale that at ‘5, Oakbank’, but
we were rediscovering the same sense of hope, of the satisfaction of just
being together, and safe. Our love had not been lost at all.
Of course, we had one little bonus now. It came in the shape of the
little bump now developing on my stomach!
No-one will ever know how proud and happy I was that now, at last,
I could do what my instincts had wanted me to do all this time. I could
look after the little home and family that Terry and I shared, whilst he was
at work.
And now, hopefully, I could produce the baby of our own for which I
had yearned so desperately all this time!
My little bit of Terry: Terry, the man I loved so much.

3
The Impending Birth

“Do you write nothing else in there?” asked Terry, good-humouredly. It
was for quite good reason.
My diary for 28th February, 1989, reads, “Scan. Baby at 19 weeks.
Movement felt.
Baby stretched arms and legs!”
This was followed on the 9th March by, “Ante-natal. Baby moving
quickly. Kicking hard!” Almost every movement and breath that our baby
took was recorded in there.
“It’s important to me,” I smiled.
“Of course it is,” Terry grinned, and he hugged me. I knew he was
pleased, but I wondered whether anyone, even Terry, could possibly know
just how totally important and all-consuming this new condition of mine
was to me.
When you have lost babies before, as I had, every movement, every
day that passes safely, is a wonderful bonus. I had never felt a baby move
inside me before, and each kick served to remind me that this little one
was hanging on in there, and was still alive!
Furthermore, every day that passed was one step closer to the day
when the baby would be “viable” – able to survive outside me if necessary,
albeit with the help of an incubator if it should be born very early.
I had begun to believe over the past couple of years that this
wonderful experience was going to evade me always; that I would never
know how it felt; that I would never have Terry’s baby.
Now my body was beginning to, hopefully, tell me differently, and
every scan, every kick told me it was really happening!
In the early days of March we had one scare, for I began to have severe
pains. Terry called our doctor at once, but nothing came of this episode.
The doctor listened to the baby’s heartbeat, and this was still normal.
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“Well, you still have a fine healthy baby there,” I was told, and so
it seemed. The pains subsided, and the pregnancy continued, with me
monitoring every moment of it!
When you have never been pregnant before, it is difficult to know just
what is normal and what is not. In fact, friends often reassure you,
“My dear, when you’re pregnant, ANYTHING’S normal.”
Well, weird and wonderful food fads had certainly made their
presence known, as had backache, nausea, sickness, indigestion,
constipation, insomnia, nymphomania, tiny limbs kneeing me in the
diaphragm just as I opened my mouth to speak, an absurd urge to weep at
inconvenient moments, the inability to get out of the bath by myself, but
the ability to fall asleep whilst standing at a bus stop.
The list was endless!
Why do we women allow this sort of thing to be done to ourselves?
How can we actually say that we enjoy it? It seems to me that not only
do we put our bodies and souls through extreme punishment, but we risk
our very lives.
I wonder what would happen if the shoe was on the other foot? If
men had to undertake all this? Would they still think it such a wonderful
deal to father a son or daughter? Or would they have resorted to other
methods by now – like test tubes which would accommodate a full-term
baby . . . ?
Well, I digress, and I shouldn’t complain, for, to me, all of this was
acceptable if it proved my baby was surviving. I felt ten feet tall and
extremely feminine.
I also took the most ridiculous pleasure in my new profile –
something which probably dismays most other mothers-to-be. I loved the
maternity clothes, which flowed freely from the bodice. They might not
be haute couture, as some women see it, but they did the job, and made
me feel wonderfully feminine into the bargain.
I could not take any of it for granted at all. I could not be casual about
it. This little life was too precious and unbelievable to me.
Not that the rest of my life had faded into oblivion, you understand.
I now knew that I loved Terry even more madly than before, and the bond
between us was incredible. After all, I was having his baby. What greater
bond could there be? We would be one, in every way, incredibly linked
by this tiny child.
We had come through so much, Terry and I, with our love still intact,
and now I felt the bad years were over, with all their hardship, poverty
and bitterness.
Now we were a little family, living in our own home, down in Devon,
where we wanted to be. A complete little family, once this baby was born
safely.
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As for Lee and Jaime, I worried myself silly about how they would
cope with this new addition to the family. Fortunately, they were both still
young themselves, and I hoped that they would accept our reassurances
that they had not lost any of their importance in my heart. I had not given
birth to them, but I had cared for them through many of their childhood
years by now. I no longer felt as a nanny might towards her charges.
I had become in almost every sense their mother. Now I understood
how adoption can often work so well. What I felt for Lee and Jaime was
enormous – too big to be destroyed so easily.
Terry had given up travelling, in order to take work nearer to home,
ready for the Great Event.
I had all that I could possibly want.
Everything was perfect.
*

*

*

Therefore a few little oddities were quite an acceptable part of my
condition. I would not worry about them, if they were normal, but would
rejoice instead at all these milestones.
However, I did begin to worry a little more when, at seven months,
my legs began to take on a different shape altogether.
“It happens to everybody,” I was reassured, yet again.
“Eighty per cent of pregnant women have this condition. It’s called
oedema – fluid being retained in the tissues. What else can you expect
when your body is making such great changes, and adapting itself to
growing this little new life inside it? Anyway, the baby is getting bigger
and heavier all the time, and it’s such a hot summer.”
It seemed reasonable enough, so at first I tried not to concern myself
with this little inconvenience. The remarks about the weather were true.
The summer of 1989 was incredibly hot, and I didn’t seem able to get rid
of the heat from my body at all. The best place to be was either in a shady
spot in the garden, or on one of the beaches, as close as I could get to the
water’s edge.
There the breeze from the sea fanned my eager skin, and I could slip
off my shoes and edge carefully into the sea until the lovely cool salt water
covered my swollen, aching legs.
Not only that, but I could breathe. Whether the baby was squashing
my lungs, or whether it was just the sheer effort of carrying all this
extra weight about, or whether there was some odd connection between
the increase in the swelling and the seemingly relative increase in my
breathlessness, I did not know or understand right then. All I knew was
that it was sheer bliss just to cool off and breathe.
Jaime and Lee, of course, made no objection at all to this innovation.
As far as they could see, my having this baby brought them extra trips

The Impending Birth

45

down to the beach. I could stay pregnant as long as I liked, if it was left to
them.
As the days passed, though, I began to wonder.
At first the sensation in my legs was much what you would feel if
you had been standing around on a hot day, or making a long journey –
a slight tingling and heat in the feet and ankles, and an awareness of a
slight stretching of the skin. It eased a little when I put my feet up, or after
a night in bed. Soon, however, that vague sensation became no more just
a sensation, but discomfort, and, gradually, pain. If I pressed my legs, my
fingerprints stayed there for ages as little hollows in the fluid-filled tissues.
Eventually I found I could actually push the swelling around from place
to place. It was not fun – it was quite alarming.
I wondered just how much of this I should take before it became
classed as no longer normal.
I had a very good friend, Sylvia, at that time. It was she who
eventually tried to call a halt to my apparent complacency. At least, she
thought I was complacent. Inside, I was growing gradually more and
more concerned at really not knowing whether this was normal any more,
or was in some way dangerous.
The first time Sylvia really noticed my legs, she gasped.
“Mandy, how long have you been like that?”
“About eight months now,” I tried to joke.
Sylvia just frowned at me as if I were a naughty schoolgirl.
“I meant the legs, idiot,” she said.
“Just look at them.”
“I know.”
“How long have they been so swollen? A bit is normal, but this . . . ”
“It wasn’t too bad at first,” I replied.
“But now it seems to be more and more every day.
I just hope it knows when to stop.” She sighed.
“Mandy, you really ought to get someone to look at this. Your doctor,
or the hospital.”
“I’ll be all right,” I replied, though I was not certain whether I was
trying to reassure Sylvia or myself by now.
“I’ve not got much farther to go now, anyway.”
Sylvia frowned again.
“It wouldn’t matter if that baby was due this week, you really ought
to report it, for the baby’s sake as well as your own. Please, Mandy.”
“The baby’s sake?”
I heard my reply, but it came out in a flat monotone. Suddenly my
little world was perhaps not as perfect as I thought. Sylvia was putting
fears into my mind, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear them. Not now
that I had got this far. My own discomfort was one thing. The baby’s
safety was another.
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I tried to think sensibly. Nothing must happen to this baby, nothing
at all. Whatever they had to do to me in between. I tried to smile at Sylvia.
“OK. Thanks, Sylv. I’ll ring my doctor tomorrow. Actually she has
only just had a baby herself. It should be all fresh in her mind.”
“Promise me, Mandy. Promise me you will.”
“Yes, I will. I promise.”
Something about the note of urgency in Sylvia’s voice made sure of
that.
I was on the phone almost the second that the surgery opened.
*

*

*

It’s an odd experience meeting another pregnant woman, or one who
has just had a baby.
There is an immediate affinity, somehow. It’s almost like belonging to
a club.
I could feel the confidence oozing back into my veins ever so slightly
as I opened the door into the surgery. If anyone would know what was
normal and what was not, and would know what to do, it would be my
recently-birthed doctor! Two sources of knowledge for the price of one, so
to speak!
The doctor smiled, and eyed my abdomen approvingly. Her eyes
twinkled.
“Well,” she said.
“No need to ask you whether things are progressing. I think you’re
going to make it this time, don’t you, Mrs Bayliffe? You and the little one
here.”
“I hope so,” I mumbled.
“So – what can I do for you?” she continued.
Carefully I lowered my increasing girth into her chair. Best to aim
accurately between the chair arms. Best not to break her chair at this stage
really, in case she lost patience.
I landed safely with a slight smirk of satisfaction, then watched her
eyes as they travelled down my legs and to my ankles. Her shoulders
tensed visibly, and when she looked up, the smile was no longer there.
My heart sank at once.
“Mandy – how long have your legs been like that?”
I repeated the explanations I had made to Sylvia. The seriousness of
her face told me that she was no more impressed or satisfied than Sylvia
had been.
She stood up quickly, and moved the blood pressure machine (or,
sphygmomanometer, as I have since learned) to the end of the desk.
She put the cuff around the top of my arm, and inflated it. I can’t say
I had particularly inspected my arms until then. They had become about
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the least important part of my anatomy in recent weeks. Now I realised
that what I might have assumed to be a little extra fat might also be a
minor version of what was happening in my legs.
The cuff hurt more than it usually did, and she seemed to pump it
up very high. The ,not satisfied with that, she went through the whole
procedure again for an encore. It didn’t seem to make her any happier.
She just grunted, shook her head slightly, and scribbled something on my
records.
“We have to do something about this, and soon, Mrs Bayliffe,” she
said next.
“I would like you to go to the hospital now. Straight away. I’ll ring
through for a bed.”
“Now? But the baby’s not due for a few weeks.”
“Yes, I know. But, now.”
She looked at me kindly but sternly.
I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, in what little space I had. What
was happening to me? Everything seemed to be going wrong, and I didn’t
like this at all.
“Mandy?”
I realised the doctor was still waiting, and lifted my head.
“Yes, all right. I suppose, if I have to.”
“You do have to. I would like someone else to look at this, so that you
can have the proper attention and treatment. Anyway, it will do you good
to have someone wait on you for a while. Now, where’s your husband?”
“Oh, Terry. He’s at work – in Exeter,” I replied. I thanked my stars
that Terry was no longer working in Gloucester or even Birmingham.
What would I have done?
“I’ll make a few calls, then. You go home and make arrangements
with your husband, and then get him to take you straight to the hospital.
They will be expecting you.”
I just nodded, stunned.
“Thank you, doctor.”
*

*

*

To my relief I managed to contact Terry at once.
“Terry, do you think you could come home now? I’ve just been to the
doctor’s. She said I had to ring you.”
“Why? What’s the matter, darling?”
“It’s this swelling in my legs. She says I have to have it seen to at
once. I have to go into hospital . . . I’m worried about Jaime and Lee.”
I felt the tears rising now that I had Terry’s familiar voice on the other
end of the phone.
Suddenly I felt frail and alone, but soon everything would be fine.
Terry was on his way now, and somehow just having him near me always
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gave me a strength that I can’t explain. When Terry arrived, I would be
safe. It was as simple as that.
I haphazardly packed a few last minute things into the suitcase which
was already waiting by the door, one eye on the clock all the time. Every
minute seemed an hour, but every minute would bring him closer to me.
Really it was only about fifteen minutes before I heard the car, and
his key in the lock. He had me in his arms almost before I knew it, and I
buried my head into the safety and warmth of his strong shoulder.
“I love you, Terry,” I spluttered tearfully.
“And I love you, too, young lady,” he replied.
“Come on. Everything will be all right now.”
*

*

*

He wiped the tears from my cheeks, and picked up the little suitcase.
“Got everything?”
“I think so.”
“Well, I can bring anything you have forgotten.”
“Will you let Sylvia know?”
“I’ll tell Sylvia.”
“And Jaime and Lee? Don’t forget to collect Jaime and Lee.”
“Mandy – stop worrying. I won’t forget a thing. Tell you what, Mand.
I’ll look after the other two. You look after yourself and our littlest one in
there, eh?”
Terry prodded my stomach gently, with a hint of a smile.
He was right, I realised. I would not exactly be alone in the hospital.
I could never be alone, not with our baby so close to me!
“Come on, let’s get you both sorted out.”
We drove to the hospital, with the windows down. I concentrated on
trying to take deep breaths of air, to fill my lungs, which didn’t seem to be
working on full capacity any more. Perhaps nerves were making it worse,
I told myself.
Soon the hospital loomed up, large and imposing, at the top of its
long, winding, steep drive. From the top there were views on all sides, of
the town, of fields and qreenery, and of the distant beautiful, mysterious
heights of Dartmoor.
At any other time it would have made a big impression on me, and I
would have enjoyed it, but I would have to leave that until later. I was too
afraid right now that my baby might be in some kind of trouble.
Once there, we were shown to the Ante-natal ward, where I joined
a handful of similarly shaped Mums-to-be in a small room. The only
off-putting thing, as I gradually looked around me, and listened to the
talk, was the fact that I realised they all seemed to be farther on with their
pregnancies than I was. In fact, apart from one or two who were in for a
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last week or so to rest, due to blood pressure, the rest seemed to be either
waiting for inducement or in the early stages of labour. I suddenly felt I
had a long way to go in comparison, and this did nothing to reassure me
about my own condition.
It was so hot in that ward, and there was no air conditioning. Terry
left to see to Jaime and Lee, and I sat day-dreaming of how I would get
my legs – no, who cares, all of me – into the sea the first opportunity I had
when I went home again.
Eventually the duty doctor came to see me. He fiddled with my case
sheet, checked my blood pressure, and then asked the nurse to pull back
the sheets.
I watched his face for a reaction, good or bad, as he prodded at my
feet, ankles and legs, but it offered me no reassurance, and indeed no
information at all.
“Hmm. We really don’t want all this swelling, Mrs Bayliffe, and it
must be very uncomfortable for you, isn’t it?” I nodded dumbly.
“A good rest will probably take care of this. We would like to keep
you in, on bed rest, and I think that your legs will go down very well by
themselves. It’s often a sign of simply overdoing things, especially in this
heat.”
I opened my mouth to plead that I could rest just the same in my
own lovely bedroom at home, with the windows flung wide open, and
the knowledge that Terry was downstairs. However, my tears were
threatening to spill out again, and I didn’t want to make a fool of myself.
Nobody else in the ward seemed to be making a fuss about being there,
anyway, so what did I really have to fear?
I nodded my agreement, and sat back to rest my swelling away.
For three days I did just that, with the occasional bath and meal of
course to break the monotony. It seemed to have very little effect. I was
very tired because the ward was not at all as quiet as my home would be,
and everywhere was so hot, so I slept very little. If only I could remove
this rubber sheet or mattress, whatever it was. If only I could get myself a
cool shower or a drink when I needed it, without bothering the nurses all
the time.
I thought of Terry, coping with work, the house and the children, but
he only smiled when I tried to discuss it.
“Mandy, I don’t mind at all. Let’s just get you better and out of
here. That’s all that matters to me, and I don’t care what I have to do
in between.”
Dear Terry. I could see that he actually meant it.
After the three days, the doctor came yet again, tapping on my case
sheet with his pen.
“I think we could let you go home now, Mrs Bayliffe,” he said.
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“That is, if you will take things easy at home. I’m sure you could rest
there, and the baby is in no immediate danger. We do have a shortage
of beds, anyway, so I’m sure you would like to be back with your family
until Baby is a bit bigger?”
My heart leapt at the prospect of going home to those I loved, and
escaping from this interminable heat, and I smiled and agreed.
However, my elation was very short-lived. After I had phoned Terry
to tell him, and I was pulling on my clothes, I observed my legs sadly.
They seemed no better to me than they had been when I came in.
I had just wasted three whole days – spent three days in hospital for
absolutely nothing, whilst poor Terry had coped alone at home.
*

*

*

Still, it was good to be home, in familiar surroundings. I wanted to
make things up to Jaime, Lee and Terry by doing everything for them, and
producing good, tasty meals. In between, I remembered what the doctor
had said, and I rested as much as I could.
Sylvia turned up to see me. She gave me a brief hug of welcome,
though she still didn’t look exactly very pleased.
“Did you ask to come out. Mandy? Come on, be honest.”
“No, I DIDN’T ask to come out,” I retorted.
“They just got rid of me.”
“I see. Being a nuisance were you?” Sylvia joked half-heartedly.
“Something like that. Perhaps they thought I’d ruin their mattress
with all this weight,” I retaliated.
“Yes, well, it’s the weight, as you put it, that bothers me. If it doesn’t
go down, Mandy, promise me you’ll point it out to the doctor again, and
make sure you keep all your ante-natal appointments. I’ll come with you,
if you like.”
“Thanks, Sylv. I know you would, but I’ll be all right. I’ll let you
know if I’m not.”
Sylvia let me have my own way, but she did not stop watching out
for me. She would look out for me, walking so slowly and painfully back
from the bus stop after each visit to the ante-natal clinic. She would rush
out and escort me into the house, then insist that I sat back with my legs
on a lovely soft cushion whilst she brought me a drink.
Without Sylvia, life would have been much, much harder.
It began to feel as if the skin on my legs would split open. They were
so tight. The nights were hot and sticky, and I wondered whether the heat
would be the last straw, and they would do just that. Surely skin had only
so much elasticity in it, like everything else in life.
This must have played on my mind, for I started to have dreams that
my legs had indeed split down the middle, and I could see all the insides
of them.
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I would wake up in a terrible panic, and would wake Terry and ask
if he would have a look at my legs. I was terrified, and just could not
bring myself to look, in case the nightmare was true. Terry had to be very
patient with me, because this happened so many times.
There were also times when it was so hot that I could not stand the
heat. Our bedroom was only ten feet by eight feet, so all the hot air seemed
to be trapped and motionless.
On these occasions I would turn on the downstairs light very
carefully, so as not to wake up anyone else, and I would go for a walk
around the back garden.
This seemed to help with the oedema, as the cooler night air fanned
my swollen body.
Lately, I had begun to feel as though there were a lorry sitting on my
chest, and this was very distressing and unnerving. It also tended to make
me wheeze, with the added combined discomforts of the baby’s weight,
all the water, and the hot summer nights.
It sounded a little like Lee’s old asthma, and my heart went out to
the little mite, if this is how he had felt. Yet, I couldn’t understand why
I should have it myself. I had never had trouble with asthma before.
Perhaps this was just going to be a temporary problem, hopefully.
I continued my nightly dreams and walks in the garden, but now
I began to wonder what I was going to do. It was all growing totally
intolerable, and I wondered just how much longer I could cope.
The “lorry” on my chest seemed to be growing heavier. The pain
pushed me backwards, somehow, so that I felt I could not move or do
anything, and in addition my arms began to feel useless. I felt so helpless.
Then, one night, I was very sick, and I knew I could take no more and
must have help.
The following morning, feeling more dreadful than I had ever felt in
my life, I phoned the doctor’s surgery. It was all I could do by then not to
simply squeak ‘Help!’ but I controlled myself and politely, if limply, asked
for an appointment.
My normal doctor was not available, and I would have to be fitted in
with someone else, but I didn’t care. All that really mattered was that I
should get some relief and help.
The other doctor simply gaped at my legs, and I could see the horror
on his face. He called in my own doctor, and she stopped short when she
realised whom it was she had been called to see.
“Mandy, what on earth are you doing back here?” she demanded.
Try as I might, I could not answer. I just smiled at her, and sat there
with the sweat dripping off my chin.
“Won’t be a moment.”
Both the doctors left the room, and I could hear the muttered, agitated
discussion outside the door. The first doctor said to mine that it was ‘gross
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oedema’, and that he should telephone the hospital and insist that I should
be readmitted. My own doctor seemed to be agreeing.
I sat there, bleakly thinking,
“Well, here we go again. What a waste of time this is.”
At last both doctors returned to the room, and delivered the verdict
which I had already heard through the door. The male doctor also
informed me that the wheezing was indeed probably asthma.
I was no longer in any condition to argue. I had little medical
knowledge, and certainly very little energy by now. At least these two
doctors seemed to know what they were doing. Now I would get some
relief and help.
My own doctor began to dial on the telephone, then stopped, pressed
the cut-off button, and smiled at me.
“Don’t worry, Mandy. They will look after you. At least, by this time
tomorrow, you will be a mother.”
I smiled and left, trying to take that comment in. Was my world really
going to be so changed in the next twenty four hours? Was I really going
to get rid of all this pain?
I had dreamt about having my baby. Was I really going to see it and
have it in my arms so soon?
Again I phoned Terry, and then I went slowly upstairs to change out
of my hot, sticky clothes. For some reason I glanced at myself, undressed,
in the mirror. Perhaps I just wanted one last look at how I looked as a
pregnant mother. If the doctor was correct I wouldn’t be in this condition
much longer, it seemed.
I heard the gasp of dismay leave my mouth involuntarily. I was
horrified at what I saw there. Pregnant Mums are supposed to go “out
of feature”, as they say, but what was happening to my body was now
obviously much more than this.
When I had first had oedema, the rest of my body had retained its
usual shape, albeit with an increasing bump and breasts. The swelling
had been mostly in my legs.
Now, however, there was water everywhere; in places I never knew
existed.
I looked at myself in dismay, and shrank back from what I saw.
My body was now grotesque.
I was very afraid, and wept silently to myself.
*

*

*

Back in the hospital ward, I was examined by a number of doctors.
One in particular – I think he was on the medical team – told Terry
that he thought the baby should be taken out as soon as possible. It was
possible that the baby would be very small and would have to go in an
incubator, but he felt it was necessary for my sake.
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The consultant gynaecologist, however, took a different view. I
suppose his priority was the baby’s safety, and he said that he felt the
baby was better off where it was until it was bigger. Seemingly it was his
opinion that carried the most weight, so everyone just nodded, scribbled
and moved on to the next bed.
I was filled with a sudden emptiness, as I sat there bloated and
uncomfortable. Who was I to argue?
I held my abdomen gently beneath the bedclothes where no-one
could see and mock, and I made my silent vow.
“Hang on, little baby. We’re going to get through this, you’ll see. I’m
your Mummy, and I’m not going to let you down.” I felt a sudden urge of
protective instinct, stronger than I could ever have dreamt was possible.
I thought of Terry and the other children. I was going to be a Mum in
my own rights soon. I was growing up. I would not make a fuss.
Yet again I was sent home “to rest”, since the baby seemed to be fine,
but I could no longer fool myself. I was not fine. My body was huge and
bloated, and now all I wanted was to get rid of the endless, unbearable
pain.
*

*

*

I woke up on the morning of Wednesday, July the 5th, at 5.30 in the
morning, with what I thought were labour pains.
They seemed to be quite strong, and would take away my breath, so
I rang the hospital and told them that I was in labour.
The voice at the other end asked me how frequent the pains were,
and told me to come in when they were closer together, unless I became
worried, in which case I should go in then.
I crept back upstairs, and sat silently watching Terry for a while. He
looked as young as me when he was asleep, and I felt my heart lurch. He
was in for a busy day.
I decided not to panic but to let him sleep a little longer, since first
babies are supposed to be slow. It was difficult because I knew that, as
always, I would feel stronger and safer once I was with Terry, and in his
arms.
I could hardly wait for seven o’clock, when he got up.
“Terry, the baby seems to be on the way. I’m in labour,” I breathed.
I had been rehearsing that line for years, dreaming of the magic it
would create between us. Now it seemed to come out as more of a helpless
little gasp than something dramatic which would start up a background
of violins.
“Why didn’t you wake me? I’ll take you in, Mand,” he said, hugging
me.
“Well, I’ve already rung the hospital,” I said.
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“Clever girl. What did they say?”
“They told me to wait until the pains were closer together, unless I
was worried.”
“And are you – worried?”
“Well, not just yet, I’m more worried about Lee and Jaime. Perhaps
you could sort something out for them before things speed up too much?”
“Of course I will.” Terry hugged me again.
“We’re on the way now, Mandy. We’re going to have our baby.
Everything’s going to be all right.”
“Yes.”
I stopped and took in the next pain, remembering my breathing
exercises.
It was difficult to follow the instructions I had rehearsed so often. My
chest was tight and heavy, and I seemed to be taking short gasping breaths
instead of the longer, deeper ones for which I was aiming.
Terry dropped Lee and Jaime at school, and even by the time he had
done that, the pains were much stronger. I could no longer cope with the
breathing exercises, and the contractions were becoming very painful.
“Terry,” I said.
“I think it’s time we went to the hospital. I can’t leave it any longer.”
“Right. Come on, then.”
Terry took my now well-travelled little suitcase in one hand, and put
the other hand through my arm. Then he led me slowly and carefully to
the car, and waited whilst I eased myself awkwardly into the seat.
I watched the road in front of me, and tried to savour the moment at
least a little.
My big day was here, and I was no longer afraid – of labour pains, of
the swelling, of anything.
Soon I would be able to see and hold our baby. Soon the pain and
swelling would be completely gone. The next time I travelled this road, it
would be in the opposite direction, going home with my baby!
I was going to be a mother, and I was going to try to be a good one. I
would do everything I was told – everything that would protect my baby
and bring it a safe delivery into the world and my arms.
It would, in some small way, compensate the four little babies that
I had lost, just to have their little brother or sister hang on and make it
successfully, after that had been denied to them.
There was a wheelchair waiting in the hospital entrance.
I gave a somewhat frenzied glance at Dartmoor this time, then
lowered myself carefully into the chair. I couldn’t resist a brief smug smile
between contractions.
This was our special day, at last.
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Soon I would be a Mum. Soon I would be a better Mum to Jaime and
Lee, too, when I could actually run around the beach and garden with
them again.
All the fear, all the pain of the past couple of months would soon be
gone.
I would be a fit, lively and young woman again, incredibly happy.
Except for when I produced even more babies, as I had always
hoped, this would be the last time this hospital saw me – or I sat in this
wheelchair!
*

*

*

This time there was to be no ante-natal ward for me! We took the lift
to the labour ward, and presented ourselves at the reception desk, where
I was unceremoniously handed a jug and told I was required to provide
urine for testing.
It was all a bit unromantic, but it didn’t matter too much. Anything
that brought me a safe, healthy baby, preferably before the end of today,
was acceptable. We were like little children, so excited despite the pain, as
if no-one had ever done this little miracle before.
We were then shown into the delivery suite. This proved to be a small
room off the main corridor, in which stood a bed, chair, oxygen and other
equipment, a baby resuscitating machine and a birthing chair.
Terry watched me as I took it all in briefly. He was always so tuned in
to my emotions, and it was something I loved about him. Just one of the
many good things about our relationship.
“Don’t let all this worry you, Mand,” he said. He waved one arm
at the offending machinery. The other was supporting me as I tried to
clamber on to the high bed.
“I’m just wondering what I’m doing with that in here,” I tried to joke
lightheartedly, gesturing towards the chair.
“That thing looks like Big Bertha, the electric chair, you know? Surely
I haven’t been such a bad patient?!”
“Mandy, you’ve been wonderful. You always are.”
Terry kissed my head gently, and helped me to lift the weight of my
legs into bed. He passed the alarm buzzer to me, almost automatically, I
thought, and I realised for a brief moment that he had been through all
this before. As always, as if sensing my thoughts, Terry smiled that broad
smile of his.
“This is so important to me, Mandy,” he said.
“This is really wonderful – we’re having OUR baby. All the world
will see how much we love one another.”
I smiled, nodded and submitted to the next contraction, then the next,
and the next. They rolled in with increasing vigour, accompanied by the
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ever-present pain in my legs, and the lorry-weight growing heavier and
heavier on my chest. At times I felt I could barely cope with breathing.
When I pressed the buzzer, the nurse arrived quickly, and she gave
me the gas and air to use. This seemed to do little, if anything, to help,
and simply made me slightly dizzy.
Terry, meanwhile, sat holding my hand, muttering words of
encouragement, and squeezing my hand when all else failed, as if his own
strength could somehow draw some of the pain out of me, and make me
better.
Several times I rang that buzzer, each time praying that this time I
would be allowed to push. It was not to be. My pleas about the pain
brought little help, for the nurses just smiled and shook their heads.
“I’m afraid you’ll have to be patient a little longer, Mrs Bayliffe.
Baby’s not ready to be born just yet,” I was told.
*

*

*

Day passed to evening, or so I guessed, since the sun went out of the
room, and the shadows grew long. Terry had made arrangements for the
children, so he sat patiently with me, and the hours passed in a blur of
all-consuming pain. Eventually the lights went on in the little room, and I
knew it must be bedtime.
“The children . . . ?” I gasped softly, realising.
“All taken care of, darling,” Terry replied. “You just worry about
yourself.”
I waited apprehensively for the wave of contraction that I now knew
would precede each next intense pain, but it seemed longer in coming.
When it did come, it seemed not so severe as the last pain, either.
When this had happened a few times, I mentioned it to the midwife,
and she examined me briefly.
“I think you have been having pre-labour pains,” she said.
“They will probably subside for a while now. The best thing we can
do is transfer you to the ante-natal ward. The beds are more comfortable
there, and perhaps you can get some sleep. You might need it before
tomorrow. You have a lot of work to do.”
The ante-natal ward again! It had not been on my agenda for today
at all. Fortunately I was too exhausted to argue, and, once in the ward, I
managed to sleep for a short while. I was too weary even to take in my
surroundings or fellow patients.
The pains, worse than ever, and growing in strength, woke me
abruptly from this much-needed sleep. As I tossed around the night nurse
came to me, then went off to draw up an injection of Pethidine.
At last, I thought, some relief – and Pethidine! Wasn’t this progress
– part of the labour stages almost? The labour must be progressing now,
surely.
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She stuck the needle into my leg, and, after a few minutes, the pain
decreased enough for me to fall into another exhausted sleep.
That sleep was only to last for about an hour and a half. I awoke
suddenly, wondering what it was that had stirred me, apart from the
general discomfort and pain.
Immediately I realised that I was soaking wet. I groaned. How was
I to admit this to the nurse? I obviously couldn’t stay like that, and they
would find out sometime, so, somewhat shamefacedly, I called the nurse
again.
To her credit, she smiled at me without any hint of reproach, and
brought clean sheets.
“Don’t worry about it, Mrs Bayliffe,” she said.
“Either your waters have broken or you’ve wet yourself in your sleep.
Whichever it was, it doesn’t matter. I’m going to give you a small internal
examination, though, as, if it is the water gone, we need to know, don’t
we?”
She disappeared, and returned with a small tray. Then she slipped on
a glove, and examined me briefly.
She stood up and shook her head.
“No,” she said.
“It’s not the waters. They are still intact. It must have been an
accident.”
“But I’m sure I didn’t wet the bed,” I objected.
“I’ve never done it before. I’m obviously sorry if I did, but I’m pretty
certain I didn’t.”
“Well, I don’t know what else it could be, Mrs Bayliffe. Still – don’t
worry about it. It happens.”
She went back to her other duties.
I dozed fitfully between pains for a time, until the pain became, again,
too severe for any sleep.
Again the nurse brought an injection of Pethidine, and this time I
watched idly as she plunged it into my leg.
She removed the needle, and disappeared, but what I saw filled me
with horror. A fountain of water was sprouting from my leg, like a miniNiagara Falls. I could not believe what I was seeing. Within minutes my
nightdress was soaked, and I reluctantly called the nurse back.
“I think I’ve solved the wet bed query,” I said, some relief mixed with
my confusion.
“Water has just sprouted from my leg like . . . ”
“From your leg?”the nurse interrupted.
“Yes, where the injection went in. There was a lot of it.”
“I’m sorry, Mrs Bayliffe. Water doesn’t sprout from our legs like that.”
She turned to fetch yet more clean sheets.
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“It was probably the Pethidine confusing you a little. Don’t worry,”
she called back, as an afterthought.
I was not convinced, and the second Pethidine injection seemed to
have less effect than the first.
In pain, I watched the night turn to hazy dawn, and I remember
thinking,
“Thank God. The night has finally ended. Usually things look
brighter in the morning.”
However, though morning came, the pain, unlike the night did not
end at all.
*

*

*

At six o’clock the nurses came around, and remarked that I looked
tired.
“Try to have some sleep,” they said.
“You could be hours yet.”
“I can’t sleep,” I complained humbly.
“Not with the pain and the wetness.”
If the same nurse heard this latter comment, she didn’t show it. She
was no doubt growing weary or sceptical of this young “incontinent”
patient, who hallucinated so easily on Pethidine.
If only Terry were here. I hoped it wouldn’t be long before he could
come back. I thought of him as I sipped my hot tea, and told myself that
everything would be different when he arrived.
What was he doing now? Perhaps getting up early, so that he could
see the children off to school promptly and do all the many little jobs that
needed doing in a morning. I wondered whether he had slept at all during
our enforced separation, or whether he had laid awake, wondering or
worrying. I hoped he wasn’t worrying. I hadn’t intended doing that to
him.
I hoped he wasn’t expecting to see our new baby either. I was letting
him down on that score.
For a short time I drifted off to sleep again, with Terry’s and the
children’s faces before my eyes, bathing me in a safe, warm glow. Again I
was awoken abruptly from my reverie by strong pains.
The day staff had now arrived. I wondered if they were surprised
to see me no farther on, but they showed no panic, so I decided to take
comfort from that.
They wired me to a machine to check the baby’s heartbeat. It showed
that the baby was fine, and was in no hurry as yet to come out into the big
wide world. At nine o’clock a doctor came, and he said that the time had
come to induce me.
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Once more I was put back into the little delivery suite, and I was
induced at 10 o’clock. As I lay there waiting for things to happen, I tried
to think clearly.
It was now the 6th . . . Thursday the 6th of July, 1989. If everything
went to plan, and things moved more quickly now, this would be my
baby’s birthday! I would remember this day forever. Our special day.
A midwife came and made a painless incision in the bag that covers
the baby, and I was amazed at how quick and easy that little manoeuvre
was. One hurdle passed. One lap, as Ayrton would say.
A sudden rush of water touched my legs, and I remember being
surprised at how warm it was. It seemed a lot to me at the time, but
the midwife seemed to think differently.
“You haven’t got much water at all,” she observed.
“I expected more, with you being so big. It often means that the
mother is carrying a lot of fluid.”
At the time I thought nothing of this comment; didn’t connect it,
somehow, with the fact that I was carrying so much fluid elsewhere. Who
was I to challenge the doctors and nurses who brought so many different
women’s babies into the world? This was my first full-term baby, and my
first experience of birth.
By now I had had two doses of Pethidine, but was still in a lot of pain,
and the staff seemed to acknowledge this, to my relief. They decided to
give me the “TENS” machine.
This little machine gives out electrical signals to the brain to block
pain sensations from the contractions.
They are brilliant little machines, and no doubt on many women they
work very efficiently, but, on me, they did not. Even though I had the
machine turned up full, it did nothing to ease my discomfort. But then, not
all of my pain was coming from the contractions. Some of it was coming
from my legs, and some from the now huge articulated lorry on my chest.
The staff seemed to have great faith in their gadget, however.
After that I was left for a few hours, until at last the door opened,
and my heart felt as if it turned over. Terry was there! Terry all dressed
up to visit me, with a smile on his lips, and love and concern in his eyes.
I held out my arms as best as I could, since I was now sprouting wires
everywhere, and I felt the love and warmth flow from him to me.
Everything would be all right now. Terry sat down, his hand on mine,
and I told him of the events of the past few hours, and that they had now
induced me.
“And how’s it going, then, girl?” he asked, gently.
I found I couldn’t hide my feelings from Terry as well as I did from the
nurses and doctors. He knew me too well, and I needed him too much and
was afraid. I felt my lips quiver, and heard my voice waver as I replied.
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“It’s awful, Terry, Very bad. I just – can’t – take much more. I seem to
be going worse and worse, yet nothing happens with the baby.”
“I’m going to see someone.”
Terry got up out of his chair and left the room. When he returned, he
was followed by a bustling sister. She was carrying the familiar small tray.
“Would you mind leaving the room for a moment, Mr Bayliffe,” she
asked.
“This won’t take very long.”
Terry blew me a kiss and slipped out. I felt the sister’s gloved fingers
explore my cervix – the neck of the womb.
She stood up abruptly, and seemed to slam the glove down into the
dish.
“You are not even past three centimetres dilated yet,” she said.
“You have a long way to go yet, Mrs Bayliffe.”
I couldn’t let her leave the room without trying to make her
understand.
“But, Sister,” I said, as calmly as I could amidst the pain.
“I can’t tell you how much pain I have. It’s very bad, it’s really very
–” I stopped and arched my back again in pain as I felt the next wave
swirling around to grip me in its vice.
The sister turned to look at me and tut-tutted.
“Come on, Mrs Bayliffe,” she said.
“You really ought to grow up. You are not the only woman in the
world giving birth, you know.”
Without another word she turned on her heel, and left the room.
Her words stung me, even in the midst of my pain. I was in more
pain than I had ever been in my whole life, and I had plucked up courage
to try to say so, only to be put down and made to feel foolish and inferior.
I was hurting in more ways than one.
I think that, to my dying day, I will never forget those words, nor
forgive the nurse who spoke them. If she had just put more value on me
and my judgement, just taken the time to hear what I was saying, my life
might well have turned out slightly different. Who knows, maybe I would
live a little longer, and even be able to do everything that a normal mother
should be able to do?
*

*

*

Terry came back into the room, with a smile on his face, thinking that
I was all right now.
He asked how things were going, and I told him what the Sister had
said to me.
He was so angry. The smile was wiped from his face.
He started up out of his chair.
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“My God, I’m going to give her a piece of my mind.”
“No, Terry,” I begged.
“Let it go for now. Try not to worry about it. She’s really not worth
getting upset about.”
It was odd – it was I who needed the reassurance at that point, rather
than Terry, but perhaps I was aware that I might well need the woman
later on. Nothing must spoil my baby’s chances of a safe and happy
delivery.
I lay back, feeling totally confused. Obviously the staff were saying
that I was in labour. I was here on the drip, my waters were broken, and
I was partly dilated. Yet no-one seemed to be taking any notice of me.
Perhaps, after all, this was indeed natural. They must surely know more
about what they were doing than I did.
I am not by any stretch of the imagination a medical person, but it
still seemed to me that the excruciating pain I was in was somehow not
right. However, the more I complained over the coming hours, the more I
was told to grow up. In the end I felt that I was being a terrible nuisance
to them, so I shut up, and just sobbed silently to myself when the pain got
too bad to bear.
Every so often I heard the cries of other mothers next door to me, and
then the elation as a child was brought into the world. I could hear them
saying how wonderful she was, and the nurses would laugh and joke with
the woman.
I had the sinking feeling that I was allowed no part in this: that I
was not included. I felt that my own problems were being mocked, and
I was simply a source of scorn. I wondered how long it would be before
someone came and brought me a smile of encouragement. Took some
interest. Checked me and my baby.
All I could do was sit here in terrible agony, with only Terry to help
me when I needed a hand to hold.
I don’t think that I have ever felt so helpless and alone as I did at that
moment in time.
*

*

*

I had an electronic blood pressure machine on my arm which became
very uncomfortable, because every half hour it would tighten up. I felt as
though my skin would split.
I watched as the marks it made became indented in my flesh, and
seemed to take forever to go. It was like putting your fingers in soft rubber,
and then watching it as it slowly regained its shape again afterwards.
For these last few months I had been like this, and yet no-one at the
hospital, except that one doctor during my second stay in here, had taken
any notice of it. Sometimes I sit and think that if only they had taken his
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advice when he said that the baby ought to be got out in the next twenty
four hours, then maybe this would never have happened to me.
During the day I became increasingly more and more tired, with just
this awful pain and bloated feeling to keep me awake. My body and mind
were totally exhausted, and, though I was still in labour, nothing seemed
to be happening.
During that time, Terry was there, and when I woke up he told me
that he thought that they had forgotten me, as a nurse had not been in to
take off the blood pressure cuff. As day turned to afternoon, I was feeling
pretty groggy, and my mind started to become very hazy.
I remember Terry saying that he was going to pick up the children
from school, so I reasoned that it must have been around 3.15.
He kissed me ‘goodbye’, and said that he would not be very long, as
the schools were not too far away.
“I tell you what, Mandy,” he said.
“Jaime and Lee are dying to see you. I’ll bring them back with me,
and they can sit in the waiting room with the television. That way they’ll
be able to see the baby almost as soon as it is born. They’ll love that, and
it will be nice for them to be part of it. What do you think?”
“Yes. Do that, Terry,” I murmured.
“I’d like to see them, and surely it can’t be long now?”
“I’m sure it won’t.” he agreed.
“It can’t possibly be.”
It sounded good. Lying there, in that bed, full of pain and hurt, I told
myself that everything was going to be all right, and Terry was right. The
baby would come soon.
Shortly after Terry went, a nurse poked her head around the door.
“How are you, Mrs Bayliffe?” she said.
“This pain’s as bad as ever, nurse,” I replied. “It’s not going to go
away.”
“I’ll get you something for the pain. It will help you get a few hours’
sleep,” she said.
It seemed as if the day had lasted for ages, and it seemed hours before
the nurse came back into the room.
She smiled at me broadly.
“We’ve just had another baby born,” she said.
“I forgot about you. You’re so quiet!”
I felt a surge of anger.
“I’m afraid I don’t find that the least bit funny,” I said.
At that her face fell, and she busied herself, giving me the injection as
quickly as she could.
“Well, you should feel better now. The injection will help you to
relax,” she said.
As she left the room, Terry came in again.
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It couldn’t have been better timing.
I lifted my nightdress, and showed him the fountain of water that,
once again, was shooting from my leg.
Terry just stared, as horrified as I was.
“Oh, God, Mandy. Whatever’s happening?” he said.
“What do they say about that?”
“They don’t believe me,” I replied.
Terry just shook his head in bewilderment, and put his arm around
me.
“Well, perhaps this is nearly the end, if you’ve just had another
injection,” he said.
“The children are in the waiting room. I’ll leave them there so that
you can have a little sleep, and who knows, maybe it will all be over soon.”
“I hope so,” I whispered into his sleeve.
I had been in labour now for nearly twelve hours, and had been
induced for six, yet there was still nothing happening.
As the afternoon slowly turned into evening, my body became too
exhausted to cope with any more pain, and I felt that my mind was
starting to shut down. I found that, when Terry spoke to me to ask
whether everything was all right, it sounded as if he was in a tunnel.
Everything now was becoming a blur, and nothing seemed real any
more. All I could do when Terry spoke to me was nod my head feebly and
cry weakly. Soon even that became an effort. Everything seemed to come
to a standstill. I found myself in a kind of limbo land where I could hear
everything that went on, but I could not respond to it.
Gradually it became a nothing. I could neither see nor hear anything.
Then it all went away completely.
*

*

*

At this point I will have to let Terry take over the story in his own
words:
I had been worried about Mandy for some time now, but when I went
to the nurse to ask her whether Mandy was all right, she told me that birth
takes time.
I knew this from my previous experiences, but what was happening
to Mandy didn’t seem to fit into that same picture at all. I was worried
and suspicious about her medical prognosis.
I don’t know what it was, but I had a deep sense of something being
wrong here: an instinct or gut feeling, I suppose you would call it. Yet the
nurses did not seem to be taking it seriously, and acted as if everything
was normal, so I didn’t know quite what I was to do.
I sat in the chair watching Mandy, since she no longer seemed to have
the energy or even ability to speak, cry, or do anything. She was pale and
drawn. I felt so helpless.
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My eyes happened to glance upwards at the blood pressure machine,
and did so from time to time, for want of anything positive to do. At first
the figures seemed to tell me little, but, as Mandy started to fail to respond
to me at all, so those numbers seemed to be decreasing.
My heart leapt, and, in a panic, I called in a nurse.
She walked calmly towards the bed, and watched the figures.
“I don’t think it’s anything,” she said.
“Probably the machine is faulty. It can happen. I won’t be long. I’ll
go and fetch a manual one.”
I was left alone with Mandy, and the figures continued to fall. I was
terrified, and became agitated, not knowing what to do. All I could seem
to do was pace the floor, willing Mandy to fight whatever it was; praying
like I had never prayed before in my whole life.
By this time, Mandy had lost all her natural colour. Her beautiful
skin, usually so delicate, smooth and creamy white ,was going grey, and,
when I touched her cheek gently, she was cold.
Cold. In all this heat, and after all she had suffered in the heat over
the past weeks.
I covered her with a blanket. She did not move at all when I touched
her.
She lay there, still and silent. I became rivetted to the spot, unable to
take my eyes off .her. Unable to accept what seemed to be happening to
my precious Mandy.
It must have been fifteen to twenty minutes before the nurse came
back, carrying the manual machine.
“Nurse. Look at her!” I cried.
She shot me a look, and wrapped the cuff around Mandy’s limp arm.
Then a frown crossed her face.
All this time I had a terrible feeling of doom. I had never worried
about anyone or anything as much as I did then. I had never had any
medical knowledge, but I didn’t need that right now to tell me that
something was very wrong.
I felt that I was losing Mandy, and I had no way of pulling her back.
I ached inside me as my very soul seemed to slide away from me, with
Mandy.
The nurse turned her back to me, and pumped up the cuff again, to
make sure that the reading she was getting was the correct one. I wanted
to cry out that she was wasting precious time.
It seemed an eternity to me, though probably it took only seconds.
Then the nurse turned to me, her face set as if it were made of stone, and
she dashed out of the door as if someone had suddenly set fire to her.
Her obvious panic frightened me, and I fell back into the chair, feeling
desolate. I had lost Mandy. I was sure I had lost Mandy, and, since she had
been like this for a good few minutes now, I figured I had probably lost
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the baby, too. I didn’t know whether Mandy was still alive, or whether it
was all now too late.
I looked at her, lying there so silently and helplessly, and thought of
all that she had been through.
Had she not had enough misery in her life already, for which I felt
partly responsible, and was always blaming myself? She had loved and
cared for me through hell and high water, and brought my children up
just as if they had been her own. All she ever asked from life was her
own little baby. Yet this was her reward – to lie here, grey, cold and limp,
perhaps even dead.
She had asked only for love and her little family around her. Yet she
had been denied even that.
There was no sense or justice in it, and I felt bitter. I thought of today’s
society, and the numbers of people of Mandy’s age who are promiscuous.
They did anything and everything they wanted, and yet still tended to
remain unscathed. I suppose the AIDS virus will one day catch up with
many of these, as will other diseases and problems. Even in my blackest
moment I did not wish this on them. But it was totally unfair that someone
as loyal, faithful and loving – and innocent as my wife should end up with
more than her fair share of life’s problems, through no fault of her own.
My angry thoughts were interrupted suddenly by a bustle of activity
in the doorway. I have never seen so many doctors and nurses embark on
one patient at once.
A man wearing what seemed to be theatre gowns glanced at me.
“I take it you’re the husband,” he snapped.
I nodded.
“Yes.”
“This baby is coming out NOW!” he said.
I stood up, bewildered at all this sudden activity. My legs were
shaking, and my hands were wet with sweat. I made several attempts
to answer him, and, when I did, my voice sounded small.
“But – she is not so far on. The baby can’t be coming yet, can it?”
The man came across the room, and stood with his head no further
than an inch from my nose. I jerked my head back in surprise.
“What I MEAN is that your wife is going to Theatre NOW! We must
get this baby out as soon as possible. They are both in acute distress,” he
growled.
“Can’t you see that she is very poorly?”
I opened and closed my mouth like a goldfish, but my words refused
to come out:
‘Can’t I see she’s very poorly? What have we been trying to tell
everyone for ages? Why has it had to go on so long, with Mandy suffering
every inch of the way? Why wasn’t it stopped sooner?’
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It was as well that my words remained unspoken. There was no-one
to hear me anyway. They had bundled Mandy out of the room, and down
the corridor, away from me.
I followed blindly, my legs shaking so that I could hardly keep up
with them. My mind took in the red light on the ceiling outside Mandy’s
room. It was lit, indicating that whoever was in there needed urgent help.
The nurse must have pressed it after taking the blood pressure.
My Mandy needed help. She had needed help for some time. Oh,
God, please don’t let it be too late. She must, at least, still be alive, despite
her appearance, or they wouldn’t be doing this – would surely have said
something to me?”
My instincts were to follow Mandy wherever she was taken, in case
she should need me. Perhaps I could will her to live, just by being there.
Of course, it was not allowed. A nurse took me by the arm, and spoke
gently to me.
“I’ll have to ask you to wait in the waiting room, Mr Bayliffe,” she
said.
“Your wife is going to need a Caesarean, so we can’t let husbands in.
We’ll let you know just as soon as it is all over.”
In the waiting room I was greeted by a forlorn sight. Jaime and Lee
had been being entertained by a couple of kind patients and visitors, and
had now fallen asleep in their chairs. I felt guilty at leaving them for
so long, but was relieved to find them safe. Judging by their little faces,
they hadn’t been upset, either. There was no trace of tears, but I felt sure
they must have been hungry. I should have taken them home and found
someone, but how could I have known that it was all going to take so long,
go so very wrong like this?
What time was it, anyway? I looked at the clock on the wall.
It was 9.35pm already. My wife had been in that room now for the
last nine and a half hours, and only now, when it was too late, had they
decided to do anything about it.
I could not stand the suspense any longer. I began pacing up and
down the room like a true expectant father, listening for sounds in the
corridor, and watching the door. I did not know whether the news I would
eventually receive would be good or bad. Some instinct warned me that
something had gone desperately wrong.
*

*

*

At last, at long, long last, the door opened and, suddenly there was a
nurse there, holding a tiny baby in her arms.
“Are you Mr Bayliffe?” she asked.
“Yes. I am,” I breathed, not daring to ask the questions which were
tearing my heart apart.
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The nurse smiled at me.
“Then take a look at your new son, Mr Bayliffe,” she said.
I brought myself to look at the tiny face within the parcel. He was
beautiful: a bundle of joy that Mandy and I had made: a miracle. His little
eyes were shut tightly, and his fists were clenched, as if to hold on to life.
He was what I had been waiting to see all these months, and my
immediate reaction was to wake Jaime and Lee, so that they could share
my excitement and know that it was all over.
The children sat up sleepily, and smiled drowsily at this new little
brother. I watched them, and studied the baby’s face, trying to get to
know him. He did not really look like anyone at this stage, and he had a
rather flat nose and marks on his face which I found rather worrying. He
looked as if he had been pushing his little nose up to a window. I hoped
that this would pass, as I was sure it would. It never occurred to me at the
time to ask about it, and it was only later that I learned the reasons behind
it.
He looked very small, asleep there in my arms, and, as he was only
five pounds thirteen ounces, it was pretty clear that he was premature.
I felt a sense of relief that it was all over at last. Perhaps, now, we
could try to get back to normal, and be a happy little family again. In fact,
we were an even better family now!
I suddenly felt a little sad as I realised that I had probably seen him
before Mandy. She would still be asleep from the anaesthetic. We should
have been able to share this special moment.
I spoke to the nurse.
“When will I be able to see my wife?” I asked.
There was no sparkle in the nurse’s eyes any more when she replied,
only caution, I thought.
“There were a few complications – mild complications – with the
birth, Mr Bayliffe. They have taken your wife to the Intensive Care Unit.
She will need to spend a little time there.
My heart sank. I had been foolish to forget and rejoice so early. Surely
it was not normal for new mothers to spend time in there? Could it be
that my instincts were correct, and there was more to this than they were
telling me,
The nurse took the baby, then, to the nursery in the maternity ward. I
kissed his soft downy head before she vanished.
“He’ll be better in there tonight where we can look after him,” she
said.
“You can see him any time you want.”
The children were fidgeting in their chairs, tired and restless. I ought
to take them home, and not impose on their patience any longer.
Yet, something was wrong, and I knew I would not rest until I had
seen Mandy for myself.
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I wondered whether she knew yet, or whether I would be the one to
tell her. We should have been able to share this time together. I needed
to see her, and sort out the many questions that remained unanswered.
Perhaps she even needed me . . .
I decided to transfer myself and the children to the chairs outside the
Intensive Care Unit, and the children soon fell asleep. They were taking
this remarkably well.
I waited, then, for someone to tell me I could see Mandy. I was
excited, but the longer that I waited, the more apprehensive I became.
There was more to this than they were telling me, I was sure of that. Yet
I had to hope: had to hang on to the joy of our new little son, and the
exhilaration of sharing this moment with Mandy when I saw her.
The children had been asleep for quite some time, and my stomach
was beginning to churn; – when at long last the door opened and I was
told I could go in.
I had a glimpse of a nurses’ desk with a whole battery of monitor
screens and other equipment, and close by this, a very small ward with
only four or five beds. At first I couldn’t see Mandy, but then, to my horror,
I realised it was because I couldn’t recognise her.
All the excitement that I had stored inside me faded instantly. My
lovely young wife still had no colour, and apparently no life. Rather than
looking sleepily at me, as I had hoped, she had no knowledge that I or
anyone was there. She looked, to all intents and purposes, dead. No
better than she had in that little labour ward. The Caesarean had solved
the problem of bringing the baby safely into the world, but it appeared to
have done nothing to improve Mandy’s own condition.
I tried to take in all the machinery above her head, as it bleeped and
gurgled. One of them, I could see, was a heart machine, and it seemed
to be going crazy. She had drips in both her hands, and there were yet
more tubes coming from under the bedclothes. These, I found later, were
catheters to help drain her body of fluid.
No-one volunteered any information as to why she was like this, or
gave me any indication as to what the future was to hold. Nor did anyone
tell me how long this might continue.
I knew that people talked to unconscious patients, and so I sat there
telling Mandy that everything was going to be fine, and not to worry, and
that the baby was a beauty, and fine. All the time I wanted to cry, and it
took every ounce of my strength to control my voice.
As I sat there pondering all that had happened, I remembered the
events of the past few weeks, and the doctor who had told us there would
be a crisis if the baby wasn’t taken out soon. How true his words had
been! At the time, his decision had been overruled, and what a great pity
that was.
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I left the room momentarily to check on the children, and found that a
nurse had settled them down better on the seats of the waiting room, and
covered them with blankets. I kissed them on top of their heads, so as not
to wake them, and returned to Mandy’s bedside.
All night Mandy drifted in and out of consciousness, with me talking
to her in the hope that she would be able to hear me. I still didn’t know
whether she was going to make it through the night, and nobody seemed
to be telling me anything constructive. Maybe they didn’t know what the
outcome would be themselves at this point. Maybe they didn’t want to
alarm me too much. I prayed it wasn’t the latter.
Meanwhile, the baby was snuggled up in his little plastic cot in the
Maternity Ward, so there seemed little that I could do. There didn’t seem
anything very constructive I could do for Mandy just then, and I decided
I would take five minutes’ break to clear my head and stretch my legs.
I wandered off along the corridor, and towards the stairway at the
end. There I suddenly spotted a familiar figure – perhaps a slight glimmer
of hope, or at least, enlightenment. It was a Sister who had been in the
Operating Theatre with Mandy.
She recognised me, and seemed to think that I knew more than I did
at that point.
She came up and patted me on the shoulder.
“It is Mr Bayliffe, isn’t it?” she asked.
“Yes, it is,” I replied.
“I’m so sorry that things have gone so badly,” she said.
“We very nearly lost her.”
I was stunned, and could find no words. I could hear her words, but
they did not seem to sink in or sound real. Perhaps I would wake up at
any minute, and find I had dozed off in the chair next to Mandy.
The Sister was looking at me uncertainly, now aware that I did not
know as much as she had thought.
“What do you mean by that?” I managed.
“Well, your wife’s heart stopped twice during the operation, and she
had to be resuscitated. Luckily, the baby doesn’t seem to have suffered
any long-term effects. He needed some oxygen, but should be fine now.
Anyway, I must dash – sorry. I hope everything goes all right now.
Goodnight, Mr Bayliffe.”
Then she was gone, scurrying off into the night.
I couldn’t have followed her for more information if I had tried. My
feet felt rooted to the spot, and I was trying hard to come to terms with
what she had just told me. That is not easy to do when you feel as if you
have just been hit by a steam roller. You only see and hear things like this
in cheap hospital dramas, I thought. This couldn’t be happening in real
life. Not these days. Not to Mandy and me.

70

The Impending Birth

All thoughts of having a break and drink went from my head. I
couldn’t have swallowed it anyway now. All I wanted was to get back to
Mandy in the Intensive Care Unit, and check that she was still breathing.
Mandy was still there, and sleeping. For the first time I began to
cry. All my fears, all my gut instincts and suspicions, could do nothing to
prepare me for the knowledge now that the worst had indeed happened,
and I might be about to lose Mandy altogether.
We had always been good together, but, standing there, holding her
hand, and wanting so much to hold and comfort her, I realised perhaps
for the first time in my life how much I really loved her. I wanted her so
much to come back to me, give me some small sign that she was going
to recover and be my old, loving Mandy again. It takes a crisis of this
magnitude to hammer home hard the realities of how you really feel about
someone, and to remind you that, even if you are fortunate enough to
find this special someone at some point in your life, you still have no
guarantees about how long it will last. Life seemed very frail, and all
of us very vulnerable just then.
Eventually a nurse came to me and asked me whether I wanted to
stay or go home.
“Quite honestly, Mr Bayliffe,” she said.
“It might be advisable for you to go home and try to get some sleep
yourself. You need all the rest you can get, and nothing is likely to happen
in the next few hours. Your wife’s vital signs are stable. You do look very
tired.”
“I am,” I agreed.
It was only then that I realised just how shattered I had become.
I looked at Mandy, reluctant to let go of her hand.
“But, are you sure?”
“As sure as we can ever be,” she replied.
“I promise we will telephone you at once if there is any change in
your wife’s condition.”
That was something. I thought of the children, and reluctantly
nodded my agreement. Then I kissed Mandy on her head, between all
the seemingly endless tubes and machines, and told her that I would not
be long, and that she must hang on in there. The baby needed us both.”
The children, bless them, were still asleep, by some miracle, since
they had screwed themselves up into awkward positions in their chairs.
I felt guilty, as I looked down at them. I had neglected them, and yet I
knew I had had no choice. I had to be there for Mandy, and I couldn’t
have predicted, not even in my worst nightmares, that this would have
happened.
To this day I don’t know how I managed to drive home with my mind
in such a muddle. Only hours before I had travelled this road, laughing
and joking with Mandy, both of us eager to see our baby. Now, just twenty
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four hours later, I was returning along it with my heart as heavy as lead,
not knowing how I was going to tell the children, or the rest of the family,
that Mandy had almost died, and was now so poorly.
Once safely home, I put the children to bed, made myself a welcome
cup of coffee, and brought the telephone into the living room. I sat there
on the sofa, knowing I could not go to bed. Not tonight. My family
and Mandy’s were at the other end of that telephone, and I held it to
me, my hands shaking. They were there, but they were also more than
140 miles away, and, right now, more than anything, I needed someone’s
arms around me. Sadly, the person who could have comforted me most, I
realised, was Mandy, but it was she who lay there so helpless in Intensive
Care.
Was it always going to be like this? It did not bear thought. Yet, I
couldn’t help but think that this must be how it felt to lose someone. I
couldn’t face the morning even now, and telling the children. How, then,
would I ever cope if the worst happened and Mandy . . . died? This would
be forever.
I tried to think clearly, and be objective. I had to believe that Mandy
would survive this, so I had to think what I could best do for Mandy.
Somehow I knew that she would never be as fit again as she had once
been. We had a long way to go before she even got out of the hospital.
I must stand by her, encourage her, and give her the will to live. If
I gave her every last ounce of my love, surely, in time, she would mend,
and one day she would be my old Mandy again: a normal, fit and happy
mother.
However, hard as it was to accept, something told me that nothing
would ever be the same again. Our lives had just changed drastically, all
in the course of one day. Maybe nothing would ever be the same again.
Maybe she would never run around with the children, and our little baby
when he was big enough. Maybe she and I would never be able to get back
to how we were. We had been through so much in the past few years, and
just when we thought our wildest dreams were about to be fulfilled, they
were lying like so much shattered glass around my feet.
I wept into the phone, afraid to use it in case the hospital staff were
trying to contact me. I prayed that they would not need to, and that
morning would come soon.
*

*

*

The story is now continued by Mandy herself.

4
Intensive Care and Beyond

It was a fuzzy, hollow sound: voices echoing and spinning around
me, unreal, and making no sense, that led me into the darkness. The
nothingness.
Then, after a long time, the darkness became a mist, and I was
somewhere else. I was in a place I did not recognise.
Here I had no voice or movement or feeling. Here I could only watch
the people, scurrying silently around, below me in the haze.
Despite this haze, I could watch them reasonably clearly, certainly
enough to see concern on their faces at times. I was above them –
somewhere just over the bedhead, between the machines.
I could see the body lying still below me on the bed. At first I didn’t
recognise it as myself. It seemed to be just a dummy, for they stuck needles
in it, and adjusted tubes, but it caused no pain to me.
After a while I found I could move from here. I couldn’t move my
arms or legs, but I could make my whole body travel. It took several
journeys down to the other body on the bed before I made the connection
in my mind.
Somehow we were both me.
No-one told me how to travel down and into the body, and I didn’t
need to ask. It just happened from time to time. All the people seemed
oblivious to me and my movements, anyway. Perhaps I was invisible?
No, it was more than that. They didn’t even seem to feel it when I brushed
against them, or floated right through their hands or the needles they were
holding, in order to get to the bed and back.
In time, I established that there was a pattern. No sooner would I
settle myself into the body than I would be aware of intense pain in my
stomach and chest. I didn’t like it at all, even though it only happened
briefly. Then there would be a loud, shrill sound from one of the machines,
and I would find myself back again, above the activity, and out of the pain.
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At first, nothing else entered into this thought process. I seemed to
have no control over my little journeys, and no way of knowing whether
I actually had any options at all.
I was just peaceful, pain free and without weight at all. If we were
both me, that body on the bed and I, then I seemed to have a lot more life
and comfort than she did.
I didn’t know what this strange state was that I was in, but I didn’t
care either, because it was so comfortable.
After a time I thought that I might just keep it this way.
No sooner had I come to that decision than I realised I had, in fact,
more options than I had thought. There was a way out of the room
altogether, and out of this vicious circle. It seemed to be drawing me to
it. I didn’t know and couldn’t see what was beyond the doorway, but
instinctively I knew it was peace, and permanent freedom from the pain.
Now I realised that there was somebody watching me near the
doorway. I hadn’t really noticed him before, not with all the activity going
on down below. I don’t know why I didn’t notice him sooner, because at
least he was taking notice of me. None of the others even seemed to see
me or know of my existence. They only had eyes for the body on the bed.
This person, however, was looking directly at me, and was smiling.
He even gave out a vague warmth that I couldn’t define.
I tried to direct my eyes to this figure, and saw that it had no definite
outline. It had no colour, almost, and no distinct features. Yet, once I
looked, I recognized its personality immediately. It was my grandmother!
“Grandma! So this is where you are!”
My mind formed the words, as the happiness flooded through me.
Still no sound came from me. My mouth made no movement, and my
body had no voice. Yet somehow I felt she knew I had found her.
A vast sense of pleasure invaded every part of my body. I loved her
so much. God, how I loved her. I had missed her so very much. Why was
that, I wondered? Where had she been?
I tried to put together some kind of thought on the subject, rather than
just float here in this euphoric state.
At last the answer came to me. Why, it was because she had died.
Yes, that was the reason she had left me. Grandmother had died.
Oddly enough, I felt no sense of fear or shock at that. Up here I
seemed only able to feel pleasant things
My grandmother looked alive enough now, although she was still a
trifle fuzzy. Now I realised I seemed to have the choice as to whether I
would be with her, or whether I would go back to the other body and
to . . . to whom?
To Terry! The thought came to me like a blinding flash. Suddenly I
could see his face in front of me, unhappy and distressed. Near his legs
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somewhere were two little children, and . . . I wasn’t sure . . . maybe a very
dim, smaller one in the background . . . ?
I had to know. They were there, somewhere, in the mist, giving out
waves of love to me. They needed me, and I couldn’t let them down. If I
did, if I gave in and chose the pain free me , instead of going back to them,
then I was being totally and utterly selfish.
I had to go down and stay down, whatever the pain at first.
Otherwise I might find I couldn’t do it any more. Then I might have left
them forever, and there would be no more choices left.
It was surprisingly easy to get back into the body once I had made my
mind up. I pressed myself into the bed, and tried to force concentration
into my tired mind.
*

*

*

What was it that I was seeing?
Gradually I became aware of bright lights and loud bleeping noises. I
was still not in familiar surroundings. I was still in the same fuzzy room,
and that filled me with a feeling of panic.
All around me there were white walls, and there were movements –
white figures flitting to and fro. Had I died? Was this Heaven?
I tried to turn my head slightly to look at each side, and had a glimpse
of other figures in the distance, white, and lying still on beds. Then I tried
to look down at myself. I, too, was all in white.
Heaven shouldn’t be like this. I should be fit and able to run about.
Perhaps this was the Mortuary? Yes, that would be it.
Either way I must have died. I did not know this place, and had
certainly not come here by myself. It was all so terrifying, and so unreal.
If only one of the moving figures would speak to me, so that I would know
whether I was alive or not.
Gradually my vision seemed to be clearing, and I found I could focus
better. I thought that, if I sat up, these figures would notice, and one might
speak to me and explain.
However, every time I tried to move, to make contact with these
figures, whatever they were, a sharp knifelike pain shot across the base
of my stomach. I was terrified, because, of course, I was unaware just yet
that I had had an abdominal operation.
At last, to my relief, one of the figures came towards me. As she came
closer, I was able to work it out. It was a nurse, and she was carrying a
small machine that I felt I recognised.
She smiled at me, and wrapped a cuff around my arm. I heard the
hiss of air as she pumped it up, and then felt an all too-familiar pain as it
felt that either the cuff or my arm might split open. It seemed to cut off all
my circulation, and there were pins and needles in my hand.
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Suddenly I relived the sense of fear of the previous days and weeks.
My arms and legs had not split before, at least I didn’t think so. Would
my arm split now?
To my great relief, she released the air from the cuff, and I felt it
deflate. I breathed a sigh of relief. There was no damage done, and I
felt the pain ease.
Now, what I had to do next was work out where I was.
I lay in the bed, staring into space, and feeling utterly confused and
lost. What could I learn from what I saw and felt?
Well, there was a warm sensation running down my leg, for a start.
That was a new arrangement. A vague childhood memory flitted across
the back of my mind, and I gasped in dismay. NOW I would be punished!
Convinced that I must have wet the bed, I peered warily under the
bedclothes. There was no wet patch, but just a thick, yellow plastic tube
running down the length of my leg.
I moved to see where it was coming from, and, as I did so, I felt a
sharp, stinging pain.
Now, at last, I understood, and I gave a gasp of disbelief.
I had been catheterised. Someone had passed a long tube into my
bladder, and the other end was connected to a large polythene bag.
It was a gross indignity. Perhaps this was some kind of punishment
if I had wet the bed before.
If that was not the case, then the tube must be there because I could
not control my own body now, for some reason. Either that, or they
preferred to have control over it. Yet these were the most intimate and
private parts of my body and life. I almost felt as if I had been raped:
someone had invaded my privacy without my permission.
It was too much for my tired mind to take. I was devastated, and
burst into tears. I was totally unhappy and afraid.
The same nurse must have spotted my distress, for she re-appeared
again from nowhere.
“Come on, now, Mrs Bayliffe,” she said.
“You mustn’t upset yourself. What is the problem?”
“It’s this thing,” I replied, trying to nod towards the tube.
“Why do I have to have this catheter inside me?”
“It’s to reduce the amount of water in your body. You’ve still got a
lot of it there, in your arms, legs and around the tummy. You’ll feel a lot
better when we have got rid of all that.”
I thought to myself that I didn’t need to be told that. I couldn’t help
wondering whether the tube was really doing its job. My body still felt
tight, and I hated the feeling. It was almost as if I had a tight crepe bandage
all around me.

76

Intensive Care and Beyond

I had a vague feeling that perhaps this was not really happening to
me. I had never had anything like this before, and it would make a lot of
sense if I just woke up soon, and found it had all been a dream.
However, the longer that I lay there, the more I realised that I was not
about to wake up. I WAS awake, and this was no nightmare. I was not
going to be able to escape so easily from its grip. This was a new reality,
and I must somehow sort out in my mind what was happening to me. I
must work out what I must do about it.
Out of the corner of my eye I could see the nurse over in the far
corner by an easel, chatting to another nurse. My charts were on the easel,
and I wasn’t sure whether she was addressing me, too, or not. It was
impossible to do anything with my brain other than try desperately to
work out where I was, and why.
I could not remember how I had got here. The last thing I
remembered was being left alone in a labour ward, seemingly for hours
and hours, with just Terry and all that intolerable pain for company. I
remembered how terrified and helpless I had felt at having to cope alone
with it all. I remembered, too, the feeling of intense fatigue.
Obviously something had happened between then and now, and it
must have been very bad. What HAD happened? And where was Terry?
What was wrong with me, that I should be here in this strange room with
all these tubes, and the catheter.
It was then that I noticed yet another change. I had had a silver baby
bracelet on my arm, but it was no longer there. It had been cut off, together
with a signet ring which my parents had given me a long time ago. There
must be something really very wrong with me.
It was then that sheer terror took over, and I burst into tears. I sobbed
as though my heart would break, and the sheer effort made my whole
body throb with pain.
At once, the nurse hurried over, and put her arms around me. She
waited until my sobs had eased and I was a little calmer, then she tried to
reassure me.
“Come on, now,” she said.
“Don’t upset yourself, Mrs Bayliffe. I know this all seems very
strange, but it’s going to be all right. Your husband will be coming in
soon, and we’re here all the time. You’re in very good hands, you know.”
I tried to ask her where I was, and what was happening, but even my
throat was sore, and I didn’t know where to start with my questions.
The nurse continued to talk to me kindly.
“Come on, dear. You’ve been through a lot. Try to rest for a little
while. I will go and get something to help you. Do you have much pain?”
I nodded briefly, ready to snatch at anything right now which would
make me feel less terrified and confused.
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She disappeared, and returned with a syringe. She and another nurse
checked the name and hospital number on my plastic bracelet. I waited for
the sharp prick of the needle, but felt none, to my surprise. When I looked
down I saw that there was already a ‘Venflon’ needle taped into the vein
on my arm. It would save me the discomfort of repeated injections.
Within a short space of time I started to feel very sleepy, and some
of the terror dispersed. The last things I heard before I drifted into a
peaceful sleep were the nurses chatting cheerfully to the other patients
as they handed out the breakfasts, and the continual sound of the heart
monitor. As long as that clicked away, I was safe, for it was telling the
world that at least I was well and truly alive.
And, as long as I was alive, I could fight this situation, whatever it
was, until I could return to my normal life and family.
*

*

*

It was some hours before I stirred from my drug-induced sleep.
The steady sound of the heart monitor was still there, now familiar and
welcome to my ears.
It took a moment or two for my vision to clear, and when it did, I saw
a figure standing against the window, taking in the afternoon sunshine.
Now I realised that it was Terry. He turned as I stirred, and smiled at
me, but I saw to my dismay that he had a haunted look about his face. He
looked a good ten years older, all lined and worried.
“Terry,” I managed.
“Hello, darling. Welcome back.”
“How long have you been there?”
“Ages, really, but you were fast asleep. You looked so peaceful that I
didn’t have the heart to waken you.”
Terry bent over me, and, as he did, I tried to raise my arms to hold
him. It was not possible. I couldn’t move because of all the drips and
tubes. It was as if I were pinned to the bed.
I felt the hot tears spilling out on to my face again, as I felt so
frustrated. I remembered all the fear of a few hours ago.
Terry held me until, after a few minutes, I finally stopped crying. I
found that my chest ached, and I was totally exhausted.
Perhaps, now, I might discover what was happening to me. Surely
Terry would know how long I had been here, and what had happened to
me.
Terry sensed my agitation.
“What’s the matter, darling?” he asked.
“I don’t understand. How long have I been here – been like this?”
Terry seemed reluctant to answer me, but I waited determinedly.
“You’ve been here for two days, Mandy,” he said, quietly, watching
my face.
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Two days! I couldn’t take it in. It was beyond belief, and it didn’t
make sense. Why didn’t I remember it?
“But, Terry . . . ” I hardly dared to ask my question.
“I was having a baby . . . ”
“That’s right.”
There was a slight upturn in his voice in the last word, and I dared to
hope that it might just be a good sign.
“The baby – our baby – what happened?”
I watched as a broad grin spread across his cheeks, and despite his
obvious exhaustion and worry his eyes lit up.
“You’ve had it, Mandy. You had a little boy, and he’s fine. No, he’s
not just fine, he’s wonderful. He’s a beautiful little boy, with clear blue
eyes and a tiny wisp of golden blond hair. He’s the most beautiful little
thing you have ever seen, even though he does look as if he has gone three
rounds with Mike Tyson at present.”
I managed a little laugh at this, and buried myself happily closer into
Terry.
“Tell me more. You’ve seen him, then?”
“Of course I have. Several times. And the children. He’s gorgeous,
Mandy, only five pounds thirteen ounces so he is only small, but he’s
gorgeous! They say he is a few weeks premature, but take it from me,
he is perfect in every way.”
“So, why am I here, Terry? This isn’t the Maternity Ward, any more,
is it? Where am I, anyway?”
I watched as Terry took a deep breath, and chose his words carefully.
“Well, no. You’re right, Mandy. This isn’t the Maternity Ward. That’s
where the baby is, though, at present, in the nursery. You see, they told
me there were mild complications, and that you needed an emergency
Caesarean, so one minute we were on our own, and the next there were
people running everywhere, They had to rush you off to the Theatre. They
told me later that they had brought you back to Intensive Care. So that you
could get better attention, I expect.”
“Intensive Care. So that’s where I am – Intensive Care?”
“That’s right.”
Terry swallowed hard.
“Well, that explains all the tubes and things, I suppose,” I sighed.
For the first time I took in my surroundings, and suddenly it
registered to me, to my horror, that I recognised the machine behind me.
It was a heart monitor! It had been vaguely there before, and I had
accepted it sleepily – now I realised the significance of it with horror.
I couldn’t believe it. Whatever had happened to me? Me – in an
Intensive Care Unit, and with a heart monitor. I always thought that these
Units were reserved for things like car accidents, and not for people who
had just had babies!
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“I want to see the baby – please, Terry?”
Terry seemed to have gone quiet, and, I thought, seemed almost
relieved to go and speak to the nurse. She came back with him, to my
bed, and patted me on the feet.
“Perhaps tomorrow, Mrs Bayliffe,” she said.
“It’s just a little bit too soon. It would make you very tired, trying to
hold him, and another few hours’ rest would make all the difference to
you. I’m sorry.”
She gave me a sympathetic half-smile.
I tried to accept my disappointment, and not make a fuss.
“Is there anything else you would like?” she continued.
I just shook my head, too weary to bother.
“No. No, thanks,” I replied.
I watched in sad resignation as she disappeared, clutching yet
another bag of urine from under my bed.
*

*

*

Terry had turned his back, and I could see from the way he was
standing that he was just as disappointed as I was. We had waited so
long for this baby, and we were being denied the opportunity to share our
special moment yet again.
“It’s hot out there. I think the rest of the Summer is going to be a real
scorcher,” he said. I could tell he was unable to think of anything else to
say at that point. Our pain was so great that we could hardly look one
another in the eyes.
“Good,” I said.
I had forgotten there was such a thing as weather.
*

*

*

When the nurse returned, she told Terry that it might be a good idea for
me to get some rest now, whilst Terry took the children for some tea. She
said that they could go to the hospital restaurant if he didn’t want to take
them home.
“Oh, I’ll do that, then,” Terry said.
“Then we’ll not be too far away.”
He kissed me ‘goodbye’ and left the room silently.
I laid there, wondering why. It was difficult to take in all that he had
told me, and perhaps it had upset him to talk about how ill I had been.
I had been asleep or something, and unable to share it all with him. He
must have been worried. No doubt he was tired, too, with having the
children at home. I hoped he would have a better night tonight.
A little boy! I had a little boy! Fair hair and blue eyes, Terry had said.
I tried to draw a little picture of him in my head, but found it very difficult.
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What I wanted was to really see him, and be allowed to touch him at last.
My own little baby boy!
I felt a flutter in my stomach as I remembered the nurse’s words, and
that I might see him tomorrow. I hoped the night would pass quickly.
A few minutes later a little blonde nurse came in. She was quite
pretty, with delicate bone structure. She didn’t look big enough to be
lifting heavy patients around.
“Hello,” she said.
“I’m Di.”
“Hello,” I replied.
“I expect you know who I am.”
It was a feeble attempt at a joke, but she turned and smiled.
“That’s what I like to hear,” she said.
“It won’t get you out of this, though. I’ve come to empty your little
bag.”
“Again?”
“Yes, again. Not to worry. The more the merrier. It’s a good sign. A
very good sign.”
It was the first time someone had given me a hint of reassurance or
approval. In fact, it almost felt like a pat on the back. I warmed to this
nurse at once. Here was someone I could talk to.
“Did you need anything?” Di continued.
“A glass of lager would be nice.”
“Nice try,” she said, smiling.
“Seriously, would it be possible to have some sort of drink?” I asked
hopefully.
“I’m dying for a drink. I don’t know why I’m so thirsty, yet I’m not
hungry. It’s odd.”
Di smiled and pointed at one of the bags above the bedhead.
“Not lager, I’m afraid. Just glucose,” she said.
“But it’s feeding your body. Your mouth and throat probably feel dry
because of the anaesthetic and surgery.”
“So – could I have a drink, please?” I persisted.
Di frowned.
“If you have a proper drink now it could make you sick. You’ve still
got some of the anaesthetic in your body.”
“Please! My throat is so dry, and my lips are burning.”
“Well, all right,” Di relented.
“But only water, and only sips, mind. I’m sure you don’t want to be
sick. No gulping it down in one go.”
When she brought the water into the room, I’m sure I must have
looked like a child from the Third World, clutching the cup eagerly. I
understood just a little now of what they felt. As the cool liquid touched
my lips I began to feel human again.
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All I wanted was to snatch the cup from her hands and drink it all,
but I took a glance at her face. She looked as if she meant business, small
as she was, and I was in no fit state to argue. I did as I was told, and
continued to sip carefully.
After that I managed to take a closer look at myself. I realised
with a shock that I was wearing nothing more than a kind of tabard. It
reminded me of the one I had worn when I had worked at the shoe shop
in Gloucester – but I had worn other clothes under that. Now I probably
had less on me than my baby, and people were walking in and out of here
all the time. Not only that, but some of the other patients seemed to be
men!
I was filled with embarrassment. No-one had ever seen me in such
an undressed state, apart from Terry, and I asked Di whether I could put
on my own nightgown.
Di shook her head and smiled.
“Sorry, Mandy,” she said.
“It can’t be done. We have to put these on our patients because of all
the drips and tubes. They would get caught up in a normal nightgown.
Anyway, it’s easier for the doctors to look at your wound when they
want.”
“Yes, I can understand that,” I replied.
“But surely I could have just a little more modesty?”
“Mandy, you’ve just had a baby. Once you have had a baby you have
no modesty or dignity left. Didn’t you know that! You’re no different
from any other woman, and we’ve seen it all before. Don’t worry about it.
Nobody else will.”
I sat staring at the bedclothes, trying to accept this graciously. I knew
what she meant, but, surely, even after having a child, I could still hang
on to some self-respect.
“Ring the bell if you need me,” Di continued.
“And don’t forget you’re a bit special in here. You’re a first for the
Unit. We often get sick babies in here, but never sick Mums.”
I nodded, too close to tears again to speak.
Di looked at me, and came back to the bed. She put her hand on mine.
“Hey, we’re all friends in here – OK?”
“OK,” I mumbled, and nodded.
Once more I decided that I liked Di. Right now I needed a friend in
here.
*

*

*

After she left I sat silently, listening to the sounds of the monitor, and
idly watching the activity around me.
The place was growing more familiar now, but my mind still seemed
to be full of so many unanswered questions.
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Di had mentioned an operation. It was the first time anyone had said
anything except Terry. He had told me that I had had to have a Caesarean.
Well, that much made sense, as I had felt my labour pains were getting me
nowhere. Perhaps it had been the only way they could get the baby out.
It also accounted for the pain in my stomach now.
However, none of this explained why I was here. Lots of mothers
had Caesarean sections, but they returned to the normal Maternity Ward
afterwards. I knew of none who had come here instead. Terry had
mentioned “mild complications”. I could see that there might have been
complications with the birth itself, but did he mean complications with
me? If so, why was I on a heart monitor? Until now there had been no
mention of heart problems. Was it just routine on this ward? Somehow I
didn’t think so, despite my limited knowledge about Intensive Care Units.
I don’t know why I couldn’t voice these questions to Di or one of the
other nurses. Perhaps I was afraid of the answers. Perhaps I felt that if I
didn’t spell them out, the problems would go away, and I would be left
wondering why I had bothered to work myself up about them. Was this
how people felt when they found a lump?
To my relief, about half an hour later, Terry reappeared. He was
wearing a grin to match the size of Wembley Stadium.
“You look pleased with yourself,” I said, lifting my face eagerly for
his gentle kiss.
“Yes. Well, not pleased with myself, actually – though I don’t know,
when I think about it.”
“You’re not talking sense, Terry.”
“No, I know. No – I’ve just been to see the baby again, and he’s
beautiful. Better than ever.”
I felt the ache in my chest.
“I wish I could see him,” I said.
“Yes, I know, love. I asked the nurse whether you could definitely see
him tomorrow, and she said that you can have him down here for a few
hours, if you feel up to it.”
“I will. I know I will,” I grinned. I was determined that I would!
Terry pulled up a chair and started to tell me again how the baby
looked, but we were distracted by a little buzz of activity behind him.
A young nurse poked her head around the corner, then.
“Are you Mrs Bayliffe?” she asked.
“That’s me,” I replied.
“I’ve got a little present for you,” she said.
I frowned and looked at Terry, but he just continued to grin broadly.
“Hold your hand out then, and close your eyes,” the nurse continued.
“Do I have to?”
“You do if you want your present. Now come on, eyes closed, hand
out.”
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I obliged, feeling like a good child, and I felt her place something light
on to my hand.
“Right. You can open your eyes.”
I did as I was told, and looked down at my hand. A photo of a tiny
baby boy looked back at me. It was the most beautiful baby I had ever
seen. He had piercing blue eyes, and was totally bald, except for a wisp of
fair, golden hair . . .
I clutched it to my chest.
“It is, isn’t it?” I gabbled.
“It’s him – our baby?”
“Well – take a look. There’s a message.” The nurse smiled.
I looked again, and saw that one of the nurses had stuck a little
message to the bottom of the photograph.
It read,
“To my Mummy. Get well soon. Lots and lots of love from Baby.”
I looked at Terry through a blur of tears.
“Oh, Terry. He’s beautiful. Just like you said. But you do realise
something?”
“What’s that, my love?”
“We have to give him a name, don’t we? We can’t have him going
around simply labelled ‘Baby’!”
“Yes, you’re right. What do you think then?”
“I like Daniel. I’ve always said I like Daniel.”
“Yes, I know you have. But I’m not sure. Like I said, it’s got odd
memories for me. Someone with that name once wrote my car off.”
“Oh, Terry! That was ‘Daniels’, anyway – the surname. Don’t you
think Daniel suits him?”
“I have to admit it does.”
“What about Daniel Raymond James?”
Terry knew better than to argue with me when I was in this
enthusiastic mood. He just grinned, and let me have my own way.
“It sounds fine to me.”
Now my baby had not just a face, but a name! Daniel Raymond
James.
I had always wanted to call my first boy Daniel after the song of the
same name by Elton John. It was the only record that I ever really liked,
and I always seemed to be humming it throughout my pregnancy.
Raymond had been Terry’s Dad’s name, and James my Grandad’s.
Neither of them were still around, but they were still missed and loved
so much. Somehow it seemed appropriate and right. I instinctively knew
that they would have been proud for our son to bear their names, and
would have loved him dearly.
I had forgotten for a moment that the nurse was still there. She just
smiled at us patiently.
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“Is that the name you have decided on, then?” she asked.
“Yes, that’s fine,” said Terry. If he was still a trifle reluctant, he hid it
very bravely, I thought.
The nurse leaned over, and very carefully peeled the label off the
photo. She replaced ‘Baby’ with the name ‘Daniel’, so that it read ‘Love
from Daniel’. Then, at the end, she put lots of kisses.
I beamed at her, and thanked her. She would never really know
just what she had done for me, and how much I appreciated the
thoughtfulness of the staff. For ages I sat gazing at that photograph, trying
to remember every last scrap of Daniel. To me it wasn’t just a photograph.
It was like holding the first piece of gold ever found.
I was looking at the little person whom I had felt kicking inside me.
This was the child I had felt growing, day by day, and who had shared that
dreadful ordeal with me. This was the little person who, no matter what
happened would forever hold a very special place in my heart and mind.
Not just because he was my son, but because we had shared a unique
bond – we had gone through so much together so that he could be born,
and so that we could see and touch one another.
I came to with a start, and realised, guiltily, that I had drifted off to
sleep still clutching the photo. Terry was still sitting in his chair. It crossed
my mind how good he looked, and how smart, with his newspaper
perched on his crossed legs.
He heard me stir, and looked up.
“Well, hello,” he said.
“I didn’t realise I was so boring, sending you off to sleep like that.”
“I’m sorry, Terry,” I said.
“You know you’re not boring.”
I looked around me.
“I’ve just realised. Where are Lee and Jaime?”
“Oh, don’t worry,” he said.
“My mother has come down to lend a hand whilst you are in here.
They are with her.”
I nodded, with some relief. The children didn’t see too much if their
grandmother, but at least it was better for them than having to stay around
here for so long. Hospitals were boring places for children – in fact, for
visitors too, I realised guiltily.
When Terry wasn’t looking, I tried to study his face. He still looked
tired, and older. The same drawn look was on his face that I had seen
when he was standing in the window. In fact, he often looked like that
when I opened my eyes to find him there. What was it that was worrying
him, apart from the tiredness which you might expect?
Now that I thought about that, it seemed to me that maybe Terry was
afraid that I might die, might not wake up every time I fell asleep. I would
always glimpse the anxious look on his face just before he smiled, and,
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even though he didn’t say it, the relief and welcome in his voice seemed
to be saying,
“Well, you’ve crossed another hurdle, and you are safe.”
Perhaps I should ask him about it, or would I just be heaping
problems on top of whatever problems he already had? Was it fair to
put Terry on the spot, even though I needed to know myself, when all the
nursing staff were saying nothing?
As it happened, Terry spoke next, and the opportunity was gone for
the time-being.
“I wondered – what do you think about France?” he said, to my utter
surprise.
I managed a chuckle.
“Oh, yes, sure – France, Terry, You do know that right now I probably
couldn’t get to the loo on my own, let alone France!”
Terry just smiled.
“I see you’re getting perky again,” he said.
“No, not you, idiot. Jaime. Had you forgotten that she’s supposed to
be going on the school trip to France soon?”
“Oh, gosh, yes.” I had forgotten for the moment.
“Time’s going on, and I’ve got to get her passport done again. She’s
going to need new photos. The trouble is, I need to go with her to do it all.
She’s been so excited, but what do you think? It’s probably not too late to
cancel.”
I was horrified at that. Poor Jaime. Yes, she was excited, and had
been looking forward to this trip. All her friends were going. There was
no way she must be let down and disappointed now, on my account.
Furthermore, wouldn’t she perhaps resent the baby, and blame him for
it?
“Terry, don’t be silly,” I said.
“She must go. As soon as the visiting times are over, you must go and
get things sorted out for her. Jaime needs this trip.”
“Sure? But wouldn’t you be offended?”
“Why should I be offended? No, honestly. I’m OK, really. We can’t
let her down now.”
“Thanks, Mand.”
Terry hugged me, and before long the visiting hours were over, and
he left to go to town.
*

*

*

Whilst Terry had been with me I had had a growing sense of
discomfort over my tummy. I expected some soreness, but it was steadily
growing worse, so I decided to call a nurse before it got completely out of
hand.
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To my relief, Di came, as I buzzed, and she peeped carefully under
my tabard.
She frowned.
“Well, I can see what the trouble is,” she said.
“The dressing has somehow got caught up, and it has stuck to the
actual wound. I’ll see to it for you.”
She went off to collect a tray of instruments and dressings, and
returned quite quickly. Then she peeled back the white Micropore tape
very carefully, and started to clean the wound.
Every time she wiped it, I could not help but wince. It felt like a hot
knife across my stomach. I braced myself for each stroke, but in the end
I just couldn’t stand it any longer. The tears that had threatened to come
were actually pricking my eyes, and then I felt them rolling down my
cheeks.
“I’m sorry. I always seem to be crying,” I complained, shamefacedly.
“There’s nothing to be sorry about, Mandy. We see lots of tears in
here,” she said, smiling.
“I suppose you do.” I hoped she was telling the truth, anyway.
“We do, I assure you. It’s a funny place to be. It must be quite
frightening, really, to find yourself in here, on top of not feeling very well,
too, of course.”
“You really understand, don’t you?” I replied, gratefully.
“I try, Mandy. It’s what I’m here for. The reason I came nursing.”
She shrugged, as if she didn’t know how important it all was to me.
“Anyway, you have been very brave, so, come on, let the tears out.”
She hugged me, and let me weep my few tears, until I felt better.
I wondered what it was that made a nurse into a good nurse.
I decided it was love.
“OK now? Am I forgiven?” Di said, at last.
“Of course you are,” I smiled, wiping my face.
“And thanks, Di.”
“I expect that’s the first time you’ve actually seen the wound?”
“Yes, it is. It looked as if Zorro and his flashing blade had been across
there!”
“Well done! That’s my Mandy! I might as well take your blood
pressure whilst I am here.”
Di pumped up the cuff, and I wondered, yet again, at the discomfort
that still caused me. Despite the catheter which was draining away my
surplus fluid a there seemed to be as much fluid there as ever. Could it be
that I was still storing it? It didn’t bear the thought.
The rest of the evening passed peacefully, apart from the jumble of
thoughts in my mind. I decided to push them aside for tonight, and
concentrate on what was to happen tomorrow. I was going to see – and
hold – Daniel!
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Somehow I had read that a baby and its mother could not develop
the bond between them if she did not hold the baby immediately after its
birth. I had had no chance to do that. In fact I had missed the moment of
birth altogether, to my regret. Certainly I had had no chance to start the
breastfeeding which I had planned so hopefully and eagerly.
Would the maternal feeling still flow in, once I got to hold him?
And, perhaps more importantly, would he take to me, and the
feeding?
I hoped it was not too late.
No amount of worrying was going to help, I decided, so I sat Daniel’s
photo where I could see it by the bed, and gazed at it until I felt my eyelids
grow heavy.
Dear, beautiful Daniel. Soon I would be able to see you!
It was growing dusk outside the ward windows, but I was soon
bathed in a wonderful sunshine.
I was in a field of long grass and daisies, and I was running around
with a small boy. He laughed as I chased him, and his blond hair caught
in the breeze. In the distance I could see Terry, Lee and Jaime. The
children were on swings, suspended by ropes, and they laughed, too, as
they swung high in the air. They were happy that we were all together.
It was a wonderful dream that I was drifting into, and I was aware of
that.
But, one day, we would be able to make it real.
One day, please God.
Then I drifted into oblivion.
*

*

*

“Mandy?”
Someone was calling my name. It drew me back into reality.
It was morning, and the harsh light of day was streaming through the
windows. A nurse was standing over me with a pot of pills.
“Well, good morning,” she said.
“You’ve had a good sleep. We’ve let you oversleep, but you looked
so peaceful last night.”
“I was,” I agreed. My head was still full of daisies.
The nurse brushed back my hair, and proceeded to take my blood
pressure.
“It’s a big day today, isn’t it?” she said.
“Yes, it is. I’m hoping to see my baby.”
She bundled up the stethoscope and scribbled on my chart.
“Yes, it’s all arranged. Just as soon as the doctor has finished his
rounds.
She smiled, then attended to the urine bags below the bed.
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“I wonder whether I could have a bath?” I asked tentatively.
“I feel so hot and dirty.”
“We’ll give you a blanket bath after breakfast,” the nurse nodded.
“You can’t get out of bed just at present, I’m afraid.”
By 9.30 I was propped up on my pillows, feeling refreshed and wellscrubbed. It was an odd sensation, I reflected, having someone else wash
you, especially your face, for some reason. It never felt quite like it does
when you do it yourself, and some nurses scrubbed more vigorously than
others or sloshed the water around, whilst others left you slightly damp.
Still, it was a good feeling, and one more step towards feeling totally
human again. One successful pit stop!
I glanced at Daniel’s photo for the hundredth time, and wondered
whether he had had his bath, too.
Very soon there were voices outside the door, and I didn’t recognise
them at all. When the door opened I saw three doctors, the gynaecologist
whom I recognised, and another gentleman I did not. He seemed to
be instructing the doctors as they approached the bed, in medical terms
which meant nothing to me, so I presumed that he was some kind of
consultant.
He was a tall, handsome man with glasses and long slender fingers.
He had a gentle sort of face, and a bright sunny smile that made me feel
at once that things were better.
It was a brief moment of exultation indeed, for he destroyed it with
his very first words:
“Good morning, Mrs Bayliffe,” he said.
“I am your cardiologist.”
The hairs stood up on the back of my neck. ‘Cardio’ I knew meant
something to do with the heart. Were my fears about the heart monitor
becoming reality?
The cardiologist seemed unaware of my sense of shock.
“You will be seeing me, from now on, since you are now a heart
patient,” he continued.
“I want to keep a close eye on you, so you will have to be in here for
a little while yet.”
I just opened and closed my mouth, speechless.
He lifted the bottom of the bedclothes then, and pressed hard on my
leg. At first it hurt, but as he released his fingers I was horrified to see
deep holes in my leg. I had felt the fluid there before, but never to this
extent, and my legs were extremely slow in regaining their proper shape
again.
At last, all my fears spilled out of me in words.
“I am so frightened. I don’t know what’s happening to me at all. How
could all of this happen to me almost overnight? How could I be having
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a baby one minute, just like a normal woman, then suddenly be in here,
like this, being seen by a heart doctor?”
I could feel the ever-threatening tears at the back of my eyes, but
refused to let them come in front of all these people.
“I just want to listen to your heart, if you don’t mind,” the cardiologist
continued. I wondered whether he had heard my questions at all, and he
didn’t give me the chance to repeat them. I could hardly speak when he
was listening with his stethoscope.
He listened carefully to my heart, then asked me to turn my head to
the side so that he could see the main artery in my neck.
He then replaced the covers, and held my hand for a few moments
whilst he talked in medical language to the other doctors. I saw a look of
concern pass between him and the gynaecologist, but I seemed to have no
part in the discussion. It might as well have been another language.
Again I tried to ask him what he thought was wrong with me, but he
merely smiled and patted me on the hand.
“Don’t worry yourself about any of that just at present,” he said,
kindly.
“You just concentrate on getting yourself well again.”
His face brightened.
“I hear that you are going to have a little visitor this morning? You
must be looking forward to seeing the baby?’
In my eagerness to see Daniel I smiled and nodded, but I realised
suddenly that, in doing so, I had lost my chance.
I had allowed them the opportunity to change the subject.
The doctors left the bed then, and I heard the cardiologist tell the
nurse that I was indeed still retaining water. He said I was to be put on a
fluid chart, and that every drop of liquid that went in and out of my body
must be measured and recorded there.
Well, that was something, I supposed, sadly. At least now I may be
able to have a proper drink instead of the endless mouthwashes and sips.
It seemed to me that the cardiologist had been deliberately avoiding
the issue. In fact, I realised, he wasn’t the only one doing it. Every time I
managed to string together a few leading questions, everyone seemed to
be in a hurry, or changed the subject. Since this man WAS a cardiologist,
then it seemed pretty certain now that I had some kind of heart problem,
I thought, but what, how bad, and why, were still a mystery to me. The
very fact that they told me so little terrified me. If they had nothing bad
to hide, then why weren’t they saying so, so that I could put my mind at
rest?
I began to feel alone and frightened again, as, in the back of my mind I
had this constant, nagging feeling. Trying to recall every word the doctors
had said, and analysing them, did little to help. I had picked up the term
“myocardial infarction”, and this stuck in my mind, as medical terms so
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often did. However, I had no idea what it meant, and what its implications
might be to me.
As it happened, there was little time for me to browse over these
worries, as I suddenly heard Terry’s voice in the corridor.
He stepped through the doorway with a smile that stretched from
ear to ear, followed by a nurse, and he jokingly made his formal
announcement:
“Mrs Bayliffe, meet your little son, Daniel!”
As he stepped aside, I could see that the nurse was pushing a little
plastic cot.
I just had time to glimpse the mound of blanket, and the hint of pink
skin and golden wispy hair, before the tears flooded out and blurred my
vision.
Judging by the sniffing around me, I was not alone in my tears of joy.
Even a couple of nurses joined in with me at this very special moment.
Terry picked the little bundle of yellow waffle blanket out of the cot,
and laid it carefully in my arms. I could hardly bear to look, but, when I
did, I saw that he was as beautiful as I had known.
He snuggled in towards me with his little snub nose and delicate
eyelashes, and all at once I knew I was lost. Suddenly I was a mother
in every sense of the word, and I knew that I would go through hell and
high water to love and protect this child. The bond which I had been so
afraid of losing was instantly there between us, and we were almost one
person again.
As I held the warm little body to me, a little sniffle came from inside
the blanket.
For the first time, the nurse who had brought him with Terry spoke.
“We haven’t fed him yet. We thought you might like to do it
yourself,” she said.
A sense of happiness and anticipation flooded through me.
“Oh, yes. I’d love to. Did you bring a bottle?” I asked eagerly.
The nurse just stood there, smiling.
“Don’t you want to breastfeed him, then? You put it on your forms
that you would like to do,” she replied.
“Can I? Is it allowed?”
I couldn’t believe it.
“Yes, of course. Do you want to try now?”
It was allowed – but could I? We had been separated for so long now,
and Daniel had been taking a bottle. Would I actually have any milk to
offer him, and would he accept me after so long?
The urge to try was strong, and I stifled my anxieties, and pulled
Daniel carefully towards me.
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To my joy, after a couple more sniffles and shakes of his little head,
he latched on to me with his little soft mouth, just as if he had never been
away from me.
I simply sat there with Daniel sucking hungrily at me, and tears of joy
flowing down my face. Terry sat with one arm around me. What an odd
photo we would have made.
It was then that I realised for the first time that this had been the one
thing that had been missing from my life. I loved Jaime and Lee as if they
had always been my own, but this was the one thing that had eluded me
for such a long time.
It felt so very good.
I was now totally fulfilled. I was a Mother.
After a few minutes a midwife popped her head around the door, and
asked how I was getting on with the feeding. She came to check, though
my smile must have told her everything, and she pronounced us good.
Then she said that she would leave us in peace for a while. Daniel was
as good as gold. He seemed to take to breast milk very easily, and I was
so happy to be feeding him in this way. At last I was doing something for
him – something very important at that! I know that many mothers dislike
the thought of breastfeeding their children, but to me it was magical. The
closeness of my little baby made me feel complete.
All thoughts of the cardiologist and what he had told me vanished
from my mind, and it didn’t even cross my mind to tell Terry what he had
said.
All I was interested in at that moment was the closeness of the three
of us – Daniel, Terry, and me.
I held Daniel until he had finished feeding, and then gave him to
Terry to bring up his wind. The drips in my arms made it difficult to do
that myself.
“You’re going to have to get used to this, Terry, you know,” I said.
“I’ve worked out a rota, for when I come home, and you seem to get
the night shift.”
Terry just took Daniel, grinned and said nothing.
*

*

*

The staff told me that I was going to be able to have Daniel until 8pm.
It sounded a long time, but I felt it was not. I hoped it would not pass too
quickly, and I was only too aware of the time ticking by relentlessly.
Terry went home at lunchtime, leaving me with Daniel. It was lovely
to think that I was no longer alone. It made the Intensive Care Unit seem
a lot less daunting, just to have that little cot and that little person by me.
I felt we were resuming some small degree of normality.
Later, Terry returned, bringing his mother to see that baby, and also
Lee and Jaime. At least, I assumed he had brought both children, though I
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could not see Lee at first. Then I spotted him, lurking outside the doorway,
and chewing his thumb nervously.
He was terrified to come into the room, and when we looked around
us, we could understand why. I was wired up for all the world like
Frankenstein’s monster, and so was every other patient he had to pass.
Goodness knows what was going through his young mind. Probably
he was terrified that there would be one great flash of lightning, and all
hell would break loose!
Terry went to speak to a nurse, and asked her whether she could
disguise my wires at all. She was very good about it, tucking tubes
behind the pillows, and pulling the covers down hard to hide the bag
and catheter.
After that, Lee came very warily and reluctantly through the door,
and managed to look at his new baby brother.
I was so thrilled and proud, sitting there showing off my newborn
son to anyone who would look. The nurses were almost worse than me.
They kept appearing every few minutes to take another peep at Daniel,
and tell me how beautiful he was.
Jaime was not so daunted by the Unit and its machinery. She looked
around her, taking it all in, and she looked long and hard into the cot and
at Daniel. I was so pleased at that. I badly wanted her and Lee to be happy
about this baby, and not to feel that they were any less important to me
now.
It was good to be back together as a family, however briefly, and I
tried to make the most of it. My breasts were beginning to feel a bit sore,
and I could tell that they were filling with more and more milk. I was glad
to lighten the load every so often, and at least this was a pleasant way of
doing it.
Typically, the day seemed to fly past. I wanted to spend every minute
of my time with my baby, but it passed too quickly, At eight o’clock
prompt a nurse popped her head around the door, and I knew why she
had come.
“I’m afraid I have to . . . ”
“I know. You’ve come to take Daniel.”
“Sorry,” she said, seeming genuinely to understand.
“He’ll sleep most of the night now. You can have him back again in
the morning. Have a good rest yourself.”
She gently took Daniel from my arms.
I could no more have replied at that point than climbed Mount
Everest, because Danny started to cry.
Every inch, every nerve in my body yearned to take him back and
to comfort him, but I could not. Instead I had to watch through a veil of
tears as the nurse passed my window, pushing Danny’s little cot in front
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of her. I felt as if someone had just torn me down the middle. Part of me
was gone.
Terry and Jaime, bless them, tried to comfort me, and repeated what
the nurse had said. It wouldn’t be long before I could have Daniel back.
Inside, all I wanted to do was to hurry the night through and get it over
with, so that I could have that lovely little baby snuggle up to me again.
After I had composed myself and dried my tears, I looked at Lee and
Jaime. What must they think of me?
“Sorry,” I said.
“What a fuss for a grown woman to make, eh?”
“s’all right,” Jaime shrugged.
“I reckon I’d cry if I had such a gorgeous little baby and someone took
him away.”
I hugged Jaime and remembered how much I loved her and Lee.
“Anyway, never mind me. Did you get your passport and photos
sorted?” I said to Jaime.
Her eyes lit up with a new light, and she grinned her old infectious
grin.
“Yes, we did. It’s all sorted. I can’t wait to go now!”
“Good,” I said.
Jaime looked at me.
“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean . . . you know, anything about you and
Daniel.”
“Shut up, soppy. I know what you mean,” I teased.
“You go off and have a great time, Jaime, when the time comes. You
deserve it. I shall want to hear all about it.”
“Yeah. Well, it will be great.”
Jaime launched into an account of just about every item that she and
her friends were packing, and what they intended to do.
As she chattered, I caught sight of Terry’s face. He was smiling at
our friendly, loving banter, but once again I detected the lines on his face.
He looked tired, drawn, and either worried or unhappy about something.
An uncomfortable niggling feeling stirred inside me. Something was still
troubling Terry.
“Are you all right, Terry? Is anything wrong?” I ventured.
“No – no. I’m fine. You just look a little pale. i haven’t asked you –
how are you feeling now, Mandy?”
“I still feel very weak for some reason, but right now I don’t care,
Terry. I’ve been on Cloud Nine all day.’
“Yes, it’s been good, hasn’t it?”
Terry flashed me a weak attempt at his old, warm smile, and, if I
hadn’t been so contented and bemused right then, I would have pursued
the matter.
He wasn’t fooling anyone.
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The excitement and sheer joy of having Daniel and Terry with me all
day must have taken its toll. No sooner had they all said ‘Goodbye’ to
me than I fell asleep, too tired even to turn off the bedside light. After
a couple of hours’ wonderful, deep sleep, movements disturbed me. A
nurse had arrived to do the routine check on my temperature, pulse and
blood pressure.
“Sorry to disturb you, but I need you to take some tablets as well,”
she murmured.
My tummy was tingling, and when I mentioned this, the nurse
checked my urine bags. Both were very full, so she put the clamps on
the catheter whilst she emptied them.
Again I drifted into a long sleep, but this time it was not so peaceful.
Every so often I woke, feeling that something was not quite right.
At the back of my mind I had a premonition that they were not telling
me the whole truth, and soon I would be in for an unpleasant shock. Every
instinct in my body told that these so-called “mild complications” were
rather more than that.
I was now a mother in my own right.
Why wouldn’t they treat me as an adult and tell me the whole story?
*

*

*

Next morning I woke up quite late again, to the familiar sounds of
the blood pressure machine and the tightening of the cuff around my arm.
“What time is it?” I asked the nurse.
“About nine,” she replied.
“And the doctors will be around soon. So, it’s a quick blanket bath
and hair brushing for you. Must have you looking your best for the doctor,
and for your hubby and baby.”
I suddenly remembered, during my blanket bath, that I had asked
Terry to be with me next time the doctor came around. True to his word,
Terry popped his head round the doorway as my hair was being brushed.
He wore a broad smile, and was clutching a handful of ‘Get Well’ cards
from friends and relatives.
I fell on them eagerly, and began opening them up and reading the
messages, savouring the baby cards with their blue ribbons and little
teddies and rabbits. This was a new experience for me, and one I loved!
I didn’t reach the end of them just then. There were voices in the
corridor, and, as I lowered the card I was reading, I saw the cardiologist,
gynaecologist and a group of student doctors already at the foot of my
bed.
The nurse took a step towards Terry, and spoke quietly.
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“I wonder whether you could step outside just for a minute, Mr
Bayliffe?” she said.
“No!” I almost shouted. I put my hand out as best as I could to stop
Terry.
“I asked him to come. I’d like him to be here when you see me. If
you’ve anything to tell me, I want my husband to hear it, too.”
The consultant raised no objection. He nodded, and held out a hand
for Terry to shake. As he did so, I noticed again how long and slender his
fingers were.
“Pleased to meet you, Mr Bayliffe,” he said.
“Yes, pleased to meet you,” Terry replied.
The cardiologist took the chart from the foot of my bed and looked at
it thoughtfully.
“How are you feeling, Mrs Bayliffe?”
“Not too bad, thank you, “ I replied.
“All the better for seeing your baby son, I suppose,” he smiled.
I returned his smile, remembering that I would soon see Daniel again,
once all this was over.
Again the doctor asked to examine me, and pulled back the bottom
of the sheets. He pressed his fingers into my skin. I watched as, again,
the holes appeared. They didn’t seem quite so bad to me as they had the
previous time, but I couldn’t help seeing the look of concern pass over
Terry’s face. I realised that he hadn’t seen that before, not to this extent.
Even so, when he caught me watching him, he tried to put on his usual
smile.
The cardiologist finished his prodding, and then stood up to speak to
us.
“We can’t quite decide whether we should put you on the Medical or
Surgical side of the Unit,” he said.
“But we have decided for now on the Medical side. It’s officially the
Coronary Care Unit. Right?”
Again I opened my mouth to ask the questions which plagued
me, and again he robbed me of my opportunity be beginning a heated
examination of my pulse and neck arteries. He turned my head from side
to side, and I thought that I now knew how the dogs at Crufts might feel,
putting on a display for everyone else to see. If only that’s all this was
– a modelling session. Somehow I didn’t feel there were going to be any
rosettes at the end of it.
Then all the doctors, including the gynaecologist, listened to my
heartbeat. There was no point in speaking whilst they were concentrating
on doing that.
As they finished, I summoned up all my failing courage, but it was
too late. I watched helplessly as they moved away to a corner of the
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room, and stood discussing their findings and plans in their own medical
language again.
Terry and I were left looking at one another in disappointment and
dismay.
“Excuse me,” Terry interrupted.
“But can you tell me exactly what has happened to my wife?”
“There were complications during the birth of your baby. We’ll have
to take some blood, and run some tests, to insure that this doesn’t happen
again.”
That was all the sense and information that they seemed willing to
provide.
Terry and I seemed to shrink back into our little shells again,
bewildered and afraid, feeling like very small cogs in the medical
machinery. We had hoped that today we might have all our answers, and
perhaps some reassurance.
Before we knew it, they had left the room, and I never did see the
gynaecologist again.
Terry was angry, and I was upset. I was hurt and frustrated. I hated
these medical examinations, especially with so many doctors present,
watching, but I had submitted to this one more willingly than most in
the hope that today we would achieve something.
Instead I felt that I had shown all I had to the world and his wife, only
to receive nothing in return by way of an explanation.
*

*

*

Di, as observant as ever, had been watching my face fall. She came
over to stand by Terry and me, and gave us an apologetic smile.
“They are always like that,” she assured us.
“They talk in long words that patients couldn’t hope to understand.
But don’t worry. As soon as they have worked out exactly what is
happening, and what is to be done, they will have a talk with you. You
can rest assured he is a brilliant doctor, and you are in the best possible
hands, if that’s any consolation.”
“I hope you’re right, Di. I can’t take much more of this,” I replied.
Di patted my pillows and smiled again.
“What about this baby, then? Wouldn’t you like to see him?”
I felt the light coming back into my life.
“You can go and fetch him in his cot, if you wouldn’t mind doing it,
Mr Bayliffe?”
Naturally Terry didn’t mind at all. By the time he came back, pushing
the little cot, he had regained some of his spirit. He also had Jaime and Lee
behind him, wearing grins that stretched from ear to ear.
Jaime sat on the bed as I fed Danny, and I reflected how well it was
working out. Neither of them seemed shocked to see me breastfeeding.
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They seemed to take it all in their strides, as though it were the most
natural thing in the world. Of course it is, but I hadn’t known whether
they would see it that way, too.
I had it firmly in my head that it was Friday, and might have
continued with that belief if Terry hadn’t brought in another newspaper.
He had laid it on the bed. I picked it up, and glanced at it casually whilst
Danny was feeding.
The date on it was the 11th of July.
It took me completely by surprise, and I couldn’t understand. Danny
had been born on the 6th of July, so that would make it – five days?
“The 11th of July?” I asked Terry, a note of frustration in my voice.
“The 11th? That would mean I have been in here for five days. That’s
never right . . . ?”
Terry shook his head.
“I’m afraid so, Mandy. Yes, it has been five days.”
“But – a lot of women go home after five days, or even two. I’m not
even out of bed yet. I haven’t even got rid of all these things.
I lifted my arms with their drips and tubes and pointed at the
electrodes on my chest and the catheter.
Terry looked as sad as I felt at that point.
“Don’t you remember any of it, Mandy?” he asked hoarsely.
“I suppose I do remember – well, some of it,” I supplied.
“But the days tend to get jumbled up. You lose all sense of time in
here. I suppose sometimes I have dozed off, and woken up thinking that
the sunshine meant it was still afternoon, when perhaps it has been the
next morning. Another day. Oh, dear . . . ”
Terry patted my hand.
“It’ll all come right, Mandy. Let’s hope it will be soon.”
“Yes.”
There didn’t seem much I could do. I looked down at Daniel,
snuggled peacefully against me, and thought that I must keep calm for
his sake – and for Terry, Lee and Jaime’s, too. Didn’t worry or other bad
emotions spoil the flow of milk, and affect the baby?
I sat back, and made my mind up that I would enjoy the rest of the
day.
*

*

*

The next day I woke up to the sound of merry chatter in the corridor.
It was a lovely sound, as, apart from when Daniel arrived, the Unit always
seemed so grave.
This morning they were saying ‘Goodbye’ to one of their long-term
patients. He was being moved to another ward as he had improved.
The nurse came in as soon as she realised I was awake.
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“Good morning.” she said.
“Well, it’s all happening today.”
“Is it? What do you mean?” I asked, afraid to hope.
“Well, first and foremost, we may be able to take out that catheter
today. You’ve had it in quite long enough now. I’m sure you’ll be glad to
get rid of it?”
“Oh, will I just.”
I felt the relief rush to my heart. It might seem a strange thing, but
that little bit of information gave me such a boost. I felt much happier at
the thought of being able to control my own bladder. To many people,
that might seem an unimportant little inconvenience, but to me it was
not. When all control of your body has been taken out of your hands,
something like getting back control of your waterworks feels like getting
back a little bit of life.
The nurse had taken my blood pressure as usual, and was reaching
in the locker for my sponge bag.
“We’re going to give you a blanket bath now,” she said.
“We must have you looking lovely for that little boy of yours. You’ve
got a million and one friends too, threatening to descend on you now you
feel a little bit better.”
“Really? Oh, good!”
This was good news indeed – progress, surely. I couldn’t wait to tell
Terry.
Shortly, I heard voices in the corridor, and Terry came in with the
children. I peered eagerly for the little plastic cot which was usually hot
on his heels, but it was nowhere to be seen.
Terry obviously noticed my concern.
“It’s all right, Mand,” he said, stepping forward to kiss me.
“Danny wasn’t quite ready when I went up to fetch him from
Maternity. They said they will bring him down as soon as he is ready.
Well, perhaps it wasn’t a bad idea, if I was to be fair, I thought sadly.
It would give us – Terry, Lee, Jaime and myself – a little time together
without the baby. That might be important to the children.
They looked good. Terry was keeping them nice, I thought, though,
of course, Jaime was approaching her teenage years by now. She was quite
independent, and quite a young lady, young as she was.
She sat on the end of my bed with a grin from ear to ear, telling me all
about her planned trip to France, and what she was going to do with her
friends when they were over there. It was good that she was still going
ahead with this trip. I was glad we hadn’t been hasty enough to cancel it.
“Do you know?” Jaime said, over and over again, in the midst of all
her excited talk of France.
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“Do you know? I’m so glad we were here the night that Daniel was
born, even though Lee and I were shattered. Just think, I might have
missed him if he had been born later, when I was away.”
Her chatter was incessant, and she held my attention for ages. When
at last I turned to talk to Lee at greater length, I found he had gone.
“Oh, Terry, have I upset him? I wasn’t ignoring him,” I said.
“No. It was nothing like that, Mandy. He’s having an awful lot of
trouble coping with all these wires and tubes. In fact, he’s had a lousy
night, having nightmares. He’s been very upset.”
“Oh, poor Lee.”
I wanted to wrap my arms around him and make things right. But it
was too late. Lee had already made his escape.
“Has he . . . did he . . . run off?”
“No, I took him out whilst you were talking. He’s gone to play
outside. It seemed the best thing to do. I could see his face working,
and all the panic building up again.”
Poor Lee. I wanted to see and hold him so much, and I hoped he was
all right, playing on his own. Still, as Terry said, it was for the best if all
this was having such a profound effect on him.
Very soon after Lee left there was a lot of noise from the corridor. I
listened in case it had anything to do with Lee, but smiled as I heard the
voices:
“Who’s a beauty, then? Your Mummy is a lucky girl to have a lovely
baby like you, isn’t she?”
Daniel was making his grand entrance.
I watched as his entourage bent there, cooing and gurgling at a totally
unimpressed Daniel. He just lay there in his cot, looking at them as though
they were all totally and completely mad! Typical male, I thought!
Danny looked so tiny in his little clothes, and he was very quiet and
peaceful. I was tempted to pick him up at once, but decided to leave him
for a moment.
Jaime peeped over the side of the cot at him, and came out with a
small brown envelope.
The letter was addressed to Terry.
“Oh, it’s yours”, I said.
Terry grinned.
“Well, I know it says that, but I thought you ought to open it,” he
said.
I tore open the envelope and found a letter inside. It had been written
by one of the nurses there, and it filled my heart with pride and joy. It was
written on a paper hand towel, and this is what it read:
“To my darling Daddy.
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Auntie Jane says I have been a very good baby, and she has given me
loads of cuddles, but I have been a bit sick on my Baby-Gro. Could you
please bring in some more tomorrow?
Lots of love and kisses,
Baby Daniel.”
This was one of four letters that were sent to either Terry or me during
the time I was in the Intensive Care Unit. With each one came a lump in
the back of my throat, not just because the letters were addressed to me
from Daniel, but because someone had taken the time and care to write
the words on the paper. They probably never realised just how much they
gave me an inner strength, and the determination to carry on, regardless
of my circumstances at the time.
I was on Cloud Nine each time that Daniel came through the door,
and, each time, there on top of the blankets, was a letter. I realised how
good the Maternity staff were to do this for me, and I felt happy that
they were obviously taking such good care of Daniel. Sometimes I even
wondered whether they were trying to compensate mean some small way
for all that I had lost that night on the Maternity Ward: the night that
my son came into the world, but the old, happy-go-lucky Mandy Bayliffe
died.
I managed to talk to one of the nurses about Daniel’s feeding habits.
She reassured me that everything was well, and said I had persevered
very well with the breastfeeding. Then she went on to say,
“You two make a good team. Everyone has nicknamed you the ‘A
Team’.”
Nobody knew what this comment really meant to me. I felt that
Daniel and I had something very special that was just between us two.
As always, the day passed more quickly with Daniel and family by
me. Soon light blended into darkness, and then back into light, so I knew
it must be another day.
The nurse came to take the daily blood test which the cardiologist had
ordered.
“The cardiologist is on his way to see you,” she said. She pulled out
the needle, and pressed a dressing on to the vein.
“Just hold that for a little while, until it stops bleeding, will you? I
expect you know what to do by now.”
“Is he coming for anything special, or is this just routine?” I asked
her.
“Oh, he’s due to do a round, but he MAY be going to allow you to
come off the machines and catheters.”
“Oh, wonderful! I hope so,” I breathed.
At nine thirty sharp I heard the doctors talking in the corridor, as
usual. I tried to keep calm, because I was developing a mounting sense of
frustration and anger at this routine. Often I would hear my name, and
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know that they were discussing my case. It annoyed me that this was
always done where they thought they were out of earshot.
This was my body, and my life. I was surely entitled to know
everything that had happened and was still happening to it.
The doctors came in and proceeded to carry out their usual
examination. I decided to take a chance, and addressed the cardiologist.
“When do you think I can go home?” I asked, shaking inside me.
To my disappointment he didn’t smile, or give me any
encouragement.
“I’m afraid we can’t possibly send you straight home from Intensive
Care,” he said.
“What we may do is transfer you back to the Maternity Wing in the
next few days.”
My heart sank. I felt right then as if it were the last place I wanted to
be, despite Daniel being there. I had too many bad memories of the pain
and fear I had felt there, and they all came flooding back to me.
It was where my nightmare had begun, and now I might have to go
back to it again.

5
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After three long weeks of constant monitoring and nursing, the doctors
decided the time had come for me to make that transfer. I was parted
from my machines, wires and tubes.
No less than 27 litres of fluid had been taken from my body, over and
above my normal input/output flow.
I did a little maths. Twenty seven litres was equivalent to 50.625 pints,
or 6.328 gallons. It was enough to fill our bucket at home three-and-a-half
times, or, if it had been petrol, it would have taken us over 190 miles! No
wonder I had felt so uncomfortable!
A nurse began packing my few clothes and belongings into a bag.
“There will be a porter down in a few minutes. He’ll take you to the
other ward,” she said.
The “few minutes” proved to be half an hour, but, for once, I didn’t
mind the wait. As I sat there, I had time to take in my surroundings for
the last time, and remember all the nurses’ quiet patience and work. They
had done so much for me, brought me through whatever it was, and taken
good care of me.
There was more to it than that. They had become my friends, and
they had given me so much other support and encouragement. I wished I
could take them with me to me new ward.
As I looked at Di, I felt tears at the back of my eyes. When she caught
my eye I could see that she had a trace of moisture in her own eyes, too.
We hugged one another, and I felt I was losing so much.
“Well, I hope we don’t see you again, Mandy Bayliffe,” she sniffed.
“Thanks a bunch,” I tried to joke.
“You know what I mean, Mandy,” she grinned, giving me another
brief hug.
“I’d love to see you any time at all, but – not on a stretcher, eh?”
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“No!” I grinned.
“Next time I see you I shall run down this corridor!”
“Think on that you do.”
She turned away, dabbing at her eyes.
*

*

*

I was wrapped up really well as I was wheeled down the corridors
towards the Maternity Wing. My heart leapt into my mouth as I saw the
sign above the door expressing a welcome to Mothers- and Fathers-to-be.
Memories of my bad experiences there came flashing through my
mind. It seemed as if the Porter sensed my apprehension, for he stopped
the chair for a second.
“Are you all right?” he asked.
I couldn’t expect him to understand, so I just gave him a flash of a
smile, and hoped it was convincing.
“Yes, I’m fine, thanks,” I replied.
We went through the big double doors into the Maternity Wing, and
I soon discovered I had a reception committee. A barrage of nurses stood
there, bidding me a warm welcome. Many of them seemed glad to see me
again, and, of course, some had been caring for Daniel, so I already knew
them. I wondered whether any of the others were wary of me after my
past encounters with them in the Labour Ward.
It really was a very hot Summer. The Maternity Wing was situated in
a kind of valley, which meant that there was little air circulating around
the rooms. I was still slightly overweight with water, and puffy, and the
room was only about eight feet by nine. I felt like Pharaoh in his tomb.
A nurse followed me into the room, to help unpack my belongings.
“Gosh, it’s hot,” I said to her.
“I don’t suppose there is any chance at all that you might have an
electric fan I could try? That is, only if you have one to spare, and I
wouldn’t be taking it off someone else.” It occurred to me that anyone
in labour might just be in more need of a fan than me on a hot day like
that.
“I’ll see what I can do.”
The nurse bustled from the room, and was soon back with the biggest
electric fan I had ever seen clutched in her hand.
She beamed at me.
“Is this one big enough, Mandy?”
Terry had arrived by this time, and just sat grinning silently at us
both.
The fan was wonderful, and helped so much. Then, as the hot
sun slowly turned into a humid evening, the draught from the fan was
accompanied by a hint of refreshing breeze from the open window.
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As I fed Daniel, with Terry sitting there smiling at me, I suddenly
felt happy and contented with my little lot at that time. Everything was
beginning to take shape and get back to normal, or so I thought.
I was blissfully unaware of what the future was going to bring, and
what problems lay ahead of me on the road of life.
For those few days in the Maternity Wing I was as happy as any other
mother in there. Yet I was soon to hear some news that was to shatter all
my happy thoughts, and all the dreams that I had planned for the future.
Soon there would be only anger and hatred, and a fight for my own very
survival.
Living in that tiny room seemed almost normal, but then nothing
was normal for me any more, and perhaps I was becoming a little
“institutionalised”. It is something that can happen very quickly. A
hospital is a complete world, where people eat, sleep, wake up again, live
and die. It is complete right down to newspaper deliveries and post, and
its own kitchens. There is no need to pay bills, or wash dishes. Very soon it
becomes difficult to visualise the other world outside, and any problems
in the country barely seem to touch you. But for newspapers, visitors
and television, there could be another World War, but you wouldn’t know
about it.
I still couldn’t shake off the feeling that something was troubling
Terry, and that he was keeping it to himself deliberately. Certainly the
hospital staff had still not spelled out for me my reasons for being like
this, or how soon I could expect to be normal. Gradually it occurred to me
that perhaps the reason they didn’t tell me was that they didn’t expect I
WOULD be normal. Bit by bit my suspicions increased that Terry knew
more than he was saying.
Day after day I pestered him for more information.
“Do you know what happened, Terry?”
“What is wrong with me?”
“Why are you so quiet, and do you look so worried?” and
“If you DON’T know, as you say, then will you please ask the staff?”
He always shied away from that one, and over the days I could see
that he was growing weary of this conversation.
At last, one day, both of us ran out of patience with it.
“For God’s sake, Mandy. I didn’t want to tell you yet,” Terry said.
“But I met a Theatre Sister on the stairs after Daniel was born. She had
been there when he was born. She said how sorry she was how things had
turned out, and that they had nearly – lost you . . . ”
He hesitated.
I sat bolt upright, feeling my nerves would snap.
“What on earth does that mean? What do you mean – lost me?” I
demanded.
“Your – your heart stopped. Twice. They had to resuscitate you.”
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“My . . . heart . . . ”
Now I understood the heart monitor. I sank back into the pillows
momentarily, trying to take it in. For once in my life I was totally
speechless.
Then I became filled with a tremendous feeling of sadness and fear. I
sat there in that little room, sobbing my heart out. I was terrified of what
was to come next, and was only too aware that most heart attack patients
are susceptible to another. For all I knew, the next might be fatal.
Terry came across to the bed, and knelt down with his arms around
me. We seemed to stay like that for ages, and I felt that secretly he was
as afraid as I was. Yet he tried hard not to show it, in case it panicked me
further.
“Why didn’t they tell me, Terry?” I sobbed.
“Why hide the truth? They were lying when they said there were
only mild complications. There was nothing mild about what happened
to me. Didn’t they think I was big enough to understand it? I’m not a
child, dammit!”
The anger exploded out of me.
It was obvious that they had still not told us all the details Of what
happened in the delivery suite and the operating theatre. Yet this was MY
body! I had a right to know.
As I worked through my grief and shock, my tears were at first for
me, and for poor Danny. Very quickly they turned to tears of anger and
bitterness. Why, even Terry had kept what little he knew from me! He had
betrayed me!
“How could you?” I yelled, turning on him so suddenly that he
moved away, startled. I could fairly feel the sparks shooting from my
eyes.
“You are no better than they are, Terry! You have led me on all this
time, letting me think it might be nothing – just a passing phase. It won’t
pass, will it? I won’t ever feel safe again. How could you keep something
so important from me? This is my body, and I want to know what is
happening to it. It’s my life, Terry! I’ve only got one life . . . ”
I became racked with terrified sobs. I could see no future at all just
then, just a black, blank wall in front of me.
“Mandy, I didn’t think . . . ”
“No, you didn’t think!” I interrupted.
“It wasn’t as if all you were hiding was the fact that you had spent
too much on shopping that week, or the cat had had an accident on my
best sheepskin rug. No! It was just a little matter of my life hanging in the
balance that night.”
I glared at him.
“Well? Was it so unimportant to you?”
I watched Terry’s face crumple.
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“God, Mandy. You know that’s not true.”
He caught hold of my hand. I had a vicious urge to tear it away from
him, and yet, I realised deep down, it was Terry I needed most right now.
I left my hand where it was, though it felt still and heavy on the bed.
“Mandy, love. Listen to me. Do you honestly think it’s been easy for
me, keeping that to myself all this time? Of course it hasn’t. We normally
share everything. But you – you were so really poorly at first in Intensive
Care. I didn’t think you were well enough to take it. I was terrified it
might – well, tip the scales against you. I think that’s what the nurses felt,
too. Mandy, I didn’t want to lose you . . . ”
He could say no more, and I could see he was genuinely distressed.
A little part of me went out to him, and I squeezed his hand.
“All right, Terry. All right. I accept that much.” I tried to speak more
calmly and quietly.
“But couldn’t you have told me after the first few days, once I seemed
better?”
“The longer it went, the harder it got, Mandy. There never seemed
a right time. Anyway, I knew you would want answers – would want to
know what happens next, and I don’t know that, Mand. No more than
you do.”
“So, what else DO you know?”
“I only know what I saw with my own eyes before you went to
Theatre, and then it was all taken out of my hands. You were having more
and more pain, and getting nowhere. Then you seemed to go quieter and
quieter, until I could see you weren’t just asleep. You COULDN’T answer
me or respond to anything. Then I saw the numbers on the blood pressure
machine were dropping. At first the nurse said it was faulty, but she went
for a portable machine to check. It seemed ages. You were so grey, and
almost dead when she eventually came back and realised just how bad
you were. After that it all started happening, and they rushed you to
Theatre.”
“You must have been frightened?”
“I really thought I’d lost you, Mandy.”
My mind was trying to see it all, and how Terry must have felt. Now
I knew why I had felt so ill. It hadn’t just been labour pains, but I had been
ill, too with my heart. No wonder it was all so unbearable. Yet I had been
told to grow up and not make a fuss!
All the anger returned to me with a force. This time it was not
directed at poor Terry any more. He had probably saved my life that night,
when he was so observant and quick to call the nurse.
No, now my anger was directed at the hospital staff. My God, how I
hated them!
I tried not to feel such anger, but it seemed to take me over. I was
shaking at first with the anger and the fear together. Even after the initial
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shock had worn off, I was not able to shake it off at all. I became sullen
and suspicious. No-one treated me like that and got away with it!
Every nurse who came in through the door after that was treated to a
scowl rather than the usual sunny smile.
“Don’t Mandy, please. It doesn’t help,” Terry said, repeatedly.
“Would it really have helped you to fight?”
“It might have done. I’ll never know,” I would retort.
“But, what was it that made you fight most of all:
gave you the most strength? Wasn’t it Danny here?”
“Ye-e-es.” I had to admit that.
“Then, would it have helped?”
“It might!” I would say, and would retreat back into my shell again.
Inside that shell I could shut the world out a little. It was a fractionally
safer place to be.
Probably I was not nice to know right then, but no-one could have
possibly understood the depth of my anger, disappointment and shock.
Every time a nurse brought anything in for me, or asked how I was feeling,
I was suspicious of her motives. Every time one of them spoke softly to
me, I suspected they were treading on eggshells or pitying me.
I hated the fact that every one of them had known about it before me,
and yet no-one had had the guts to tell me outright what had happened. I
felt I had been taken for a fool, and all I could see in their smiles was pity,
or sympathy. I no longer trusted them or felt that they genuinely cared.
There were many times when all I wanted to do was to feel part of that
special group termed “motherhood”. I wanted so desperately to be with
the other new mothers, making friends, comparing notes and plans, and
admiring one another’s babies. I wanted them to see my very beautiful
baby, too, and admire him. Instead I was denied that privilege and special
bond with others.
I used to wonder whether any of the other mothers at all was
imprisoned in an eight foot square room, with chipped magnolia walls
and gaudy orange curtains. I knew every loose thread on those curtains,
and every mark and indentation on the walls. If nothing else, I thought, it
should deter me from a life of crime, if this was how it felt to be in solitary
confinement.
Sometimes I would hear the door to the ward open, and could hear
the babies crying, and the mothers chatting merrily away – usually baby
talk or snippets about their families.
I wanted to cry out:
“Yes, I’ve got a baby, too. And don’t you want to hear about my
family? They are just as important.”
I became desperately lonely, along with my fear and resentment. I
used to lie on the bed thinking that perhaps someone would pop her head
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round the door, or the nurses would say, ‘Go and have a chat with that
new Mum in Room Three.’
It never happened.
Despite my anger towards them, I knew that the nurses were, really,
kind and pleasant. However, they were no substitute for talking to
another new Mum and feeling that I was part of it all, and reasonably
normal.
All I could do was sit gazing at my precious Daniel, lying there fast
asleep in his cot with his little fist closed so tightly. A huge lump would
rise in my throat.
“Oh, Daniel. This affects you, too. I do so want to be a normal Mum to
you. Not one who is always going to be afraid of another heart attack . . . ”
Despite Daniel’s and Terry’s visits during the day, my spirits sank
lower and lower. I just laid there like that for almost three weeks, in the
sweltering heat, and sank deeper and deeper into a depression.
I tried to tell the nurses how I felt, and they showed me sympathy,
but somehow they failed to grasp and understand the true, deep causes of
it. They labelled it ‘post natal depression’, and assured me it would pass.
I was afraid to ask whether the same applied to my heart problems.
Somehow I was beginning to guess at the answer.
It had gradually registered with me that I did not bathe or change
Daniel as the other mothers did their babies. He was just brought to me
for odd spells, in his cot, and handed to me when he needed feeding. I felt
like the proverbial milking machine, and of little use to anyone.
I was by no means a complete mother at all just yet, and it worried me
deeply. I longed to collect my son and take him home, where I belonged,
and where I was loved. To my family.
I could no longer even think of them without hot, aching tears spilling
out on to my face yet again. Terry’s visits, good though they were, were
no longer enough. I longed to spare him the trouble, and be home with
him again.
When no-one was around, I used to lift Danny carefully from his cot,
and lie him by me on the bed. Then I had some company.
“Now I have you, Danny,” I would whisper.
I wonder, if I rang the bell,
My dear, devoted Daniel,
Would someone come with quickened pace,
And read the sadness on my face,
And know that what they ought to send
Was not a pill, but just a friend?
With all their kindness, is it greed
To feel another longing need?
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I’ve Daddy, Lee and Jaime, too,
And, thanks to God, I now have you,
But I would like the world to see
This precious child that came from me.
Your hair, your eyes, your face so small:
I know each part – I know it all.
I know, the more I see you there,
That this perfection I must share.
This source of joy that fills my heart . . .
. . . Yet tore my very life apart.
Perhaps they think, and well they might,
That somehow I regret that night:
That, watching you, I count the cost
And measure all the things I lost:
That, somewhere deep, a part of me
Might think it wrong that you should be.
I want to show the world my prize
And wipe the questions from their eyes;
For you’re more special now, not less,
More dear to me than they could guess.
So, always know I loved you well,
My darling, precious Daniel.
As I talked to Daniel, he would snuffle a little inside his blanket, and
sometimes would wriggle out a tiny fist. Then I would slip one finger
tenderly into his little square hand, and feel his fingers grip quite strongly
around it.
“You know, don’t you?” I breathed.
“Oh, God. I hope you do know.”
Daniel just hung on to me peacefully as if I were his very lifeline and
happiness.
I wondered if he knew that he was mine.
My depression did nothing to improve the resentment which still
festered inside me, and one day it really came to a head.
A different doctor came into my room, and told me her name.
“I’m a paediatrician,” she continued.
“I’ve come to take some blood off the baby, as he seems a little bit
jaundiced at present. It’s probably nothing to worry about, but we’d like
to run some tests.”
Daniel was lying peacefully, and, as usual, I obliged and slipped off
the bottom of his Babygro. Usually his blood samples were taken from his
foot.
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The doctor gave me no hint of a smile or friendliness, and just looked
at me as if I knew nothing, I thought.
“I don’t want the foot. I want his hand,” she said
I took one look at the size of the needle in her hand, and one at
Daniel’s tiny hand and veins, and promptly told her what I thought.
The doctor just glared at me with a determined glint in her eye, and
then turned to the nurse.
“I see we’ve got one of those neurotic mothers,” she said.
“Take her out of here, Nurse.”
I objected and tried to stand my ground, but was no match for the
nurse who took me by the arm and led me kindly but firmly out of the
room.
As I struggled to look back, I heard Daniel scream out in pain.
Every fighting maternal instinct in my body rose to the fore with
a vehemence that frightened even me. I felt like a tiger defending her
young, and, if I had been stronger, might have marched back into the room
and heaved the wretched woman to one side.
As it was I could hardly move, and couldn’t even hold and comfort
my baby in his moment of pain and fear.
The doctor packed up her equipment and came out of the room, and
as she did I pulled myself up to full height in front of her.
“If I EVER see you near my son again, I will have you,” I snapped.
“I won’t be responsible for my actions. Don’t you ever touch him
again!”
In normal circumstances I would never have spoken to anyone like
that, but my anger, hatred and deep-rooted instincts lent me courage.
What she thought of me, I will never know, for I never saw her again.
Little did she know that I had paid dearly for my show of protectiveness
with a bout of weakness and breathlessness.
Still, next time Daniel was checked for jaundice, it was through his
heel, and done by a different doctor.
It was only a couple of days after this that the Cardiologist strolled
into the room. He flashed me his usual amiable smile.
“Well, Mrs Bayliffe,” he said.
“We’re wondering whether we couldn’t send you home.”
I gasped.
“Oh! Am I ready for it, do you think?”
The Cardiologist lowered his head so that he was looking at me over
his glasses.
“We’re just wondering whether the world is ready for you,” he
replied. He gave me a meaningful smile.
I decided that I was too ecstatically happy to bother becoming
paranoid about that!
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For the next couple of days, prior to my discharge on the Friday, I
suspect I was a much nicer patient. Everything began to have a meaning.
For the first time since Daniel was born I found myself singing, humming
and smiling. Had I found the old Mandy Bayliffe?
I could hardly wait to tell Terry, but the news reached him before I
did. When he came in that first morning he had a huge bunch of flowers,
the daily paper and a smile that gave the game away.
He had met the Cardiologist on the stairway, and had been told the
good news. Terry had promptly turned around and gone to the hospital
shop, where he bought almost every flower that was in sight.
I was so happy, I felt as though I was going to burst. Now I felt like a
butterfly that was being let out of a jam jar after being caught. Now I was
going to spread my wings and fly home. It felt so very good.
As the evening blended into a hazy dusk I lay down on my bed
watching the sky change. This time tomorrow night I would be happily
snuggling down in my own bed at home, with the two people I loved so
much one on either side of me: Daniel on my left side, and Terry on my
right side, breathing deeply. There would be no more rushing to and from
the hospital for him. We would be at peace, and getting back to normal
again.
That night was the first night that I actually slept right through
without any of the various bad dreams. Sometimes I had woken up
sweating with terror and dread at what might be happening to me. At
other times I still had the recurring nightmares that my legs had split.
On the Friday morning I woke up feeling wonderful. I wanted to take
on the world.
This was the day that I had been waiting for.
Soon I would walk out through those hospital doors with my son in
my arms, and my head held high, and I would go home for good.
At last Terry arrived, and we wrapped up little Daniel and said
our ‘Goodbyes’. Terry took me out to the car, where he seated me in
comfortably, and I had a last look at the hospital.
It had been an important part of my life for some weeks now, but it
had also felt like a prison.
Now I was free.
I held my little son tighter in my arms, kissed his blond hair, and wept
tears of happiness.
Now I was going to be a normal mother.
*

*

*

Everything looked so strange now – the roads, shops and houses, all
of which used to be so familiar that I hardly noticed them. Even our own
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road looked so odd, as we turned into it. Then I saw that it was a hive of
activity.
Friends were waiting to see us and welcome us, and Sylvia, my good
friend Sylvia, who had helped me so much, came running towards me.
“Mandy! At last! Oh, I’m so glad you are home now, and – isn’t he
GORGEOUS!” She turned her attention to the bundle in my arms.
I just stood there grinning, and revelling in the praise and attention
from other mothers which I had craved all these weeks. They all loved
Daniel, and told me over and over again what I already knew – that he
was the most beautiful little baby in the world right then!
It was so good to see everyone again like this, but I found I soon began
to feel tired. Terry had been opening the door and taking my suitcase
inside, and by the time this was done I was glad to follow him into our
home.
It all looked so strange. The rooms looked enormous after my little
ward. Although it was really not a very large house, it seemed that
someone had pushed the walls back. There were no bold orange curtains
to startle my eyes and no chipped walls to annoy me. There were
comfortable, familiar chairs, and I sank down into the nearest one. My,
it felt good!
Terry went off to the kitchen, and returned with cups of coffee. I
wanted to cry at seeing and holding my own familiar cups again, and not
feeling I ought to rush in case they came back for it with the trolley, or
a doctor or some sort of treatment arrived to interrupt. I leaned back in
what I felt was utter luxury and paradise.
After a while Daniel started to moan, and, after a few calculations,
I realised he was probably getting hungry. There was no nurse now to
come in and hand him to me. Nor would there be any nurse to change
him afterwards. He was mine – all mine! I was his Mum!
Whilst I was peacefully feeding Daniel, Terry made us ham
sandwiches for lunch. I expected to feel more hungry than I did, but
guessed I was just too excited and tired. However I enjoyed them as Terry
busied himself changing Daniel for me. I watched him as he manoeuvred
the nappy and Babygro, quite expertly I thought, around Daniel’s tiny
legs, and I thought how much I loved them both, and how lucky I was. I
felt so contented, and very tired now.
“Would you mind very much if I had a little sleep on the sofa, Terry?”
I asked tentatively.
“I don’t want to go to bed, as I seem to have spent so much time in
beds and bedrooms. I’m very tired. I suppose we were up early . . . ”
Terry finished tucking the peaceful Daniel into his cot, and smiled.
“Mandy, all I care about is that you’re home. It’s your first day. I’m
sure you’re entitled to do anything you please.”
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He arranged a couple of cushions at one end of the sofa, and held a
hand out to help me as I eased myself out of the chair and on to the sofa.
In no time at all I was drifting on a luxurious cloud, and then sleep took
over quickly.
*

*

*

It must have been two hours before I awoke again. When I did I found
Terry standing over me with a worried look on his face. It bothered me a
little.
“Oh, hi. Sorry,” I mumbled, trying to sound breezy and pleasant. For
some reason I still felt tired, and my body was heavy. Perhaps I had slept
very deeply.
“Everything all right?” I asked.
“Has Daniel been OK?”
“Still asleep. He’s been as good as gold,” Terry replied, but he
frowned.
“It’s just you,” he said.
“I wondered whenever you were going to wake up again. You must
have been really tired.”
“Yes, I was,” I tried to reassure him.
“Though I can’t think why. I haven’t done much – not for weeks,
really!”
Slowly I sat up, and took my surroundings in again. I could see
Daniel fast asleep close by, and smiled happily at seeing him, but as I did
something seemed to catch the right side of my chest.
Probably I had moved awkwardly – or my sandwiches were still lying
there, waiting to be digested. I decided to ignore it, and rearranged the
cushions so that I was more comfortable.
This relieved the stabbing pain but I was left with a dull ache. From
time to time I changed position awkwardly, but, in the space of only a few
minutes, the pain increased rapidly. When I breathed, my chest felt tighter
than it usually did, but it didn’t really hurt to breathe, so again I decided
to ignore it. As I had thought, I must have got myself into an awkward
position, straight after our meal, so it was either indigestion or some kind
of muscle pain.
Day turned into evening, and I found it was not so humid as it had
been in the ward. There was a slight breeze, which was wonderful. I was
home again, with Terry, Daniel and the children. Nothing was going to
spoil my happiness.
Lee and Jaime were delighted that we were getting back to normal.
After tea they didn’t need to worry about visiting times at the hospital,
and they went out to play with their friends. Terry and I watched a little
television, and when Daniel had settled down again after yet another feed,
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we had a little peaceful time together. It was like Heaven, apart from the
slight niggling pain still in my side. Lee and Jaime came in at nine o’clock;
they both had a bath. Then they watched television with us for half an
hour before they went to bed. It was all very routine and casual, but to me
it was wonderful after all that time.
Daniel woke at ten o’clock for another feed, and whilst I was feeding
him, I realised I felt hungry again.
“Terry, I don’t like to trouble you, but do you think I could possibly
have a sandwich? I’m feeling a bit peckish again,” I said.
Terry just grinned and got out of his chair.
“I suppose you’re still eating for two,” he grinned.
“What do you fancy, Mand?”
He listed all that was in the kitchen, but I settled for jam. It sounded
homely and probably unhealthy, and could serve as yet another reminder
that I was safely home again!
How I enjoyed that sandwich! I polished it off hungrily, and sat back,
feeling better. However, after about half an hour, the niggling pains that I
had felt earlier came back, and with a vengeance.
“Oh, dear, this pain,” I said, moving uncomfortably in the chair.
“What pain?” Terry looked at me anxiously.
“I’ve got a pain in the right side. of my chest. It was there earlier
but I thought it had passed. Now it’s worse than ever. Do you think it’s
indigestion?” I asked, hopefully.
“It could be, I suppose,” said Terry.
“Do you think a glass of milk would help?”
“Oh, it might.”
Terry brought me the cold milk, and I drank it slowly, but it seemed
to do nothing to help. Instead, the pain increased, if anything. At the
same time I began to grow very short of breath. I tried to breathe evenly,
but found I couldn’t do that. As I began to panic, then I found I couldn’t
seem to breathe in properly at all. Something stopped me. My chest was
so tight and painful. I started to sob between gasps, and clutch at Terry.
“I’m sorry, Mandy, but I’m going to have to ring the doctor,” Terry
said, slipping out of my grasp.
“I’m sure this isn’t normal. The doctor will know better than us if
there is anything wrong.”
Terry telephoned the doctor, and told him about my just coming
out of hospital, and my symptoms. It was late, and I wondered
apprehensively how long it would be before the doctor arrived and I got
some help and relief.
To my amazement he arrived within minutes. He came over and
examined me.
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Even through my tears I could see the concern on his face. When
he spoke, though, I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Didn’t want to
believe it.
“I’m sorry, Mrs Bayliffe. We’re going to have to get you back to the
hospital,” he said slowly.
“I think there’s more to this than meets the eye, as your blood
pressure and pulse rate are both up. Hospital would be the best and safest
place for you at present.”
My heart sank, and I sat there in despair. I was helpless to do
anything about it. I had just come home, thinking the nightmare was over,
and now it was all starting up again. I knew there was no point in arguing.
In any case, I was terrified at how bad I felt.
The doctor asked to use the telephone, and within minutes there was
a blue light flashing through the curtains, and an ambulance waiting at
the door. It began to seem like utter chaos. The doctor’s voice and the
sound of the ambulance and doorbell had awakened Lee and Jaime. They
were in tears and panicking, holding on to one another for comfort as they
stood there wide-eyed.
I could do nothing to help or reassure anybody. Through my gasps I
asked Terry to calm them down and see to Daniel, who was screaming his
head off by then. I had not managed to finish his feed. I looked at him in
desperation, helpless to do anything for him and comfort him.
I was loaded into the ambulance, still looking wildly around at the
upset I was leaving behind me. Oh, poor Terry. Poor, dear Terry. Was I
letting him down again?
The doctor spoke a few words to the ambulance men, and I heard
him instruct them that my pulse was about four times what it should be.
Through the haze I heard him say that they must get me to the hospital
quickly “and not spare the horses”. As the doors were closed, Daniel’s
cry mingled with the siren. I could hear those cries long after we left the
house.
The ambulance was fitted with an ECG machine, or
electrocardiograph machine, which gives readings of the heart patterns.
The ambulance men stuck the electrodes on to my body with the only
too-familiar jelly, and I heard the machine printing out its findings. It
sounded for all the world as if it were going wrong. A rubber oxygen
mask was pressed on my face, and I was told to breathe deeply, to get
some oxygen in my lungs. It was difficult to know whether the oxygen
helped at all, since every time I tried to breathe in I felt I was being
stabbed with a hot knife.
The ambulance came to a halt, the doors clattered, and I found myself
travelling at speed. I saw the Accident and Emergency Unit doorway
pass over my head. Then I was wheeled at speed into a room marked
“Resuscitation Unit”. Before I had time to take any of it in, a number of
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people descended on me, putting needles into my right and left hands,
and taking blood samples for blood gasses tests. I found I didn’t care
about any of it. All I wanted was for them to take the awful searing pain
away from me. I couldn’t bear it any longer.
All the thoughts and experiences of the day faded into nothing as
another needle was stuck into me, and I began to fade into oblivion.
Just before I drifted off to sleep another patient in the room had a
heart attack. As they brought the defibrillators into the room all I could
think was that I hoped they were not for me.
*

*

*

When I came round, the pain was as strong as ever. There was a nurse
standing by me, ready to give me another injection, and I sighed gratefully
when she did. It was all I could manage to do.
Through the blur and panic I realised that I could see Terry’s face by
the bed. The same old, drawn, desperately unhappy look was back again
on it, even though he pretended to smile at me.
“Terry,” I managed to whisper.
“I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I love you so very much.”
“Fight it, Mandy. Come on, darling. You must fight it.”
He put his head next to mine, and I could feel him shaking. When he
lifted his head again, he was crying.
It was as if something cut me down the middle. I wanted to help
him, but I seemed to have nothing to offer. I couldn’t even cry with him,
because of all the pain and breathlessness.
I tried to whisper to him through the mask, between gasps for breath.
“Terry – please – take the children home. They have had such a shock.
This is no place for them. Please take them home and love them for me.”
I did not know just then that one of the nurses had taken Lee and
Jaime to the waiting room of the Intensive Care Unit. They were already
asleep from exhaustion, thank goodness. Meanwhile someone had had
the presence of mind to take little Daniel back to the Maternity Wing, so
that Terry was free to be with me.
Twice I woke up from the drug-induced sleep to find Terry by me,
though the second time he was asleep in a chair. The night seemed to
have turned to a very red dawn, and the nurse tiptoed over to ask how I
was feeling.
“It’s still bad,” I spluttered.
“You can have another injection soon. We can only give them every
four hours,” she said. I nodded towards Terry.
“He stayed awake until about half an hour ago,” she replied to my
unspoken question.
“He had just stood there until then watching you. He’s exhausted
now. He just collapsed into the chair. It will do him good.”

What Has Happened to Me?

117

I looked at Terry’s familiar face and gave way to sobs of fear and pain
again. It was enough to wake Terry unfortunately.
“Mandy! Whatever’s wrong?”
He sat bolt upright at once, all bleary-eyed.
“It’s all right,” the nurse reassured him.
“There’s no change. Your wife’s just a little upset. Why don’t you try
to go back to sleep?”
“I don’t think I could,” Terry said.
“Not now she’s awake.”
He pulled himself even more upright in the chair and set his gaze on
me as if he dare not miss a single breath or blink of the eye.
The nurse came across with the familiar little tray holding the
painkiller. As the needle went in, I had the warm reassuring feeling of
having Terry’s hand slip into mine before I actually fell asleep again into
a dreamless sleep.
When I woke again I could hear the nurses moving around the room.
I decided I felt ever so slightly better, and looked across to the chair, eager
to see Terry again. It was empty. I was filled with a sudden sense of panic.
“Terry . . . !”
“It’s all right, Mrs Bayliffe. He’s only gone to the toilet. He’s going
to check the children, too. They are still asleep in the waiting room. What
good children you have.”
“Yes.” I nodded my agreement. They were terrific – the best – all of
them.
The nurse took my pulse and blood pressure, and wrote down her
findings on the easel in the corner of the room. Something rang a bell
within me. I was back in the Intensive Care Unit.
A sense of desolation began to flow over me, and was only checked,
however briefly, by the sight of a familiar face in the doorway. It was Di,
as pretty, pert and blonde as ever.
“Hi-ya, Mand. What on earth are you doing back here? I thought
you’d gone home. How long were you out?”
“About six hours, I think,” I muttered ruefully, feeling too sleepy to
go into detail.
Di smiled her familiar broad smile.
“Well, it’s nice to know that you enjoyed our company so much you
didn’t want to leave us.”
She turned to leave the room, but not before I summoned up every
ounce of strength to give her a weak smile.
Di was good for me.
*

*

*

At about half past nine I received a visit from the doctors. This time
they were a lot more informative, which was something, I thought.

118

What Has Happened to Me?

“It looks as if you have a clot on the lung, Mrs Bayliffe,” I was told.
“We will need to get some x-rays done, but we won’t need to move
you. They can bring the machines to the bed.”
The most senior of the doctors was doing most of the talking, and I
watched him as he spoke. He had a face that somehow exuded kindness
and understanding. I felt that here was someone I could trust, and he
would help me. He took me very gently by the hand.
“What I am going to do is give you an injection of a substance called
Indomethecin,” he said.
“Unless I’m mistaken, we will take away all that pain of yours in half
an hour. If, by any chance, the injection doesn’t work, then you will still
be able to have the painkilling ones.”
It sounded too good to be true, but he was right. Within half an hour
the pain had subsided a little, if not completely. The doctor came back to
see me, with a big smile across his face.
“I told you it would work, didn’t I?” he said.
As the doctors were leaving the ward, Terry appeared, weaving his
way between them to reach my bed. For the first time since I had arrived
back here the pain had subsided enough for me to greet him with a smile.
Terry came across, wrapped his arms around me, and held me tightly.
I told Terry what the doctor had said, and given me. Terry was so
pleased and relieved just to see this little improvement in me, that he
rushed out to shake the doctor by the hand at once, and thank him.
The days passed, and I began to feel stronger. I was allowed to sit
out in an armchair, albeit under very close supervision. The staff were
keeping an eye on me in case I had any more trouble.
Eventually all the tests came back. I did indeed have quite a large clot
on the lung. Every day I would have to have blood taken, to check that it
was not too thick and liable to clot again, and then the dosage of the drug
used to thin the blood would be adjusted.
The heart technician came in one day to speak to me.
“Well, Mrs Bayliffe,” she said.
“As I’m sure you appreciate, we can’t keep you on a drip forever – or,
rather, we could, but it wouldn’t be so very practical for you.”
I nodded, in full agreement, wondering what was coming.
“The Heparin which we use to dissolve clots can only be given by
injection or drip,” she explained.
“So what we want to do now is put you on a different drug, which
is given in tablet form. It’s called Warfarin. You may have heard of
Warfarin?”
“I don’t think so,” I said.
“Well, some people know Warfarin as ‘Rat Poison’,” she said. I think
she saw the disapproval on my face.
“Don’t worry,” she said.
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“We’re not going to exterminate you. We use this drug a lot. The way
Warfarin works is to thin the blood out and prevent it from making any
more clots. That’s why it works well on rats. They bite one another and
simply bleed to death.”
“It sounds dangerous,” I observed, uncertainly.
“Well, it’s not if it is used properly,” she said.
“We will have to keep you closely monitored because obviously we
don’t want your blood to get too thin. It must be able to stop bleeding
eventually. You also have to be careful about not cutting yourself whilst
you are on the drug, or taking Aspirin. But it’s a very efficient way of
making sure you don’t get this trouble again. Lots of patients have this
drug, believe me.”
“It sounds all right, then,” I said. Anything that got me off the
encumbrance of drips and preferably home again was all right by me.
“Yes. There’s only one problem, though,” she continued quietly.
“Yes?”
“The Warfarin will travel right through the blood, not just to the
lungs. It will get into the breast milk, and affect the baby. You will have to
stop breastfeeding.”
I looked at the doctor with my mouth open, devastated at what she
said. I had persevered for so long in getting Daniel to take the breast, and
making sure that we formed a good bond between us. He was doing so
well on it, and I enjoyed it. Now they wanted to deny me the only bit of
pleasure left to me at present.
There was no way I was going to take this drug, and I told her so.
She stared at me stonily.
“Right,” she said.
“You can take that attitude if you wish, but I won’t be responsible
for the consequences. You will be back here before you know it, with the
same trouble, and next time you may not be so lucky.”
Lucky? She must be joking, I thought.
My tears started to flow, and I ached with the disappointment. She
seemed to have little sympathy or understanding about what I felt, or
maybe she just saw it as unimportant compared to my own health or even
safety. It was not so easy for me.
Terry squeezed my hand firmly.
“Mandy, please,” he said.
“It’s not the end of the world, love. I know you love doing it, and it’s
important to you. But you’re important to me, and to all of us. What’s the
point in feeding Danny if you’re perhaps not going to be around for him
at all later on?”
Reluctantly I had to agree that it made some sense. However I was
not going down without a fight – not I!
“All right, then,” I said.
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“I’ll take the Warfarin. But only if you’ll let me feed the baby just one
more time before I take it. Please?”
“Good girl. I’m sure we can allow that.’
The woman tapped me on the feet and tossed me a much kinder, more
approving glance.
When it was time, they handed me Daniel, and I looked at his little
mouth and face through a blur of tears. I must savour every last minute
of this. I did so with an intensity I had not thought was possible.
I opened my nightdress, and drew his little head towards me. He
nuzzled me, and snuggled in comfortably, now familiar with our cosy
little routine. His soft little mouth began to suck eagerly. It tickled and
throbbed all at once.
I watched his soft eyelashes flutter as he sucked, stopping
occasionally for breath. I felt his little head with its soft down of hair,
lying in my hand so fragile, so precious. It seemed that I could feel every
bone, every minute muscle of his body, close to my body, until they almost
blended into me, and we were one.
Now I knew what motherhood was all about. Making love was
wonderful, and had its own fulfillments which seemed at times complete.
Yet, when you became pregnant, and had a baby, you felt that this added
even more to this fulfillment, if that was possible. The joint creation
of that little life now bound the three of you inextricably together. The
love between you and your husband now had a visible aspect to it, and
everything was complete.
Now, with Daniel tenderly clutched to me, I was aware of the deeper
third element of this fulfillment. We women are born with the eggs
already in us, waiting for maturity and fertilisation. Danny had always
been part of me, as long as I had existed. Half of him was from Terry, but
half of him was incredibly mine. It was not a possessive love, exactly. It
was an intense depth of love, loyalty and devotion, and a knowledge that
whatever happened, to him or to me, nothing would be able to turn off
that bond of love now. I would always love Danny with a love so close
that I could feel it pass from me to him when I held him, and most of all
when I fed him. Not only had I given him life, but now I was sustaining it
with food from my own body: food that contained not only nourishment
but antibodies to protect him in his vulnerable early days.
It was a feeling of unfathomable depth: an instinct as old as time.
If anybody noticed that this feed was deliberately taking twice as long
as any of the previous ones, nobody complained. Nobody took Danny
away, nor stood over me with the clean nappy or the offending tablet.
I was allowed, gently, to weep silently throughout the feed, savouring
every last moment and every slight movement and touch of my baby’s
precious skin. His little body so close to my own body. His little life so
incredibly close to mine.

What Has Happened to Me?

121

Inevitably, when Daniel was obviously totally beaten, and I could no
longer pretend he was still feeding, I had to look reluctantly at Terry.
“He’s finished.”
It came out in a tiny voice.
“It’s finished.”
The thing which I most treasured, between Daniel and myself, was
now over. For ever. Not only that, but it was at times the only thing that I
WAS able or allowed to do for him, and now even that was ending.
The nurse came in with my tablet. At a swallow my breast-feeding
days were over.
I must have glared at the nurse as she brought them, or else she read
my thoughts.
“Come on, Mandy. It’s for the best,” she said.
“Best for whom?” I almost shouted.
“Best for you. And best for your baby eventually,” she said.
“He wants a healthy Mum, doesn’t he?”
A part of me wanted to scream out at her, telling her that she knew
nothing about what I was feeling, or how I had just been robbed. In fact, I
wanted to shout, she could just mind her own business and leave.
The other part of me told me that, whether she understood or not, she
was probably right, and was just doing her job.
There was nothing I could do about it, so it was better left alone.
For the next few days I took my tablets, though still with a degree of
contempt for them, and I tried to reassure myself that Danny was doing
well on the hard plastic bottle. I supposed that all that mattered was that
I should get better. Then, who knows? If we eventually had another
baby, none of this might happen again, and I could have another stab at
breastfeeding, I would not be on the drugs by then.
Just as I was beginning to convince myself of these facts, the
cardiologist arrived again.
“Well, we’re quite satisfied with your progress on the Warfarin,” he
said, smiling.
“I know it was a very difficult thing for you to accept, but it was the
only drug that was going to work.”
He stood quietly for a moment, and I had the impression that he was
still concerned about something.
“Is there still a problem, doctor?” I ventured.
“Well, yes. There is something, really,” he said.
I waited in suspense and dread.
“You’ve had a problem with your heart, as you know,” he explained.
“We had our suspicions about what happened when you had to come
back in here, but didn’t really think it could happen. However, all the tests
show it was right. Your heart has enlarged, and it was allowing small clots
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to slip out and go back on to the lungs – hence the chest pain and breathing
problems which brought you back in here.”
I sat there nodding, reminding myself of a nodding dog in the back
window of a car. Right then I didn’t know what else to do or say, or what
to make of his comments.
Then the doctor took a deep breath, and sighed loudly.
“I’m afraid, Mrs Bayliffe,” he said.
“That you will always have to watch this problem. You must not,
under any circumstances, have any more children.”
I felt my jaw drop open.
“I must not have any more children.”
All I could do was repeat his words in monotone fashion. I waited,
dumbstruck, in the fragile hope that he might change his mind and give
me a reprieve.
It was a vain hope, of course.
“I’m sorry. I realise it is disappointing for you . . . ”
In a flash I interrupted him angrily.
“No you don’t. You don’t what you’re saying at all. You might be the
boss in here, but I don’t have to take this kind of order from you. I’ve had
enough.”
He gave a flash of a smile at my outburst.
“I’m sorry,” he repeated.
“I DO realise it is disappointing for you, but at least you do have this
beautiful baby. No, I’m afraid I have to stand by what I said. It would be
far too risky for you to have another pregnancy. You must have no more
children.”
“And could you guarantee I would have this kind of trouble again?”
“This and more,” he acknowledged, sadly.
I wanted him to leave the room. Just leave me alone forever, but the
words would not come out any more. They were stuck in my throat right
behind the tears, heartache and the lump that was threatening to choke
me.
The tears came thick and fast, then. I tried to control them, but the
hurt and anger would not let them stay inside me. I let my great turmoil
of emotion out in one loud
“No!”
Lost for words, the cardiologist held my hand for a few seconds, and
then left the room silently.
Terry sat there holding me in his arms whilst I poured out my
unbelievable grief and hurt. All I kept saying was,
“Why? All I ever wanted out of life was to have children, and after
this one there can’t be any more.”
Daniel was wheeled in to me almost as soon as the doctor left. I
think the staff thought it would help me to get over the news that had
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just shattered all my dreams into tiny pieces: the hope of having lots of
children running around the house along with Jaime, Lee and Daniel.
I had wanted someone for Danny to grow up with: a brother or sister
to share his life with just as Lee and Jaime had had each other.
My one stab at motherhood had been cruelly spoiled and turned into
a nightmare. Daniel was very precious to me, but I had not been able
to enjoy the days after the birth as other mothers had. In recent days I
had even been robbed of the one privilege and comfort left to me: that of
breastfeeding Daniel.
My last hope and consolation had been that one day I would be able
to do this again properly – as many times as I wished if funds allowed
and Terry agreed. At least, then, I would have another chance to enjoy
motherhood as I really should – as a healthy, happy mother.
Now, in the space of only a few minutes, and in just a handful of
words, all that had been taken away from me too.
My dreams lay before me in ruins, like a broken mirror.
*

*

*

The initial shock gradually wore off, and I spent the next few days in
the hospital trying to come to terms with the news and put it aside so that
I could start to look to a new and different future. There was, if anything,
too much time to think. In time I realised that the anger had not gone
away at all. It was lying, dormant, and festering like poison in an open
wound.
They had taken away from me the most enjoyable thing a woman
could feel: that of feeding her own baby.
Now, only days later, they were taking away the very thing for which
women were created: the very thing on which I had been pinning all my
future hopes.
There would be no more feeling a baby kicking softly inside me. No
watching proudly as the lump on my tummy grew. No waiting excitedly
as a scan showed a tiny living person in there. No more waiting for the
day when I could bring another child into the world: a brother or sister
for the other children, another grandchild for our parents.
Once again the nursing staff were treated to a display of my
resentment. Any smiles I might have turned to scowls if they so much
as set foot inside my door.
The days turned into a week, and still I was stuck here. When would
it ever end? The cardiologist came to see me, and asked how I was feeling.
I looked at him bleakly, wondering whether there was any point in
going into that. He obviously could never understand my pain. In the
end I felt it best just to grunt politely at his questions.
“Well, the clot is dispersing, I’m pleased to say,” he said at last.
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“That’s a bit of good news, isn’t it? I just nodded, still scowling. “So,
how about a change?” he said.
“Yes,” I thought grumpily to myself. A change of staff would be very
nice – and a change of opinion, too.
He ignored my silence, and continued,
“We should be able to transfer you to an ordinary ward for a couple
of days. We’ll keep a close eye on your blood and the Warfarin. Then, if
all goes to plan, once it has settled down, maybe we can send you home.”
For some reason I still stared at him blankly. I would have expected to
feel, and show, a surge of excitement, but it never came. I seemed to feel
nothing, apart from the resentment and anger. Perhaps I didn’t believe
them, anyway. I was tired of all these changes, tests and problems, and,
when they had sent me home before, it hadn’t lasted. I felt there wasn’t
really any way out of the situation.
I managed to offer a quick half-smile before he beat a hasty retreat
from the room, then I listened as he made his arrangements with the staff
sister on the Unit.
In a way, I suppose I had to take my anger out on someone. It was
directed at anyone I could see within ten yards, regardless of whether I
really meant the criticism. I was unable to express what I felt to the staff,
and could only hope, with the better side of my nature, that they realised
it was only a release valve for my own loss and anger.
A nurse came in with my tablets.
“The doctor has made the arrangements for you,” she said.
I didn’t reply.
‘So what?’ I thought, sullenly.
“He has asked for you to go to a ward on the upper floors where you
can have a room of your own, with en suite facilities. More like a hotel
than a hospital ward, really. AND – something which I think will please
you more – you may be able to have Daniel with you some nights.”
There was no denying this was good news, and I felt a little
heartened, despite myself.
Anything to do with Daniel always cheered me up, and I realised that
what I needed most was to hold him close to me right then. I asked to see
him, and a nurse rang the ward to ask whether he was ready yet.
She was pipped at the post by Terry. Knowing that I always wanted
Daniel with me as soon as possible, he had gone straight to the ward to
collect him.
I reflected that there was still that kind of good bond between us, but,
as Terry came through the door at that point, I felt sad. His apprehension
was written across his face. In the past days he had found that he no
longer knew what to expect. So often my anger was directed at him, even
though I knew it was not his fault that everything had gone wrong. It
seemed I just couldn’t hold back the nasty remarks.
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I didn’t like myself, or what I was doing. But, then, I didn’t like
myself anyway. I had never had a very high opinion of myself, and now
I liked myself even less. I couldn’t even do a simple thing like having a
baby properly. Terry would be better off with someone else less useless.
Perhaps if I had been a person with a tougher constitution and more
confidence, I might have been a little more resilient and objective about it
all. I might have been a better person, and a better wife.
No-one will ever understand how hard it was for me. I had been
a nobody – a young girl, trying to decide on a career. Young children
gave me a certain amount of confidence, and certainly a good deal of
pleasure. They accepted me without criticism, looked up to me with trust
and confidence, and snuggled in to me with innocent love. They made me
feel more complete, more worthy, and certainly happier. I enjoyed joining
in their childish games, and being young, yet having the authority to tell
them kindly when it was time to end the games. I loved to protect them
and nurture them, so that hopefully they would grow up more confident
and happy than I was.
Meeting and marrying Terry had seemed exactly right. Here was a
man who both loved and respected me.
Being pregnant had suited me, too. Suddenly I had a bump on my
tummy for all to see, and I was equal with every other grown woman; as
good as they were, for once. Giving birth to Daniel, and then feeding him
had told me that it had been no fantasy. I was cut out for motherhood. It
was all I wanted, apart from my marriage, once my career as a nanny was
over. It was an experience that had been spoiled for me, in so many ways,
and it was one I knew I must repeat again and again – properly.
Now I was told I must not.
Little did they know that they had not just taken away my dreams.
They had taken away my confidence and my femininity, and made me
once again, in my own eyes, a worthless person.
None of this really excused me for taking out my anger on Terry or
anyone else, but I could find no other way of working through my pain. I
had had to be so patient over the past few weeks since Daniel’s birth, and
now, it seemed, my back had been broken and my patience had reached
its end. I had been hurt where it hurts most, and denied what I wanted
most. Furthermore, it had not been a materialistic dream, or an expensive
one, like a giant diamond, or a world cruise. I had simply wanted to be a
whole woman.
It is at times like this that you discover whether your marriage is
strong enough to take the really bad moments. I wondered why Terry
did not go off and look for someone more cheerful – someone who could
give him babies – rather than sit here, day after day, looking at a young,
sick and miserable wife.
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It is also at times like this, when you sink to the depths of despair, that
you can see no way out of the hole. Dying begins to look like an attractive
– and, in fact, the only real – option. Then, when you think really hard
and long about every aspect of it, you realise how totally selfish you have
become. Those people who love you more than life itself, and who have
stayed by you, willing you to take every breath and live, just don’t expect
the sort of treatment you are contemplating.
The most vivid memory I have is of telling Terry that he could leave
me, if he wished, and set up a new life of his own. He could be free. I
waited for him to agree, then, astounded by his silence, looked into his
face. I didn’t realise until I looked deep into those soft blue eyes that I had
hurt him more than anything else that life could throw at him.
Somehow it hadn’t registered until then just how much other people’s
feelings mattered. I was not the only person in the world with problems,
as Terry’s face showed so clearly. Yet, here I was, lying in a bed at the age
of 24 years, thinking that I was the most important person in the world,
simply because I was now a heart patient.
My world had become a very narrow place.
My anger was becoming a form of self-indulgence and selfishness.
There was more to life than what was happening here, and I had to
make it happen, for Terry, for me, and for the children. It was not going to
come to me on a plate and I must make the effort myself.
There must be new dreams and new plans.
*

*

*

True to his promise, the doctor had me transferred to the ward
upstairs. At first glimpse all I could see was elderly people, and this put
me off. I was already depressed, too old for my years, and I felt I needed
younger company.
My room was right at the back of the ward, and I discovered that
the visiting hours there were more flexible. The staff were very kind, and
made sure that I had everything I needed for Daniel during the week that
I was in there.
It should have been a happier time for me, but I found it depressing.
The main ward was, as I had suspected, a chest ward, and it was full of
men and women over seventy years of age. Often I heard them crying if
they had no visitors, or if they were unhappy about anything. In some
ways that took me out of myself, and I felt so unhappy for them, yet
it didn’t really help. In order to avoid letting my depression run even
deeper, I had to concentrate on looking after Daniel, and shutting the rest
of the world out. I had already done that to a great degree in the Intensive
Care Unit, and now I had to keep it up. I had a deep sense of isolation,
perhaps even of having been hidden away from sight. I wasn’t a ‘normal’
Mum. I shouldn’t have been there at all.
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It was a great relief when I was told that I could go home again. This
time I had no intention of coming back in if I could help it. Nevertheless,
as I packed my cases to go, I felt a certain ‘deja-vu’. It was with a deep
sense of anxiety that I sat folding my clothes, wondering whether this
really would be the last time I would be here.
*

*

*

At home there was great activity, and I could do nothing to help.
Terry had sold the house, and our move was now imminent. It worried
me to see that Terry had now not only the burden of his own work, caring
for the children, and packing, but also the additional effort of looking after
me and doing housework.
“Mandy,” he used to say, when I protested.
“Mandy, it won’t help me if you do too much and get ill, will it?”
“No, I suppose not,” I agreed reluctantly.
“Then you take care of Daniel – that’s one job less for me – and you
can sit there and direct the boxes and cartons to wherever they have to go.
I should think that would suit you down to the ground, wouldn’t it? –
The excuse to sit and give orders to everyone else!”
I knew he was joking, and loved him for the way he always tried to
dismiss my feelings of guilt or concern. Even so, I couldn’t help worrying
that it might all be too much for him.
As it happened, the move went well, and we began to settle into our
new surroundings. There was still a lot to do before the house would
be straight, and as we wanted it. Yet all I could do was sit and offer
suggestions or words of encouragement.
“Make the most of it, Mand, and stop worrying about me,” Terry still
grinned.
He could not have known how ironic his words were soon to be
proved to be. One morning, just three weeks
later, I woke up feeling that an elephant had slept on my chest. The
familiar pain alarmed me, but I reasoned with myself that, as I was still on
Warfarin, I should have nothing to fear. I told myself that it was probably
the way I had been sleeping.
Nothing at all prepared me for what was to come.
I got up, and went into the kitchen. Terry’s mother was staying with
us at the time, and I found that she and Terry were already up and having
a cup of tea.
I would make Daniel a bottle before I did anything else, I decided. It
was too late once he had woken and decided he was ravenous! My own
cup of tea would have to wait, but I didn’t mind really.
It seemed difficult to see what I was doing properly. I must have stood
up too quickly, I thought, and I waited a few seconds for it to subside. It
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did not, and I realised it was not the tingling dizziness that you normally
feel on those occasions. Instead there was a very bright light that blinded
me. This was something I had not experienced before.
Suddenly there was a sensation of total weakness.
My legs
immediately gave way beneath me, and then everything went black. Terry
told me later that I had given a moan, and they had turned to see me
sliding down the kitchen cupboards calling for him to help me.
When I emerged from the blackness and started to see the room again,
I couldn’t work out why I seemed to be on the floor. Worse was to come,
for I realised that, as I had collapsed, I had lost control of my bladder and
bowels. I was in a mess, and I felt dreadfully embarrassed and upset. I am
a very private person, in those ways, and to this day I feel embarrassed
when I think about that.
Terry was kindness itself, and made no complaint at all about
cleaning me up. Then he sat patiently by me, holding my hand.
After about an hour, the clouds began to clear a little, and I wondered
whether I could sit up.
“I think I feel a bit better, now, Terry,” I tried to say.
“I’ll be all right now.”
“No, you don’t. You’re going nowhere until you’ve seen the doctor,”
Terry said.
“I’ve already called her, and she is on her way, so it’s no use
complaining. ’
I didn’t want a doctor. I badly wanted to find, instead, that this had
been a dream, or that I was fully recovered now. Commonsense told me
that that was not going to happen. Why, I couldn’t even have got to the
phone and cancelled the visit if I had tried.
My doctor duly arrived and examined me. Then she asked me to try
to squeeze her hand. I did this, first with one hand and then the other,
using as much strength as I could. My right hand seemed fine, but when
I gripped her hand with my left one, she was able to slide her hand out
quite easily.
She watched my face as she did so, and must have seen the dismay
there. I could do nothing to stop her hand from moving.
“Now, Mandy, I want you to sit up and see if you can take a few steps
– just around the sofa,” she said. At first it didn’t occur to me that there
would be a problem, unless she was testing my customary breathlessness.
However, to my horror, I discovered that I couldn’t pick up my left leg at
all. It was totally useless, and even though I glared at it and willed it to
do things, it still hung there, suspended from one corner of my body, and
totally useless. All I could hope to do was hop on the other foot, and drag
it.
The doctor helped me to sit down again, then sat beside me.
“Mandy, I think you have had a slight stroke,” she said quietly.
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“Now, don’t panic, or get upset, but we can’t just ignore it. You are
going to have to spend another few days in hospital, just while they run
some tests.”
I stared at her in disbelief and anger. I was 24. People of my age
didn’t have strokes. Did they?
“No, not again. Not the hospital.” I tried to say the words but they
wouldn’t come out properly.
“I know. I realise it’s very disappointing for you, but we really have
no choice, Mandy,” she continued.
“Will you take her to the Accident and Emergency Unit, Mr Bayliffe?
I will phone through ahead of you, and they will be expecting you.”
How could things change so quickly, and with hardly a word from
me? Once more I was not in control of my own life, and I didn’t like it at
all.
*

*

*

The hospital loomed up, large and uninviting, once again. Somehow
I couldn’t make myself feel any better about it, no matter how hard I tried,
despite its familiarity now.
They showed me into a cubicle, and proceeded to carry out all the
usual tests. I hated the one for blood gasses, as it was always so painful.
When everything had been done, they told me that I was to go up to the
ward for a couple of days, so that they could try to find out why another
clot had escaped, despite the Warfarin. This time, I was told, the clot had
travelled to my brain and not my lungs, hence the stroke this time instead
of the breathlessness and chest pain.
It is an odd feeling to have no control over parts of your body. You
make a decision, and move the good arm or leg, then you prepare yourself
mentally.
“Right,” you think.
“You’ve done it once, body. Now do it again. I want to move this
arm.”
You will the message to go through the brain and down the nervous
system into the arm, but there is no response. Even if you lift it with the
other hand, with one or two fingers, it doesn’t work like jump leads or
whatever. It just drops, lifeless, back on to the bed or chair, and you can
only sit there glaring at it. It is totally frustrating and frightening.
The implications of this, and what you fear about the future, are
dreadful, especially if you try to talk and either no words, or totally the
wrong words, come out. You feel like an idiot, and helpless and angry.
It is amazing how many jobs require two arms or legs. you can’t walk
on one leg – it amounts to hopping – so you can’t carry a cup of tea. It
would splash everywhere. You can’t hold a book and turn the pages, or
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hold a baby’s bottle whilst you fix the top. You can wash your bad hand
with your good hand, but not the good one. Washing and fixing your hair
is a half-hearted and arm-aching process.
My hair was still long, below my shoulders, and I was reluctant to
have it cut. It seemed too much like giving in and admitting defeat. Terry
patiently helped me to do all these things. Often, as with tying up my hair,
he had to learn what to do. It was frustrating not to be able to help him
when I felt his fingers fumbling, and he had to try again and again to get it
to stay put. All I could do was watch through a mirror and offer flattering
words of encouragement.
In my case, I am left-handed, so I lost the ability to write. It became
difficult to amuse myself, especially with a brain that seemed so tired and
full of headache all the time.
Perhaps the worst sensation if all was only being able to feel Terry,
Daniel and the children with one side of me. I could hug them, just the
same, of a fashion, but I felt I was losing half the pleasure and comfort.
Not only that, but I was so afraid that I might drop Daniel, and not be
allowed to hold him any more.
Days passed slowly, and doctors came and went.
The
physiotherapists worked on my hand, but it didn’t seem to be showing
any improvement.
If nothing else, at least I was learning a few tricks. I soon learnt that
when there is no sensation in a limb, it is so easy to injure it. I learned to
pick up my leg so that I would not knock it against the walls.
Eventually, “The Boss”, as I now called him, after my little outburst,
came in to see me.
“Well, Mrs Bayliffe, our tests do confirm that you have had a stroke,”
he informed me.
I sighed in disappointment, though I think I had known the truth. It
was pretty obvious.
“Now, that particular clot that caused the stroke has dispersed,” he
continued.
“But we must take steps to see WHY this is happening. We’ve already
had the episode with the clot in your lungs, so we don’t want a repeat
of this, do we? I am going to make arrangements for you to go to the
Nuclear Medicine Unit inside the hospital, and then we may want you to
go to Derriford Hospital in Plymouth in a few weeks’ time to have another
more extensive one done. Derriford Hospital is the only one in Devon at
present that has the facilities to do this kind of specialised examination of
the brain activity.”
Terry looked at me anxiously, reading my mind.
“My wife won’t have to stay in here all that time, will she?” he asked.
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“No, not at all. Provided you keep up the exercises I see no reason
why you can’t go home in a few days’ time. Rest is the ultimate healer,
and I want you to take plenty of that.”
“No problem,” Terry said.
“I’ll make sure of that.”
I knew he would, bless him, no matter how tired he was himself.
The doctor had scribbled his notes, and was leaving for the next
patient with his little entourage.
When he had gone a nurse came over to tidy up my bedclothes again.
“What did he have to say?” she asked kindly.
“Any good news?”
I told her what had been said, and she suddenly took my hand and
squeezed it very hard.
“Mandy, look at me,” she said, earnestly.
I looked at her apprehensively.
“Promise me that, no matter how hard the going gets, you will never,
ever stop taking your pills. I’ve seen patients who have given up and then
found them selves back in here awfully quickly.”
She shook my hand, waiting for a response.
“Come on – promise?”
“OK. I promise.” For some reason I knew that she was not only telling
me because of the medical implications. She really cared that I should
survive all this, and get better if I could.
Within a few days, the Boss agreed to let me go home, but I took her
words, and her nurse’s compassion, with me.
It was always a relief to go home. Some of the resentment and anger
left me once I was at home with the people I loved; but, with each visit to
hospital, I was growing aware that that anger was not going to leave me
completely.
After all, I had spent more time in hospital than out of it since Daniel’s
birth.
Daniel had been born in early July, and now Summer had passed to
Autumn. Yet I had still not been able to step out of the house and push
my own young baby in his pram.
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At least, back home, I had my family and belongings around me, and my
own comfortable bed. We also discovered just how good our friends were.
We wanted for nothing, and they were so kind and helpful.
It seems awful, therefore, to say that I was lonely, but I was. It was a
loneliness that stemmed from deep inside me, and had nothing to do with
actually having people around me.
I have heard divorced and widowed friends say that they can
sometimes feel more alone when they are in a crowd. Though I tried
to understand that and empathise with it, perhaps I had never really
understood it until now.
What they really mean, I think, is that their own experience is so souldestroying or shocking, or their grief and desolation and loss so complete,
that no-one in the room can hope to share or understand that experience.
Watching them laugh, or hug one another if they are in couples, does
nothing to touch or improve such a deep experience at all. It merely serves
to exaggerate and emphasise the deep loneliness and the knowledge that
things can never be quite the same. It is too late to turn back the clock.
In the same way, I felt tremendously isolated. I do not mean to
underestimate the care, thought and devotion that my friends, and Terry
in particular, lavished on me, and I wouldn’t wish to do so. Yet they
couldn’t begin to truly understand what I felt inside, or have the answers
and solutions I needed. Indeed, perhaps nobody had the solutions and
cure apart from God, and I wondered at times whether He did have plans
to do this anyway. We are none of us immortal, and perhaps shouldn’t
pray for immortality. Perhaps this was my own peculiar fate: a penalty
to be paid, in fact, for being on the end of so much love and protection.
After all, we can’t have it all. I was nobody special that I should be treated
otherwise.
132
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Somewhere at the back of my mind I was very gradually forming
the knowledge that things might never be quite the same again. Even if
I got over this episode, maybe my life would always be bound up with
tablets, blood tests and hospital visits. The hospital which I had planned
so cheerfully to leave with my new baby, not returning until the next baby,
had beaten me in that resolve. It had never really left me alone.
If I did not get better – what then? That was something else I needed
to talk about, but how could I ask Terry what happens when we die, or
whether he thought there might be a chance that I . . . No, he wouldn’t
know, anyway, any better than I did, and it wouldn’t be fair to put him
through that.
Sometimes I looked down at little Danny, and tried to speak my
thoughts to him silently. It never got me very far, and always ended in
tears. I was too afraid of hurting Danny, for I had often felt that when my
love poured out from me to him it was a physical force that could even
make him better if he were ill. Just supposing it worked in reverse, and I,
in some way, actually drew strength from Daniel? No, I couldn’t risk that
happening.
Somewhere, way down at the very bottom of our despair, is a little
reserve tank, so it seems. Gradually this adrenaline or whatever it is,
releases itself so that we find a burst of energy, however weary we feel.
Now, I knew, I must draw on that reserve, and not become depressed. I
had a wonderful family and friends around me, and so much to live for.
They made it plain that they needed and loved me, and I must not let them
down, nor ruin their lives.
I would get better whatever the costs.
It took more determination and persistence than at first I had thought.
Instead of vanishing overnight, alarmed by my new resolve, my limbs
were still the same the next morning, and the next.
I felt like a baby, having to learn once again to do the simplest of
chores, but a little more carefully than before. The difference now was
that I had an adult brain, with adult expectations of myself, and I resented
the fact that, in the process of all this, I seemed to have lost not only my
independence but a lot of my privacy.
I hardly dared to imagine what it would be like if I never had a
“normal” life again. The thought of it might have sent me insane. I had
once been so active, and young. I had been able to run and play with my
family, and look after the home. Now all these things, which I had taken
so much for granted, had been whipped away from me. I had to admit
that I was now dependent on others, whether I liked it or not. However
hard I tried to fool myself, or tried to make my stupid body work, I could
not get along without them.
It was not just the stroke symptoms that were the problem, for I felt
that time, and repeated physiotherapy, might in time cure these.
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I needed to know why it was that every time I tried to climb the stairs,
it seemed an impossible task. I would only get to one, or, if I was feeling a
little stronger, I might reach three. After that, my head would start to spin.
I would have to sit on the stairs and wait for Terry to carry me to bed.
I had thought that my trip into the Labour ward in the wheelchair
would be my last, until the next baby. Now I had a chair of my own. I
could hardly believe it, when it was delivered. Although I knew it would
make such a difference to my life, it also seemed to serve as a visible
reminder that I was not going to get better overnight.
It seemed that, every time I tried to win back just a little more
independence, I had to pay the price for it, one way or another. This
realisation threatened to break my spirit, for I had no control over it.
It was not enough to build up the determination or courage to tackle a
task. It would always prove impossible, either because of the pain, the
breathlessness, or the sheer weakness in my limbs.
Whatever it was that I had seemed able to defeat me, despite my
efforts, and I didn’t like that, or accept it. What I had, I still didn’t know.
All I did know was that I had gone into hospital to have my son, and had
come out of it with some kind of heart condition. As to the outlook for
me, I did not know. That was a question that burned inside me, day and
night.
Often I would watch Terry and marvel at his cheerfulness. He would
hand me my little pot of assorted pills and joke, “Cocktail Time!”
There would be Ferrous Gluconate, or iron tablets, Captropril to
strengthen the heart and Digoxin to slow and regulate it, Co-dydramol
for the pain, Frusemide to help the waterworks, Maxolon for nausea (not
surprisingly!) and of course the Warfarin. On top of this there was
Dipyridamole, an anti-platelet drug to supplement the Warfarin,
since I seemed able to have “breakthrough” clots even on Warfarin, and, of
course, an oxygen cylinder for my breathing. It was a formidable amount
to have to take.
Every time Terry joked in this way, I would try to smile and joke in
return, but my eyes were not as useless as my limbs, thank goodness. I
could see that he was growing tired with all his extra workload, and I felt
sure there must be fear and disappointment there, too. He would not be
human if there was not.
He had taken on a young wife, and expected a happy, loving family
scene when his new baby son arrived.
Look what I had done to him instead.
*

*

*

It was October when a letter dropped through the door with the
hospital postmark emblazoned on it.

Learning the Truth

135

My heart raced nervously as I opened it carefully. Inside there was a
note from the Cardiology Department to say that they wanted me to go in
for another heart scan, and a little chat.
I showed the letter to Terry, but he was not able to disguise his
apprehension. It was only just three weeks since I had seen the doctor
in the Chest ward.
“Don’t worry, Terry,” I found myself saying.
“Perhaps this will be good. Now I might get an opportunity to ask
him what really went on, and perhaps he’ll be able to tell me why I am
still so off-colour.”
“Yes, true.” Terry looked slightly relieved at this thought, and some
of the frown disappeared from his face.
When the day came, we arrived at the hospital a little early. There
was too much time to think, and my stomach turned over with butterflies
and dread. There is no way in which I can explain, but I had a premonition
that this was not going to be good news.
Going from the waiting room into the scanning room made my eyes
feel odd, as the lights were off in the room. At one corner there was a
huge machine, and at the other side there was a small portable television. I
could see that its screen was all set up with my name and hospital number
in a top corner of the screen.
The senior technician came in, and ushered me towards the bed.
“I’m afraid we’ll have to ask you to remove your top. The rays cannot
pass through material,” she said.
I obliged reluctantly. This was something that still made me feel
uncomfortable. She ignored me tactfully, and applied herself to her notes.
“Have we got your name right?” she asked then.
“Yes.”
Somehow the sound of my own voice helped to break the ice.
“Can you tell me something?” I asked.
“Yes. I’ll try.” She smiled.
“Can you tell me why the cardiologist is doing this himself, when
normally you would do it?”
I watched for her reaction, if any, but she looked reasonably
unperturbed.
“I think it’s just probably to save time later on,” she replied.
Soon the door opened, and I could see the Boss’s tall frame in the
doorway. He pushed my curtain aside, and sat down next to me on the
couch.
As he worked, he talked and explained what he was doing.
“We’ll put these pads on first,” he said.
“They help to pass the electrical signal from the heart into the
machine, so that it can produce an image on the screen.”
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As he spoke, he fixed the pads, and the picture appeared. It was the
first time I had seen my own heart there in front of me, and been able to
watch it actually working. It was a strange experience.
The Boss began to study first one area and then another, talking to
the technician in long, clinical terms which I did not understand. I tried
to keep calm, in case he detected it on the screen, and readmitted me to
the hospital on the strength of it, but it was difficult. It always irritated me
when they seemed to deliberately exclude me from the conversation.
It was a very long fifteen minutes, and, at the end of it, the Boss
simply looked at me and smiled faintly, giving nothing away.
“You can get dressed now, Mrs Bayliffe,” he said quietly.
“Then Nurse will bring you into my room, and we can have a chat
about the scan as I promised in the letter.”
The suspense was unbearable, and I felt I could not wait even a few
minutes. I decided to ask the technician what he had been saying whilst I
was getting dressed.
To my disappointment she just looked at me, and it seemed that her
big brown eyes were full of sadness.
“It’s not really my place, I’m afraid, Mrs Bayliffe,” she replied.
“It would be better to wait until you see the doctor.”
Terry and I were at last shown into his room, and I was struck at
once by the stark contrast between here and the scanning room. That
had been so claustrophobic, but here the windows were open, letting in
a slight breeze. Through the windows we could see the pleasant open
aspect outside the hospital with its green lawns, and the patchwork of
fields in the distance.
It would have been pleasant in any other circumstances, but I was
too unnerved by the way his smile seemed to fade, and he adjusted his
position in his chair, as if having to plan what he would say.
I looked him squarely in the face, challenging him to tell me honestly
what he was thinking. His face was grave, and my heart sank further. I
stole a glance at Terry, and could see that he was feeling the same.
“Well, Mrs Bayliffe – our little chat,” he said at last, pressing his long
fingers together.
“As you may or may not know, when you had your little son some
weeks ago, you also had a myocardial infarction. Do you know what that
is?”
“No. I’ve heard the word, but – no.”
“Well, you could say that a myocardial infarction is another term for
a heart attack. When the blood supply to the heart is decreased, be it for
any reason – a clot in the artery, hardening of the arteries, and so on – the
heart is starved of oxygen. Part of the muscle may die. This is what we
call an infarction. ‘Myocardial’ simply means relating to the heart muscle,
because, of course, that is all the heart really is – a powerful muscle which

Learning the Truth

137

pumps blood around the body. Well, when this happens, the heart works
overtime to increase the blood supply, but it can then end up enlarged as
a result.”
“And mine is enlarged,” I consented, reluctantly, remembering.
“I seem to remember being told that much.”
“Yes.” the cardiologist nodded.
“It has indeed become very enlarged, and when that happens certain
other things happen. The lungs can become congested with the backlog
of fluid. Also, as I said, the walls of the heart are a strong muscle, which
they need to be to pump so many times a day, day and night, for all of our
lives. When that muscle is stretched it becomes flabby, and doesn’t work
so efficiently.”
“I see. And can it get better?”
“Sometimes, yes, with care, but it depends on the amount of damage.
At one time we treated heart attack patients like porcelain. Now they are
helped and encouraged to take gentle exercise, and increase it, so that the
heart muscle improves.’
“But I’m still in a wheelchair.”
“That’s right, yes.”
“So when will mine improve?”
“Well, that’s what we were hoping to see by now – slight
improvement. But I’m afraid I have to tell you that so far there is no
improvement at all. We have passed the crucial time limit, without any
improvement, and I’m afraid that means that there is some permanent
damage. This is something we call ‘cardiomyopathy’ – permanent
damage to the heart muscle.”
“Permanent . . . ” I felt the tears begin to sting my eyes, and looked at
Terry. He just swallowed, looked at me hard and took my hand. I could
tell that, if he spoke, he would have broken down as readily as I felt about
to do.
“Totally permanent?” I persisted, very close to tears. It was
something I could not accept right then.
“But I can’t go on like this,” I pleaded, helplessly. Somehow I knew
in my heart that it was futile, but I had to fight for myself.
“My life can’t stay as it is. In fact, you couldn’t call it life., It’s more a
question of just existing. I need to be able to do more than this – not just
for me, but for my family . . . ”
The tears were very close now, and I couldn’t finish.
The Boss leaned over and tapped my hand.
“Look, Mrs Bayliffe – Mandy –” he said solemnly.
“What we’ll do is see you in a month’s time or so, just in case there is
any late improvement. Let’s keep our fingers crossed, shall we?”
I went out of the door with my head in a spin. Somehow I sensed
that he was giving me a straw to clutch: letting me down gently. This was
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probably only the beginning of what was to come. One way or another I
was going to be tied to the hospital for the rest of my life, whether I liked
that or not.
We returned home, but not for me to get better. I felt I was simply
passing the time until my next visit and next scan. If there had been some
way in which I could have helped improve my health during the weeks in
between, then I would have gladly done so. As it was, there didn’t seem
anything I could do.
Every morning I got up slowly and looked in the mirror, hoping that
somehow a new vibrant me – or should I say, the old vibrant me – would
be looking back at me. Instead I always saw a dim shadow of myself. My
body, face and features, but no spark of life and no joy. The image that
was staring back at me was not the real Mandy Bayliffe. It was a shell that
had been left behind; an empty cold body with no soul. It was as if I had
died when Daniel was born.
I didn’t like what I saw, but it was worse than that. I was powerless
to change it back to the old me, for I could do so little.
As for hospitals – I had had enough of being poked and pushed and
shoved all over the place. I knew that the nurses could be very kind,
and did their best to make my visits bearable, but I was weary of that
lifestyle. I wanted to be able to wake up knowing that there would be no
more painful needles, or tests, or embarrassing examinations. You would
think, wouldn’t you, that having frequent blood samples taken would in
time become second nature? Instead I was feeling a growing dislike of
the needle. I was bored by it, and tired of trying to be brave and patient.
Sometimes I just wanted it all to stop, whatever that meant for me.
When my spirits sank to that low ebb, then I remembered how I had
got this way, and that I had had Daniel. Whatever I might be suffering
now I had no regrets at all about having Daniel. In fact, since I could now
no longer have other babies, he was more important and special than ever.
All my other babies before him had died. Any future ones were not to be
allowed life. Only Danny had survived. That had to mean that he was
meant to be. My little island in a stormy sea.
Usually that would bring me to with a jolt. Daniel had not asked to
be born. Yet here he was, accepting and happy. I could see him sleeping
peacefully in his cot, and I knew that he needed me regardless of what I
had become. He didn’t know any different. Even if I could not run around
for him, or do a fraction of the things I would have liked, at least I owed
it to him to be there for him, even if it did mean sitting quietly in a corner
without a fuss, and letting the world go by.
If I owed Daniel my loyalty and love, then I owed Terry even more.
He had cared for me, worried and grieved, and borne the burden of
knowing part of my illness alone until I was strong enough to be told
myself. Now he was holding our little family together. Yet still he stayed

Learning the Truth

139

here – “for better, for worse”. It was not just love I owed to Terry. It was
gratitude. I owed it to both of them to pick myself up and try to live my
life as best as I could.
The only way I could protect Terry and the others from the brunt
of my grief and disappointment was to express some of it when I was
alone. The only place I could be alone now, in my condition, was the
toilet. I would lock the door and sit there crying until there was nothing
left inside me, apart from a little anger and fear. Hopefully I would be far
too exhausted to feel much else, or take it out on my family.
Sometimes, on those occasions, I would dry my tears and wonder
whether just possibly the doctor had been deceiving me, or even carrying
out some sophisticated sick joke. Then just as soon I would realise how
ridiculous that was. The hard, cold reality would flood back, and with
it a profound sense of loneliness. Only I was going to have to live this
nightmare of my own life and where it might be leading me.
When there is something that controls your life, there is no freedom:
just a darkness where you are all alone. No-one can reach out to you to
pull you back into the light. No-one can help you because your life is so
uncertain. The only trouble is that the uncertainty is sometimes worse
than the illness itself. The thought of going through life never knowing
what is coming around the corner is a cross that I would never wish
anyone to bear, no matter how bad they had been to others.
Never having felt this way before, I just didn’t know how to handle
the jumble of black and fearful emotions. In the end I decided that it was
best to wait until I had seen the cardiologist again. Maybe this was an
excuse to postpone the moment when I must look the truth full in the
face. However I must not let myself admit this just now.
*

*

*

My next visit to the hospital came around, and this time there was no
lady technician present. As before, the Boss did the scan himself, saying
again that it would save time before we had our little chat.
I watched his face for a sign – any sign – of approval as he carried
out the scan, running the probe across my chest, and watching every little
movement on the screen intently.
There were no smiles to reward me, and my spirits began to sink
again. When he had finished his task, and looked at me still with no flicker
of a smile, I think I already knew his answer.
“It’s just the same as before,” he said, in subdued tones.
“There’s not really any improvement, Mandy.”
This time we had brought Daniel with us, and when I had dressed
and went into the doctor’s room, I found Terry already seated there,
nursing Daniel. His eyes, sad and sensitive, searched my face, and I
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wondered, with ever-sinking heart, what he already knew. I had rarely
seen him so serious, and so unwilling or unable to speak to me.
The doctor sat himself opposite me, and leaned back in his chair,
watching my face.
I was eager to break this unbearable silence.
“What does it all mean, then?” I enquired, nervously.
The doctor sighed.
“Mandy, what would you say you most wanted out of life at
present?” he asked.
It seemed an odd question, but he obviously expected an answer.
“I just want to get back to normal as soon as possible. I don’t want
to do weird and wonderful things, like run in the Olympics or climb
mountains. I just want to be able to feel my fingers wrap around the
handle of Daniel’s pram, and be able to push it outside without getting
breathless. I just want to be like other Mums. To be a good Mum. I haven’t
even started yet, and Danny is growing up so fast.”
The doctor sighed again, loudly.
“Have you ever thought of the possibility of a heart transplant,
Mandy?” he said, slowly.
Suddenly the world seemed to stand still around our little room. We
were three adults in there, acting out a play. A silly play that would very
soon be ended. The doctor would stand up, laugh, and shake me by the
hand. It would all have been a test or something. We would all be able to
go home and get back to normal, then.
Totally lost for words I looked at Terry for help. To my horror I
watched as the blood drained from his face, and he sat looking lost and
bewildered. At that point Terry could not help me either.
“Help me,” I tried to say.
“Take this away from me. Tell me it isn’t happening.”
Though my mouth opened and closed, no words came out. I stared at
the doctor, wondering what he thought of me, and whether he expected
some enthusiastic answer. He would be disappointed.
The cardiologist took the lead and addressed us both again.
“There are some tests we can do, for lung pressure, plus a biopsy to
check whether the lungs would stand up to the strain of a heart transplant.
Now we can arrange to do those here rather than at Papworth. That would
be more convenient, wouldn’t it?”
It wouldn’t be convenient at all, I thought. Not here, not at Papworth.
I didn’t want the tests. I didn’t want any more being messed about, and
certainly no biopsies. There was no way I was going to agree to anything
until I had got my head straight. Hopefully I would wake up soon and
find it was all unnecessary anyway.
We stood up to leave, and I still could find no words at all. I was
completely stunned. Terry managed to say ‘goodbye’ to the doctor, but all
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I could think was that I wanted to get out of that little room and run, run,
run, until I had left all this behind.
Of course it wasn’t possible, and all I could do was sit in my chair and
let the nurse pass a very sleepy Daniel to me, so that Terry could push me.
It wasn’t until we got outside the door that I had my reaction.
Suddenly I burst into tears, holding Daniel tightly to me as if my life
depended on it.
I could hear his little moans as he looked up at me trustingly through
those sleepy little eyes. He seemed to say,
“It’s all right, Mummy. You will be all right.”
We got into the car to drive home, and, without a glance at me, Terry
slowly released the handbrake.
We had just received the most devastating news of the whole of our
lives together.
Neither of us could find the words to share what we were feeling.
It was not much better when we reached home. Although we found
our tongues, we could still not find the words or the courage to discuss
the subject. It was simply too painful.
Terry did try to approach the subject a few times, but all I wanted him
to do was shut up.
It seemed to me that hiding the fear was better than trying to deal
with it, in case I failed. I must not let the fear out at all in case it was too
great for me or anyone to handle.
The most unthinkable thing had just happened to me. Although I had
been young and healthy only a few months before, now I had been asked
to consider having someone else’s heart.
It was something you only saw on television or in newspapers. It did
not happen to people you knew, or yourself. Because, reaching the stage
of accepting a heart transplant means accepting that your old heart is no
longer capable of working and seeing you through life.
It was perhaps the most vital organ of all – the centre of life. Yet,
somewhere, deep inside my chest, it was already dying.
Before I was ready for it.
Without my permission.
*

*

*

A few days later we had a telephone call from the cardiologist. He
wanted us to go in and discuss the idea of a transplant. Although it was
the last thing I wanted to do just then, I agreed, as I felt we hadn’t really
discussed the operation and its implications in any depth.
He rose from his chair to shake our hands, and then sank down into
his chair again. This time, I thought, he didn’t seem quite so anxious. I
suppose he, at least, had the relief of having come to a decision. It was not
so easy for me, or for Terry.
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“Now, how do you feel about what we mentioned – a heart transplant
operation? I’ve given you a few days for it to sink in,” his deep voice
boomed.
“Have you given any more thought to the idea, I wonder?”
I felt that this was the time, if ever there was one, to have some sort
of say in what course my life was to take, even though I was ill. Everyone
seemed to assume so much. They drew up their conclusions, and decided
to act on them, regardless of whether it was what I wanted or not. It
was my body that had to take the pain, and the risks, and the indignities,
and my life and my family’s that were being turned upside down in the
process. I would have to be brave, and speak up for myself.
“I haven’t been able to think of anything else,” I said.
“I can tell you, it was such a shock. You realise it’s an awful big step
to take? It’s not easy to decide.”
“Yes, of course I do. Believe me, you have my sympathy.”
“Well, thanks for that, but frankly it’s not sympathy I’m looking for
right now: it’s for someone to give me enough respect and support to let
me make my own decisions for now.”
“Go on.” He nodded.
“Well, I’ll have your tests. It almost seems silly to refuse them if
they are there, and might make a difference to my life. I will even go
to Papworth Hospital for their tests, BUT . . . when I’ve heard all there is
to hear, I must have the option of saying No! This is my body and life.”
I waited for a lecture, but to my surprise none came. The doctor
almost wore a look of relief on his face, as if to say “Thank God that’s
over”.
“I’ll go along with that, Mrs Bayliffe,” he said.
“And I’m glad you have at least agreed to the tests. If nothing else we
will be able to get a much fuller picture of how bad your heart is.”
As we left the hospital I felt empty, as if someone had drained my
very soul from my body. I had summonsed every ounce of my courage
to speak out, and now I was very tired. Yet there was barely any feeling
of satisfaction, because I was still left with the prospects of facing all the
tests, and going to Papworth.
All the way home I wanted to cry or scream, to let out the vast burden
of emotion from inside me, but it was trapped for now. Though I opened
and closed my mouth a few times to speak to Terry, nothing would come. I
could only sit in a stunned and bewildered silence. By the time we reached
home, it was too late, anyway. I had gone back into my shell, into my “self
defence mode”. I didn’t want to discuss anything with anybody until I
had thought out myself exactly what I was going to do.
*

*

*
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A few days after this I received an appointment in the post to go to
hospital for the tests on my heart and lungs. These would then be sent to
Papworth, for assessment, prior to an appointment there.
It never got any easier going to hospital, and, by the time I arrived,
my stomach was churning, and I felt I might be sick. At the cardiac
department they told me I had been assigned to a ward, and that the Boss
would come and see me when I had settled in. To my relief, it was one
of the wards which I had been in before. The staff remembered me and
greeted me as friends.
“Hello, Mandy. You can’t keep away, can you?”
“Naturally,” I retorted. It wasn’t entirely a joke. I couldn’t keep away,
it seemed, though it was hardly from choice!
The cardiologist had promised me that I could go home later in the
evening if everything went well, so at least this would not be a long visit.
The nurses made me comfortable, and tried to calm me down, but my
sense of panic had really taken hold. I was terrified at what they might be
going to do to me, and didn’t feel I could cope. My heart began racing,
and my palms sweated, despite the fact that the Summer had now gone.
The staff were keeping an eye on me, and, at last, a nurse came to me.
“You’re very nervous, Mandy, aren’t you?” she said, sympathetically.
“You would think I would be used to this by now.” I shuddered.
“I don’t know about that,” she smiled.
“I think you’re very brave to put up with all this. It’s not unusual to
be nervous, though. I can give you something to help that? We often do.”
“Yes, please,” I agreed.
She disappeared and returned with Valium. I sat back gratefully,
waiting for it to work, and soon it did. Gradually I felt myself relaxing,
and eventually I drifted blissfully off into a sleep.
I woke up in the Coronary Care Department of the Intensive Care
Unit, lying in what felt like a large hammock. The lights were down, and
to one side of me there was a huge television screen
“Just a little prick,” the doctor said.
“We’re going to freeze your groin. This is where we put the catheter
in – into the femoral artery. It won’t hurt, so just relax.”
I was too dizzy to do much except lie there and submit. My groin
took on a numb sensation, and then I felt a hard push rather than a pain
as the trocar and cannula went into the artery. The doctor explained to me
that the trocar was like a needle sitting inside the cannula, which was a
hollow metal tube. The point of the trocar helped him to get through the
skin and the artery wall. Then he could withdraw the trocar, leaving the
cannula neatly in place. The catheter could then be passed down this tube
into my blood system.
There was little else to do except feel the surge of blood around my
leg and stomach as he fiddled around A nurse was standing by my head,
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so that I could speak to her or tell her if I had too much pain. There was
no actual pain, as such, but I had a sensation of the catheter travelling up
my body.
I idly turned my head to one side, wishing it was all over. With a
shock I saw my heart and spine on the screen, with the catheter snaking
its way up past the spine and into the heart. It was something I had not
intended to watch, as I had no wish to do so, However now it held an odd
fascination for me, and I found myself unable to tear my eyes from the
screen.
The doctor injected a dye through the catheter, which gave a clearer
picture of its travels. I then discovered the purpose of the hammock
arrangement. I was tilted from side to side, so that the dye moved around
more freely, but the combination of that and the Valium made my head
begin to spin with a sickly dizziness.
The doctor also took a tiny piece of my heart and lung for biopsy. The
lung, I was told, would be tested for lung gasses, and the heart would be
tested to see how much tissue had been damaged.
A nurse disappeared at once with the samples, and Terry was allowed
in to see me. The doctor had removed the cannula, and was pressing a
dressing to the wound.
“Your wife has done very well, Mr Bayliffe,” he observed, smiling at
us.
“Well done, Mandy. Everything has gone very well, and we will get
the results of these tests off to Papworth as soon as they are through. In the
meantime, the nurse will take you back to the ward, where you’ll probably
feel a bit drowsy for a time. After that, if you feel all right, you will be able
to go home.”
“Thank you, doctor.”
I managed to smile at him, chiefly I think because I was so grateful it
was all over – for now, at least. I tried to lift my head to look at him better,
but felt everything spinning dizzily around me.
“I should stay flat for a while, Mandy. Don’t try to sit up at all,” the
doctor said.
“The dye we injected will take a tour of your body, and has to pass
through the brain. When it does, it causes a bit of dizziness or even
headache. If you move too much, it may also make you feel a bit sickly.”
“All right. Thanks,” I said again.
I was wheeled back to the ward, where I soon discovered that he had
not exaggerated. The dye did cause a headache, and I seemed to be groggy
both from that and the Valium earlier. It was a relief just to lie quietly, and
close my eyes, hoping that I would float into a much more comfortable
state, and could go home.
It was six o’clock when I eventually awoke. The doctor had already
been. He had decided not to disturb me, but had left a message that I could
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go home at seven o’clock. I found Terry sitting by me, stroking my head
and kissing me gently, but looking very worried. It must have seemed an
eternity to him, I realised guiltily.
“Hi, Mandy. How are you love?” he asked.
As I searched for a reply in my tired mind, my stomach growled. It
provided a convenient answer.
“Hungry, I think,” I smiled.
“I haven’t eaten since midnight last night.”
“That’s a good sign. That’s my Mandy.” Terry looked suitably
relieved, and I hadn’t the heart to tell him that I didn’t feel quite that
wonderful. It would only worry him again if I moaned.
“I think my wife’s hungry,” Terry said, grinning, to a passing nurse.
“Oh, good. Well, you’re in luck, then,” she replied.
“You’ve timed it very well, waking up at dinner time. Is there
anything you don’t like?”
“No – anything will do.” I didn’t care just at that moment. I was so
ravenous.
She brought me cottage pie and chips, with fruit jelly to follow, and I
tucked in as though I hadn’t eaten for days, not just hours.
It was little wonder, therefore, that I paid for my indulgence with a
bout of stomach cramps!
*

*

*

The test results were duly sent to Papworth, and some three weeks
later I received a letter. My heart leapt into my mouth as I saw the
“Papworth Heart Hospital” franking on the envelope, and I opened it with
hands that trembled violently.
The letter was asking me to go to Papworth on the 19th of December
at three o’clock. They had received my results, and wanted to assess me
for the possibility of a heart transplant.
I stared at the letter, and read it again and again. They were only
words, I told myself. No-one had just set a time switch on my life. I could
even refuse to go, and pretend the letter had never happened.
It was no use, for I could never feel the same again. Now I had seen
it all in black and white, confirming my worst fears and dread.
My little world had just come to an end.
After the first sense of shock, I tried to pull my senses to gather. If I
were to go so far away, I must make plans for my family. At least I had a
firm date to work on now.
Daniel was almost five months old now, and growing beautifully. His
face was fuller and more rounded, but his eyes were still large, clear and
blue. He now had quite a head of soft, silken fair hair, and he could sit up
if we supported him with cushions. He loved to do that, for he was awake
for longer spells now, and taking notice of his surroundings and toys.

146

Learning the Truth

He was a lovely child – so pleasant – and he was now so very used to
us. I loved to hear him chuckle when Terry lifted him and passed him to
me, or when I tucked him up gently in his blankets at night.
I didn’t want to be separated from him, and I was afraid of what it
might do to him, too.
Just thinking about it reduced me to floods of tears, and I realised
that, if I were to cope, I would have to concentrate my mind on making
suitable plans for him, Lee and Jaime.
It would be almost Christmas when I went. There was that to think of,
too. I didn’t want to leave all the preparations to Terry, who had enough
to do.
There was the fear that Daniel might fret, but the fear, too, that he
might forget me. On top of that there was a deeper, more unreasonable
fear that somehow something would happen to him if I were not around.
I suppose most mothers would understand what I mean. I always
liked to take Lee and Jaime across roads myself: not that my friends were
totally irresponsible, you understand, but because I knew that, to me, they
were all-important. I would have thrown myself in front of a bus if it had
been necessary to save them from an accident, and my love for them was
so great that I was aware of their presence every moment, and protective.
Perhaps, somehow, I would notice that little bit sooner if they should stray,
or be ill.
It was like that now. The fear of cot death was always in my mind,
and I grew more and more fearful. It was not necessary, since Terry was
a careful father,. and. loved Daniel dearly. Anyway, often, sadly, there
seems to be no control over cot death. However, my own need to protect
and care for Daniel myself was too great for me to take comfort from this.
There was a solution, though, just possibly, I suddenly thought.
“I’m going to ask whether I can take Daniel with me,” I told Terry.
“They let me have him in Torbay Hospital. Why should it be any
different there?”
“I think you’ll find it is a bit different there, love,” Terry said.
“You’ll be having some pretty special tests, and, anyway, Daniel is
getting bigger by the day. He doesn’t sleep so much during the day as he
used to do. I don’t think you could expect him to just lie around in a cot
as he did before.”
“I could talk to him,” I retorted stubbornly.
“You won’t always be there, Mandy. There’ll be times when you are
having things done, or maybe times when you just want to rest. Danny
will be all right.”
“You’ll be there. You could help,” I persisted.
Terry sighed deeply.
“Mandy, love, I’ll be there for YOU. This is your time, and we’ll be
trying to get something serious sorted out . . . ”
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He stopped as my tears began to flow forlornly yet again, and put his
hand on mine.
“All right, we’ll try. But don’t be too surprised if they say ‘no’.”
I did try. Believe me, I tried! I begged, pleaded and cried desperately,
but it all fell on deaf ears. Once again my life was not entirely in my own
control.
“We simply cannot allow that, Mrs Bayliffe,” was their reply.
“A baby could bring in germs from outside – especially as you
have two school-age children as well. The patients who have newly
transplanted hearts are very vulnerable to infection. It just wouldn’t be
fair to jeopardise their chances, now would it? And maybe just for the
sake of a few days? We have to weigh that against the fact that their whole
future could be at stake.”
I gave in, albeit ungraciously, wondering why I couldn’t just have a
separate room. My resignation didn’t stop me living in dread of the day
that I would have to leave him behind.
I told myself that hopefully it was a good sign that I was going in
so close to Christmas. Surely no doctor worth his stethoscope would
deliberately separate a mother from her children over the festive season.
Hopefully, they must be planning to have me in and out in record time.
That would suit me fine.
Terry helped me to write Christmas cards, and I armed him with lists
of what we might buy the children and others for Christmas. Although
I was regaining the use of my left side, there seemed to be a permanent
slight weakness. It made wrapping presents a delicate and laborious task,
but I relished it in a half-hearted sort of way because I felt I was at least
doing something positive.
Despite this improvement, the wheelchair seemed to have become a
permanent fixture. I needed it because of my continuing breathlessness
and weakness whenever I tried to take more than three or four steps –
slow steps at that.
Occasionally Terry wrapped a blanket around my legs and took me
out in the wheelchair. Then I could visit the colourful shops with their
garlands of tinsel, hordes of present suggestions and loud Christmas
carols. Then I could help him to choose what we were buying for the
children. When he had packed the rolls of wrapping paper around me in
the chair, and deposited a bag or two on my knee, then I was at least a
little part of it all. A part of normal life.
It was a very small part. However hard I tried to get into the spirit of
things, there was hardly a minute of the day that I did not find my mind
wandering back to Papworth, and what was to come.
The Christmas music had always had the power to bring a lump to
my throat, but it had been a lump mainly of joyful tears, not grief. It used
to create a little bubble inside me of pure exhilaration and deep emotion
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that rose in my body, forming a surge of love for my family. Perhaps for
all mankind, especially those who were alone or unhappy.
Now my lump was different. I looked at the children, peering wideeyed on to the counters, scampering around their parents, and getting
into trouble. Despite the trouble they were lucky children – luckier than
my three. I looked, then, at the women, wrapped in their Winter coats,
laden with bags, and chatting earnestly to their husbands. I imagined
them going home to their little houses, where he would hide the parcels
whilst she put the kettle on and prepared tea. Somewhere she would
have a turkey, already ordered, which she would stand and prepare for
her family when the big day came. They did not have the threat of the
hospital hanging over them, blocking their future.
It was an idealistic picture, I knew that, but it had to be better than
what I had to offer.
I was letting my family down.
*

*

*

Terry,” I said, one day.
“I wouldn’t blame you at all if you want to go out and find yourself a
real wife.”
Terry looked at me with the same hurt in his eyes that I had seen at
the hospital.
“I thought we had been through that, Mandy Bayliffe,” he said.
“You are a real wife. I married you, young lady, and this is where I’m
staying.”
“But, I’m only half a wife, Terry. No, not even that. And I’m a burden
to you on top of everything else.”
“Is that what you think, Mandy?” he said, sadly.
“Yes, I’m not saying it’s what I want, but it would be better for you.
So I accept that.”
“Then you think wrongly. I’m here whether you like it or not, and,
what’s more, it’s from CHOICE!”
He plonked a kiss on my head, and came to sit by me and hold my
hand.
“It’s probably a good thing you’re not too fit at the moment, young
lady,” he joked.
“Otherwise I wouldn’t be responsible for my actions.”
“Oh, violence. I see,” I countered cheerfully.
“No, not exactly. It was something far more interesting I had in
mind.”
He squeezed my hand, and deep in his eyes I saw the old, old look
which he had kept for me at special moments. It always melted me inside,
and I would want nothing more than to be close to him.
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I found myself bursting into a flood of tears.
“What’s the matter, darling?” he said, very close to my ear.
“Memories. Just memories,” I said, sniffing.
“You never – even – touch me any more, Terry.”
“Why is that, Mandy, do you think?” he said hoarsely.
“Have I gone off you? Have you become unattractive?”
“Yes!” I nodded furiously.
“Stupid, stupid girl,” he mumbled, smothering my face with kisses.
“There’s nothing I would like more, Mand, than to get back to normal.
But I can’t hurt you. I daren’t risk hurting you, Mandy. We have to
know first just what it is we’re up against, and maybe we should ask then
outright. I’m no doctor. I don’t know what to do. All I know is that I
would rather stay with you for the rest of my life and be celibate, than be
without you.”
“That’s quite a speech,” I said, blinking through my tears.
“And it’s quite an honest one,” Terry said, gently.
“I love you, Mandy, and I always will. Anyway –” he stood up and
grinned at me wickedly.
“What –?” I said, looking up at him.
“I’m not leaving this house. So, if you’re planning on leaving
yourself, you’d better put an advert in the paper. ‘Cos I’m not pushing
you and your luggage.”
“I see – I’m a prisoner.” Immediately I wished I hadn’t said that. I
glanced down at the arms of my chair and knew that that was exactly
what I was. A prisoner in my own home. Even a prisoner in my own
body.
Our little joke and playful banter had done me good, though. Perhaps
things were not as black as I was thinking. Maybe they would say that I
would only need a new heart in a few years’ time. Maybe that would be
much longer – several years. I would be able to see Daniel grow up before
I had to think about it all, and leave him for a longer spell.
I tried to voice these ideas and questions to my cardiologist on the
next visit. It would be nice to have some reassurance.
“Fancy sending me to Papworth so close to Christmas,” I began,
trying to sound lighthearted. I waited for him to agree what spoilsports
they were.
“Yes,” he agreed, totally oblivious that he was shattering my
newfound hope and courage.
“We were very lucky. They have squeezed you in as a favour, just for
the assessment. Then, if they decide to go ahead with it – and you agree –
it could be done some time early in the New Year.”
“The New Year,” I mumbled.
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“Yes. Now, don’t worry about the arrangements. We’ll arrange for
you to go to Papworth in an ambulance. That way, if anything did happen
en route, there would be a resuscitation unit immediately available.”
“Resuscitation? . . . me?”
“Yes. It happened before, Mandy. Without being too pessimistic, it’s
a long journey after all you have been through. You’ll be perfectly safe if
you have help at hand like that.”
I had no answers to a conversation like that. It was fortunate, in a way,
that I was stuck in this wheelchair. Otherwise I might have blundered
blindly out of the room, and got myself completely lost.
After that, the rest of the days before I went to Papworth passed in a
muddle of apprehension. When I occasionally reached rock bottom, and
my strength was drained, only Terry and Daniel gave me strength.
Yet I was to be separated soon from my little Daniel. From the little
boy I almost never saw at all, and who was now my reason for living.
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It would have been a sad thing indeed if I HAD collapsed and needed
resuscitation. Terry’s car did not have such clever refinements, yet it was
in the car that we found ourselves making the 280 mile journey. Only
days before my appointment there was an ambulance strike, and we were
asked to make our own way there.
I can still remember the awful sense of dread and loneliness which
threatened to swamp me as we left the house. We needed to leave at ten
o’clock, but I had been awake since six.
This was the day that I had been dreading for weeks, and now it was
here. If only I could go back to sleep, and make it go away again. I knew
that would be pointless. Someone would only wake me up, and I would
have even less time to get ready.
Terry’s Mum, Greta, had come down to stay with the children, so that
they could be kept at home. I had tossed and turned all night, worrying
about it. Obviously she had already brought up her own children, but
now she was older. If Danny, or either of the other two, were fretful,
would she be able to cope? Would Danny take to the idea of a new person
nursing and feeding him? They had not had enough contact before for me
to be sure.
In any case, what the problem really amounted to was that I didn’t
want to leave Danny anyway: didn’t want to make this journey or face
whatever was to come.
If I could have paced the floor I would, but I couldn’t even do that
by myself. All I could do was sit on the bed or chair, sobbing with
desperation.
By the time were due to leave I was exhausted and puffy-eyed. All I
really wanted to do was ring Papworth and say that I wouldn’t go after
all. It was a good thing that Papworth was such a long journey, I thought.
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At least it would give my eyes time to look more normal. I decided to
dress in a best outfit. It would make me feel better, and perhaps even fool
them into thinking I was too well for all this attention, and could go home.
Terry continued to load the car resolutely, and then wheeled me out
to it. Part of me wanted to pound him with my fists, for betraying me
and not making that call himself. Yet, something about his eyes, so afraid
and so sad, made me realise that to back out now was probably to let him
down. I owed it to Terry, if nothing else, to find out whether our quality
of life could be improved.
“Goodbye, Greta,” I said unwillingly, trying to force a smile.
“Thanks for doing this. ‘Bye, Jaime. ‘Bye, Lee. ‘Bye, Danny . . . ”
I touched his little cheek, and, as I did so, his face crumpled. He
began to fidget and squirm in Greta’s arms, as if he knew that something
was going wrong with his little life. I could take no more.
“Take me back, Terry,” I pleaded.
“I can’t go now, can’t you see? Please just take me back home.”
Terry leaned over and took both of my hands in his.
“Mandy, darling. It will be over before you know it. Come on, we’ve
got this far. Let’s just get this over with, and then we can be back with the
children. Think how we’ll enjoy Christmas. Do this for me? For us?”
“But I love you, Terry, Don’t make me do this.”
“And I love you, Mandy. That’s why we must do this – please? That’s
why I want you to go. Don’t you see? If you just stay here, then nothing
ever changes or gets better. At least, if you go, you may have another
option. You may have a chance to feel better than you do. Isn’t that
important?”
“I’ll live with it.”
“But will you?”
I stared at him in consternation, not wanting to believe what he might
have just meant.
Terry shook my hands gently.
“Come on, love. If not for yourself, for Danny, eh? And for me?”
I looked at him through a curtain of tears, and knew I had to give in.
Terry was stronger than me physically now, and, in a way, he had become
my strength emotionally, too.
Anyway, I have learned, there is not a lot you can do once someone
has folded up your wheelchair and put it in the car boot.
*

*

*

I glanced over my shoulder to see that Greta was quietly taking the
children back into the house. In a way it helped.
I opened my handbag and fumbled inside, knowing that I had a
photo of Daniel in there somewhere. I pounced on it like a hungry animal,
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and held it tightly in my hand all the way to Papworth. At least now a little
bit of Daniel was with me, and every time I glanced down at it, I would
remember why I was going through with this.
Terry and I sat silently most of the way. It was a long journey,
and we both had so much to fill our minds. When we were halfway
there, it started to rain. Our visibility became limited, and I watched the
teardrops of rain sprinkling down the windscreen, returning as fast as the
windscreen wipers wiped them away. They seemed to match the mood
inside the car exactly.
It was an awkward route, not all motorway, and it didn’t help that
my water tablets decided to do a very good job that morning. We had to
stop at several garages and service stations, each time with me in a mild
state of panic. Water tablets tend to lie low and then make their presence
known very suddenly, with no gradual warning. Once you feel the need
to get rid of this more than normal amount of water, you have not just
stomach pains, but an intense sense of back pressure and breathlessness.
It didn’t help knowing that, each time, poor Terry would have to lift out
the chair and open it before I could actually go any distance.
Believe me, there are disabled toilets and disabled toilets. Some are
admirably thought out, and very spacious, with clean towels and soap.
Others are very basic with rails too close at the side of the seat, and taps too
far away on the back of the washbasin to reach from a chair. I was lucky,
but I wondered how others managed. If you were unfortunate enough
not to be able to get out of the chair, I don’t know what you would do.
Thanks to all these detours, we managed to get hopelessly lost, and
had to wander around in order to get back on the right track. It was five
hours after we left home that we eventually managed to get back on the
right road into Cambridge.
Anyone who knows Cambridge will know that it is very flat,
compared to Devon, anyway. One field looks very much like another, and
I missed the interest and surprise that the twisting, high-hedged lanes I
loved so much afforded travellers.
Papworth Everard was a little village in its own right, complete with
a public house. The hospital stood in the centre, with about fifty houses
around it. It was in one of these houses that Terry was to stay bed and
breakfast for about a week.
It reminded me a little of the Alamo, as if the hospital and its
inhabitants were being protected, fort-like, from the pains and insecurities
of the outside world.
To my surprise I had an impression of ducks everywhere and a pond.
If I hadn’t been so apprehensive and reluctant about the place, I might
have enjoyed it.
We spotted the sign for Papworth Hospital, and turned into the
driveway. In front of us was an old red brick and stone building, large
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and imposing. It didn’t really fit in with the olde worlde atmosphere
of the village around it. The car park only served to accentuate this
contrast. There were Jaguar XJs and BMWs parked there, all with personal
number plates on them. Our little red Sierra, which had always seemed so
luxurious to me, paled in comparison. It looked like a car sold by Arthur
Dailey.
A little thought fluttered through my mind that, if the staff received
salaries to buy and run these cars, then hopefully they had the skills to
deserve them. It was a small comfort, but one I needed. Somehow I knew
that, old and rather sorry-looking as this building was, it held a hi-tech
heart within it. We would probably be completely out of our depth, but
we must be grateful for this advanced and superior knowledge.
We went through two wooden doors which led to a small reception
hall. There we gave my name, and we were greeted by a lovely lady.
“Hello, Mrs Bayliffe, Mr Bayliffe,” she said, holding out her hand to
shake ours.
“Welcome to Papworth. I am the person you spoke to on the phone
some days ago? I’ve been looking forward to meeting you in person.”
I felt I would like to retort that I wished I felt the same, but thought
better of it. She seemed a nice person, and might have taken it very
personally. It wouldn’t have been fair to offend her.
“I’m going to use the tannoy system,” she continued, turning away
to the desk.
“A lady called Virginia will be down to see you soon. You’ll find her
very nice.”
Her voice rang out through the corridors, and in no time at all we
heard soft footsteps. A very slim lady with blonde hair appeared. When
she spoke to us she was very softly-spoken. She seemed a gentle person,
and very kind, and I prayed they would all be like her.
We were guided through doorways and corridors, and I couldn’t help
noticing that there were rather more people about in green Theatre outfits
than I would normally have seen at my own hospital. Yet they all smiled,
nodded or greeted us in friendly fashion. They seemed to be amenable.
There was the smell of clean sheets wafting in the air, which was not
unpleasant, but, as we went through the plastic doors right at the end of
the building, the smell suddenly changed. Now there was a real hospital
smell: the one which I associated with carbolic soap. It always had the
ability to turn my stomach right over.
Virginia guided us to a bed in a small ward.
“This is home for the next few days,” she smiled.
“Would you like to unpack your belongings and put them in the
locker?”
I looked helplessly around the room, and saw that there were five
beds. All were occupied by women, which was something, I supposed,
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after Intensive Care. However, all of them were older than me. I was the
only young person.
“Settle yourself in,” Virginia said, smiling again.
“I will come back later to see you, when you’ve got used to the place
a little.’
She bent and squeezed my hand.
“You look nervous. Don’t worry about anything. You’ll soon get used
to this, and it will be all right. It’s sure to feel strange when you have come
so far from home.”
Yes, I had, hadn’t I? My Daniel, and Lee and Jaime, were now 280
miles away from me, and I was incapable of getting back to them under
my own steam. It was an alarming thought, and did nothing to cheer me
up.
Before I knew it, the tears of loneliness were streaming down my face
again. I felt ashamed, in front of all these new people.
If Terry felt the same, he didn’t say so. He just wrapped his strong
arms around me, as if somehow he could protect me from the rest of the
world.
“Listen, Mandy,” he breathed into my ear.
“You have a good cry – you deserve it. And when you feel a bit better,
I’ll find a phone, so that you can ring home and see that everyone is all
right. They will be, you see, I promise you.”
“That would be nice.”
I made an attempt at mopping up my tears, marvelling at the speed
with which I could soak tissues. With all the crying I had done the past
few months, who would think there would be any surplus water there for
my water tablets to shed, anyway?
It would be good to know that my familiar home and family were at
the other end of the line. I looked forward to that, even though I had no
doubt at all in my mind that I would manage yet another flood of tears.
I was very conscious, all of a sudden, of being almost totally alone.
Here I knew no-one except Terry, and he wouldn’t be able to stay with me
all through the night.
When I had calmed down a little, a nurse who had been watching
from a distance came over, smiling.
“I wonder if you would like to get into your nightclothes now, Mrs
Bayliffe, and pop into bed,” she said.
I nodded silently, and swung my legs off the bed. Then I tried to
open the locker and pull my clothes up to me, but my arms felt like lead
weights. I felt the breathlessness coming on, and realised how very tired
I really was. It had been a long journey, and a long day, and it felt as
if someone had trampled on my emotions with hob-nailed boots. I was
totally exhausted and weak.
“Terry? I . . . can’t,” I said, helplessly, looking towards him.
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“You’re tired,” the nurse said.
“Come on, sit back, and I’ll help you. You’ve earned it after such a
long journey.”
I watched as her hands helped me in and out of my clothes. She was
so gentle that she hardly seemed to touch me, yet she seemed to have the
job over in no time. For the first time I wondered what it would be like to
be a nurse. If only I could be fit. Although it was a demanding job, it must
be very rewarding, being able to help people, ease their pain, or comfort
them. I would like that, if only I weren’t so tired.
She pulled the clean, crisp sheets up around my waist, and I sank
back on to the pillows, hardly taking my eyes off Terry. All I really wanted
now was to curl up and drift off to sleep, where everything was safe and
peaceful, with Terry close by my side.
It was not to be.
“Mrs Bayliffe.” The nurse had not left, but was patting me on the
legs.
“We knew you had a long way to come, so we have kept you some
tea.”
I groaned inwardly. I was much too tired and weepy to eat. I knew,
from previous experience, that the moment I put a mouthful into my
mouth my stomach would rebel and try to force it out again the other
way.
“I couldn’t. I just feel too sick, and tired,” I complained.
“You must keep your strength up,” the nurse replied.
“Yes, come on, Mandy. Just a little bit. You might enjoy it once you
start.”
I didn’t want to face it, but the nurse had already gone. She returned
with a tray, which she placed in front of me. Reluctantly and very slowly
I managed to force a few mouthfuls down.
After the tray was removed, I did actually feel just slightly better.
I recognised the face that approached me, then, as Virginia, who had
brought us here to the ward.
“Now, how are you settling in?” she said, brightly.
“Did you enjoy your tea?”
“Yes. Thank you,” I managed.
“It was very nice – really – but I am just so tired.”
“That’s understandable,” she said, nodding.
“You’ll probably have a good night’s sleep after this.”
“I hope so.”
“Well, before you drift off, I want to have a few words with you about
what we plan to do over the next few days. I’m sure you must be anxious
to hear the details?’
“Oh, yes, please.” I nodded, still slightly breathless.
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“Over the next couple of days we will be doing a series of tests and
tissue typing. I expect you have heard of that?”
I nodded.
“Then we’ll be able to assess whether or not you do need a heart
transplant,” she continued.
“At the end of that, towards the end of the week, you will see the
Chief Surgeon, and he will discuss everything with you.”
“I see.”
I didn’t see, not really. All I had heard was the vague mention again
of tests, and, worse, the dreaded words “heart transplant”. They filled my
mind, and made it difficult for me to think constructively about anything
else.
“I’ll see you again, then. Have a good night.” Virginia smiled, and
was gone, leaving me to look blankly at Terry and the strange ward.
It was too big a thing to accept. I couldn’t, not just yet. All I could
hope to do was try to convince myself that this was just a suggestion:
something for the far distant future. Not for me, now.
Yet, how many people came from Torbay to Papworth, and at my
age? Not too many, I suspected. I was conscious that this was a big step,
and I couldn’t believe I was being made to take it for nothing. I knew how
weak and frail I felt now, and in fact almost all of the time. I couldn’t be
sure how far in the future that nightmare would have to be faced.
Terry managed to organise a portable telephone trolley, and brought
it to me.
“Do you want to do it?” he asked.
“I took the phone from him eagerly, and tried to dial our home
number. My fingers felt as big as door knobs, and all I could was fumble.
After three attempts I groaned in frustration.
“Here, love. Let me just get the number for you.”
Terry took the phone from my hand and dialed, then he handed the
receiver to me quickly so that I could be the one to hear the reply . . .
I heard Greta’s voice.
“Oh, hello. It’s Mandy.”
“Mandy! How are you? Did you get there all right? Did you have a
good journey.”
“Yes, yes, I did,” I flustered, anxious to have done with the
formalities.
“Danny. How’s Danny?” The words burst anxiously from my mouth.
“He’s fine. Fast asleep. Don’t you worry about him.”
I breathed a short sigh of relief.
“And Jaime, and Lee?”
“They’re playing out on their bikes at the moment, or else you could
speak to them.”
“Oh, perhaps another time.”
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It was something, I thought, if they were playing out happily. It
wouldn’t really be right for them to stay in, worrying about what might
be happening to me. The less their little lives were disrupted, the better.
I began to feel greater sense of relief, but it was short-lived. Suddenly,
in the background, I heard a familiar cry, and it tore me down the middle.
Daniel had started crying.
“Daniel! He’s crying!”
“I know, don’t worry. He’s only just started. I’ll see to him in a
minute.”
“Oh, see to him. Please see to him. I’ll speak to you another time.
Goodbye.”
I put the receiver down quickly, shaking with every nerve in my body.
Daniel was crying, and I was almost 300 miles away from him. I wanted
to hold him and comfort him, but I could do nothing. I wasn’t even sure
that he would settle again for Terry’s Mum. Perhaps he was missing me.
“Danny’s crying!”
I looked at Terry through a blur of tears.
“All right, love.” Terry moved the phone to one side, and came closer
to hold me.
“He’ll be all right. Don’t let it get to you. Mum’s handled children
before, you know. Did she say how the other two were?”
“They’re playing out, Lee and Jaime.”
“Well, there you are. They’ll be in soon. Danny’s more used to them
than he is to Mum. If she really can’t stop him crying, then they’ll help.
But I’m sure she will.”
“Yes, Jaime,” I said, trying to sound cheerful.
“Jaime’s good with Danny, isn’t she? And he loves her. That will be
all right.”
“Yes, of course it will.”
We sat silently for a while, Terry and I, and I rested my head gratefully
on his shoulder. We were good together, Terry and I. At least, we had
been. In many ways we still were, though it had changed. We had always
been good friends, and we had enjoyed life together, doing the simplest
things together: Walking hand in hand on the wet sand where the edge
of the waves rippled. Dancing slowly and peacefully to the music on one
of our precious evenings out. Sitting curled up in front of the fire and
television whilst the Winter storms lashed outside. Stroking Danny’s soft
hair as he lay there, peacefully asleep, and looking into one another’s eyes,
wondering still at the miracle that we had made him.
Now we were friends on a different level, though sometimes, in
the bustle, we forgot that. We had had to share the deepest, most
painful experiences together. We had gone through hardship and fear,
disappointment and pain. We had had to look Death in the eye together,
and know that we must fight it together.
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And fight it we did. I had never known, when I married Terry, that
he could end up being so strong for me, nor that he could care so deeply
on a level that went way beyond just physical attraction. Now he would
be with me through my week of nightmare, never farther away than the
little houses we had passed on the way in. Never, really, in his head and
heart, any farther away than he was right now.
With a love like that wrapped around me, how could I be so afraid?
Was it because I was weakened and ill that I still felt so vulnerable? Well,
Terry was strong enough for both of us, and I would have to rely on that.
These few days, on our own, would be good for us, with Terry being
spared all the extra workload he had to take on at home. Perhaps we
could relax just a little, together, and realise just what we had.
There was so much to live and fight for.
And I would do it – for Terry, for Danny, and for Lee and Jaime.
*

*

*

I was drifting into a luxurious sleep when I felt someone shaking my
hand gently. A kiss was planted on my forehead.
“Mandy. Darling – I have to go now. It’s half past nine. Visiting is
over. We’re not allowed to stay beyond this time. I’ll be back, as soon as I
can in the morning. Try to sleep . . . ”
My heart sank and the tears started to flow again. I had just begun
to feel comfortable, and feel better about things, and now Terry was to be
wrenched away from me, too.
“Hey. Stop now. Come on,” Terry whispered to me, between kisses.
“I’ll literally be only a stone’s throw away from you.”
“I know, but I’ll miss you. I love you, Terry.”
“I know, and I love you. Just imagine I’m on one of my business trips
and that that’s all this is. In fact, I’ll be back a lot quicker than I would on
a trip.”
“I’ll try.”
“Mandy, for what it’s worth, I think you’re marvellous. You are so
brave, and I do admire you. I’m proud of you – just remember that. I’ll be
over there, thinking that. I love you.”
“I love you, too, Terry.”
I let him go tearfully, and then resigned myself to my few hours’
separation.
At least I could be unsociable now that it was evening, and would
not need to make the effort to be jolly with my ward mates. I knew that I
would only cry if I spoke to them, and they must already be tired of seeing
me do that.
I had wakened too much to sleep, and the strangeness of it all kept
me awake through the night. A nurse came to check us from time to time,
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and had a few words with me, trying to persuade me to sleep, but I could
not. The rest of the night was strangely quiet, and I watched the moon
glisten on the silent waters of the pond. I was conscious of Terry, not too
far away, in his strange bed, and I hoped he was sleeping, for his own
sake.
Nobody could touch me in the night. Nobody would come and do
tests, or doctors’ rounds, or ask my brain to take in enormous unthinkable
new ideas such as heart transplants. For a few hours I was relatively safe.
I watched as the velvet sky took on the definable contours of huge
dark clouds, and, as these began to slide aside, leaving lighter, silvery
grey sky behind them, tinted ever so slightly pink. At five o’clock I could
hear the ducks quacking on the pond. I couldn’t help smiling to myself as
I imagined them, lifting their heads out from under their wings, shaking
their ruffled feathers, and greeting one another lazily. It was the start of a
new day.
I almost wished I was a duck.
At six o’clock a nurse came to wake the other patients. They had all,
without exception, slept soundly throughout those few hours. It amazed
me, and made me wonder how long they had been in.
I was already propped up, and comparatively wide-eyed.
The nurse turned to me.
“Did you manage any sleep at all, Mrs Bayliffe?” she asked.
“No, I couldn’t.” I shook my head, and decided I mustn’t be a misery.
“It was beautiful here, though, watching the day break. The ducks
were up awfully early. I’m surprised no-one has thought of turning them
into duck soup!”
The other patients were still too bleary-eyed to respond, but the night
nurse gave me an appreciative smile.
“Yes,” she said.
“I’ve often thought that, in any other circumstances, this could be a
pleasant place.”
“My children would love the ducks and the pond.”
I bit my lip, remembering them. I wondered whether they were still
asleep in their little beds and cot, and whether Greta was coping.
The nurse handed me a welcome cup of tea.
“I should try to make up for it today, and get as much rest as you
can,” she said.
“Breakfast will be at eight o’clock.”
“I will. I’m not going anywhere,” I said.
I wasn’t, I decided now. The staff were very kind and friendly, and I
had now made the break from the children, and spent my first night away
from them. It could only get easier from here on.
In fact, I owed it to them to go through with these tests. It could be
that I was worrying about nothing, and that I was simply being prepared
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for treatment in the distant future. That much I might be able to handle. It
was now that was too soon – now, when only six months ago I had been
perfectly normal, fit and pregnant.
Breakfast arrived promptly at eight, as promised, and I found
gradually that the ward and its surroundings were by no means solemn.
The nurses were constantly cheerful, and the whole place buzzed with
Christmas spirit. No-one was allowed to be depressed in here, and I felt
my own spirits lift just a little. A little hope was able to creep in.
The phlebotomist came in at nine o’clock, to take some blood.
This was just the start of it.
Just before ten a doctor came to see me. He read my notes with a
frown, and shook his head. Then he asked if he could listen to my heart.
I undid my nightdress as I had done so many times now, but, as he
bent to place the stethoscope on my chest, I felt that this time was different
– more crucial. Someone new was about to assess me. In fact, one of the
top hospitals in the world was about to pass judgement on me. I felt sure
he would detect the extra thumps of fear as he listened.
He raised his head and smiled, giving nothing away if he had.
“How is the swelling now, in your ankles and fingers?” he enquired.
“It’s still there, but only very slight since I was put on the diuretics.”
I was relieved to be able to say that, and privately thanked the
wretched water tablets that caused me so much inconvenience at other
times!
The doctor nodded, and looked thoughtful.
“What would you like if you could have anything at all in the world?”
His question took me by surprise until I understood what he was
getting at. This was no discussion on Christmas presents. I thought very
carefully, and then said,
“I would love to be able to have my old life back, with nothing
missing. I have to make so many compromises, and have lost just about
all the things I used to be able to do. It would be lovely not to have any
of these compromises at all. It’s as if my life was shattered, and I’d love
to be able to pick up all the pieces and put the picture back together again
as a whole – complete. I want to be a normal mother, and be able to take
things for granted – just things that ordinary mothers do, like taking their
children for walks, and to ‘mother and baby’ groups.”
I hadn’t intended to pour out quite so much of my heart, but he was
so kind, and was listening intently. He just nodded at me, but I detected a
tinge of sadness. He smiled briefly, but the shadow was still there, in his
eyes.
“I’ll be back to see you later on,” he said. Then he turned to go.
There wasn’t too much time to wonder about the conversation, for
there were so many people to see and tests to be done.
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I had a ‘health check’ done. This is to see whether all the other organs
were functioning properly.
Also, the dental nurse came. She explained that, if there was to be an
operation, I would first have to have all my teeth checked. If there was
any sign of decay, the teeth would have to be extracted.
“That’s a drastic measure!” I protested.
“Yes, I know,” she replied.
“But it’s very necessary. The particular organism that can get into
teeth is also the same organism that can attack the heart. It’s important
to keep anything like that out of the bloodstream as much as we can, as
the body is at its most vulnerable after heart surgery, and when taking the
drugs afterwards. I’m sure you appreciate that we have to give priority to
protecting the heart. After all, it’s the organ that gives us life.”
This kind of conversation gave me a slight inkling of what was to
come, but I boldly dismissed it as nothing I wasn’t prepared to accept or
assume anything just now; just persuade myself that we were discussing
something that might happen a good few years from now.
*

*

*

Terry came in when he was allowed, and I felt he looked relieved at
seeing me just a little brighter. I would have to keep this up, I thought, for
his sake.
He sat, smiling, but fidgeting with his fingers a little as I poured out
the details of all that was happening to me.
We were suddenly interrupted by a nurse.
“Mr and Mrs Bayliffe, sorry to disturb you, but there is someone who
would like to see you.”
I felt the stab of excitement in my heart, and looked quickly at Terry.
Was it Danny? Had they relented and let him come up to see me? How
could Terry have hidden his excitement so well if he knew that?
“Danny?”
“No, love.” Terry put his hand quickly over mine.
“No, love, sorry. It’s still not allowed.”
“You haven’t met this person before,” the nurse continued.
“But he was a patient of ours.”
Why would I want to see a patient? My heart sank again in
disappointment. Still, it seemed rude to be unsociable.
“Stay with me, Terry,” I pleaded.
“Of course I will, love,” he agreed.
“Good. I think you will be interested,” the nurse said, and she
disappeared to collect our visitor.
Terry and I looked at one another, baffled. For some reason I felt
reluctant and apprehensive about this development. At the moment all I
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could really cope with, in my uneasy state, was my private thoughts and
Terry.
Terry slipped my hand into his reassuringly as the nurse returned
with a man.
He strode across to me and began to shake hands.
“Pleased to meet you, Mrs . . . er?”
“Bayliffe,” Terry supplied. I glanced at him gratefully, stuck for
words.
“I used to be a patient here,” he began, smiling pleasantly.
“In fact, I had a transplant. I thought you might like to see someone
who had come through it all.”
“And come through it well,” added a woman’s voice. A woman came
round the doorway, and introduced herself as his wife.
“You wouldn’t believe the things he can do now,” she continued
enthusiastically.
“It had got to the stage where he could do nothing without becoming
really breathless and uncomfortable – but, now, well . . . ”
“Yes, I can ride a bike – and swim,” the man continued the tale.
“I never thought I’d be doing those things again, but I can, and I feel
fine.”
“Don’t you think he looks well?” his wife asked.
Terry and I nodded politely, but inwardly my heart was sinking.
Admittedly the man looked very healthy and rosy-cheeked at first glance,
but I could see something that made me very uncomfortable. His face was
not just well-rounded but almost “moon-shaped”, and his skin shone I
had vivid memories of my own days of oedema, of how my own rounded
face had stared back at me from the mirror, and how my legs had shone
like his skin did.
For a brief second or two I was back in the other hospital with my old
snake skin, and the shiny skin beneath it. I could even feel the pressure of
the water-laden tissues beneath it. The nightmares of splitting skin began
to intrude into my daytime fears, and I shuddered suddenly.
“Mandy?”
It was Terry’s voice.
“Mandy? Are you all right?”
“Oh, yes, Terry.” How could I explain my thoughts right now? I
glanced at the couple by my bed.
“Sorry, I am just tired. You are very kind to take this trouble,” I said.
“No need to apologise. I remember that feeling.” The man smiled
kindly again.
“We have to go, anyway, now. I’m here to have a test to check whether
the new heart is doing its job properly. Well, we’d better say ‘goodbye’.
Nice to see you.”
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“Yes, goodbye – thank you, and good luck,” I managed feebly. When
I looked at Terry he was just sitting quietly with his eyebrows slightly
raised.
“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” I asked.
“I don’t know. Tell me what you’re thinking.”
“I feel as if I have just been given a PR talk on how to have a successful
transplant. I think that was the ‘before and after’ look bit.”
“I must admit it looked like that, as if the man assumed you were
having one.”
“Yes, well, he might have assumed too much just yet,” I replied, tightlipped.
“He still had some problems, Terry, that he wasn’t saying about. A
transplant doesn’t cure the condition and then all the treatment stops. I’m
not stupid – I can see there is more to it than that.”
I had the feeling, once again, that if I were not careful, everyone else
would assume too much, and I would have no control over my life. As my
cardiologist knew, I had only come here on condition I had some choice in
the matter.
Nothing had happened yet to make me change my mind over that.
*

*

*

The dinner trolley came round at 12.30 and the food smelled
delicious.
“I’m going to go and get something myself, Mand,” Terry said,
squeezing my hand.
“It’s a long time since I had breakfast, and I’m starving.”
“All right.” I could hardly stop the man from eating, but I was
reluctant to let him go, and be alone even for a short time. I was still a
little puzzled and worried about the visit from the couple earlier. Part of
me was afraid that the staff might seize their opportunity to do something
to me when Terry was away. I felt so helpless, knowing that I could not get
up and run if it really mattered to me. How I needed Terry’s strong arms
around me, and that love that kept me going even when the odds were
stacked against me. I was sure I wouldn’t have survived this far without
him.
The dinner was delicious and I ate it hungrily, but all the while I felt
like a frightened child, watching for anyone to come around the corner.
There were other ladies in the ward with me, but they seemed to keep
themselves to themselves. I felt very vulnerable and alone.
Perhaps their quietness meant that they, too, had their own private
thoughts, and fears and questions filling their minds. On the strength of
that, I decided to attempt a few friendly words with the elderly lady in the
next bed.
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“This is very nice,” I said, nodding towards my dinner.
“Yes.” Her face brightened, and she smiled.
“It is very good in here. In fact, the staff are good too – all of them.”
“Oh, you’ve been here a while, then? Have you had an operation?” I
asked.
“Yes, I’ve had a heart valve replacement. I’m just waiting to be told
when I can go home. I’m hoping to be home for Christmas. It’s only a few
days away now, isn’t it?”
“Yes.” The word almost choked me, and I had to swallow hard.
“Yes, it is.”
Fortunately the lady seemed to consider the conversation closed, for I
remembered how much I needed to be home myself for Christmas. I burst
into floods of tears that brought Virginia scurrying in to see me.
“Can I help? Do you want to talk?” she asked, kindly, sitting down
by me.
“It’s so close to Christmas. I wanted to be home for Christmas, with
the children. I have a baby, you know. It’s his first Christmas.”
“Yes, I know. Mandy, you can go home for Christmas if that’s what
you want. I know it’s not easy being here, but if you could just bear with
it for a few more days, we could have the test results through, and have
some proper answers for you before you go home. The Chief Surgeon
would like to see you at the end of the week. You’ve come a long way,
so it’s worth waiting for that, but it still gives you time to go home for
Christmas. Don’t worry – please. Try to get some rest, You had a long
journey yesterday.”
“Thank you.” I mopped away ay my tears. Virginia was right. I was
tired, and things always look blacker when you are tired. Virginia smiled
at me, her face so open and honest that I felt a glimmer of hope return to
me.
Exhausted, I laid down on the bed, and within minutes I was asleep.
*

*

*

It was after three o’clock when a nurse woke me.
“Sorry to disturb you, but there are some doctors to see you,” she
said. A feeling of panic fluttered across my chest. Terry was still not back,
and there was quite a group of doctors at the foot of my bed, looking very
official. I was annoyed with myself for weakening, and falling asleep.
They had slipped in through my defences.
After asking me a few questions about my health and how I was
feeling, they pressed my ankles and fingers and looked at my neck to see
the arterial pulse. It was all very impersonal. They scribbled notes in their
files and walked away, still discussing me as they went to the lady in the
opposite bed.
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I felt like a prize exhibit at the zoo. In fact, there might as well have
been bard between us for all the real person-to-person communication we
had. I wanted to shout.
“Hey! I am not the cardiomyopathy in the first bed. I am me – a
person – Mandy Bayliffe. I am a young woman with feelings who happens
to have a heart complaint.”
I could have added that I also felt very afraid and needed their
reassurance, but no words would come out of me anyway.
I just sank back weakly into my pillow, realizing I should be used to
this. Only the sight of Terry’s face popping around the doorway snatched
me back from a fit of depression.
Terry had his usual cheerful smile and hug for me, and I buried my
face thankfully into his thick jacket. I loved the feel, the smell, the touch
– everything about him. I didn’t know what it was that made me feel so
much safer when he was around. Perhaps it was a relic from our early
years together, when life had been so hard. Terry had never forgotten
that he “put me through that”, as he so often said, and he seemed to feel
guilty. I think that, even if I had known we were going to have to face so
many problems, I would still have married Terry. It had been a conscious
choice, and I didn’t consider it a bad one. It was difficult to convince Terry
that I still had no regrets about marrying him. He had not forgotten our
hardships, and he seemed to become even more protective towards me, as
a result. With all that devotion and strength behind me, how could I not
feel better? And how could things not work out eventually?
The night was drawing in fast, and the end of my first day here. The
daylight began to slide away, and the ducks sat silently on the pond,
rearranging their feathers and settling down for the night. It was a
peaceful sight. If only I could feel so peaceful inside me. I was nervous of
the night, and felt I would not sleep.
All day I had heard what I thought was a clock ticking next to me. No
matter how hard I tried I could not see it anywhere. I thought perhaps it
was the clock on the wall, but I had never heard an electric clock tick so
loudly. Anyway it was too close, almost by my side. In the end I plucked
up courage to ask a nurse.
She laughed aloud.
“You can blame that lady next to you,” she said.
I looked at the old lady, and could see no clock on her locker. The old
lady, in return, just sat smiling at me. She hadn’t quite heard the rest of
the conversation. The nurse turned to her and raised her voice.
“Mrs Bayliffe can hear a clock ticking. I’m just telling her it’s your
fault,” she said.
“Oh, yes, that’s right.”
“It’s the lady’s new heart valve,” the nurse explained.
I felt very foolish, and looked at the lady.
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“Oh, I’m so sorry. I didn’t realise,” I said.
“You weren’t to know, my dear,” she said, smiling.
“Don’t you worry about it. The only time to worry is if its alarm goes
off in the night!”
The other patients burst out laughing at her little joke, and I felt
myself laughing for the first time in ages.
It was a good feeling, despite my inner fears, and it broke the ice in
the ward. From then on, we became the sort of friends that you only make
in hospital when you are all in the same boat and vulnerable. They are
temporary friends, yet, briefly, very close, and without them life would
be much harder. We would turn on the television in the evenings, and
I would recognise the theme tunes at the beginning and end of each
programme, but nothing between them seemed to sink into my mind or
make any real sense.
The only reality was here and now, and with these people.
When Terry had gone I sat back thinking of my tests, and wondering
how soon they would be completed. I knew that my lung pressure tests
had been sent from my own hospital to here on November 17th, so they
must surely have studied them by now. Memories of these tests began
to filter into my mind: I remembered how the lady technician had asked
me to breath into what looked like a tumble dryer tube. I had had to
stop because I was so breathless, but had not had enough puff for it to
register on the machine. The technician had asked me to do it again and
again, until I began to see bright lights in front of my eyes, and a sickly
feeling rose from my stomach up into my throat. Then, thankfully, she
had allowed me to stop.
“Hey! You’re in a world of your own!”
It was a nurse with the supper drink trolley.
“Would you like a bedtime drink?”
I hauled myself back out of my dreams, and accepted gratefully. As
she handed me the steaming cup of coffee, she squeezed my hand and
smiled at me. All the kindness in the world seemed to shine out of her
dark eyes, and yet I hardly knew the girl. It was strangely reassuring,
and, as I sat there, cradling my hot cup, I felt safe, like a small child with
his teddy and hot chocolate drink. Nurses had to hand out much more
than drinks and treatments, I thought, and here, in Papworth, they were
always ready with a happy smile and a reassuring squeeze, despite their
difficult job. It probably made all the difference to many patients between
simply getting better and feeling better.
The lights were turned off at 10.30, after all the medication had been
given. It was then that I had the most time to think and contemplate my
future. I left the overnight light on and read for a little while, in the hope
of catching sleep, but I slept only fitfully. In between I was woken by my
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thoughts screaming at me, whilst my mind tried to work out what was
going on in my body.
It began to feel as if I had been in Papworth forever. Eventually it
became the 23rd of December. The nurses arrived wearing party hats,
and sang Christmas carols to themselves as they went about their work.
They were lively, and chattered endlessly about who was working over
Christmas and who was not.
It must be nearly time for me to go home, but I could not feel any
joy, despite the infectious cheerfulness of the nurses. My heart was full
of sadness, and this time it was not for me. A lady called Liz had come
into our ward for a routine biopsy. We had waved her off cheerfully, and
waited for her return.
When she did come back, she was wired up to two bottles, and had
tubes coming out of her. Apparently, one of the hazards of this particular
operation is that a lung can be punctured. Liz was one of the unlucky
ones. Now she needed tubes to drain her lungs.
Liz sat propped on her pillows, and still smiled at us all faintly. She
had been telling us that she hoped to be home again for Christmas, but
now there was going to be no chance. We all felt for Liz, and seemed able
to do nothing for her. Liz, brave lady that she was, dried her tears and
then sat back, accepting her disappointment and her lot.
I never did know what happened to Liz, and wished that I had kept
in touch after I left, but my own fears prevented me from doing so.
Virginia came to me early that day.
“Well, Mandy, all your results and tissue typing are back. You will be
able to see the Surgeon later today, when he has finished in Theatre,” she
reported.
Terry and I looked at one another and could find no words to speak
to one another. We simply sat, silently, waiting to hear our fate. I think
Terry felt very much the same as I did. I needed desperately to believe
that I was going to receive some very good news. However, no-one goes
to Papworth unless they are really sick.
Somewhere, deep inside me, I think I knew what was coming, but
still I believed that it was for some time in the future.
Despite all my soul-searching and reasoning, I was totally
unprepared for what was to come.
*

*

*

The day seemed to drag on forever, and still there was no sign of the
surgeon, despite my frequent enquiries as to when he would come.
During this time I found myself taking stock, and reflecting on my life
over the past six months. The only thoughts I seemed able to have were
the bad ones. They were always at the forefront of my mind, and still
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afforded me a sickening sense of shock. I had gone into hospital, young,
pregnant and deliriously happy at the impending birth of my baby. Then
within hours, my life had been turned around.
There was the time when I had first been told that I was a heart
patient. There were the things I had gone through since: the nuclear
medicine dyes, that were put into my body through my toes, and from
there into the main artery, so that they could see whether there was a
clot in my legs: the dye then going up into my chest: the needles in my
wrist to test for blood gasses: the Heparin injections given directly into
my stomach like a rabies injection.
All of them were extremely painful, and had left their scars on my
mind and spirit. Yet, none of them compared with the pain now of having
to leave Daniel.
For Daniel had become my reason for living. Here, in this well-known
hospital, I had had time to realise where my priorities lay, and they were
first and foremost with my family. If there was any decision to be made,
then it had to involve them too. They were my first consideration.
Perhaps if I had sat and mulled over all that had happened before and
after Daniel was born, I might have gone insane. Without Terry, perhaps I
might – and now I had Daniel, too.
Never, not even in my blackest moments, did I have any regrets about
having Daniel. Often I have asked myself “Why me?” but never have I
regretted having him. No, not at all.
When you go through all the trauma of giving life, and then almost
have your own taken away from you, you are plunged into an unknown
world which you had never, in a million years, imagined or planned.
Every day had become a fight for survival. Never knowing what might
come next is mentally unsettling. You ask yourself time and again what IS
in the future?
Now, sitting here on the bed, I was about to find out at last.
*

*

*

Somehow, just when we least expected it, despite all the waiting,
Virginia poked her head around the curtains. Behind her stood the solemn
figure of the gentleman I had waited so long to see, still in his Theatre
greens.
My hands started to sweat, and I hoped Terry would not pull away
from me.
“Would you like to follow me, Mr and Mrs Bayliffe?” he said.
Terry and I looked at one another, and I slipped off the bed, shaking.
We were led to a little room just off the ward, and despite Terry’s strong
arm beneath mine, I was shaking and breathless after taking the few steps
towards it.
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We sank silently into the chairs, and my mind began to race, in panic.
What was he going to say? Was this all really happening to me?
The Surgeon pulled up his chair and sat down opposite us. He looked
at me seriously, then at his notes, and took in a long deep breath.
“Well, I have looked at your test results, and the truth is that your
heart is going to bump you off.”
He said it so casually as if he had been saying that my kettle had
fused. I could only stare at him stupidly, and, as he waited for a response,
I saw the perplexing look cross his face.
“What – what do you mean?” I managed, at last, breathlessly.
“What I am saying is that your heart is damaged beyond repair.
If there was going to be any spontaneous improvement, it would have
happened by now, but it has not. You will not live very long with the
heart that you have now.”
“How long . . . ?”
“We are talking months, not years, Mrs Bayliffe.”
The room began to spin around me, and I felt myself withdrawing
into my little shell. For a few moments I felt totally detached from all that
was going on in that room, and it was as though he was talking about
someone else, and not me. As I looked at him, I saw his mouth move,
but I seemed to hear no sound coming from it, as if I had gone completely
deaf. All I could hear was Terry asking him what he meant, and saying
that we hadn’t expected this. Still, I could not register his replies.
I heard my voice, working quite independently from me, somehow.
“Are you telling me that I am going to die?” I asked bluntly.
Through a haze I listened and watched as this man sat there calmly,
telling me that my life was coming to an end.
The surgeon turned to me.
“If you accept the offer of a heart transplant, then you may have a
new heart to start the New Year. You have a normal heart cavity, so it will
be easier to match the donor heart with yours. At this time of year, with
the festive season, there are likely to be more accidents, and more donors
available. We could probably perform a transplant over the Christmas
period. You would be able to enjoy the New Year with a healthy heart.”
The world seemed to stop and hang, still, around me. I had no way
of knowing what to say just then. Apart from my own shock and fear,
it bothered me that it all sounded so casual. So, someone must die, and
someone must be bereaved, so that I could benefit?
To my relief, Terry spoke for me.
“If my wife goes ahead with the transplant, how long will she have
then?” he asked.
The surgeon drew in another deep breath.
“I can probably guarantee that Mandy will survive the operation, but
from then on we would have to see, there will be no guarantees after
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that. You will have to remember that Mandy’s body will always try to
reject the new heart, simply because the heart is foreign. Every day of
her life this will be happening, and that is why we will give her the drug
Cyclosporin and others to try to stop this from happening. Cyclosporin
itself is an immune-suppressing drug, and it will mean that she will be
very vulnerable to infections. You should be under no illusions: one day
the body will win the fight, and will destroy the new heart, but current
thinking is that we can hope for ten years before that takes place.
“And what will happen if her body rejects the new heart completely?
Is it possible to have a second one?” Terry’s voice sounded small, and
there was no disguising the strain and shock on his face.
The Surgeon shook his head.
“No. This would not be practical. The body will already have found a
way to kill off the other heart. It would be no time at all before it succeeded
with the second one.”
I sat there listening to these conversations yet feeling I had no part
in them, and no involvement. I felt like an intruder, listening to someone
else’s bad news. It had not yet sunk in properly that the bad news was
mine. The last I heard was the Surgeon saying that he would put my
name on the transplant list as from Boxing Day, so that at least we could
have Christmas Day at home. I would be given a radio pager to tell me
when there was a heart available.
Yet again I seemed to be losing control of my life. I wanted to scream
out that I was not ready for this, and that what the Surgeon was saying
was lies. There were no words adequate to express what I felt, and I was
so shocked that I simply sat there like a stuffed rag doll.
I felt empty. In those few minutes my whole world had been turned
upside down. confusion had replaced fear for a short time. I sat there
in that chair, not realising that the Surgeon had got up, put his hand on
my shoulder, given it a gentle but reassuring squeeze, and left us to think
about it.
Desperately, I looked across at Terry. He had a look on his face of
total disbelief and misery, and his eyes were filling up with tears. The
truth suddenly hit home hard, and I collapsed in a heap.
*

*

*

My God, five months ago I had become a mother for the first time,
and now I was going to die without ever seeing my baby grow up. I
couldn’t take it in. Couldn’t accept it. My mind was spinning.
A nurse popped her head around the door and asked us if we would
like a cup of tea. Without thinking, I just nodded my head, not really
listening to what she had to say, but just agreeing with whatever she was
saying.
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A few minutes later she returned with two cups of tea and some ham
sandwiches complete with mustard. I looked at the food on the plate, and
words flew, uninvited, into my mind:
“The condemned man ate a last meal . . . ”
The appetite that I had had earlier on vanished. Terry seemed to be
the same. We sat there and looked at that meal on those plain plates.
From the outside we must have looked pretty pathetic, but the shock was
enormous, and the truth just would not sink in.
The sandwiches were fresh and beautiful, but no matter how hard I
tried, I could not get them down my throat. It felt as though there was a
lump there, totally blocking it.
In the half hour that we sat there, I think both Terry and I aged ten
years. We looked at each other, our mouths unable to utter a word, and
yet it was as if a thousand, thousand words passed between us: spelling
out our disappointment, our love, our grief and our deep confusion. We
were lost in an emotion and an experience too deep and unexpected for
us to know how to cope with it. We were looking death in the face: losing
one another, and my leaving him and Danny. There simply were no words
in the English language or in our heads that were sufficient to describe the
turmoil of emotions through which we were wading.
It was Terry who eventually spoke aloud.
“It seems a good time to discuss it, Mand, whilst we are in here on
our own. At least nobody else can hear.”
I shook my head, unable and unwilling to talk. All I wanted to do
was stick my head in the sand, ostrich-fashion. Perhaps if I passed it off
as if nothing had been said in that room, no-one would pursue the matter,
and it would go away.
“I want to go back to the ward, Terry,” I said, quietly.
Terry looked at me helplessly, but took my arm. We walked very
slowly back, and as I walked into the room it seemed to me that everybody
knew. I looked at each one of them, not knowing what to say but hoping
that they, surely, would understand, and once again the tears began to
prickle at the back of my eyes. I sat down unceremoniously on the bed
and let them flow.
“Mandy. Mandy.”
Terry took me in his arms and held me close. We sat silently like that
for what seemed ages, whilst all our grief and pain poured out, desperate
for someone to change something.
A nurse came across, and put an arm around each of us.
“Let me close the curtains for a while,” she said gently.
“It will give you a bit more privacy. Have a little time together.”
There, inside those curtains, we clung together, aware that life was
going to cruelly tear us apart, long before we were ready for it. Yet we
could do nothing about it. The light became dusk, and the little bed
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lights went on at the other side of the curtains. I could imagine the other
ladies, reading, or writing to their families; doing all the normal things
that normal people do. My life was no longer normal and never would
be, whatever I decided, and however much of it was left . . .
At last I found a few words.
“I don’t want to die, Terry,” I sobbed.
“I don’t want to leave you, and Danny, and the others. I want us to
be together.”
Terry’s tears started to flow.
“If you did, you wouldn’t miss us, darling. You would just be asleep
or in Heaven, whatever it is that happens to us. Either way you wouldn’t
have bad feelings or pain, I’m sure of that.”
“But I don’t want this. I want to be with you. I love you. I want to be
with you always. I don’t want to go.”
Terry took me by both shoulders, and put his face close to mine, so
that our tears mingled.
“Mandy, you are going nowhere. I won’t allow it. We have been
together all this time, and been through so much. I can be strong enough
for both of us if I have to. You are not going anywhere. I love you.”
It was a phrase that Terry was to repeat to me a thousand times in the
future.
The night drew in quickly, and soon it was time for Terry to go. I had
still not said very much to him about the Surgeon’s conversation, and we
felt we had not come to any real decisions.
“I’ll have to go now, Mandy,” Terry said.
“But it’s perhaps not a bad thing. It will give you a little bit of time to
think things over.”
He hugged and kissed me.
“Mandy, I love you more than anything else in the world, so try not
to worry. We will fight this together.”
Terry left, and I felt very alone. There were others in the room, but
no-one could share what I was feeling inside. It occurred to me that my
old cardiologist must have known this would be the outcome, yet he had
not told me himself, nor prepared me for it more fully. I felt betrayed, hurt
and angry.
That night seemed to last forever. The Surgeon’s words kept going
round and round in my mind, like a never-ending fairground ride. At
half past ten, when all the medication had been given and the nurses had
wished us all ‘goodnight’, I sat in the dark, thinking back on my life, and
wondering what I had done to deserve this punishment.
I allowed the tears to come fully then, but I muffled them with the
blankets so that I would not disturb the others. That night I felt more
alone than I had ever done in my whole life.
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As I became quieter and drained of tears for a time, I lay listening
to the night sounds. Gradually the night, with its hushed atmosphere,
changed to the fresh, crisp silence of the Winter dawn. It was Christmas
Eve. The ducks were gingerly unfolding themselves and slipping out into
the cold water, unaware that today was anything special.
It was a time of expectancy. A time of a new precious life, and the
story of Christmas that thrilled people throughout the world. It was a
time for children to wake, and remember the baby in the manger, and
hunt out their stockings or pillowcases in great excitement, ready to begin
the celebrations tonight.
The noises from the waking ducks sounded hollow, and seemed to
have no meaning for me any more. They were beginning a new day, and I
had just been told that I was ending my life. This would be one, precious
day of that gone by tonight. I was aware, more than usual, of the sounds,
and of the subtle shades of night and day around me, of the smell of the
frost, and the feel of the sheets. All of life was bombarding my senses.
Before it was too late.
*

*

*

I peered at my watch, as I felt the tears begin to flow afresh. It was
five o’clock, and it had been perhaps the loneliest night of my life. I began
to ache for someone – anyone adult – to hold me lest my fear and emotions
became so strong that they overwhelmed me. As my shoulders began to
shake, I felt, to my relief, a gentle arm go around me. It was the night
nurse.
“Mandy, come on,” she said.
“I thought I heard your sobs, all muffled, from the hallway. Let it all
go, come on. Just hold on to me. Let it out. It’s the only way you are going
to cope. You’ll feel better afterwards, I promise you.”
“What’s it like to die?”
The words burst from me, surprising even me.
The nurse sighed and nodded.
“I see. I don’t know, Mandy. I don’t have all the answers, because
I haven’t been there yet. But I will some day, just like you and everyone
else. All I can tell you is what I have seen.”
“Then tell me. Please tell me.”
“I’ve been with lots of patients when they have died, and I’m sure
that, at the very last moment, there is no pain. I’ve never yet seen anyone
afraid, so it can’t be all that bad. So often, they go into a short coma before,
anyway, so that’s just like falling asleep, I guess. When the actual moment
comes, they are fast asleep.”
I was reminded of my first stay in the Intensive Care Unit and how
the pain had fallen away from every time I left the bed to look down. It
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had been a vague, odd experience, but not unpleasant. Maybe that was
the coma part. Maybe she was right.
“Put it this way, Mandy,” the nurse added.
“Seeing it hasn’t made me more afraid – quite the opposite, in fact.”
“Really?”
Goodness only knows what else I said to her. A torrent of inaudible
words seemed to seep from me through to her shoulder, but she held me
tight, and I even wondered whether she wept, briefly, with me. When I
eventually looked up, her uniform was wet where I had been, and I tried
to apologise.
“It doesn’t matter – believe me. It doesn’t matter, Mandy. Any time
you want to wet my uniform, I’m here for you. Do you believe that?”
She turned my face, briefly, to make me look at her.
“You’ve got a lovely husband, but we both know he can’t be here
all the time. He needs sleep like the rest of us. But when he’s not here,
Mandy, I am. We all are. Promise me you won’t ever forget that.”
I nodded to her gratefully, touching yet again on the depth of love
that made a nurse a good nurse. She wasn’t pretending. She cared about
my pain. I believe she would have taken it on herself if she could, at that
point.
“Now, talking of sleep,” she said, wiping my face with my facecloth
and towel.
“Why don’t you settle down and try to snatch a couple of hours?
Would you like a warm drink to help you to doze off?”
I hugged her, and tried to give a distorted smile. If it came out as a
grimace, she didn’t complain.
I settled down, and managed to drift off briefly, protected for a time
by the love and friends that surrounded me.
However, nothing could quite protect me from the demon that
buzzed around in my head: the demon that asked, over and over again,
‘Is this it? Am I going to die?’
I awoke to the familiar sound of the medication trolley, and watched
through a blur as the ever cheerful nurse handed our drugs to the other
patients, humming a Christmas carol as she went.
She came over to me next.
“Hi. Good morning,” she said.
“The night staff tell me you didn’t have too good a night. How are
you feeling?”
“I think the only way to describe it is devastated,” I mumbled.
The tears threatened to return, and I tried desperately to force them
back.
“I’m sure you are, Mandy. Still, could you try to eat some breakfast?
If you are going home today, you’ll need something inside you.”
I shook my head, still feeling I might choke if I tried.
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“My appetite’s non-existent. Perhaps I’ll manage something later
on,” I replied.
As the day progressed, all I could think was what was I going to tell
my family? At first the only solution I could find was to lie to them and
say that there was nothing wrong. Perhaps I could bluff my way through
all this mess? However, what would happen if the doctor was right and I
died? It would be such a shock to them. It might be unfair.
Perhaps Terry would have the answers. I waited, longingly, for him
to come in. When he did I saw that, as yet, he was probably no further
on with any decisions than I was. As he came through the door he looked
very gaunt, and his eyes were red from lack of sleep. Once again he had
the same haunted look I had seen in Intensive Care.
Virginia arrived shortly afterwards to tell me that I would be
discharged at about three o’clock. She added that, if I ever needed
anything, they would be there for me, no matter what. her kindness really
touched me, but even then I think I had begun to make my decision. The
Hospital, and the staff’s devotion to their profession, were incredible. I
knew I could trust them implicitly, but I had other things to consider, too.
If I could get just a few good years in, and see Daniel grow up just
a little bit so that he was more independent of me, then perhaps I could
have a transplant done then, at a later date. I had to try, before I committed
myself to that huge, irreversible step.
Maybe it was the fear of the unknown that made me make the
decision which I did, and maybe some people may say that I am
ungrateful for turning down the chance of life that was offered to me.
However, I had to have no doubts in my mind at all before I accepted the
transplant. Once I did, there could be no turning back, and no undoing it.
We left the ward at 2.30 after being discharged. Before we did, I asked
Terry to go to the shop in the grounds of the hospital to get me a Papworth
mug as a souvenir of our visit there.
In a way I suppose it sounds morbid, but I felt that that was the only
thing from there that I was taking home.
*

*

*

The drive back to Devon seemed to take forever. My mind was full
of the events of the past few days, and thoughts of the Christmas to come.
How was I going to give my family anything like a good Christmas when
my heart was so shocked and heavy: when I was having to come to terms
with the news that my heart was going to “bump me off”?
For most of the journey we sat in silence, and every slight pain I had
in my chest was blown out of all proportion in my mind, to a full scale
heart attack.
Although I was anxious to get home, it was a relief to break our
journey at a service station. Terry wanted to buy sandwiches and a drink.
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Although I didn’t feel hungry, I knew I must have something, since I was
almost due to take my medication, and must have something in me to
absorb that.
There was tinsel everywhere in the garage shop, and we realised,
suddenly, that we hadn’t bought presents for one another. We had been
so busy providing for the children before we left that it had slipped our
minds entirely. Anyway, I had hoped to be back before now, and hadn’t
expected to be away so long.
Terry and I wandered along the rows of music cassette tapes, and I
finally chose a tape of ‘Level 42’, which I knew he would like. He, in turn,
bought a tape for me, and gave it to me there and then so that I could play
it in the car.
I slipped the cassette into the player, and sat back to enjoy the music.
Oddly enough, one of the tracks was ‘Sign your name across my heart’ by
Terence Trent D’Arby.
Suddenly I burst out laughing.
Terry looked at me in total
amazement.
“What’s got to you?” he said, grinning uncertainly.
“It’s just the words. They’re so appropriate,” I laughed. Seeing that
Terry didn’t follow my train of thought I started to sing:
“Sign your name across my heart transplant.”
Terry looked at me with a strange mixture of amusement and despair
on his face.
“Mandy, you’re sick!” he said.
“I know!” I replied, and burst into a mixture of hysterical tears and
laughter.
Terry glanced at me, shaking his head and pretending to despair
at my behaviour, and I could only hope that he knew me well enough
by now to recognise that my odd sense of humour was often my own
personal “safety valve”. It was something that had so often saved my
sanity, and, right now, I was having to cope with the relief of knowing
that I was about to see Daniel, yet not knowing how I was going to be able
to look into his little face, knowing that our time together was limited.
*

*

*

The rest of the journey was uneventful. At last the roads became
familiar, and I felt my heart thumping as I saw our home coming ever
closer. I could see Greta standing at the window, looking out for us, with
Daniel asleep in her arms, and I sat forward eagerly, feeling the prickles
of tears at the back of my eyes again. I blinked hard. I mustn’t cry – not in
front of the children.
As we pulled up, the door opened, and there was Lee, waiting to
welcome us, with Jaime just behind him, smiling her usual big smile. They
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ran up to us with hugs and excited chatter, before scampering off to see
their friends.
Meanwhile, Greta stood watching. She greeted us more quietly than
the children had done, unspoken questions written across her face. I could
see that we would not be able to keep much from Greta.
She placed Daniel gently into my eager arms, and I felt the wonderful
familiar softness of his little body close to mine again at last. Although he
was asleep he snuggled up to me, as if he sensed who I was. Tears of love
and sadness rolled down my face and on to his little yellow blanket, but
he made no protest apart from a little moan.
Greta returned from the kitchen with drinks.
“Well, how did it go?” she asked at last, sitting down with us. I
watched as her fingers gripped her cup tightly, and her eyes shot from
one of us to the other, defying us to hold anything back.
“It’s not good news, I’m afraid,” Terry began. I breathed a sigh of
relief that he was going to do the talking. Right now I couldn’t have coped.
“What do you mean, Terry,” Greta looked and sounded anxious.
Terry poured out to her all that had been said during our conversation
with the Surgeon, and I glanced down at Daniel, unable to bear the pain
that was crossing Greta’s face. Now I had spoiled Christmas for Greta,
too.
Greta didn’t cry, but I could see that the tears were very close. She
looked at me with an intense look of pity and sadness, then fled to the
kitchen, suddenly needing to wash her coffee cup awfully urgently.
At that moment I knew that I was not just going to have to cope with
my own feelings, but with the feelings of other people, too. They would be
upset for me, and that provided me with some small support, but they did
not know how to approach me. Should they talk about it or not? Which
would upset me less or help me most? Should they show their sadness, or
act as if everything were normal so that I could laugh like other people?
At that point I didn’t even know the answers myself.
All I wanted was for them to stay and not go away: to remember that
I was still here – still Mandy – and still needed the relationships I had had
before. They mustn’t change their attitudes to me: just help me to find an
approach which we could all handle reasonably well.
*

*

*

Christmas was a sad and lonely time for me, much as I tried to get into
the spirit. I hoped that it did not show too much to Lee and Jaime, and
assured them that I was just tired after my journey and nights of trying to
sleep in a strange bed.
Jaime hugged me, scattering discarded wrapping paper as she did so.
“Mum, you’re back. That’s all that matters. There’ll be other
Christmases.”
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The words stung me, and I tried hard to blink back the tears.
“Yes. I’m glad to be back with you all, Jaime,” I managed.
Well, yes, there would be other Christmases – lots of them – for other
people. As for me, I didn’t know. I sat quietly, unwrapping Daniel’s
presents, and showing them to him. I wondered, unhappily, whether I
would ever see him doing this for himself I was conscious that I was the
only one here who might not be around, and it made me feel very lonely
and isolated.
Terry’s sister, Patty, was holding a Christmas party, and I was pleased
about that. I was too tired, weak and breathless to do anything properly
around the house, and at least it would make things more normal for the
children. It would save Terry the burden of extra work, as he must be
tired, too, after the journey and our last, fraught, night at the hospital.
It was good to see the children oblivious to my moods once we
arrived there. I had hoped that perhaps the change of scenery would take
me out of myself, but it was easier said than done. My little burden of
unhappiness, and the knowledge that I had to somehow form the greatest
decision of my life, hung over me relentlessly, and I was only too aware
that I might be about to leave all these people that I loved.
“Mandy?”
I looked up to see Terry’s sister-in-law, Judith.
“Can I have a word with you? Could you get to the other room? It’s
so noisy in here.”
I nodded, surprised, but followed Judith numbly, wondering what
she wanted to show me. I had always had a soft spot for Judith. She was
a part-time ante-natal teacher, and shared my love of babies.
“How’s Daniel?”
“Oh, he’s lovely, Judith. Such a good baby. He’s marvellous.”
“He’s gorgeous. And what about you, Mandy?”
“I’m OK.” I blinked furiously. It annoyed me that every time anybody
showed me sympathy or kindness my emotions latched on to it at speed
and reduced me to tears. I was weary of crying.
Judith was determined to continue.
“No, you’re not. I’m not blind, you know. Please tell me about
Papworth. I’ve been thinking about you all the time, and I can’t bear to
wait until this lot have gone home.”
“Oh, Judith!” I looked at her through my veil of tears, and she drew
me to her.
“I don’t want to lose you either.”
“Mandy?”
Somehow I spilled out my problems to Judith, and we sat for a long
time, huddled together, and both of us crying. I felt that Judith, of all
people, knew what I must feel about Daniel, but she tried to wipe away
my tears.
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“Don’t give up, Mandy,” she whispered.
“Don’t ever give up hope. You’re a very strong person, much stronger
than you think. I think you might surprise yourself, and get back to a nearnormal life. That would be something, wouldn’t it? Better than now?”
“Yes. I’d probably settle for that right now.”
“Look, Mandy. Any time you want to talk, or just have a cry, please
remember I’m here for you. You don’t have to face this alone.”
Judith will never know how eternally grateful I was to her for that
day. She never seemed to resent the fact that I had made her cry at
Christmas. I even dared to hope, for a moment, that she might be right
about the future. But, then, the Surgeon’s words came flooding back, and
I remembered that he knew more about it all than any of us.
My knowledge was nothing like so great as his. The hospital had
given me a leaflet, and I had read that if I had a heart transplant I would
be on the anti-rejection drugs for the rest of my life, and I knew that these
reduced the resistance to infection. I would be in hospital for at least 3–
4 weeks, and would have to wear a face mask any time I left the room
at first. At home, the house would have to be scrubbed from to top to
bottom with disinfectant, and then damp-dusted with disinfectant for the
first two months. The bed linen would have to be changed twice a week.
I would have to be very careful about mixing with the children’s friends,
or picking up colds.
Every day I would have to weigh myself and take my temperature.
Twice a week at first I would have to have blood tests, reducing to every
2–4 weeks after six months.
On top of this, I would have to have regular biopsies done. The
doctors would take a tiny piece of the heart muscle, through a vein in my
neck, to examine it for rejection. At first this would be done once a week,
gradually reducing to once every two months. Even after the first year
they would have to be done twice a year, and I would have to travel back
to Papworth. They would also do the arteriogram, where I was rocked in
the “hammock” every year.
It was a daunting outlook, and not what I would call leading a normal
life. Maybe it worked for older people, especially men, whose families
had already grown up. They would not have the same commitments or
demands on their time. However, I was a Mum, a very young Mum, and
I needed to be able to get on with life, without being so dependent on
others all the time, and leaving the children.
If all this treatment, discomfort and inconvenience had been a sure
guarantee of regaining a normal life, and a reasonably long one, then it
would have been worthwhile. However, I had been told that the most I
could expect was ten years – which would then make me just 34 – and
that there was no guarantee it might not be much less. Supposing it gave
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me only a month or two before rejection set in? Then that was less than I
could hope to have right now in my present condition.
It was no easy decision, because, at the end of the day, the ultimate
reward was . . . death. Whatever I chose, I was damned.
*

*

*

Even though Terry gave me his all in the way of support, I suppose,
in hindsight, that I felt sorry for myself. I felt as though there was nothing
left for me to do but sit and let the world pass by. It felt as if I were at the
edge of a cliff with my arms suspended by marionette strings, just waiting
for someone to cut them.
When you are in the position of having to choose between life for a
few years or life for a few months, the strain of that sometimes becomes
too much to bear. I shielded myself by cutting myself off from the rest
of the world. Either I would go to bed in the hope of escaping into sleep
where I knew nothing, or I just refused to believe that there was nothing
wrong and tried to carry on with life the only way I knew how. Sleep, as it
happened, was very elusive, so offered me little relief. My mind was too
full of my thoughts.
*

*

*

I had an appointment to see the cardiologist on January 2nd, 1990,
and I had to have my final decision ready for him by then as to whether I
wanted to go for the transplant or not.
The time was passing too quickly. Christmas had gone and New Year
came hot on its heels.
Often, when I had a big decision to make, or I had to find a solution
to some problem or other, I found that I could churn it around in my head
continuously, to no avail. Yet, suddenly, I would wake up one morning,
and the answer would be there. Sometimes it would even be a very
different solution from the ones that I had been weighing up. Perhaps
our brains continue to sort, sift and reason even when we are asleep, and,
away from the distractions of consciousness, they find a way.
This was exactly what happened on New Year’s Day. At four o’clock
in the morning I awoke, and knew that something was different. It felt as
though the worry and troubles of the last few weeks had been lifted from
my shoulders. It was then that I realised I had made my decision.
It was something that could not wait. I turned on to my side and
whispered several times,
“Terry, Terry, Terry.”
I felt guilty as he jerked awake anxiously, thinking that something
was wrong.
“What’s the matter, Mandy? Are you OK?”
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“I’m fine,” I whispered.
“But I have to tell you. I’ve made my decision. I know what I’m going
to do at last. I’m not going through with the transplant.”
Terry’s face was totally expressionless.
“Are you sure?” he asked.
“Yes, I’m sure. I’ve not made the decision lightly, believe me, but, no
matter what happens, I’m going to stick by it.’
In my heart of hearts I knew that I may have turned down a chance
of a better quality of life, however temporarily. However I had had my
own heart for the last twenty four years, and I wanted it to stay, no matter
what lay ahead of me.
Rightly or wrongly, I had made my decision at last.
Now all I had to do was live with it.
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The day came when I had to see the cardiologist.
Sitting there in the hospital waiting room, and waiting for my name
to be called was sheer agony. It wasn’t just a physical sickness that I felt
on this occasion. I had an overwhelming fear of what he was going to
think of me: this doctor who had known me so long now, and brought me
back from death’s door with his treatments. Had he run out of resources?
Would he be disappointed in me, or even angry?
I tried to immerse myself in one of the old magazines that were lying
on a coffee table, but it did nothing to distract me from my thoughts.
Every time I turned a page I found pictures of girls in Christmas glitter,
ladies with their families, and children sitting around the Christmas tree:
all happy, and all at peace.
It hadn’t been like that for my family, and it was all my fault. Not
only had I been physically unable to do much for them, but I had lacked
the spirit and cheerfulness to be bright and enthusiastic about anything. I
hated myself for that. It hadn’t been the children’s fault – or Terry’s. Next
year, it would be different, I promised myself. It would be my family,
grouped around the fire and tree, with smiles on their faces.
There would be no more mourning. It had already gone on quite long
enough, and I was weary of it. If I was weary, they must be even more so.
It was obvious that I could not get back what I had lost, so I had
two choices: I could either think about it forever, and let it eat away at
me so that I was miserable and bitter for the rest of my life, dragging my
family down with me; or, I could kick-start my life and get on with it,
come what may, and give Daniel and the others the best quality of life I
possibly could.
I wondered whether the cardiologist had had a phone call from
Papworth to say that they had heard nothing from me. I realised I had
arranged to let my doctor know, so that she could inform the surgeon.
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If the cardiologist was put out by this little lapse, it didn’t show. In
fact, not much emotion did show on his face, I thought.
“Well, Mandy,” he said, tapping his chair arm.
“Have you had any thoughts about the heart transplant?”
He looked and sounded so calm that I couldn’t believe it. He might
just have been selling me a new fridge or car, I thought, not someone else’s
heart.
For a moment I felt my indignation rise, and I wanted to shout at
him that I was a real person, and not just another statistic on his list. I
wanted to be left alone, and not be prodded and poked like a piece of
meat on a barbecue. Yet, something held me back. Today, as on most
other occasions, I found myself sitting there, sheeplike, not speaking my
mind but just doing whatever everyone else wanted me to do. I felt the
tears pricking at the back of my eyes. I would have to be strong if I were
going to tell the cardiologist of my decision, and stick to it despite any of
his protests.
I reached for my handkerchief as surreptitiously as I could, but Terry
did not miss the move. He glanced at me sympathetically, and then turned
his attention to the doctor.
“My wife does not want to have the heart transplant, doctor. How
long can she hope to go on without one?”
The doctor stopped tapping, took a deep breath, and leaned back. I
saw no reassurance, only sadness in his face.
“Well, I would give her no longer than two years at the rate the
heart is now. Two years at the very most. We have had six months to
see whether the heart will improve, but, sadly, it has not. I would have
expected it to show at least some improvement by now,” he said.
My head began to spin. Although I had been through this sense of
shock before, at Papworth, it had been different. There it had seemed that
it was happening to someone else, and not to me: it was not real. Now
it was real, for these were familiar surroundings, and this was the man I
had grown to know and trust. His words hung in my heart like lead.
Two years – I would be only twenty six, and Daniel would be two. It
was too soon, too short a time, and I didn’t accept it. Surely God, or Fate,
or whatever, could allow me a bit more than that? What had I done that
had been so bad that I deserved this?
To this day I don’t know quite how or why I did it, but I turned to the
doctor, lifting my head stubbornly in the air.
“Well – you’re wrong!” I said, defiantly.
“And I’m going to prove it! Twenty six is too young to die. I know
my heart is weak and tired, and I know the road ahead will have plenty
of pitfalls, but, even so, you’re not going to take it away. My heart and I
are going to stay together.”
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The doctor looked quite taken aback at my outburst, and settled for
examining me, no doubt whilst he gathered his thoughts.
“There is still a loud third gallop in the heart,” he said, finally.
“That means that the heart is beating with an irregular rhythm. We
have seen from your tests that the muscular wall and the valves are so
damaged that a small amount of blood is seeping back at each beat instead
of passing on through the heart. It is collecting in a little pocket, and, as
it is relatively still, it is prone to clotting. It is essential that we keep up
your treatment, to try to prevent further clotting, and clots passing out of
there. You realise we will have to keep a very close eye on you. If your
heart deteriorates further, it may be a good idea to take another look then
at a heart transplant.”
I nodded, for the sake of keeping peace, but I knew that if I continued
all these tests and treatments it would be more for my family’s sake than
my own. I had made my decision. Now all I wanted was to go home and
devote what was left of my life to my family.
Before he left he told me that he would inform Papworth of my
decision, and he asked me whether I would go to Plymouth later in the
month for a brain scan. It was a few miles away, but he thought that, in
the circumstances, it would be a good idea. He wanted to know whether
the clot I had had earlier had done any brain damage.
“Don’t let it worry you,” he added.
“It’s just a routine check. I need to see whether the clot has dispersed
without any lasting damage. Well – good luck . . . ”
He rose, and smiled rather hesitantly.
We said our goodbyes, and I escaped into the corridor, where the
tears of relief simply burst from me. As I did, I heard the doctor’s voice,
speaking quietly to Terry.
“Mr Bayliffe.”
“Yes?”
“Please remember. Never be complacent.”
Still, I had been allowed to keep to my decision, however reluctantly,
and now I was in charge of my own destiny. Now it was time to get on
with my life, limited though it was, and to try to make the burden of living
less on Terry’s shoulders. I was on borrowed time now, so must get home
to my family as soon as I could.
It seemed to me that all the strength and courage that had drained
from me before and during my visit to Papworth were now seeping very
slowly back. For the first time since I had been ill I felt that my life,
whatever it was worth, was still something for which to fight. There was
so little of life to cling to, and I was aware of that, but I was determined
that there was no way in which I was going to give in. Terry’s love and
support were the things that I had held on to during my stay at Papworth,
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and now I wanted to repay him for everything he had given me. This was
the only way I knew how.
I wanted Terry, Jaime, Lee and Daniel to be as proud of me as I was of
them. I was going to fight like a tiger for the right to live, even if it meant
surviving against all the odds. However, I was not so all-powerful, and
I needed them, too. I needed them to make the fear of dying just a little
better.
*

*

*

Terry and I had moved house several times, and had never, before,
needed to give any thought to the pros and cons of having a staircase.
However, now it was the stairs that proved to be my greatest obstacle.
Normally I could manage one step before becoming breathless, and
on my better days tried three, but Terry always had to come to my rescue
and carry me up or down.
It was alarming not to be able to cope, and made me more than ever
aware of my own inadequacies. In time I began to realise that it also
emphasised my loss of freedom. Even parts of my own home were taboo.
I thought back fondly to the early days with Terry, when we first
moved here, and I was pregnant. Sometimes he used to arrive home from
work very late, and only had time to eat his meal and go to sleep. We
made a temporary bed in front of the fire and television, and fell asleep
there. In the early hours of the morning we would wake up, realising that
we had left everything on. We would hold on to each other, laughing, as
we sleepily climbed the stairs to our proper bed. What a simple pleasure
and freedom that had been.
Now I found myself completely confined to either one floor or the
other, depending on where Terry had carried me. I could no longer use
the stairs myself at my leisure, and they represented an unconquerable
Mount Everest. If Daniel cried after he was carried up, or down, and I
was trapped on the other floor, I could do nothing about it except call to
him. My heart ached as I watched Terry going up and down the stairs
so often, and, not surprisingly, his back began to trouble him. I was only
thin, but it is too much for one person to be carrying another up and down
stairs all the time.
I felt like a prisoner in my own home, and sometimes the frustration
and anger got the better of me. I would hurl abuse at Terry about my need
to be independent, and he would either look hurt, or flash me an angry
look and clench his teeth to stop his words. Even though I knew it was
not his fault, I didn’t always seem able to control it. He was the one in
the firing line, and, as they say, ‘you always hurt the one you love’ . I
suppose that, within your family is the only place you can release all your
depressions, frustrations and anger. Hopefully, they will love you enough
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to forgive and understand every time, then still love you. Sometimes I
worried whether there was a time limit on that.
There was an alternative – possibly – and that was to force my tired
body to do these things itself. One day, out of sheer stubbornness, I
decided I would climb the stairs. After two steps, I found that, with the
best will in the world, I could not manage any more. My legs felt as though
they weighed a ton, and my heart was pounding like a gong.
I was forced to sit on the bottom step, where a mixture of anger and
frustration welled up in me. Suddenly it burst out, out of control, and I
found myself pounding my fists on the step for all I was worth.
At last, exhausted, I stopped, and sobbed wearily. My hands hurt
now, and my chest. Yet I had achieved nothing. I was going to have to
realise my limitations, and accept them. However I didn’t see how I could
do that. My life was going to be a pretty worthless existence.
It became a time of tests and weighing up, and of assessing just
what I was going to be able to do, or not. Even on the level I had a
problem in that I could walk only about thirty yards or so before I became
totally breathless. After doing this, I would fall asleep for a few hours.
I wondered whether this was a safety device put out by my heart to
make me rest, so that there would be no danger of my overdoing things.
However, at times, during those hours of sleep, I would have horrendous
nightmares about Papworth. Then I would wake and wonder whether the
sleep was telling me quite the opposite; that this was no safety measure
and I was indeed taking tremendous risks. It was difficult to judge what
was brave and what was foolhardy, and maybe only time would lend me
the right wisdom.
*

*

*

Throughout the early part of the New Year I was having the blood
tests for the Warfarin every week, and I felt like a pincushion. I had
come to hate these, but, now, with my decision made, I felt that I must
tolerate them more objectively. After all, they were a positive step: they
meant that my blood’s ability to clot was being closely monitored, and
they could save my life if some drastic change occurred. They would be
able to change my treatment immediately before harm was done.
Terry’s tiredness was a source of worry to me, and now he had the
added problems with his back pain. He had already given up work, which
meant a few financial problems, but we didn’t see what else he could do.
He dare not leave me alone unless I was suddenly ill again and couldn’t
manage to use the phone. In any case, Daniel was getting heavier by the
day, and more active, and soon he would not stay in one place, and I
would be unable to keep up with him and his mischief.
Not long after we had moved into this house, in November, 1989, we
had had a visit from a Home Care Manager. She arranged for us to have
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a regular Home Care lady. This introduced me to one of the best friends
I have ever had, and because of that, and what happened to my friend, I
have devoted a separate chapter to her. Her name was Anna.
Even with this added help, Terry’s burden of work was heavy, and it
was twenty four hours a day. If he wanted even to get out for shopping,
or to go to the children’s schools, he had to either struggle with me and
Daniel in my wheelchair, or find a friend to stay with me. It certainly
helped to have him off work, and have this part-time outside help.
However, it still did nothing to alleviate my own inner frustration, aimed
chiefly at the stairs.
One day Terry sat down to have a chat with me.
“Mandy, how do you feel about moving?” he asked.
“Why? Do you want to? Could you cope? You don’t mean back to
Gloucester?”
Terry shook his head.
“No, I don’t mean Gloucester. I was thinking more in terms of a
bungalow.”
A bungalow!
“Of course! Why didn’t I think of that? All this time I’ve been hating
the stairs, and I was too blind to see that there was something different
that we could do about it. Yes, that’s fine by me, Terry – if you can cope
with the work of the move.”
“It will be worth it, Mandy.”
“Yes, it will. I’m sure it will.”
A bubble of hope rose in my heart, and I wanted to sing. It was a
thread of hope for the future, and I began to plan what I would be able to
do. It would be a better quality of life.
*

*

*

Eventually, we received the letter from the Hospital to say that I was
to go to Plymouth for my brain scan on January 25th.
The day came quickly, and what a day it was! We had gale force
winds and torrential rain, and I was nervous about the long, exposed drive
ahead of us. However, we had the appointment, and I needed the scan, so
we decided we must go. We made arrangements for Lee and Jaime, and
took Daniel with us.
The rain poured down the windscreen so that the wipers could barely
cope. It sheeted across the roads so that we were afraid of skidding on the
surface. Every car or lorry that passed us rewarded us with a huge mist of
spray, blocking our vision, and all this time, the wind buffeted the car, so
that Terry had to concentrate very hard to stop it from drifting from side
to side.
As we were going down the dual carriageway to Plymouth we saw
lorries carrying sheets of plasterboard turned over on the bridges.
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It was like a nightmare, with the car shaking around us, and being
barely able to see the road and traffic ahead, let alone the road signs. It
was small wonder, really, that twice we missed a turning to the hospital.
Just as we thought we had taken another wrong turn, a huge concrete
building loomed up against the dark sky like a mountain. It had been
more by accident than design, but we had found it!
We pulled into the car park of the hospital, where we could see people
in the short distance between us and the entrance doors, huddling under
the huge canopy trying to shelter from the rain.
There is no quick way to unload a wheelchair and get its recipient
into it. It wouldn’t have to matter if we got wet in the process. The biggest
problem was how to manage the procedure quickly enough without
having the car door ripped off at the hinges by the wind.
Finally we got into the hospital, and then began the game of “Hunt
the Ward”. This hospital was as large on the inside as it was on the outside.
At last we found where we were supposed to be, and sat down, waiting
to be called.
Within a few short minutes I was called in, and wheeled down a
corridor and through a large fire door. Beyond this was a room with all
sorts of different machinery, but there was no time to study and analyse
it all. The technician helped me out of the chair and on to a couch, and
began to put electrodes into my scalp. These, he explained, would trace
the brainwaves.
As the tests progressed, I seemed to go from one set of fears to
another. Then the computers broke down as the storm grew worse
outside. The lights went out and we were plunged into darkness for a
few minutes until the hospital generator stepped in and came to life, and
the bright lights returned to dazzle us.
We were asked to wait in a small waiting room with only a small tank
of fish for company. There was little to do but look at the walls and each
other, but it did not last for long. The technician returned to say that one
of the tests was not fully complete, thanks to the power failure. I had to
return to the other room so that it could be done again.
At last it was all finished, and the technician smiled at me as he helped
me down off the couch and into my chair.
“That’s fine, Mrs Bayliffe. You can go home now. The results will be
sent to your cardiologist, so he will tell you about them when he sees you
next.”
That was not to be for a few weeks, and I was no farther in knowing
the results, but at least today’s tests were finished. I was learning to be
thankful for every small blessing – or, at least, I was trying.
As I was wheeled back into the waiting room, another couple was
coming in. They looked as windswept and damp as we did.
“Phew, what a day!” the man said, mopping his wet hair at the front.
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“I just feel sorry for the owner of that car,” the woman added.
“There’s a branch gone right through the front windscreen of a car
out there, and right out at the back.”
“Oh, that’s awful for them,” I said.
“And now they’ll have to try to get home somehow. Were the people
there?”
“No. I don’t know whose car it is. It’s a red Sierra.”
Even out of the corner of my eye I could see Terry’s colour change,
and his face went white.
“We’d better go and look, Mandy,” he said, tight-lipped.
“There must be lots of Sierras, Terry,” I said, unconvincingly.
We hurried back down the various corridors and out of the front
entrance. Our car was still standing there, and it looked as though nothing
was wrong. However, as we drew closer to it and saw it properly, we
could see the large branch stretching from front to back.
“I don’t believe it!” Terry cried.
“There must be five hundred cars on this car park, and it had to
choose ours. I’ll have to ring the emergency windscreen people, Mandy.”
He pushed me back into the hospital and parked me where it was dry,
whilst he used the phone. He emerged from the phone cubicle looking no
happier.
“It’s no use. They say they can’t possibly come out in this wind with
a sheet of glass. They want to know whether we can get the car back to
Newton Abbot, and they might be able to do something there. The trouble
is, it’s a good hour’s drive at least – more in this weather – with the car
like it is!”
“It can’t be helped, Terry. It looks as if we don’t have a lot of choice. I
don’t mind if you don’t. All I want is to get home to the children.”
“I’m sorry. It won’t be a very good journey.”
“Terry, have you thought, we could have been in the car – with Daniel
– when it happened?”
“Yes, but what about Daniel?”
He looked at Daniel, lying peacefully in my arms.
“I’ll have to go and find someone – see if they have some plastic or
something.”
The hospital staff were very kind. They managed to hunt out a large
enough piece of polythene to cover the back window, and keep myself
and Daniel dry in the back seat. Poor Terry, however, had no choice but
to sit at the front to drive, buffeted by the wind and the torrential driving
rain, until the water was literally dripping off him. He was taking the full
brunt of the storm.
The journey filled our thoughts, and we were just concerned with
getting home in one piece. In any case, the wind just tossed away our
voices like so much scrap paper. It was only after we had reached home,
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breathed a sigh of relief, and dried Terry out, that there was time for
thought about the results to break through.
We did not have to wait as long as we expected. Just a few days later
we were sent an appointment to see the cardiologist. I was apprehensive
at the speed of this, and looked warily at the doctor, sitting there with my
three-inch file of notes. However, his smile was warm and he welcomed
us in.
He gave us little time to panic.
“Well, it’s good news, Mandy – for once,” he said.
“The scan has showed no permanent damage to your brain, and the
clot appears to have dispersed. That means that, with some form of
physiotherapy, there is a good chance of getting back the strength in your
left side, but – and I’m afraid there has to be a but – there could be another
episode, so you will have to be very careful, and stick to the Warfarin
and anti-platelet treatment. There is always the risk of clots coming off
the heart, so we must try to prevent that from happening. However,
that particular clot, which caused your stroke, does not appear to have
damaged your heart any further.”
I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. I wanted to run out to Terry to
tell him. When the nurse wheeled me back to him, he looked bewildered
at my agitation and near-hysteria. So many times he had had to sit
patiently whilst I gave him bad news, and then comfort me, and be strong,
even though his own heart was probably breaking. For once, I could give
him slightly better news: I had been fortunate, and there was no further
damage done. He hugged me as I wept tears of joy. For the first time, that
day, I saw him really smile. It was not a smile put on for my benefit as it
so often had to be. Although the worry lines were still etched across his
face, the old haunted look subsided.
The next day I went to my own GP, and she was pleased with my
news, but looked hesitant.
“There’s still something bothering you, isn’t there?” I challenged her,
nervously.
“Well, I’m wondering how you are going to feel about what I have to
tell you – not about your heart, but about the drugs,” she said.
“Try me?”
“Well, as you know, you are now on both the Warfarin and the
Persantin to try to stop the clots? I’ve had a message from the cardiologist
to say that you will need a blood test every few days for a time, and then
once a week, because he wants to observe how they are reacting to one
another.”
I breathed a sigh of relief. It could have been a lot worse.
“Is that all?” I said.
“Well, I know how much you dislike having these bloods done,” she
replied, smiling.
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“And it will be rather inconvenient having to go back every few days
over the next couple of weeks.”
“I think I can handle that,” I said.
“If it saves me from going through all that again, then it is a very
small price to pay for my life.”
A look of relief crossed her face.
“You’ve changed, Mandy.”
She leaned forward to tap my hand.
“Well done.”
“I have to, don’t I?” I said simply.
There was no need to explain everything I meant by that. I was sure
she understood.
*

*

*

In June, 1990, when Daniel was now eleven months old, we found a
buyer for our house, and found a lovely bungalow in the backwaters of a
little village called Kingskerswell, which is halfway between Torquay and
Newton Abbot.
It needed a lot of work and modernisation, but immediately I saw it,
I knew.
This was the one.
It would give me back the independence which I craved, and maybe
I could see my son in his cot at any time of the day rather than have to ask
Terry to carry me to him all the time.
If we had learned nothing else from the past year’s experiences, it had
been to accept help when we needed it. Independence is fine, and I was as
bad as the next person for wanting to keep mine, but all too often we can
let that feeling ride roughshod over other people’s emotions. Frequently
people had offered help, and we had declined, saying we could manage,
only to see the look on their faces. We learned in time that we were
actually hurting them. There will always be those people who say ‘Let
me know if I can do anything’, but it is just an expression so freely trotted
out. Often, they rather hope they will not be called on! However, there are
others, and quite a few of them, who genuinely care, and want to alleviate
the burden.
My family were just such people, so when Mum, Dad and my
younger brother, David, offered to help us with the house move, we
accepted their offer gratefully. Mum cared enough to actually WANT to
help, rather than see us suffer because of overdoing things.
Without them it would have been impossible. Dad brought Mum and
David down but had to drive back to Gloucester. He said he would come
back the following day, to give them time to help us to settle in.
It was happening at last. It was really happening! All our well-loved
furniture and possessions were disappearing into the van, or into boxes,
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and then, joyfully, reappearing around me at our new home. It was a
wonderful, happy and tiring day, and one I shall always remember.
In a curious way, I could hardly wait for night-time. It wasn’t because
I was over-tired, but because at last it could be my own decision, and I
could go to bed alone.
“I think I’ll pop off to bed now.” I said my few well-chosen words to
Terry, knowing that I must be grinning from ear to ear.
There were no stairs, no listening to Terry’s laboured breathing as he
struggled to carry me, no sense of isolation once I got there.
I simply shuffled along to the bedroom door, my reading book in my
hand, then stopped, smiling.
I shuffled back, and popped my head round the lounge door. Terry
looked up, amused at seeing me re-appear all by myself after all this time.
I knew he would appreciate the joke.
“No. No, I’ve changed my mind. Yes, I will go to bed.”
“Go to bed, woman, and behave yourself!” Terry threw a cushion
after me amiably as I shuffled contentedly back to the bedroom.
There, in the bedroom, I sat on the bed by Daniel’s cot, and let the
tears of joy stream down my face. I had come to bed by myself. I could go
to the bathroom, or even go and get my own glass of water. I could walk
in and out of here, as many times as I wished, within reason, and look at
my little Daniel sleeping and breathing. I could touch his soft skin, gently,
so as not to wake him, and remember, gratefully, that he was mine.
I propped myself up in bed, wanting to savour every moment of my
new-found independence, until finally sleep overcame me, and I fell into
a happy sleep, with no ghosts of the past creeping into my mind.
During the night I disturbed, and remembered, with a smile, where I
was. I got up from the bed and wandered into the dining room. All the
lights were out, and I stood by the window, and drew back the curtains.
Mum and Dave were asleep in the lounge, so I did not want to wake them.
I stood listening to the night sounds, and a few muffled sobs escaped from
my throat as I drank it all in.
For the first time in a year I was able to wander freely about my own
home, with no stairs to prevent me. First I checked the kitchen. It was
old-fashioned, and the walls were covered in white tiles which reminded
me of a public convenience, but I loved it. It had potential, and feel.
Then I went into Jaime’s room, which was covered in lilac flowered
wallpaper. I bent and whispered ‘goodnight’ into her ear, and she stirred
in her sleep. I left her and went into Lee’s room, where the same wallpaper
adorned the walls. Again I went through the same procedure, feeling that
once more I was a proper Mum, doing her duties, offering them some love
and security. For a while I listened outside their doors to the quiet snores
that were coming from beneath the blankets, then I crept silently back to
our own room.
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Daniel was sleeping soundly in his cot. I stood looking at him for
what seemed to be ages, as if, somehow, I could pour in a handful of time
all the care and attention that I hadn’t been able to provide properly on my
own all this time. I slid the cot side down carefully, until I could reach his
face. Then I kissed him lightly on his cheek, so that he stirred and turned
over in his sleep.
As I clambered back into bed and slid between the sheets, Terry
turned to look at me sleepily, and grinned.
“I’ve been watching you,” he said.
“Finished doing the rounds, have you?”
“For now,” I replied, contentedly.
“Goodnight, Mandy.” Terry kissed me.
“I love you.”
I nodded, knowing it to be true, and settled back on my pillows.
For a while I listened as the birds started their early morning wakeup calls, and the milkman made his early round, the chink of the bottles
echoing hollowly around the empty streets. I pulled the curtain back ever
so slightly, so as not to waken Terry, but enough to see outside. The
beautiful dark sky turned slowly to a subtle orange colour, and then I
knew that daylight and the morning were just around the corner.
Whether it was in my imagination or not I shall never know, but it
seemed to me that the birds sang more sweetly than usual that morning,
and that the dawn was the most beautiful I had ever seen.
It was warm beneath the blankets, and Terry’s body lay, warm, next to
me. My eyes started to feel heavy, and I tried to fight sleep, wanting to see
in the new day – our first full day here. However a mixture of happiness
and sheer exhaustion overcame me. Once again I slipped into a totally
fearless and uninterrupted sleep.
I was home, and I was rediscovering me – Mandy Bayliffe.
*

*

*

There was a lot of work to do, but excitement and my new-found
sense of freedom made me determined to make this place truly our home.
It was frustrating to watch Terry at work, painting and papering, but
gradually I found that I could contribute just a little. Perhaps the release
from the effort and frustration of the stairs left me with rather more energy
for other things, or maybe I was just learning my limitations, and coping
better.
Either way, I found that, from my wheelchair, I could help with the
stripping of wallpaper, and even with some of the painting, so long as I
did not attempt to do anything above shoulder level. If I did, then I would
soon feel the heaviness and ache in my arms, and the pain in my chest, and
I would have to regard the warning and stop. probably what I contributed

Learning to Live Again

195

to the finished product was negligible, compared to what Terry was doing,
but it gave me a sense of achievement, and of involvement. If I was busy
scraping and sloshing water, I could hardly be sat moaning that I had
nothing to do!
If took time, but once the bungalow was decorated, it looked lovely.
Appearances can be deceptive, of course, and we knew by now not
to expect everything to be plain sailing. Indeed, once the Summer ended,
it became obvious that the windows and doors were structurally in very
poor shape, despite their coat of glossy paint. One night, whilst watching
television, I felt something blowing by my ear. I turned round to see the
curtain blowing in the draught from the windows, and got up to check.
To my dismay, the windows had not been left open, as I suspected. The
stiff breeze was coming through the cracks in the woodwork!
After many weeks of negotiations we finally managed to get the
money together to replace the windows. A local builder, by the name
of Dave, put them in, and they looked beautiful.
Terry then thought that, as we had views over the valley from the
side, there should be a patio door to give the lounge some extra light and
a feeling of more space.
Dave was marvellous about it. Instead of using an electric cutting tool
for the bricks, he cut them out manually, in order to lessen the numbers of
dust particles in the air. It was a gesture that touched my heart, as it took
him a lot longer to do the job, and yet never once did he complain about
the blisters he acquired in doing it.
The first Summer there brought Daniel’s first birthday, and, with it,
yet another milestone – me! I had survived to see Danny’s birthday, and
for that I am eternally grateful.
*

*

*

It was all too easy, with my new form of confidence, to become
complacent about my future. The continuing presence of my faithful
wheelchair ought to have showed me differently, but, just for a short
while, I needed to be happy. Then, one morning in early September, life
gave me a quick nudge in the ribs, as it so often does, to remind me.
I woke up with the terrible feeling that I was suffocating, and,
although I had had this feeling many times before, with all the fluid
building up in my chest, I had always been able to clear it. I had been
advised by the doctor to sleep well-supported by pillows, and I always did
this. In fact, Terry had bought me one of the V-shaped support pillows,
in the hope of stopping me from sliding down the bed. We had also been
given an emergency telephone with a little red button.
This time all the precautions, and my efforts, were evidently not
enough. I tried to cough and clear my chest, but all I got was the sensation
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that you get in a swimming pool when you have swallowed a lot of water,
or in the shower when you get the force of the water full on your face.
I was gasping for air, but couldn’t get any into my lungs. It is the most
terrifying experience you could have.
As the sounds grew louder, Terry came rushing in. Before I knew it,
he had me over the side of the bed, banging my back to try to remove
the fluid. When he realised that he couldn’t do it, he pressed the little red
button on the phone.
Within ten minutes, the doctor was at the door, with an ambulance
not far behind her. I was put on a Ventolin nebuliser all the way to the
hospital, which eased the breathing just a little.
Once at the hospital, the usual procedure began again, with needles in
everywhere, and tests for blood gasses. By now I had grown accustomed
to most of it, though I still dreaded the blood gasses tests, which were
painful. Someone else took x-rays, and I waited, still gasping, expecting
to be told that I had yet another blood clot.
This time it was different.
“Well, Mrs Bayliffe,” I was told, at last.
“You have developed a severe chest infection, verging on pneumonia.
We are going to have to keep you in for treatment and observation.”
My head spun. Somewhere I had been down this road before, and
again, and again. Yet commonsense told me that I must get some relief
from this distress, and I couldn’t possibly go home like this.
They gave me an injection for the pain, plus an intravenous antibiotic,
and attached me to a heart monitor. Then I was wheeled to the Intensive
Care Unit, where the staff greeted me and tried to make me more
comfortable. Their faces were vaguely familiar, through the haze of the
painkiller, which was comforting, but as yet I couldn’t put names to faces.
I was too exhausted.
Terry stayed with me for most of that night. A quick phone call to
my mother had brought her scurrying down to us, and she took over at
home, looking after the children. Knowing that Terry was there, I slept
quite well, apart from persistent bouts of coughing, and the changing of
the nebuliser and drip. Next morning, although I was still doped from the
drugs, and my face was cold from the oxygen mask, they decided that I
was much improved, so I was transferred to the Cardiology Department.
Here I was allowed to come off the heart monitor, though the
intravenous antibiotics continued. The afternoon brought a visit from my
cardiologist, and, as he came through the door, the Boss smiled at me, and
perched on the end of my bed.
“Well, Mandy,” he said.
“I would say it is nice to see you, but somehow I don’t think you
agree. You look pretty fed up with it all.”
“I am,” I said, between breaths.
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“I didn’t expect to be back in here. I seemed to be coping better since
we moved to the bungalow. But this is different – what has happened?”
“Well, with heart damage such as you have, there is always the risk
of fluid being retained in the lungs, and causing congestion. Where there
is fluid it is easy to get an infection. This seems to be what has happened
to you, though we don’t know quite what has triggered off this particular
episode. Any ideas? Anyone ill at home?”
“No. They’re fine.” I sniffed miserably. I thought of my children and
baby at home, and, as always, the tears started to flow. The cardiologist
squeezed my hand.
“Don’t worry. I expect they’re in good hands, aren’t they?”
I nodded.
“My Mum.”
“Well, then, let’s concentrate on getting you better. We can’t let you
go home just yet, but I think I can promise you it won’t be too long once
the antibiotic starts to bite.”
Gradually I felt that I was making progress, but then I received a
setback that was not particularly a physical one; more of an emotional
one.
On the third night, at around 5.30, there was a sudden commotion at
the other end of the ward. There were buzzers sounding, and doctors
came running from everywhere. They were the sounds that I hated
most, and that always, without fail, made my stomach turn with fear:
the buzzers, the running footsteps, and the squeaking wheels of a trolley
being pushed into the ward.
My blood ran cold, and the hairs stood up at the back of my neck,
as I sat trying to make sense of it all. I tried to drag my attention away
from it all, telling myself that I was no better than the ghouls who stand
by at a road accident, watching but doing nothing. This was different, for
it evoked in me my own deepest fears about myself. I heard the familiar
sound of the defibrillator being used, and the sound of a body slapping
back on the bed.
Swiftly I put my hands to my ears in the futile hope of trying to
drown all the sounds, but all I could think was that could be me. My
heart filled with the old fears, and the tears started to flow. Was that what
had happened to me in the Operating Theatre? Had I so nearly missed
seeing my Danny at all? And could it – would it – happen again? Was it
inevitable, whatever I did? For a short time I had been blissfully happy in
my new bungalow, and my new freedom had deceived me into thinking
that everything might just have changed.
Now I knew that it had not.
Sometime, at some point in the non-too-distant future, I was going to
have to die.
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By the time the nurse came to me, I was literally shaking. I was
not alone. I understood what was happening behind those screens, and
perhaps some of the other patients did not, but they were equally upset
and unnerved.
Two other nurses were brought in from another ward to help us.
“Come on, ladies. It’s hug time,” they told us all.
Systematically, they worked their way around the ward, hugging us
all in turn, and trying to soothe and reassure us. It was not as corny as
it might sound, but was a genuine, caring gesture that made us feel they
were aware of our needs.
Their care and compassion did much to soothe most of the other
patients, and they drifted back to sleep. Unfortunately it was not enough
to save the lady behind the screens. The next day, all that remained to
remind us of her was an empty bed across the ward from me.
Were we really so dispensable?
We were a subdued crowd the following morning, and I think we all
had a lump in our throats. The trouble is that, when something like that
happens, there are really no words you can use. One moment someone
is sitting opposite you, smiling and laughing with her relatives. The next
day she has gone forever.
That day the cardiologist came to see me.
“Well, the infection has all cleared up nicely now,” he said.
“You will be able to go home in a couple of days.”
I couldn’t help looking over to the empty bed, and he followed my
gaze, understanding why I was quiet and upset.
“Don’t you worry,” he said gently.
“Take very good care of yourself when you go home.”
He smiled, and moved on to the next patient.
I think that both he and I knew it was not as easy as that.
*

*

*

Two days later I was discharged. The drive home seemed like heaven.
I could smell the fresh air, and see the trees. When I arrived back home,
the house was full of flowers, their perfume filling the air until it almost
intoxicated me. The rooms seemed so large, as if someone had extended
them, though of course they hadn’t. I knew from past experience that it
would take me a few days to adjust to my surroundings, and to get out
of the habit acquired in hospital of waking at 6am every morning. Still, it
was good to be home.
Time does heal, to a point, but it never removed from me one
particular legacy. Now, every time I hear people running on a wooden
floor, I freeze, and instinctively wait for the trolley wheels. No-one outside
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the family knows that particular pain. It is too private, too deep, and too
close to my own truth. Often I thought it was like a reel of film being
played in my memory, and once started, it had to run to its eventual end,
even though I always ended in tears. The problem was that that particular
reel, I knew, would one day follow me, with all its noises, until, for me,
the cinema would close forever.
*

*

*

During the time at the bungalow I suffered lots of chest infections,
and the doctor could not understand why. To her it just did not make any
sense. I did not smoke. Sometimes, during the infections, the drugs were
almost worse than the infection itself. More often than not the antibiotics
gave me excruciating stomach pains, and of course they totally ruined the
Warfarin’s stability.
A few weeks after one of these infections I collapsed in the toilet. I
was feeling very sick because of one of the drugs, but, even so, was not
prepared for this. I just blacked out without warning.
As luck would have it, I had not locked the door, and Terry was just
taking some clothes into the bedroom. He heard me moan as I went down,
and was able to get to me quickly. He rang the doctor who was with us
within ten minutes.
The doctor listened to my chest and gave me a thorough examination.
“Sorry, Mandy,” she said quietly, then.
“It looks as if you have had another stroke. It’s only a slight one this
time, but we can’t ignore it as you are already on the Warfarin, so strictly
speaking it shouldn’t happen.”
I seemed able to say nothing, but my face must have conveyed my
dismay and fear, for she gripped my hand tightly.
“You’ll be fine,” she said.
“But I will have to send you to the hospital again.”
I tried to protest but found that my speech was slightly slurred. Again
I had lost power in my left hand and leg. It brought back memories
of carrying home heavy bags of shopping, and feeling exhausted, and
numb on that side. Although the symptoms were not as severe as on the
previous occasion, they were no less frustrating for me. Just as I had begun
to enjoy life again, within my limitations, I was having another setback.
Once at the hospital, I was taken straight to the Intensive Care’s
Coronary Unit, and put on a drip and heart monitor again, so that they
could assess me. After a few days there I was deemed well enough to be
transferred to the ordinary Coronary Ward. The nurses laughed as they
saw me approaching, and tried to cheer me up.
“Hey, Mandy! Here again?” they said, jokingly.
“Would you like us to put a ‘Reserved’ notice on bed five for you for
the next few years?”
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“I thought you’d never ask!” I retaliated, then sighed to myself.
On the outside I was Mandy Bayliffe, the joker: the person who told
stories and jokes to make other people feel happy. On the inside I was
the other me: crying for what I had lost, and what my life was going to
be like for the rest of the time I had left. I would always be in and out of
hospital, never knowing what the next illness would be, or how severe,
and under no illusion that, one day, fate would deal me a one-way ticket.
I was deeply afraid and alone, yet afraid to try to express it for fear that
people would not know what to do, and would go away from me.
The worst fear was not knowing when I would die. My body’s
ability to come back from Death’s door so many times never made me
complacent, and I was aware how vulnerable I was. When you have made
a decision as big as the one I had had to make, it is inevitable that you will
sometimes question whether you were right. Nothing, however, changed
my mind. Even with a heart transplant I was never going to have that
kind of knowledge. I would never be able to put my house in order and
plan, knowing the time and date when my life would end. It might even
have been sooner. It is all very well, living one day at a time, as people
suggest, but it is an unhappy arrangement. It also means living every day
as if it might be your last – and knowing it might be. I wanted to be able to
start reading a book with my children, and know that I would be able to
finish it; to put bulbs in the garden, knowing that I would see them burst
into flower in the Spring. I didn’t want to be a millionaire. I would have
settled cheerfully for a little hope and security, and the knowledge that I
had a certain length of time in the future.
*

*

*

After some months of these repeated chest infections, the cause
sprang to light quite suddenly.
One day I was in the bathroom when I felt the floor suddenly give
beneath me. At first I thought I was falling, and having yet another of
the strokes I now dreaded and feared so much, so I groaned loudly. Terry
heard me, and came running, his face anxious as always.
“Mandy? Not again? What is it?”
To my surprise, I was able to answer him, and found that the
weakness was not in my leg, as I feared, but was actually in the floor.
It was an odd thing to be pleased about, but I was, momentarily.
Terry frowned as I pointed to the floor.
“Thank God. I thought you were ill. But, that shouldn’t happen.
Something’s wrong.”
He went to bring a claw hammer, and I stood to one side whilst he
pulled up a length of floorboard. To our horror, we saw something glisten
and move below us. Our foundations were under water.
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Terry arranged for investigations and repairs, but when we told the
doctor of our little scare, in passing, she frowned at us thoughtfully.
“My goodness, that could explain a lot,” she said.
“What do you mean?”
“All your frequent chest problems. You have most probably been
living with damp and mould all this time, and the spores from the mould
are the last thing you need in your life right now. If you can’t get the
problem sorted out, I’m afraid my advice is to move.”
I groaned and looked at Terry. My lovely bungalow. My home and
my freedom. Was I to lose it again?
Terry put a hand on mine, seeing my anxiety.
“Mandy, love, don’t jump to conclusions until it has been
investigated. And then, if they really can’t do anything about it, we’ll
find somewhere just as nice. Honestly. I promise.”
“Somewhere I can still get around?”
“Yes. really.”
After the investigations were done, the advice given
to us was that this was going to be an ongoing problem. The sooner
we moved the better, because of my health.
We found a beautiful house in Torquay, with two bedrooms and a
bathroom downstairs. It was not total freedom but at least I still had some
independence.
*

*

*

Once we had recovered from the move, it became a time of decorating
again, and of adjustment. There was more than ample time to think and
plan that.
When you are still most of the day, it is not the lazy, comfortable
life that people might imagine. They see people in chairs, having meals
brought to them, and imagine that the person in the chair never lifts a
finger to wash a dish, or iron, or shop. It must look like a dream existence.
It is only when it happens to you that you realise it is far from
wonderful. Apart from anything else, sitting in a chair or wheelchair,
and being pushed, is not a lazy, pain-free position at all. Often you
are sitting in severe pain, whatever illness you have, and always there
is the increasing discomfort of being stuck in one position for too long.
Your hips, legs and back ache, and once that begins, it is difficult to find
comfort, however much you try to wriggle yourself around to change
position. The more you lose weight, the more sore the hip bones become.
In extreme cases, there is always the risk of pressure sores.
Going through town in a wheelchair is an incredible experience.
There are people who are kind, and who will smile or hold a shop door
open. However there are many who will simply rush past and squash
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your toes against their legs or the chair footrest. They have no idea how
much that hurts. Worse – they don’t care. Occasionally you get a brisk
shopping bag in the face, and it makes you aware of the hazardous life
our children lead when they are sitting in a buggy. As for the pavements,
they never quite lead down exactly level to the road surface. Even half an
inch is too much for a wheelchair, and the one pushing it has to stop each
time and tip the chair before he can get off the road. If the lights change
quickly, and people coming towards you simply rush and push, this is
very unnerving.
The emotional pains are, if anything, worse than the physical ones,
though. There are so many people – a vast number of them – who
look at you as they approach, then suddenly avert their eyes. Perhaps,
sometimes, they feel they have no words to express what they feel when
they see us at such a disadvantage. Often, I fear, it is because they
don’t KNOW what it is they feel. They are embarrassed, and, only too
frequently, they assume that we are in some way mentally retarded. I
used to want to cry out that physical and mental injuries and problems are
not necessarily linked. In almost all cases, their assumptions are wrong.
When we were shopping, even though Terry had to pass most of the items
down and into the trolley, I always paid at the till – just to show that I was
Compos Mentis and still me!
It reminded me just a little of being pregnant and meeting other
pregnant mothers. Once again I was in some sort of club, though this
was not such a happy and hopeful one. Other people in wheelchairs or on
sticks nodded and smiled at me, and often they spoke. In return I found
myself taking an interest in them and their problems. We had a unique
bond, and maybe we could even learn from one another. Occasionally,
I admit, I felt furious that I had been admitted to this ‘Club’ at the ripe
old age of twenty four. However, that feeling soon fell into place when
I looked at the young people with cerebral palsy who had never had an
easy life at all. At least I had had a taste of it. They had been totally
cheated.
Poor Terry stood by patiently whilst I had these, at first, brief
conversations, but soon he was drawn into them. We began to make
friends, and to learn that we were not alone. In fact, many of the carers we
met had an even harder time than Terry, for they were caring for people
who needed constant, twenty four hour a day, attention. They felt, and
looked, exhausted.
The more I talked to them, the more I worried about Terry. How much
longer would he be able to cope before he, too, was reduced to a shattered
shell of his old self?
“You need a holiday, Terry,” I commented one day, as I watched him
assembling the wheelchair feet.
“Why don’t you go off and have one?”
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“Oh, yes? And who would look after you, young lady, and the others?
Tell me that.”
“There must be a system, surely. Someone who could come in, or
somewhere we could go?”
“I don’t want a holiday on my own, do I? I wouldn’t enjoy it,
worrying about how you were, and whether you were getting the right
attention and feeling happy.”
“Can’t we ask the doctor?”
“We’ll try.”
We did. We asked the doctor, the Home Care lady, the Social Services
– anyone we could think of or dig out of the Yellow Pages. It was all to no
avail. In the end Terry shrugged his shoulders in resignation.
“I’m sorry, Mandy. It’s no use. There IS nowhere.”
“Well, there should be. We are not alone in this. You know yourself,
from all the people we meet, that there are hundreds of people out there
needing help and rest and support. What they need is somewhere they
can have a holiday together, so that they won’t have to be separated and
worry about each other. If there were staff to take over the carer’s duties,
why it would be wonderful for the carer. In fact, it would help the family
as a whole. You know yourself how often it leads to friction between us
when we are tired or frustrated.”
“Tell me about it!” Terry grinned ruefully.
“But I’m afraid we’ve tried. There IS nowhere, Mandy.”
“Then we’ll start something up ourselves. Couldn’t we do that?
Make it a charity and raise funds. We’re in a very good position to know
what would be needed, aren’t we? And you’ve got a good business head
on you.”
I could see Terry’s enthusiasm growing. Usually there was nothing
Terry liked more than to get his teeth into something challenging.
“I suppose you think it’s a crazy idea.”
“No, I don’t. Not at all,” he replied.
“Let me think about it, Mandy, and jot some ideas down. Do the same
yourself, and let’s see what we can come up with.”
Suddenly I had a job! At least I felt I had. I had an incentive and a
goal towards which I could work. There would be limitations, because of
my health problems, but there would still be plenty of other things I could
do. Paperwork, for a start.
“I want to learn to use a word processor.” The thought came to me
suddenly, and I could hardly believe I had said it. Terry grinned at me.
“Good! Then I’ll keep you to that,” he said.
“And whilst I’m at it, I’m going to write a book,” I said, with added
determination.
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“So many things have happened to us, and all of it was unexpected.
If I write it all down, then Danny will be able to read it himself some day
after I – die – and it might draw a lot if interest to the charity. Yes, Let’s!”
Almost before we knew it, our little bud of an idea was bursting into
a full-grown flower. Terry’s business acumen had never been lost, despite
all his troubles, and now he was able to put it to good use. He began to
write to hundreds of people, and took steps to find out how we should
register the charity properly.
Suddenly it was all happening, and we had a dream.
We also put a name to that dream . . .
It was the ‘Bay Foundation’.
*

*

*

Not all of my time was spent in mastering the word processor
and typing Terry’s numerous letters, plus starting my book, but I soon
discovered a new joy: writing letters of my own. I had always enjoyed
words and writing. Now I began to develop an ever-wider circle of
‘friends’.
One of my interests, apart from listening to music and reading, was
watching motor racing. It might seem an odd hobby for a woman in a
wheelchair, but perhaps it was the very contrast between us that made me
appreciate the skill and thrill of all that speed.
The more I watched, the more I appreciated McLaren, and, in
particular, Ayrton Senna. I wondered whether I dared to write to them,
but Ayrton Senna was a particularly good-looking man. I wondered
whether Terry would object to my proposal!
“Silly girl! Get on with it!” he laughed, when I asked.
“But don’t be disappointed if they haven’t the time or facilities to
reply. The same goes for some of the other people we have approached
for support.”
Terry was right to be cautious, but I was not to be disappointed. Thus
started a long and happy relationship between myself and McLaren. We
also received lots of support from others, including Patrick Nicholl MP,
Bobby Davro, the Duchess of York, and many others. I could hardly
believe it.
*

*

*

We had a verandah at our new home, and it was a source of joy to
me. I still had an overwhelming sense of fear and isolation whenever my
thoughts flew back to my heart, and the inevitability of my death. It made
me feel instantly sick. Often I would cry until my chest hurt and the tears
could come no more. At other times I was able to push it firmly to the back
of my mind, enjoy things, and laugh. Having the charity to plan helped.
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During those times when I was relatively at peace, I would go out to
sit on the verandah.
There was still something about my illness, and my awareness of
my vulnerability, that made my senses more acute than usual. I couldn’t
remember, ever before, noticing how different the magpies’ calls were,
as they flapped around the branches above me. Always there would be
gulls, too, wheeling overhead, signalling to one another with their calls.
One gull visited me regularly, as did several squirrels, as I sat silently.
I am certain it was the same gull, for he bore a large distinctive
black mark on his beak, and always took the same silent, patient attitude
to me. I christened him ‘George’, after the actor George Segal, and
scolded him jokingly when he arrived faithfully at breakfast time to sit
eyeing my toast optimistically. He never made a sudden move to steal it
from my hand, but he was never deterred either, and always returned.
Sometimes I felt we had a certain understanding, and that he did not
take advantage of me because he was wise enough to see that MY wings
were clipped. Whatever it was, it seemed a strange, silent bond. I felt
strangely privileged, as if our joint Maker were lending me a little taste of
His Heaven. So that I would not be afraid.
I wondered sometimes whether all of these creatures and plants could
have truly evolved from one big bang, or whatever. They seemed too
diverse, too complicated, to have been an accident. Yet some of them
seemed to have little purpose except to provide variety: a huge, colourful
backdrop for our own lives.
WAS there anyone out there – a Creator of some kind? And, if so, was
He aware of me, so small within the immense Universe, yet so frightened
and aching with sadness that surely He could hear or sense me?
I used to sit, silently, and drink it in, as the sounds of nature dwindled,
the skies turned to black velvet, and the breeze stirred the leaves above
me. Then the sky opened in a million places to a myriad of tiny, sparkling
stars. It was hard to believe that they were round, and some of them
bigger than our Earth. It was even harder to visualise the sheer distance
between them and me. Some of them are so far away that, by the time we
receive the image of them, they are no longer there. It was an awesome,
splendid theatre that I watched, and it added a certain depth and quality
to my life. It never seemed right to go indoors and close the doors and
curtains on all that glorious spectacle and drama.
*

*

*

Winter passed with all its frost, and the bitter East wind that assaults
us here in the South West. Yet, here we are fortunate. Our Winters are
mild compared with some parts of the country, and we have little snow.
Very soon the tiny shoots of green began to appear everywhere, and by
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the end of March there were already traces of pink in the cherry blossom
trees.
I was pleased that it was beginning to look pretty. We had arranged
to have a French student to stay with us for eleven or twelve days, and
she would be going out with Jaime. I felt I had little to offer her myself, in
the shape of being a good hostess, and, for some reason, I felt more than
usually tired. However, the weather was picking up, and Jaime was very
capable. She would see to it that our guest had a good time.
I was more than usually nervous, perhaps because I felt I could do
so little, but I need not have worried. Azilis proved to be a charming
girl, with a friendly personality, and laughter that sounded like a stream
skipping over the pebbles of a waterfall.
Azilis came into our lives like a burst of energy, and it was impossible
not to gain a boost just from being with her. She was polite and approving
of everything about the house, and she burst in each evening, telling us
enthusiastic tales about her day’s adventures, all in her fascinating broken
English. Young as she was, she took the time to sit, and include me in these
little discussions, rather than simply rush past me with youthful energy
and impatience.
For that glorious few days, Azilis was my window on the world. She
reminded me of my own youth and energy, yet when I remembered how
my own little bubble of joy had burst so early, and I wanted to weep, she
ventured into some tale or other about her own family that took me out of
myself again.
Dear, sweet Azilis: I didn’t want her to go home. She was a refreshing
diversion, and one I shall never forget.
*

*

*

The house seemed empty when Azilis went home, and I also felt I
had been robbed of something else. I had begun to feel that I was losing
some of the closeness I had once had with Jaime and Lee, and wondered
how much of it was my fault. Being with Azilis had reassured me, for a
short time, for we got on so well together.
I was tired, but perhaps I had been doing too much, I reassured
myself. For weeks now we had been going back to our old bungalow
and touching up the decorations. We had not managed to sell it, but had
decided we must rent it out in order to keep pace with our mortgage. It
hurt to see our old home, and perhaps I did too much there: partly because
I needed to go there, and be around the place, doing things to it, and partly
because I was beginning to feel I had something to prove.
Lee and Jaime had been very small when I first came to them as a
Nanny, and taken to me very well. They called me “Mum”, and I was
happy to take on that role. Something had changed, however, since my
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illness began. At first it was very gradual, almost unnoticeable, but now I
could no longer deny it. My relationship with them was in difficulties.
At first I wondered whether it was because I had had Daniel, and they
felt he might somehow be more important to me than they were. That
didn’t seem to ring true, though, for they loved him, and were very good
with him. Maybe they were just growing older and more independent?
They were, but it seemed more than that.
One day, after months of puzzling and worrying, I received my
answer. The children and I had a difference of opinion over something,
and I needed them to understand what I meant.
Suddenly Jaime stood before me, her eyes flashing.
“What are you going to do about it, then, eh?” she challenged me.
I opened my mouth to voice my protest, but Lee beat me to it. He
pulled himself up to his full height, and stood squarely beside Jaime, so
that they were both looking down at me in my chair.
“Yeah!” he agreed.
“You’re useless!”
I was too choked and deeply hurt to be able to vent my indignation
properly.
“Do you think I like being like this?” I asked, as calmly as I could.
“Who knows?” They both glared and shrugged their shoulders.
“But it’s true, anyway.”
Now I knew the reasons for my problems. They resented my illness,
and it was worse then that.
They resented me, too, for daring to be ill, and ruining their lives.
I had failed as a mother.
And, if Lee and Jaime felt like that about me, then there was no reason
why Terry shouldn’t, too.
I had failed as a wife. I was no longer a complete woman.
*

*

*

It was Monday the 27th of April, 1992, and I was very tired. I was
always tired, but this time it seemed exceptional.
Why? I wondered. I thought back over all that had happened in the
past couple of weeks. There had been a number of arguments with Lee
and Jaime, and quite a few with Terry, who was looking increasingly tired
and bored with our rather miserable lifestyle. I suppose that he feels he
has no life now, and no real future either. We needed the Respite Home
more than ever ourselves, and had been throwing a lot of energy into
setting it up and planning the fund-raising.
Also, back in March, I had been more and more worried about little
Danny’s bad chest, until, eventually, he was rushed into hospital. The
doctor’s verdict hit me like a ton of bricks. My poor little Danny was
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already an asthmatic, at the age of two and a half! Danny came home
at last on the Wednesday, but we were ships that pass in the night. The
following day I couldn’t breathe at all myself, and within minutes found
myself back in hospital in the Coronary Care Unit. The next day a lady
was admitted and had a heart attack right in front of me. It had really
taken the wind out of my sails.
Another problem had surfaced of recent months, and that was my
periods. I had been assured that Warfarin made no difference to women’s
periods, but either that or the anti-platelet drug, or both, were doing
something pretty horrific to me. The flow was unbearably heavy, and
difficult to manage. It was a constant source of embarrassment and
excruciating pain to me, and it drained me even further of my energy.
I had one “friend” suggest that there was nothing wrong with me. I
suppose if I looked well enough in my chair, she felt safe in assuming I
was a hypochondriac. I shed floods of tears after that. If only I COULD
get up and run about, and do more. Oh, if only . . . !
Yet – life was not plain sailing, and we had come to acknowledge that.
Neither were people’s attitudes and reactions always going to be what we
would hope or expect. So, why did I feel so poorly today?
It wasn’t just the tiredness. I seemed to have lost some tightness in
the muscle of my left cheek, leg and hand, and that really depressed me.
I was just as afraid of strokes as I was of the dreaded fateful heart attack,
and wished I had some control and could prevent them.
It was an unhappy day, generally, and I took myself off to bed early,
hoping it would all be better in the morning. However, when I turned
over the next morning, I saw at once that nothing was better, In fact, it was
worse. The sight in my left eye was funny. I decided to go to the bathroom
and make a half-hearted attempt at washing myself, but it seemed difficult
to walk. I had to find a different technique, dragging my left leg along as
I went.
It was, believe me, a very cursory wash, and then I dragged myself to
an armchair, and flopped back, exhausted. My head was splitting.
Even through my one eye, I could see the look on Terry’s face.
“Are you not so well, Mandy? What’s wrong?” he asked, coming
towards me.
“No. I’m . . . I’ve . . . no.”
I groaned and gave up in frustration.
“Headache,” I managed.
“I’m going to ring the doctor.”
“No . . . Terry,” I said.
“No. Mi-migraine.”
“You don’t have migraine, Mandy. You know that. You either have
nothing or you have a problem. Let me ring, Mandy. I must.”
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“N-n-no”. The word hardly came out, and I was conscious of my lips
making a puffing noise as I tried to speak. I flopped back, exhausted, and
the world began to lose colour and go grey around me. Somewhere above
me shone a bright light, and it hurt my eyes. I heard Terry’s agitated voice.
“Oh, God, no. Not again. Mandy?”
His voice began to spin around me, together with what I could see of
the room. I could hear my lips still puffing and saying nothing, and then
it was quiet and dark. As it became black there was nothing left in my
mind or life but the strange heaviness in my body, and the total inability
to recognise or concentrate on anything. Probably I was dying, I thought,
and I didn’t even care.
Something roused me, and I stirred, trying to see. There was a
commotion and somebody prodding me and putting instruments on me.
My tired mind told me that it was my doctor.
“I’m sorry, Terry,” I heard her say.
“It’s another stroke, and a bigger one this time. She’ll have to go to
hospital.”
An alarm bell rang in my head.
No! I was not going to hospital. I was tired of hospital. And, if I was
going to die now, if this was it, then I wanted to die right here in my own
home with Danny and Terry.
“No!” my mind shouted.
I stared at them, waiting for a reaction, but realised that nothing had
come out of me.
Terry was holding my good hand, and I pressed it hard to get his
attention. He looked at me, his face lined and unhappy.
My mind went into a panic. How was I to tell him what I wanted?
several times I puffed with my lips, but no words came out. I was trapped
in a body that hated me; a body that was right now betraying me.
“Puff, puff.” I squeezed several times on Terry’s hand, trying to shake
my head, and giving darting glances at the doorway. I was aware that my
face contorted in a one-sided movement as I did so.
“Wait a minute.”
Terry turned to look me squarely in the face.
“She’s trying to tell me something. What is it? Hospital?”
“Uh, uh,” I managed to grunt.
“Don’t you want to go?”
“Uh, uh!” I grunted vehemently, squeezing mercilessly at his hand.
Terry looked at the doctor.
“Leave her here, doctor. I don’t want to upset her more. I’ll look after
her, and I’ll get help. Just tell me what I should do.”
“Well, I can’t force her to go, Mr Bayliffe. But you realise it will be
hard work? And, if I do nothing else, I must give Mandy an injection of
Cortisone at once to reduce the swelling in the brain.”
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I listened numbly to the conversation, and waited for the doctor to
give her injection before she went. If it had been anyone other than my
own doctor who knew me and my feelings so well by now, I might not
have won that particular argument, but I did. I moaned, gratefully, as I
felt Terry carrying me across the room and into the bedroom. I was wet,
very wet, below the waist. Once again my body had let me down.
For several days my life was a blur of people touching me, and trying
to spoon feed me, intermingled with long, deep sleeps. A face appeared
that I recognised and couldn’t place, yet knew that I loved dearly. As the
hours passed I saw that it was my Mum. Tears of love and pain rolled
down my face, and yet I couldn’t even tell her how much I wanted her
there. How could I tell her to stay, and not to go? If she stayed I would
be safe, protected. I ached to communicate with her, but no words would
come.
It was an odd existence, but relatively easy at first, for my mind
seemed to be taking in very little, and I had not much desire to
communicate really. All I wanted was to hold on to someone and drift
back into the sleep which took me out of all this.
By the end of the week, however, the mists began to clear. I lay
looking at my left hand, and realised that I could feel ever such a slight
tingle in the fingers. I also found I wanted to speak, though my speech
was too slurred to be comprehensible.
From then on it was very frustrating. Faces appeared, and people
asked me questions or made conversation, but they had no idea what I
was replying. Often they went off and did exactly the opposite to what I
wanted. I would try to convey that I was lying uncomfortably, and they
would bring me a drink, a blanket, or even a bedpan. I felt they began to
look at me as if I was an idiot, and yet THEY were the ones who were the
idiots, I thought angrily. I was putting so much energy into trying to get
my ideas across, and yet they understood nothing of what was going on
in my mind. I felt it should have been more obvious.
Just a week after this started, a nurse came, to give me physiotherapy.
She lifted my limbs, and made them bend, yet I couldn’t feel a thing, or
even manage to raise a protest at this indignity. All I could do was make
puffing or slushing noises, and grunt from the back of my throat. She
looked at me with pity written across her eyes, and I wanted to jump out
of bed and run as fast as I could – to anywhere at all where I could be
normal and be me. I didn’t want people staring at me or pitying me. I
wanted to get up one morning and be normal.
After a couple more days there was another strange phenomenon.
My left arm began to shake violently of its own accord. The doctor and
nurse came later, and, judging by their faces, seemed to think it was some
kind of progress. There was still some slight feeling in my fingers, and
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all of this encouraged me. Whether it was true, or whether it was just
psychological, I didn’t know, but I decided I felt ever so slightly stronger.
It was difficult to take much interest in the children, apart from
feeling the tears welling in my eyes every time they allowed little
Daniel in to touch me. I was vaguely aware that they were there, and
vaguely concerned about their wellbeing, but I couldn’t cope with the
responsibility or worry that they necessitated. I felt guilty, but was
relieved to be able to leave all that to Terry and my mother. It seemed
odd, because normally I worried about pushing the workload on to Terry
and others, but, right now, I felt too poorly to do anything except try to
hang on and survive.
*

*

*

I had had strokes before – lots of minor ones, plus the longer one
shortly after Danny was born – but nothing to compare with this. Even
after the fog in my mind cleared, and I could see properly, there seemed
to be no connection at all between what I felt, and wanted to say or do, and
what actually happened when I tried. I felt so very afraid and lonely. I was
used to carrying round the perpetual fear of the next, perhaps fatal, heart
attack, but at least that would be sudden. This was a living death, and it
seemed to go on for weeks. Terry lifted me into the chair, and took me out
into the garden, and even into town after the first month. It was nice to
have a change of scenery, but it only accentuated my new problems.
Now I felt I knew what some people felt like when they were
handicapped from birth. I couldn’t even hold my head up by myself. The
doctor showed Terry how to fold a towel and put it around my neck, and
then prop my head up with pillows. He did so well, but it only needed
one pillow to be not quite right, or for someone to knock the chair, and
I would feel my head sliding to one side. Immediately it would become
difficult to breathe, and I began to panic. What would I do if he didn’t
notice quickly? Or if it happened when he was asleep? I couldn’t even
call for help. All I could was tap the chair hard with my good arm. I could
just choke to death. I was absolutely terrified.
The doctor explained that the stroke had affected my neck and throat
muscles, too, and that this was why head felt so heavy and floppy. My
neck was also cold, and she said that this was probably poor circulation,
and I should always wear a light scarf.
The symptoms which I now had, and my total inability to talk or do
anything, was devastating and alarming enough, but we soon learned that
there was more to this than we knew. The doctor said that I must no longer
have a bath, and must have a shower with controlled temperature, as even
the water could trigger off another stroke. Terry made arrangements to
have one installed.
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I sat propped there, my head aching from being in one position, and
frustration and boredom seeping into every inch of my body. I lived in
a very narrow world indeed, and felt trapped. I was, it seemed, a living
time bomb, likely to go off at any time, and I was terrified. How could I
even tell anyone of my fear and needs? How could anyone understand at
all unless telepathy really existed?
I used to grip Terry’s hand tightly, and try to draw signs for him, but
some things were just too difficult to convey.
A physiotherapist came daily to exercise my limbs, and Terry
watched carefully. Even little Danny watched sometimes, and, on
occasion, lifted his own chubby little limbs in unison. He gave me the
will to go on, and I couldn’t help a very distorted laugh at his antics.
On one of these occasions, Terry looked from me to Danny, and then
nodded, as if he had decided something. When the physiotherapist had
gone, he came over and sat by my knees, holding my hand.
“You’re going to walk, Mandy Bayliffe,” he pronounced, his eyes
glinting.
“I know you’ve got the spirit, and I’m damn well going to work on
you. From now on you get physio three times a day, whether you like it
or not.”
I could say nothing, but wondered vaguely what the physiotherapist
was going to say about this extra work schedule, but I need not have
worried. In fact, I should have realised, I told myself. Terry had taken
it on himself to carry out this punishing schedule.
Day after day, three times a day, Terry worked on my flaccid limbs,
until I could see the trace of disappointment creeping into his manner. He
might as well have been kneading pastry.
I looked at him helplessly, thinking that he wasn’t the only one with
problems. I was desperately thirsty, and couldn’t even say so. Anger filled
my body, and I took a breath and made a supreme effort.
“Can I have a drink of water, please?”
It came out! It didn’t sound like my voice at all, as it was a flat clumsy
monotone, but there was something even stranger about it. It came out in
a French accent!
Terry looked at me, and his jaw dropped, then he laughed crazily, the
tears flowing down his face.
I got my drink of water, eventually, but it did nothing to correct the
French accent. It stayed with me for a few days, throughout my first few
stumbling words and sentences. The doctor could only think that it had
something to do with Azilis’ visit, and how much I enjoyed it. It must
have been stored in my brain, but the stroke was causing a lot of crossed
wires and wrong connections just at present. Gradually my brain seemed
to sort out the problem and realised its mistake. I became English again.
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Still, it was progress, and was sufficient to spur Terry on. He renewed
his physiotherapy with increased vigour, until I was exhausted.
Then, one day, as he pressed his thumbs on my thigh muscle, I felt a
sensation.
“Ooh. something,” I mumbled.
“You felt something?” Terry was excited.
“Uh. Yes. Think so.”
“I’ll try to find that spot again.”
Terry shuffled forward, and, as he did so, a pain shot up my left thigh.
“Hurts!” I cried in protest.
“But I haven’t touched it yet,” Terry said, kneeling back on his
haunches, intrigued.
“I have to confess I knelt on your toe, though.”
Frowning, I looked at him, and could hardly believe what he did. He
actually went to the trouble to kneel on my toe again! Once more the pain
shot up my thigh.
“Uh. Hurts! Go away!” I yelled, to the best of my ability.
Terry grinned like a Cheshire cat.
“Go away! Hate you!” I grumbled loudly.
I waited for the flash of anger, the retaliation, but it didn’t come.
“I’m going nowhere, Mandy, and I don’t hate you. I love you,” he
said.
He squeezed my hand.
“Do you remember the bit in the John Wayne film, when he broke his
back? He said, ‘I’m gonna move that toe,’ didn’t he?”
“Mmm.”
I was used to Terry’s famous John Wayne impressions, and wondered
what was coming next. It was no time for jokes, I thought peevishly.
“Well, I’m gonna move that toe, Mandy! You’re gonna get the hell
outa here!” he cried cheerfully.
Before I knew it he had both his arms beneath my armpits, and had
hoisted me clumsily out of the chair. I hung on his shoulders like a limp
doll, preparing myself for the inevitable fall, but Terry held on tight. He
lifted my feet, one at a time, on top of his own, so that they were taking my
weight, and suddenly I knew what he was trying to do. My head slipped
down on to his shoulder – once done affectionately, but now for support
– and together, we waltzed slowly and clumsily around the room.
“We’re dancing, Mandy,” Terry breathed in my ear, his voice strained
with the weight he was taking on him.
“We’re dancing! And we will! You’re going to be all right. I’m going
to make you all right!”
Tears flowed down our faces and we sobbed together, until our little
“dance” had to grind to a standstill. There were tears for all that we had
been through, tears of hope that perhaps we could regain something of
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our lives, but tears of overwhelming unhappiness because we couldn’t
live or plan a future as we wanted to any more. One day we would have
to be parted.
*

*

*

In the July of 1992 we encountered several little milestones. First, our
lovely power shower was fitted, and I could at last sit in privacy. How I
hated having others to wash and bed-bath me. I had no privacy left at all.
Then, on the 13th of July, I received my new toy! It was an electric
wheelchair, so that I could move around, in limited fashion, on my own.
Not everything was so positive. At the end of July we had to go to
Derriford Hospital in Plymouth, so that I could have another brain scan.
The doctor saw me afterwards, and I could hardly believe what I was
hearing.
“I’m afraid the brain has closed down because of the repeated
damage to it. You have been so close to death so many times. I’m afraid I
have to tell you that you will not walk again,” he said.
I looked at Terry, and he rushed me out of the room in my chair before
I could burst into tears.
“Oh, won’t you?” he said, vehemently.
“Oh, won’t you? We’ll see about that, won’t we, Mandy?”
It was a painful episode, and life, of course, did its best to deter us.
A couple of months later my physiotherapist reaffirmed that I may never
walk again, and said that I should be realistic.
Realistic I might be, but I am also stubborn, and this gave me enough
incentive to experiment and see what things I really could do for myself.
One thing I could do with one hand, albeit awkwardly, was type, and I
wrote to all my new-found pen-friends, including McLaren.
“I must apologise for the quality of this letter,” I wrote.
“But things have been bad again – another stroke. I can’t walk this
time, but I want to learn. However, what’s your excuse? You’re not doing
too well this season at all.”
McLaren’s answer came back promptly.
“Dear Mandy,” it read.
“We’re very sorry to hear about your trouble. How’s this for a deal?
Shall we say one point for every step you take . . . ?”
I grinned when I opened it, and hugged myself inwardly at this kind
of humour and support.
It was still difficult, and Terry was very determined. If I took a step,
he would take another himself, backwards, so that I still had further to
walk.
Many weeks later I was able to write back to McLaren.
“Dear Mr Stayner,
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You owe me forty four points!”
*

*

*

My life became an odd existence – one big round of getting dressed
or undressed, either with Terry’s help, or on my own, very slowly. My
shower took up more of my time, and eating was another slow process.
Frequently Terry had to feed me, for, as soon as I tried to bend my head to
eat, the angle of my head and neck muscles affected my breathing.
I was like a baby, yet not a baby. Babies have a future ahead of them,
and I could see my future shrinking and shrinking in front of me. At one
time I had hoped I might salvage a few years, and maybe more than the
doctors had said. Now I felt they were winning, with their verdicts. Half
of me rebelled at this. The other half made me weep inside because I
was afraid of dying, and I didn’t want to go anywhere without Terry and
Danny. Yet what was I to do? I couldn’t even get out of the chair by myself
to fight or run away. How can you run away from death, anyway?
The best times were when Terry wheeled me out on to the verandah
into the peace, and when he lifted me into the car and took me out. He
invested in a “Space Cruiser”, which could take the wheelchair easily. I
loved it. It was high, and I could see much more. My favourite drive was
around the “Ilsham Marine Drive”, which follows the coast in Torquay. It
starts at one end, winding close along the top of the cliffs, and overlooking
Hopes Nose, far below – a little rocky and grassy headland. From there
it sweeps majestically round to a grassy area on the left overlooking
“Thatcher Rock”, then down through the shade of tall trees to the bright
sands of Meadfoot beach. From there it was a short drive up the hill and
down again towards Torquay harbour, taking in the whole panoramic
view of the bay around to Paignton and Brixham as we did so. Boats
bobbed in the harbour, children splashed on the beaches, and everywhere
there was the smell of salt and plants, and the haunting cry of the seagulls.
It was my own little heaven, and when we got home I would sit on
the verandah and look back over the journey.
We had come through many things, Terry and I, but I didn’t regret
moving to here. I didn’t want to die. My throat ached at the first thought
of it. Yet – if I had to die, as we all do sometime, I was glad that it would
be here, in this beautiful little corner of the country that I had come to love
so well.
*

*

*

Not everything that happened to me in those months was bad. Some
of it was very good, even if it was always tinged with sadness, for I was
deeply and painfully aware that my time was limited, and life was very
fragile.
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For one thing, the frequent blood tests became much less traumatic,
for a time. The nurse took the blood from my bad arm, so I felt no pain,
and this was a small consolation until such time as the vein collapsed with
too much use, and my days of luxury were over!
Also, I discovered a way of disobeying the doctors! Terry had asked
the doctor one day about what I could and could not do. The doctor
looked Terry squarely in the eye, and replied,
“You will always have to remember – no adrenalin. Adrenalin speeds
up the heart, and would mean death to Mandy. The flow is increased by
many things – activity, fear, excitement . . . and sex. So, if that’s what you
are asking me, the answer is no. Absolutely not.”
I sat, taking in this information grudgingly. It seemed to me that
everything in life was denied to me now – even simple pleasures like
having a bath, paddling, or scooping my own child up in my arms. How
would the doctor like that herself? Now I was being denied the right to
be a proper wife, and without that, I did not feel like a complete woman. I
had never had a lot of confidence in myself, but on the days after we had
made love, I used to feel happy, attractive and complete. I longed to feel
Terry’s touch again, and be made to feel whole and special.
One evening I told Terry that I was feeling especially well, and it
would be all right. He was afraid, but must have missed that side of
things as much as me, when he was not too completely exhausted from his
workload. Once the idea had been put into our minds, there was no going
back. The temptation was there, fired by a long abstinence, and the more
we were tempted, the more caution flew out of the window. There must
be no babies, of course, so we had had to be very careful. Our little games
of Russian roulette caused me an hour or so on the oxygen afterwards.
However, it was worth it. There seemed to be no more permanent damage
done, the next day, and, if I rested more, I could recover completely.
Now, at last, I had a speck of normality and femininity in my life.
It seemed to be a game of delicate balance, and I learned with practice
that on the days when I either felt better or had had more rest or peace of
mind, then I seemed to have just enough physical reserves left to give my
all to Terry.
It was important to me to be close like that to him, and any episodes
on the oxygen were well worthwhile. However, it always bothered me
just a little that we had little choice left in the realms of contraception.
Most were either denied to me, or impractical. Terry did offer to have a
vasectomy, but, even though I saw his logic, it seemed wrong to me.
I was no fool: I knew that my days were numbered, and it would be
sooner rather than later. Terry was still going to be young, and I should
not deny him the right to have a child by some future woman, if ever that
were possible. It was too – final.
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All we could do was be careful, until, on one occasion, I begged Terry
to throw caution to the wind just for once. I wanted to remember how it
felt to be fit and carefree.
Sadly we paid the ultimate penalty, and I suppose we can only blame
ourselves. After this particular episode, I missed a period, and the tiny
tell-tale signs began to appear. I thought I was pregnant.
Hope leaped in me at first. I loved the unique feeling: that first
knowledge that there might be a little life inside me. However it was
soon overshadowed by the fear at the enormity of what it meant to my
very survival. I had barely survived Danny’s death. In my present state
I had very little chance indeed of surviving another pregnancy. Yet – if
I could make it to, say, seven months, they could take the baby from me
when I began to deteriorate. It would be too late for me, but it would be
my present to Terry and the others. The little brother or sister for Danny
that I had always wanted and planned to provide. The little bit of me that
I ached to leave behind for Terry.
I knew it was a frail hope, but I asked to see the cardiologist before I
ventured to take any kind of treatment to abort my little live baby.
The answer, I suppose, was inevitable. The doctor sat back sadly in
his chair, and seemed to be choosing his words carefully.
“I think I said something about adrenalin,” he reproached us gently.
I glanced across at Terry, feeling like a naughty child, but touched
my stomach gently, knowing that nothing I had done had been entirely
irresponsible or feckless. Almost everything we had had been taken
from us in one way or the other, Terry and I, and this had been the only
“normal” privilege left to us.
Anyway, I loved him, and I think we both needed that closeness and
reassurance.
I pursed my mouth stubbornly.
“Is there any chance I can keep it?” I asked.
“Mandy!” The doctor groaned.
“Don’t ask me. You know the answer, don’t you? I wish I could
say otherwise – I really do – but it’s out of the question. You wouldn’t
get very far anyway. The pregnancy will never survive because of all the
drugs you are taking, and we daren’t discontinue those. The baby will be
damaged, and you will lose it, and you will not survive, Mandy, yourself.
Please accept that, though I know it is hard. All I can suggest is that we
give you something to take it away as soon as possible, to minimise the
discomfort of the actual loss. We don’t want you to get to the stage where
you need a scrape, and therefore an anaesthetic. I’ll see that you are given
something.”
I opened my mouth, trying to voice some protest, but he looked at me
with eyes like little pools of compassion.
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“I’m sorry, Mandy. I know what it means to you, but you will both
die by the third month – that’s only weeks away.”
I stared at him, feeling my wild little hope crumple and die, and my
spirits descend into the pit of my stomach, step by step.
There were to be no reprieves, then. I was not getting any better, and
now I must lose this baby on top of everything else.
I took the drugs, with some difficulty, as every time I tried to swallow,
my stomach tried to force everything back up inside me. At first there
was no effect, but a week later my baby died and was lost. I marked its
passing with another mild stroke, or TIA, and felt I deserved it for failing
my precious little baby. For a week I was very poorly. It took much longer
than that to remove the sense of desolation that came with all this.
*

*

*

Terry was always looking for ways to amuse and cheer me, and in the
Summer of 1992 he wrote to McLaren himself. I was still unable to make
a very good job of it myself.
Two weeks later, just three days before I was due to see the
cardiologist, the phone suddenly rang. Terry answered it, and, between
pauses, I heard him say that it would be wonderful, and that he would
check with the cardiologist.
Terry burst into the room with the broadest smile I had ever seen, and
hugged me. He looked wildly excited.
“Well, Mandy,” he cried.
“It looks as if you are going to see McLaren then!”
“Are you joking?” I gasped, breathlessly.
“Don’t joke with me, Terry.”
“It’s no joke, Mand. I’m serious. That was Peter Stayner, the
marketing manager, on the phone, and we are invited on the 18th of
September. All we have to do is check with the cardiologist that it is all
right with him.”
“Oh, Terry. I can hardly wait!” I clasped my hands together, feeling
the excitement stirring in my stomach. The news kept me happy for the
rest of the day.
Once I had slept on it, I began to feel I must have dreamt it, but the
phone call was followed swiftly by a letter from Mr Stayner. He kindly
wrote and sent us directions to the factory. There was one little element
of disappointment, for my particular hero, Ayrton Senna, would be away
working and would not be there, but still I was thrilled, and spent the next
days in happy anticipation.
At last the day dawned when we were to go. Everyone treated us
kindly, and Terry and I took dozens of photos. Danny had gone with us,
and was fascinated. It was the start of a love life with McLaren for him,
too.
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During the day I sat on a McLaren car which had actually been driven
by Ayrton. I touched his jackets and his flag. I was also allowed to hold
Berger’s steering wheel. It was exciting and exhausting, but wonderful.
We said our grateful ‘goodbyes’ , very reluctantly, but the magic
followed me home and around the house for days. It was only marred
by the discovery that our film had been faulty, and the photographs did
not turn out. Tentatively, I wrote to Peter Stayner, enclosing my camera
and film, and asking him whether he would consider taking some more
for me.
Imagine my delight when the camera and photographs came,
together with a letter to say that my camera had now been to most parts
of the world. It had been used to photograph different racing events and
drivers, in various places.
I found it hard to grasp that someone could be so kind and
considerate as to remember to take my camera with them and grant my
request!
Sadly I made one further request some time later, but did not have
the influence to change anything, despite my convictions. Ayrton Senna
signed for Williams, and although I can’t explain it, I had a gut feeling
that he should not do that or drive in the Grand Prix at Imola. Ayrton
went ahead with the race.
Normally I never watched his races live, but recorded them for later.
It became a tradition with me – a kind of superstition. For some reason,
on this occasion, I had the television switched on in the kitchen.
Suddenly the commentator’s voice rose, and there was the sound of
engines revving and wheels screeching on the track. Fear gripped my
heart, and I spun the wheelchair round, already knowing that what I
feared was true. Ayrton’s car hit the wall, and a scream tore itself from
my throat.
Terry rushed across.
“It’s all right, Mandy. He may be OK. We don’t know yet.”
“I do, I do.” I drummed my hands desperately on the chair arms, and
leaned forward, my whole body shaking.
It was too late. Ayrton Senna, a gentleman, a talented driver, and a
good friend and ally, died.
Probably no-one understood what that did to me or how I felt over
the coming weeks. I had never met the man, for I had always been ill just
when the opportunity arose. However, he left an enormous hole in my
life, and in my spirit. I think that Ayrton had been a link for me between
the impossible and the possible. We both diced with death in our own
different ways, and his courage lent me courage and hope. He, too, was
young, and should have been impervious to death. Now he had actually
died before me. With my spirit broken for a time, I wondered how long it
would be before I joined him.
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I had tried to learn Portuguese for Ayrton in an attempt to write more
colourful, joking letters to him, and to surprise him. It had been good
stimulation for my own brain. Now I had lost that interest and incentive,
too.
Naturally, I wrote to Peter Stayner, and expressed my sadness at
the passing of such a talented, courageous and kind gentleman. I had
a collection of tee-shirts and other souvenirs, and now I was sent Ayrton’s
green and yellow Brazilian flag, and his own, signed, blue baseball cap. I
felt humble in the face of such kindness. I shall treasure those things for
as long as I live, and, more so now, because, after all, Ayrton and I had
something in common. Life was much too short for him, too.
When our lovely Respite Home is bought or built, I would like to keep
a spot there in Ayrton’s memory. He and McLaren have done so much to
keep my spirits up and give me the courage to fight my illness. Terry has
agreed that we will dedicate one suite to him and incorporate the team’s
colours in the decor.
Dedication to McLaren and Ayrton Senna
This is a ‘Thank You’ to the people who, though I am a very tiny fish
in a big, big pond made me feel as though I was the most important person
on God’s earth. This is for everyone at McLaren who gave me the support
and inspiration to carry on my life when at times it was hard for me to
open my eyes to greet the morning.
Also, this is a tribute filled with love, for someone who is truly missed
in the world of motor racing, and who, by the very nature of the man, gave
so much to so many people. He was, of course, Mr Ayrton Senna Da Silva.
I consider myself very privileged to have received, through McLaren,
so many precious gifts: not just physical items, but support.
They will remain, to me, the best racing team ever, but it is for far
more than this that I will remember them. They were not too busy to give
me the friendship, support and interest which I so much needed once my
life became so limited, and such a fearful place to be.
Thank you, Peter, and all at McLaren.
But thank you, especially, to you, Ayrton.
‘OBRIGADA, AYRTON. BOA NOITE.’
Thank you. Good night.
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Anna: A Very Special Friendship

This is a chapter about a very special lady: one of that rare breed of people
whom you may only meet once in a lifetime. I was very lucky to have
known her.
Nothing was ever too much trouble for Anna, and she was always
there with a constant smile. Even though she bore her own troubles, she
never let it show. In my darkest days, she was my breath of fresh air; my
light at the end of the tunnel.
In the November of 1989 we moved from the tiny house in
Kingsteignton to a slightly larger house in Newton Abbot, since it was
fitted out with better facilities such as a cloakroom downstairs.
Terry was always very busy around the house, and, even though he
talked to me, I always felt that I was keeping him from doing something
else, and that he didn’t really have much time for me.
Not long after we moved there, we had a visit from a Home Care
Manager. She was a lovely lady, who listened intently to what had
happened to me.
“That’s all pretty dreadful,” she said, sympathetically.
“Now I’m wondering whether there is something we can do to
lighten the load for all of you. It would be nice to give your husband
a break, and might give you some space from each other. That’s not as
cynical as it sounds, but it can become very difficult when two people are
under each other’s feet, even when they are both fit. If one or both cannot
escape the situation, then it can become very tense at times. I wonder
whether you would like a Home Care lady to come in and help your
husband with the household chores, and maybe spend a little time just
chatting to you. Another woman can be a great help, believe me.”
I shook my head, confused, feeling totally negative about the idea. It
seemed to me that anyone other than my husband, children or relatives
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would be an intrusion. I was feeling very vulnerable and a little insecure,
and the more I thought about it, the more insulted I felt. Surely Home
Care was for the elderly, and I said so.
“No, not all,” she replied.
“There are people of all ages under our care. Sometimes it’s simply
that they have had an operation and have no-one to help them in the early
days. Think about your husband. It would be nice to give him a break,
surely. He’s on duty twenty four hours a day, with the children so young,
too.”
Terry himself thought that it might be a good idea to give it a try,
and for me to have a different face to look at, so, very reluctantly at first,
I agreed, if only for Terry’s sake. The lady said that she would sort out
someone temporary as soon as possible, until they could find us someone
more permanent.
True to her word, she dispatched someone to us the following
Thursday, when a very pleasant lady arrived on our doorstep.
It was strange to have someone else around the house, and I wasn’t
sure that I liked it at all at first. She was a very nice person, but I found
difficulty in opening the door to her emotionally. I think I needed someone
whom I knew would be more permanent before I could let that happen.
Nevertheless, we got along amiably for the next few weeks, until, one
day, the Home Care Manager telephoned to say that we had been allocated
a permanent Home Care Lady.
“You haven’t met her before,” she continued.
“But she will come to you on Friday. Her name is Anna. She is
younger than the one who has been calling, and has a nice personality.
Somehow I feel you will get on like a house on fire.”
I could only hope that she was right in her assumption, for I seemed
to have little or no control over who came and went in the house in this
respect. My imagination began to conjure up all sorts of ideas as to what
kind of dragon she might really be!
After all that I had been through, I suppose I had become a sceptic.
I certainly didn’t believe that anyone other than Terry would look on me
as a ‘normal’ person. Therefore, when the door bell rang on the Friday
morning, there was no pleasant sense of anticipation. All I thought was
“here we go again!”
Terry opened the door, and I could just see a tall lady with dark hair
and a smile that seemed to spread from ear to ear. Terry stood back to let
her into the house, and she came over to me at once.
“Hello, Mrs Bayliffe,” she said.
“Nice to meet you.”
For a second, I was rather taken aback. It seemed such a long time
since anyone had called me by my title. Even my cardiologist now called
me Mandy.
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“Nice to meet you,” I replied.
“But, please, call me Mandy. You make me feel old before my time.”
“OK. On condition you call me Anna,” she said with another broad
smile.
In a way this broke the ice, and when Terry brought us coffee, we sat
down to chat and get to know one another a little.
It was strange, for we found that we had more in common than we
could have expected. Anna lived no more than a hundred yards away
from me on the other side of the estate, and so she would be able to walk
round to see me.
She was so easy to talk to, and so happy, and as the week went on,
I found that I actually looked forward to seeing her, to my surprise. She
never made me feel as though there was something wrong with me, and I
came from a different species, but she treated me as an equal, like a woman
and a friend, never pitying me or making me feel any less a person.
Anna made more of a difference to our lives than I ever expected
when the idea was first put to us. In time I noticed that she was taking
an interest in Daniel, too, and he in her. He enjoyed her visits, and soon
became attached to her.
One day when Anna arrived , her face shone with more than the usual
happiness.
“Come on, sit down,” I said happily.
“You’ve obviously got something to tell me! Come on, spill the
beans!”
Anna sat down comfortably, and could hardly wait to tell her news.
“I’m going to get married again!” she said excitedly.
“Bern has asked me to marry him. He says he wants to make an
honest woman of me!”
“About time, too!” I joked, but she knew that I was pleased for her.
She had told me in one of her earlier conversations that she was living
with this man, and I could tell that she thought a lot of him.
“We’ve set the date. It’s going to be on December the 6th, and I’m
going into town with Bern’s sister, Margaret, to buy the wedding dress.”
Anna’s face shone like light bulbs on a dark night, as she continued
her chatter.
“It’s going to be at the Registry Office, and my son Darren and Bern’s
son, Lee, will be page boys.”
I watched Anna’s face, and thought how happy she looked. It took
me back to my own wedding announcement, when I, too, shone with
excitement. It seemed so long ago, and I felt so old, and yet I was still
only young.
The weeks passed quickly, and, as Anna’s wedding drew closer, she
chatted on about all the different things that she would be doing, and how
happy they were. Her joy was infectious, and rubbed off on me, so that,
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soon, I was chattering along with her, and enjoying her company, even
though it could only be twice a week.
The wedding day came at last, and Anna looked beautiful in a black
and white suit, with white flowers in her hair. She was about five foot
six, so her tallness made her look very slim. As I had told her so often, I
envied her that!
After the marriage, Anna came back to work, talking of the things she
had done, or the places she had been to. It was difficult not to feel jealous
at her being able to do so many things that I would dearly love to be able
to do myself, but I reminded myself that this was Anna, my good friend.
I was happy that she was so happy, and that helped to calm the jealousy
down a little.
At the time, we were still living with stairs, and I used to have bouts of
deep frustration, which got the better of me. When the tears of bitterness
came, Anna was always there for me with a tissue and a friendly shoulder.
She understood my anger and pain, and when we found that we had the
chance of the bungalow, she was as pleased as we were.
“Oh, Mandy!” she cried.
“I’ve hoped this would happen. Go for it. It will make such a
difference.”
She was right, of course, but Anna’s support never stopped at words.
On the morning that we were to move, she turned up, early, in old trousers
and top, and worked alongside Terry and my Mum, Dad and Dave.
She would let me touch nothing, but just cast me a sideways grin now
and then, and asked for her orders. I watched her, almost proudly, as she
toiled alongside my family, and felt that I was almost watching a sister at
work. I had grown to love Anna, not in an unwholesome way, but as one
does love a sister. To me, that was exactly what she had become: a friend,
and yet more than a friend, for we had grown close, and I felt safe enough
with her to share all my deepest worries and fears. Anna never judged
me, and accepted me as I was, warts and all.
Daniel adored her, and tried to follow her around the bungalow as
she put things away. It was easy to see, from the way she had with him,
that she loved him, too.
When my parents had gone home again, and we were sitting down at
about eight o’clock in the evening, there was a knock on the door. There,
in the doorway, was Anna again, but she was not alone this time. She had
brought Bern to see us and the bungalow.
When we had made our introductions and given a guided tour, we
sat together in the lounge. Terry and Bern sat on the sofa talking, but
Anna and I sat on the floor cross-legged, laughing and giggling like two
silly schoolgirls. It was good for me. It was exactly what I needed, and,
for the few brief moments that I actually forgot about my death sentence,
I was young and carefree again. We were just two young married couples,
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having a laugh together, with the world stretched out before us at our feet.
I was sorry when they had to go, and my feet had to come firmly back to
terra firma again.
In the July it was Daniel’s first birthday, and it was a double cause for
celebration, since no-one had known whether I would see it. Again it was
Anna who appeared on the scene, helping with the party, and handing
out little sweet bags and cakes, whilst Terry made a start on cleaning up
the mess. Even then she had not finished: she stayed until she had helped
Terry and was satisfied that the house was back in order. I watched her,
wondering for one brief second, whether she was my friend or carer. If I
had any doubts and fears, they were dispersed when she came to leave.
She planted a kiss on my cheek and said,
“‘Bye, lover. See you on Monday.”
Then she grabbed Daniel, and hugged and kissed him, to his delight
and satisfaction!
Yes, Anna was my friend!
*

*

*

During the October of that year, Anna started feeling tired and a little
down. It was so unlike her, and puzzled me, but she tried to hide it from
me. One day I couldn’t leave it any longer, and had to know.
“Are you all right, Anna? What’s wrong?”
“I’m just tired,” she replied, smiling.
“It’s nothing, Mandy.”
I knew her too well by now to be fooled by that, and wasn’t at all
reassured.
“Do me a favour, Anna, and go to the doctor?”
“I’m all right, honestly.”
“No, it has been going on for a while. Perhaps you’re just anaemic or
something. Please do something, Anna. It’s what you would say to me.”
She glanced at me, and I could see she knew she couldn’t deny that.
“All right, then. I’ll go. I must admit that Bern has been saying the
same thing. In fact, to be honest, he has made an appointment for me
himself.”
“Well, good for Bern! Let me know how you get on, won’t you?”
“Of course I will.”
After Anna’s visit to the doctor, I asked what had been said. It seemed
to me that she looked more tired than ever, and I felt guilty that she should
be here looking after me and my family at all when she was like this.
“What did the doctor say?” I asked, eagerly.
“Well, he has taken some blood, and I won’t get the results until
Friday. I think it’s perhaps my age, and maybe I’ve started the menopause.
He gave me some tablets to try to help with the tiredness, but I don’t think
they are working.”
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Anna dismissed the subject, then, but I felt far from reassured. Anna
was not old enough, surely, for it to be her age? Now, with the wisdom of
hindsight, I can see the warning signs when she suggested the menopause.
However, at the time, Anna did not divulge any more of her worries, and
the clue passed me by.
On the Friday, I stood waiting by the window, looking for Anna, but
she did not turn up. It seemed odd, and I felt uncomfortable, for it was
so unlike her. Even if she was to be just a few minutes late, she always
rang and apologised. This time there was nothing. A long time passed,
and then the phone did ring, but it was the Home Core Manager, telling
me that Anna was not very well.
It was frustrating, not being able to scurry round there and help, to
repay her for all the times she had given me so much help and care, but I
couldn’t do that. All I could do was telephone her house to enquire how
she was. I rang, several times, but could get no reply.
I was left with an uncomfortable feeling for the rest of the day, Then,
thankfully, I managed to get Bern on the phone. He said that the doctor
had agreed it might be an early menopause, and he had given her some
pills which he hoped would help.
On the Monday, Anna turned up to work, and I opened the door
eagerly, only to feel my spirits sink. Anna looked dreadful. Her face was
a mask of pain.
“Sit down,” I commanded.
“You’re doing nothing today, Anna – not when you are like this. How
do you feel now?”
“Not so good, I must admit,” she replied, quietly.
“I’m a bit worried that I’m losing weight, though that’s the last thing
I should grumble about, isn’t it?”
She tried to laugh it off.
“It’s no laughing matter, Anna,” I replied.
“Please go back to the doctor if you don’t feel better soon. Why not
go to Bern’s doctor, and get a second opinion?”
Anna shook her head, but I wasn’t going to give up. Before she left
I managed to make her promise that she would do that. All she was
worried about was that she would be letting her clients down, and it took
some persuasion to convince her she really ought to consider herself for
once.
I didn’t hear from Anna for a few days after that, and could only hope
she was busy looking out some help for herself. I wondered whether she
was going to be able to get to Daniel’s Christening, and, on the morning,
she rang to say that she would not be able to come to the Church after all,
and was very sorry.
It seemed odd to me, even though Anna was obviously under the
weather, and I began to ask her how she was. To my horror, she burst
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into tears, and said that she was too afraid to go outside. I remembered,
then how my mother had suffered from agoraphobia during the first few
months of her menopause. It had been like seeing a frightened child on
his first day at school.
“Don’t worry about it. I’m sorry, of course, but we understand –
honestly,” I reassured her.
Anna sniffed into the phone.
“I’ll try to see you soon, Mandy. Give Daniel a big kiss for me, and
please try to get someone to bring you round sometime, so that I can see
him?”
*

*

*

Before I could do that, I received another phone call. This time it was
from Bern.
“I thought I should let you know about Anna,” he said, in a nervous
kind of voice.
“She doesn’t want me to worry you, but she wants me to explain why
she hasn’t been in touch.”
“Go on, Bern,” I said, cautiously.
“I’m afraid Anna’s in hospital.”
I gasped in dismay.
“I’m sorry, Mandy, but I have to tell you, in case you think of going
to see her. She has lost an awful lot of weight, and she has lost most of her
hair . . . ”
I moved the phone away from my ear, and stared at it. in disbelief.
I had known that Anna was not too well, but was totally unprepared
for this kind of revelation. We were obviously no longer talking about
menopauses. We were now in the realms of the dreaded ‘Big C’.
Terry took me to the hospital, and, in any other circumstances, I might
have thought it amusing to be a visitor for once, rather than a patient.
However, on this occasion, the humour of the situation totally evaded me.
As Terry pushed me through the doors of the rooms leading to the ward,
I tried to prepare myself for what I was going to see.
The nurse came up to us as we reached Anna’s room, and asked us
to scrub up and put on surgical gowns, so that we would not pass on any
infections during Anna’s chemotherapy. Terry suggested that he should
stay outside with Daniel, just to make sure that we did not put Anna any
more at risk.
As I wheeled myself in through the door I barely recognised the
woman I had thought of as my sister. Her hair had almost totally gone,
and all that was left was a few tiny wisps. She had no flesh on her body at
all.
All my plans for a stiff upper lip were scattered. How could I look at
someone I cared for so much and not give my feelings away? We knew
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one another too well for that, anyway. How could I pretend not to be
upset, and not to care, when what I needed to say was how much I DID
care and grieve?
I sniffed miserably, and searched for words, feeling awkward. Where
was I when Anna needed me? I felt angry with myself.
“Don’t sniff in here, Mandy Bayliffe,” Anna said, jokingly, in a small
voice.
“I want none of your germs in here, thank you.”
“I haven’t got a cold,” I said.
“Come here, stupid. I need you. Let the tears come, Mandy, and then
we can talk frankly. Please –”
She held out her arms to me, and we hugged one another. She looked
so small and helpless, and I felt so useless in my chair, but at least perhaps
we could offer moral support to one another. This was the best friend I
had in the world, and now I was holding her like a child.
After we had had a good cry, Anna tried to talk.
“I’ve got cancer, Mandy. Cancer in the womb,” she began to explain.
“I’m sorry. I don’t know what to say.”
“You don’t have to say anything. It just does me good to have you
here, and be able to talk to you. The chemotherapy is the worst part. It
makes me so sick.”
“I’m sorry. What can I do?”
“I don’t think there is much that you or anyone can do. In fact, I
shouldn’t be worrying you with this at all. You’ve got enough problems.”
“Don’t be silly. If you are ill, I want to know about it, don’t I? I would
be very offended if you DIDN’T tell me, after all that you have done for
me.”
I searched for the right words, but it wasn’t easy. I hated seeing Anna
so ill, and it felt as if a part of me were going through it with her.
Anna clutched at my hand with her own thin one. I couldn’t help
looking at her fingers. They had changed so much and so quickly.
“Do you think you could bring Daniel in some time? I’d give
anything to see him,” she begged.
I swallowed hard, knowing that Daniel was only feet away from us,
but that any germs he might pass on to her could be the last, and be the
end for her. I hated lying to Anna, but, on this occasion, I would have to
do so.
“I’ll bring him in as soon as you feel up to it,” I said.
*

*

*

I visited Anna at the hospital on several occasions after that, and she
got to see her precious Daniel, but on the first occasion we nearly met with
disaster. Daniel was now reaching an impressionable age, and looked at
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Anna with horror across his face when he saw her almost bald head. It
had never occurred to us that it would affect him so much.
Fortunately, Anna had a solution, and did not take offence at his
reluctance to get close to her. She reached down the side of the bed, and
produced a brown wig, very similar to her own hair. Once she had put
this on, he recognised her, and held out his hands for his cuddle. There
was sheer happiness written across Anna’s face as she held him in her
arms.
After that, if Anna knew that Daniel was to visit her, she would
always be propped up in bed complete with wig and a huge smile.
*

*

*

When Anna seemed to be getting better, she and Bern were told that
they could have a little holiday. He took her away to Bournemouth. They
had only been gone a few days when I was admitted to hospital myself
with another chest infection.
For some reason, on the Wednesday, I began to feel uncomfortable
about Anna, and could not seem to shake off the feeling that she was back
in the hospital, too. I asked Terry to check the ward where she usually
was for me. He protested at this seemingly unnecessary journey, for, as
he said, she was supposed to be in Bournemouth, but I was adamant. My
feelings were so strong.
Reluctantly, Terry went off to do my bidding, and when he returned,
he looked astonished. Anna was indeed back in the hospital. She had
deteriorated whilst on holiday, and had been brought back. Sure enough,
she had been readmitted the evening before.
I can only think that, because we were both so ill, we had formed a
peculiarly strong bond with each other; strong enough for me to know
when she was ill or near me.
Then followed a very upsetting few weeks, for, no matter how much
I pleaded, I was not allowed to visit Anna. She was too ill, and I was too
ill myself and a potential source of infection. It would have been dreadful
if I had been the one to pass some fatal infection on to such a good friend,
and so I had to live with the verdict.
By the time I was discharged, she was deteriorating yet further, and I
ached to help her and comfort her. I felt sure, from my own experiences,
that she must be very sad and afraid.
I only saw Anna once more after that, and it was when we were
moving from the bungalow to our latest house in Torquay. It made me
weep inside me to see how poorly she looked. There seemed to be so
little of my old Anna and her spirit left. We sat together and had a cup of
coffee. It was good to see her again, yet I felt very uncomfortable. Anna
was acting strangely, I felt, and yet she did nothing to complain about her
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lot. I told myself that it was just me, and perhaps I was not used to seeing
this new, emaciated Anna.
However, when she got up to leave, the feeling of discomfort was
renewed forcibly. Anna looked me straight in the eye, and said,
“Goodbye, Mandy.”
I shuddered inwardly, for it was not something she usually said.
Normally it would be a cheery wave and a “See you later, love.”
There was no mistaking that this time it was different. Anna went on
to take little Daniel in her arms, and give him a big kiss and cuddle.
“Bye, Danny,” she said.
“I love you.” Then she turned to me.
She put her arms around me, and hugged me.
“Never forget. I’ll always be here for you, Mand. I’ll see you. God
bless.”
Then she left.
I was left, feeling stunned and afraid.
On the 14th of November, 1992, Anna died.
*

*

*

In those short months, I lost the best friend I ever had. She was one
in a million.
She taught me humility, love, friendship and how to trust again. I
will never be able to thank her or tell her how much I wish she was here
with me: how much I would have liked to have her here with me in my
own final days. Still, I suppose that my loss meant that she was spared
that pain herself. I must be grateful for that.
I hope that, if there is a life hereafter, I will one day have the chance
to tell Anna how much she meant to me . . .

10
The End – and A Beginning

I was damned if I was going to die.
Besides my four babies, Fate, or whatever, had stolen Anna from me,
and also Ayrton Senna. Both had been good people, and both died far
too young. They were needed and missed by other people. There was no
justice in it; and, when I witnessed and experienced the grief that their
departures left behind, I was determined not to do that to my family.
“Months, not years” I had been offered, but I had already managed to
snatch more. It had been dubious whether I would ever see Danny’s first
birthday, let alone his second, and the Christmas Eve spent at Papworth
might well have been my last, but here I was! It was the Spring of 1993,
and I would be twenty eight in the May. Danny was already three, and,
all being well, I would see his fourth birthday in the July.
I had flirted with Fate, and tempted Providence, and, so far, I had
won, but I was no fool. Terry’s efforts, my own determination, and the
support from McLaren had got me shuffling just a few steps by myself. It
was progress, indeed, but it was hardly a normal existence.
Time after time, however careful I was, I had repeated chest
infections, tummy upsets, chest pains and minor strokes, despite all the
medication. Each time, I grew ever so slightly weaker, and seemed less
able to fight the next one.
Headaches and double vision were a frequent problem, and my
monthly periods were wearing me down. I dreaded the pain, the
depression, and, most of all, the leaking. It was so uncomfortable and
embarrassing.
Life was one continuous round of physiotherapy, hospital
appointments and admissions, and weekly blood tests. The only
small mercy was that they now came to me to take these.
231
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All I could reasonably do was shuffle around or try to work my chair,
read, write and sit, with my head propped up carefully. It was hardly an
adventurous or a fulfilling life.
I wondered what I should do. I didn’t even have any privacy any
more. Terry or a nurse always had to help me to dress and do my hair.
I was still writing my book, but in shorter bursts now, and most times it
was all I could do to scribble a few notes in my diary. It was unfortunate
that the strokes always took away the use of my left arm, for I was lefthanded, so my handwriting was poor. However, I thought ruefully, that
might have its advantages. If I suddenly had a massive stroke or heart
attack, so that I became unconscious or died, the world and his wife might
have access to my private papers and thoughts. I wanted the book to be
published, if only to help promote the Bay Foundation, but there were
some very private, inner thoughts which should remain mine. Surely I
was allowed that much dignity? After all, I couldn’t even nip out and buy
a chocolate bar and eat it secretly. Let’s face it, I couldn’t even creep into
the kitchen, for Terry always heard the sound of the chair, or the slight rub
and drag of my feet shuffling on the carpet.
Just about all of my independence had gone by now, and I seemed to
serve very little useful purpose. I was what I can only describe as a “nonentity” mother to Jaime and Lee. I had brought them up as my own, and
loved them so much, yet now at times there seemed to be a gulf between
us. It was not just the normal adolescent independence asserting itself,
but I still felt they resented me for the way I had ruined their lives. Daniel
was too young to know that mothers should be any other way, and he
accepted my situation completely, but it still hurt. At times, I shut myself
away in the bathroom, and wept bitterly for all that I had lost, and all it
had done to them. I loved them all, but seemed unable to prove it or show
it.
As for Terry, we still had intervals when we were fine together, and
very close, but, in between, we sometimes fought, all our frustrations
coming out in angry words. At other times Terry would be loving and
gentle, yet I would feel an angry spark inside me, borne again, I think,
of frustration and grief. I would shake, and glare at him, sometimes for
no other reason than that he had misunderstood me, or that I yearned to
stand up and run into the garden to weed the borders myself.
When I began to shake, Terry used to take both my hands in his, as
his own way of supporting me, but he knew it agitated me further. The
only swift movements I could make were with my right hand, and, once
he restrained this as well as the other, I felt completely and helplessly
trapped.
I would glare at him, furiously, and cry out.
“Go away. Go away. I hate you!”
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Terry just shrugged and kept hold of my hands, and his eyes twinkled
at mine.
“No. I don’t hate you. I love you,” he would say.
“Well you shouldn’t. I hate you. Go away. Leave me.”
“No, I’m not leaving you, either,” he would say, evenly.
“Well, I’ll leave you. I’m going away from all this!”
“Oh, and where are you going, Mandy? How will you do that?”
I knew he was right, and sheer frustration made me clench my teeth.
“I’m leaving anyway. I’m going to die!” I would cry, then would feel
my eyes open wider at the shock of what I had just spelled out.
“You’re going nowhere, Mandy, darling. Not whilst I’m here to fight
for us both. I love you, and I won’t let you go. Do you hear?”
How many times Terry and I had that particular conversation I shall
never know, for, despite his repeated assurances and continued support,
he could not change one thing: he had no control over my body, and all
that was wrong with it. With the best will in the world he could not keep
me alive, and I could feel myself sliding gradually backwards rather than
forwards: creeping towards death.
Mostly I tried to tuck all these fears, and the knowledge of what must
happen, to the back of my mind, but they never went any further than
that. They never went away, and every second that I was quiet they came
sneaking back to torment me and upset me. Then again, I had to push
them back, for I felt that if I let myself look them fully in the face, I would
begin to scream hysterically until I went quite insane.
It seemed to me that I must live life as fully as I could, to try to control
these ghosts, if I really couldn’t exorcise them completely. There must be
as much quality time as possible, and I mustn’t miss an opportunity to be
with others, to laugh, to join in as best as I could.
We went out with friends, and I encouraged them to get up and
dance, or do mad things. It was hilarious, and when I was laughing, or
wrapped up in the wonderful music, I could momentarily forget. Still,
sometimes, at home, Terry fixed my feet on his, and we danced together,
alone, trying to reclaim all that we had had and lost. Always, though, the
thoughts flooded back the second I was sitting quietly again, and I felt
that I was weeping inside me, where no-one could see.
When I could, I wrote, and we also continued our efforts at the
charity. If only that could speed up, and we could even stay there
ourselves, for Terry’s and the children’s sakes. I began to wonder, though,
whether it was going to be too late for me . . .
*

*

*

The Summer of 1993 was hot, and I longed to be down by the sea,
which I loved so much. Terry took me for drives in our wonderful Space
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Cruiser, and regularly took me along my favourite Ilsham Marine Drive.
Sometimes we took the children to the beach, but I could only watch from
a distance, for it is difficult to haul or push a wheelchair over sand and
pebbles, as anyone who has tried it will know.
One particularly beautiful day, Terry took us into Paignton. There he
could wheel me down the concrete slipway right to the water’s edge.
I gazed at its tiny silver ripples, just inches from my feet, and
suddenly knew that I could wait no longer.
“I want to paddle, too,” I said.
Terry looked at me in consternation.
“No, Mandy. No! You know what the doctors have said about
changes of temperature. The water’s much too cold for you. Remember
what they said about no baths, and only controlled showers. Well, this
water is much colder.”
I looked at him indignantly. Yes, I had heard all that before. However,
I was not asking for a swim, or total immersion. All I wanted was to feel
the movement of the cool water between my toes. Surely I was not so frail
that even this was taboo? I refused to be afraid, and felt defiant.
“Just let me put my toes in the water?” I said, hopefully.
Terry still didn’t smile.
“Don’t be daft, girl. Do you want to die?”
I stared at him, not wanting to believe or accept that it was indeed so
imminent a danger. What kind of life was this at all if I could do nothing?
“Let me live, Terry,” I pleaded.
“Please – just let me live.”
Terry sighed in resignation, and shrugged his shoulders, as he had
done so many times before, on occasions when he felt I was tempting
Providence and taking risks.
“Two minutes, Mandy. That’s all,” he said, at last, reluctantly.
He moved the footplate of the chair, and took off my shoes.
“Why do I feel we’re going to regret this? I don’t believe it’s worth
it.”
I looked down at the water, now fully visible without the footplate,
and Terry eased the chair ever so slightly closer to the water. Then I
dipped first one and then the other foot into the clear, cool, silvery ripples
of water.
It was Heaven, and well worth the look that Terry gave me. Glancing
at his face, I realised briefly that it was probably unfair to him. However, I
reasoned, I was the one who would have to put up with the consequences:
and consequences there were.
By the end of that very short time, I felt my head slumping sideways,
and I could not breathe properly. The muscles in my face felt slack, and
when I tried to tell Terry, my speech was slurred. Luckily, Terry was aware

The End – and A Beginning

235

of me, and watching. He fixed my scarf around my neck, together with
the little neck cushion, or travel pillow, which we kept handy.
He pulled the chair back, and rubbed my feet vigorously with the
towel before putting my shoes on again for me. At least, he rubbed my
right foot vigorously. I shall never know about the left foot, for it had, yet
again, lost all sensation.
Terry looked up at me from his crouched position.
“Now look what’s happened. I tried to warn you,” he muttered.
I just looked at him, aware that I had a lop-sided smile.
“WAS worth it!” I managed, triumphantly.
I had had yet another minor stroke or TIA but I had escaped anything
more serious and sinister. It was, to me, a fair bargain.
And, if I had my own way, I would talk Terry into another paddle
some other day . . .
*

*

*

Terry had ordered a four-wheeled vehicle for me so that I could go out
myself. I wondered whether my little spates of disobedience were making
him regret that, and hoped it would arrive before he decided to cancel it
in the name of sanity. it was many months in coming, so we weren’t to
find out just then.
Naturally, Terry had his revenge as regards the paddling. I might
have known he would.
When ever he could, Terry got tickets for me to go to shows with
a couple of girl friends, usually Rose and Marilyn. At first I wished he
would come, too, and we could be cosy, but then I realised his reasons for
it, and that he was probably right.
If we had been together, and I had had to stay in my chair whilst he
sat in a theatre seat, I would have felt it dreadfully. I so badly wanted to
be a proper couple, like other people. Being with girl friends was good for
me, too. We could laugh and be uninhibited, like silly schoolgirls, without
me worrying what he must think of me. It gave us a bit of space, and was
exactly what I needed.
Here, on the coast, we are blessed with visits from well-known
entertainers, and it opened up a whole new world for me. Terry did tell
me that he was going to tell the booking clerk about my chair, so that they
would put us in the front row, with me on the end, and I could see.
Partway through the Lenny Henry Show, I began to wonder whether
he had not said rather more than that, and set me up. Lenny persisted in
coming to “my” end of the stage, making his “jungle noises”, and grinning
cheekily as he threw me packets of condoms.
When I got home, I tackled Terry.
“Did you set me up, Terry Bayliffe?” I demanded.
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Terry turned his head away.
“Me? No, Mandy.”
I was immediately even more suspicious. Terry was never any good
at lying to me. His face always gave him away, and he had learned that
the only way he could do it was to avoid my eyes.
“Look at me, Terry,” I said.
“Did you or did you not set me up?”
“No-o. Would I do that to you?”
Still he kept his head turned.
Convinced I grabbed his chin.
“Oh, I think so. Look at me, Terry. Who’s telling porkie pies, then?”
As Terry’s eyes met mine, he could not suppress a grin.
“Oh, all right. I suppose I did mention something about you being
there and . . . ”
“I knew it!” I declared triumphantly.
“I knew it. You swine!”
I pretended to be annoyed, but we both knew I was not. It was the
beginning of quite a trail of these adventures. I was carried on to the stage
– and kissed! – by the male strip team, the Chippendales, and I got to meet
Bobby Davro, and many others. Bobby, in particular, was a gentleman and
a good friend. To my surprise he telephoned me some days later to ask
how I was. He laughed, joked and chatted for about an hour. I will never
forget that kindness, nor the kindness of all the others. They must meet so
many people on their tours, and in the course of their television work, and
I was just a very small cog in all that machinery. So small they might have
thought me too insignificant, and might not have bothered. However, I
believe they understood that I was a real person, despite my problems,
and they included me in their lives. They made me important.
Not all of my adventures were so happy and fun-filled. One in
particular nearly had me beaten.
For weeks I had been having twinges in my back teeth, and a pain in
my jaw and ear, I wasn’t sure whether they came from the teeth or the ear,
but had to visit my dentist to find out. As the doctors had explained to
me long ago, dental care is essential when someone has a heart condition.
There must be no risks of infection travelling through the bloodstream.
The dentist studied my teeth, straightened up, and sighed.
“You have a problem with a couple of your wisdom teeth there. In
the circumstances they will have to come out, I’m afraid. I like to send
patients to hospital if they need wisdom teeth extracted, so I’ll write for
an appointment for you.”
The decision hung over me like a black cloud, and it was one that
would not go away. Eventually the day came when I had to present myself
to the Day Ward so that I could have an anaesthetic. Terry came with me,
and said he would stay around until he could take me home.
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Before the operation, we were all seen by a doctor and anaesthetist,
but they spent an unduly long time studying my notes. They both wanted
to listen to my heart, and then they had a consultation. I watched,
gloomily, wondering what was to come next. Perhaps I would have a
reprieve and they would not do it after all, but that meant that the painful
teeth would stay.
At last they came back to my bedside.
“Mrs Bayliffe,” the doctor said.
“You are aware of your heart problems, I know, and they do cause us
a problem. I’m afraid you cannot have a general anaesthetic.”
“What about an epidural?” the anaesthetist intervened.
“No, not even that.” The doctor shook his head.
“I’m afraid we really can’t give you anything like that, as it would
affect the system too much. No, we can’t give you an anaesthetic.”
“That’s fine, then,” I replied adamantly, starting to get out of bed
again.
“I’ll settle for the toothache.”
“I’m afraid not. We can’t take the risk of infection.”
I stared at them both, not believing what I was hearing. They were
suggesting that they should remove parts of my body without anaesthetic.
I looked wildly about me for Terry, silently pleading with him to intervene
and take me home. He was standing scratching his head, with his eyes full
of tears.
“You have to do SOMETHING for her, surely?” he asked, gruffly.
“This is my wife you’re talking about, not a medical school dummy.”
“There’s something we can do to help,” the doctor said, slowly.
“Let’s call it a Valium Sandwich.”
“It said ‘no food’ before I came,” I protested, hopefully.
The doctor shook his head.
“That’s for people having a full anaesthetic. Don’t worry – you will
find that this helps considerably.”
I didn’t believe him: not one little bit. If I could have got out of bed
and made a run for it, I would have done so there and then. They didn’t
give me too much time. As I sat there weighing up the possible options,
they brought me my “Valium Sandwich”.
It was not going to work, and I would tell them so, once I had given
it a respectable few minutes. They would soon see they were not dealing
with a gullible idiot.
I managed to swallow the stuff, and glanced at my watch. A minute
or two later I glanced again, but it was difficult as my watch face had
become fuzzy. Tomorrow I would ask Terry to have it fixed. It must have
got moisture in it . . .
A dizziness overtook me, and someone started to lift me and push
me around. It seemed impossible to protest. So that was how it worked!
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I did not want or believe in this indignity, but everything was happening
quickly and in a fog. Suddenly something enormous was placed in my
mouth, and it was jacked open. They were clever, these monsters. They
knew how to stop me talking.
I could feel fumbling, pressing and twisting, and something pushing
down around the sides of my tooth, so that I had both sharp and dull
pains together. As the pain reached its crescendo, my body screamed
silently, and then there was a loud crack. This procedure was repeated,
but I was now too shocked to cope. I tried to squirm and escape. Just
as I thought I would pass out completely, there was another crack, and
then wads of something were pushed into my mouth. They seemed to be
stitching, then, until, after what seemed hours, they lowered the jacks. My
mouth fell slackly into place, and I felt the slight trickle of moisture at each
corner.
In a dizzy blur I travelled back to the bed where Terry was waiting
anxiously. His hand came to my face at once, as I reached him.
“Mandy – love – how are you?”
I wanted to scream that they had mutilated me, abused me, hurt me,
and I had had no say in any of these, but I was too totally shocked and
dazed. All I could do was remember the odd sensation of shock that
accompanied the pain as each tooth had come out.
I moaned and tried to reach his hand.
“I heard my teeth crack –” was all I could explain just then.
I watched as Terry’s eyes filled up with tears to match my own. Terry
understood, even if no-one else did. Once more I had not been allowed
to be in control of my own body, or decide whether or not I should go
through pain.
*

*

*

In the Autumn of 1993, our sibling Charity was at last registered. The
Bay Foundation was now official, and we were really beginning to have
something concrete to show for our efforts. Now we could really make big
strides forward, and throw ourselves into the fund-raising and planning.
We began to look at possible available properties, and draw up plans and
estimates for what we wanted to see installed there.
There should be family suites, each with its own specially-fitted
bathroom, of course. Then there ought to be a lift, a dining room, a
crèche for any small children within the visiting families, a room for the
medical staff, one for administration and reception, and ample kitchens.
We wanted to provide facilities, too, for some entertainment outside the
home, and hoped that funds would run to a specially-converted mini-bus.
We began to research local facilities to see what was available and suitable.
There was already an excellent “Riding for the Disabled” School, and this
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was just one possibility. They could sail, and do so many things here, with
the right provisions.
At last, one day in the foreseeable future, illness and disability would
no longer have any boundaries.
It was very exciting, and very rewarding, and it brought us into
contact with some very special friends locally. They did so much to help
and encourage me, and supplied useful ideas. Their input was invaluable.
This is not to say that they did not set me up just as craftily as Terry,
however. One morning we were due to meet some of these friends – now
committee members – at a local Holiday Village, for one of our regular
meetings on the charity.
The rain ran down the windows as I dressed slowly in my best black
suit and white blouse. It didn’t squash my spirits, as I loved to be with
these people, and we usually found something to make us laugh, and
enjoyed a cup of coffee afterwards. It was good to have something special
for which to dress up, and Terry helped me slip on my best shoes and tie
up my hair before leaving to meet the others.
It was a grey morning, and the drizzle still fell from the sky, and
collected in a mist, so that we scurried out of the car, into the wheelchair,
and across the car park into the reception without taking too much notice
of any other vehicles there.
The staff greeted us pleasantly, but looked vaguely uneasy. Were we
late? Was it causing a problem for them?
Terry wheeled me across the carpet, and bumped me carefully down
the couple of steps into the lounge area. The familiar faces of our friends
were waiting, and they greeted us with cries of,
“Hello, darling. All right, sweetheart? Are you all right?”
They seemed to be the usual jolly bunch, and yet I still felt I detected
a certain quiver in the air.
It seemed we had a new member, for a gentleman in a pale green shirt,
and with dark hair, was seated with his back to me, near the steps. His
shoulders were hunched slightly away from us, and I wondered whether
he felt nervous. We would have to put him at his ease, somehow . . .
No sooner had our friends greeted us, however, than this man turned
to us with a broad smile, and with a sense of shock I realised that I knew
him from somewhere. From where –? Why, from the television – our local
Westcountry Television. If Terry had been seeking new publicity for the
Bay Foundation, why hadn’t he warned me?
Suddenly a microphone appeared from nowhere and he held it in
front of my face. Cameras appeared too, and started rolling.
“Hello, Mandy,” he said, grinning.
I was still shocked.
“Oh! I know who you are,” I said, laughing nervously.
“Who am I, then?”
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“You’re Ian Stirling.” I clasped my hands to my face, and tried to
turn to Terry, but the cameras were too square on to us for it to hide my
embarrassment.
“Oh, this isn’t fair,” I protested.
Ian grinned relentlessly.
“I’m ever so sorry. We were hoping we’d get you settled first. But –”
He reached down to his side and produced the largest basket of the
most beautiful flowers that I had ever seen. There were masses of them.
All yellow and white. He placed the basket on the coffee table.
“I can’t hold back any longer,” he continued.
“These are for you. Now, they look nice on that table, don’t they?”
“They’re beautiful!” I agreed, breathlessly.
I still felt stunned, and shook my head.
“This isn’t fair,” I repeated.
Ian still looked at me.
“I think it’s very fair. It’s a terrible plot, and it was all of them did it.”
I looked around at the laughing faces of my friends.
“You sods! You rotten sods!” I protested.
“Now, listen. You know why we’re here, don’t you?”
“Well, I do watch Westcountry, and I believe it’s a Stirling Salute.”
“But why do we want to talk to you?”
“I don’t know. Why?”
“Oh, yes you do.”
I shook my head.
“No, I don’t. You tell me.”
“Oh, yes you do. I want to know about the Bay Foundation.”
“Oh, that was his idea,” I said, relieved. Now I could pass the
conversation, and the limelight, on to Terry, with a bit of luck, and draw
the attention away from myself.
“It was all his idea,” I added, hopefully.
“Was it?” Ian grinned again.
Terry stepped in, to my relief.
“Well, yes, in a way, but it was because of Mandy. We’ve done it
together. She’s given me the inspiration. She’s so young, and what has
happened to her was such a disaster, but there are so many out there,
and it’s only when you become one of the statistics that you realize how
serious the problem is.”
I looked at Terry, admiring his way with words, though, I reminded
myself, he had no doubt known about this for ages, unlike me, and had
been practising in the bathroom! I found Ian looking at me, as if I ought
to contribute something after all this preparation, so I took my courage in
both hands, and tried to express what I really felt.
“What I want to do is take those few steps across the threshold, and
say ‘I’ve achieved this’.”
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Ian nodded approvingly.
“Right, and, in fact, what you’ve created is not the end . . . It’s a
growing thing.”
I nodded myself.
“Yes, it’s a new life from my tragedy, if you like.”
Before I had time to worry about whether I had said the right things,
Ian produced an envelope from nowhere, and handed it to me.
“There you are,” he said.
“There’s a little cheque.”
“Thank you very much.”
“It’s not the whole £500,000. It’s just a little donation.”
“That’s lovely.”
“And you get that as well –”
He produced a certificate this time, with a photo of himself, to say
that I had been on Stirling Salute.
“There you are, just to prove that you were really, really
embarrassed.”
Embarrassed was the right word, and I had never dreamt for one
minute when I got ready that morning that something like this would
happen. You can be sure I had a few choice words with my friends
afterwards, to Terry’s great amusement.
Still, it would be more publicity for the Bay Foundation, and, if it had
cost me a few blushes and nerves, it had been a small price to pay!
*

*

*

Yes, it was a busy and exciting time, but, I realised, it was also a tiring
one. Perhaps I was overdoing things, and yet how could I be? How can
you overdo things simply sitting in a chair most of the day? Yet that’s how
it seemed to be. Perhaps the nervous energy in itself took its toll? I refused
to believe that I was gradually deteriorating further simply on account of
passing time.
Still, some days I found it difficult to cope with the never-ending
needles, physiotherapy, bouts of illness and perpetual pain and weakness.
I came to dread the very sight of yet another needle approaching, and, on
frequent occasions, I sat afterwards feeling very drained and discouraged.
Was it really helping? It would be lovely to have an end to all that, even if
it meant I could do even less, or I was taking greater risks with my health.
On a couple of these occasions, I waited until Terry was sitting by
me quietly, and the others weren’t around, then I tried to approach the
subject.
“Terry?”
“Yes?”
“Terry – no more needles, eh?”
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“Oh, Mandy.” He sighed, and I saw the flicker of panic in his eyes
before he looked away.
“You know I can’t do that, love.”
“Please, Terry. No more needles. Just let me die.”
Terry turned to me instantly, his eyes flashing.
“Never, Mandy. Never. I’ve told you. You’re going nowhere. I love
you.”
It was useless. If Terry had any belief at all in easing people out of
this world, it evidently didn’t include me.
Something else worried me, too. I didn’t feel totally prepared to die,
yet it seemed I had taken greater strides than Terry when it came to facing
up to that event. Terry seemed totally unprepared and unaccepting.
He was in for a very hard time.
*

*

*

In the May of 1994 it was my twenty ninth birthday. I had been
twenty four when I had Daniel, and had been promised “weeks not
months”. It should have been a time for celebration, but I found it difficult
to get excited. I sat quietly, trying to work out why I felt so reticent, and
realised that so much had happened to me in the past 12–18 months.
It was obvious for many reasons that I was not as well even as I had
been eighteen months ago. Nothing had ever really been the same since
my major stroke in 1992. My heart felt heavy, and I was very tired. When
I tried to contemplate my next birthday, and how it would be, I could
foresee nothing. If things deteriorated at their current rate, I would not be
around any more. Perhaps this was the time to try to accept, impossible
as that was. I didn’t think that Terry perhaps realised just how I felt. I
pretended far too often about my symptoms, insisting that I was all right,
and maybe that was not always a good thing. But – who would want to
hear me complaining all the time?
“Well, you’ve made it, Mandy – twenty nine,” Terry smiled, hugging
me.
“Yes, I have, haven’t I? But I want to talk to you, Terry,” I replied
slowly.
“Go on. I’m listening.”
I took a deep breath, and tried to put all my feelings into a few simple
words. I prayed that Terry would understand, and not make me repeat it,
or elaborate on it, for what I had to say was painful for me.
Terry was waiting, watching my face, so I began, carefully.
“I want you to understand something, Terry. I want you to accept
that I won’t make my thirtieth birthday.”
Terry drew back, looking almost offended.
“Don’t be silly, love. You’ve only just had your twenty ninth. Of
course you will.”
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“No. I won’t, Terry, and you must accept it. You must understand
that I am going to die.”
I tried to look him in the face, but it hurt dreadfully.
“I want you to draw away from me now, Terry. Take a step back.
Gradually draw away, ready for when I die. Then, perhaps, it won’t hurt
you too much.”
“Mandy?” he protested. I could see the pain in his eyes.
“No, I mean it, Terry. In fact, I won’t blame you if you meet another
woman now. You shouldn’t be alone all your life, and it would help when
the time comes.”
Terry took hold of both my shoulders and stared desperately into my
face. I swallowed hard at the pain and loneliness I saw flitting across there,
and the tears began to prick my eyes, as they had done so many times
before. Only, this time, they were for Terry. I loved Terry, and I loved
Danny, but I was no longer taking proper care of them or making them
happy. In fact, I was fading, like the end of a movie, and soon the titles
would roll up, if I weren’t careful, before Terry and Danny were properly
prepared. It was time to hand over to someone else.
My chest ached with the physical pain of what I was at last
completely acknowledging. I was not mending. I was not even staying
stable. I was deteriorating, slowly, surely, and relentlessly, and neither I
nor anyone else could stop it. I felt as if my body were a building with
a thousand apartments, and that everywhere doors were closing, one by
one, never to open again.
Little by little, I was dying.
I didn’t want to go. I longed to stay, and I felt very, very alone, for
no-one could make this journey with me. But soon I would be asleep –
just asleep – and it would be Terry and Danny who would need support.
Terry held me close, his shoulders shaking with emotion. For one
brief moment I was back in ‘5, Oakbank’, when he had held me there, in
his grief. I had been unable to help him then, either.
“You’re going nowhere, Mandy. I’ve told you so many times. I love
you, don’t you see?”
“And I love you, Terry. And Danny. Please never forget that, but I’m
tired, very tired, and I’m more tired now every day. Don’t worry about
me, Terry. Please do as I say, and promise me you will take care of Danny,
and love him to bits for me.”
I spun the chair swiftly away from Terry so that he should not see the
tears which started to spill. Terry was no fool, and knew why I did it. He
moaned slightly, and held his head.
Tears flowed from me, hot, bitter, lonely tears. How was I supposed
to help him when what he needed most was for me to stay? I knew now
that I was going to have no choice about my future, and no-one else but
me could tread this path.

244

The End – and A Beginning
I felt totally and utterly alone.
*

*

*

Whether it was a result of this conversation or not I may never know,
but Terry began his relentless physiotherapy with renewed vigour. I was
very tired, and often pleaded with him to stop, but I think he knew that
time was running out. The determination on his face was dreadful to
watch, and I felt I was breaking up, and bleeding inside. I wanted to
hold his face and smother him with kisses: to tell him that I had changed
my mind and would not die after all. But I couldn’t. I could only watch
helplessly, and pray for the right words.
At other times I was glad of Terry’s attentions and dedication. The
congestion in my chest was growing worse and worse, and frequently I
felt I could not breathe. Terry started to sit behind me, making me lean
forward, and pummelled me on the back with his fists. He jokingly called
it “making pompons” on my back. I would cough gratefully, and clear
some of the mucus from my chest. It was a wonderful relief, and one I
appreciated so much.
“Terry,” I used to say.
“It’s as if someone has just opened a window.”
*

*

*

In the evenings, when Danny is tired, and ready for bed, or perhaps
in the daytime when he is not too well, or has exhausted himself with play,
then I get to nurse him. It is August now – 1994 – and I am still defying
death – just. Danny was five years old in July, so those opportunities to
hold him do not come so often now, and I have to make the most of them.
He is a lively, energetic little boy who loves life. Oddly, he seems
to make no comparison between our life-styles and capabilities. That is
good, and it makes me happy. I was always afraid that he might, one day,
with his childish eyes, see me as a freak, or a failure. I couldn’t bear that.
Now that my arms are so tired and my breath so short, and, of course,
Danny is getting heavier, someone has to lift him on to my lap. He nestles
his blond head against my chest, and looks up at me with those huge clear
blue eyes until sleep takes over and those long lashes flicker, and cover his
eyes.
Then I look down at his little face, sleeping so peacefully and
innocently, and know that I love him. I love him to bits. Every ounce,
every minute fraction of pain and frustration, has been worthwhile just to
have Danny. Never for one moment have I regretted giving birth to him
because of what that brought to me.
My precious little Danny. He looks so happy and secure when he is
asleep, and that’s how I want to remember him. The one thing that I have
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dreaded most is that all our troubles would affect him. So far he seems to
have escaped that, but it is not over yet.
How can I explain properly what I feel? I love my little boy
desperately. For so long I wanted my own baby, and Danny was
more wonderful, more precious to me than anything I could ever have
imagined. I have wanted to do all the things for him that Mums should
do, but have had to settle for very much less. What worries me is that
Danny, in some ways, has had to settle for less, too.
I love Danny, and Terry too, and I don’t want to leave them. But if I
have to, and I must try to accept this, then I don’t want them to continue
with this half-hearted existence forever. I want them for myself, and I
want Danny to remember me if only for my love for him. Yet I don’t want
him to be unhappy for the rest of his little life because he bears a sense of
loss when he has to, inevitably, lose his Mum.
The best way, the only way, that I can see for him and Terry to go
forward is for Terry to meet someone special. She would need to be an
exceptional person, for he would need understanding, love, support and
kindness. She would need, too, to be a very special new Mum to Danny.
Someone who could love him as her own, yet still have space in her heart
to, one day, show him this book so that he will know how much he has
always been loved and wanted. Lee and Jaime, too, fill my thoughts and
fears, and I hope that some day they will understand how I wanted to
do things for them, but could not. How I loved them as my own, and
mourned the loss of my freedom to be a fit and useful mother to them.
Perhaps they, too, could find happiness with just such another mother. I
do hope so.
I don’t know if there is anyone around who could be all those things,
and be so caring and understanding, but I hope so. I hope she will
understand that, by handing over to her the things and people most
precious to me, I am putting a very special trust and faith in her. I am
giving her my most precious present of all. If she is the person I am sure
she will be, she will not let me down. I won’t be there to thank her, but,
if she makes my Terry and my family happy, then my gratitude will be
there, wherever I am by then. I am giving my Terry my every support and
approval in loving such a lady, and hope that he and Danny will have a
happier and much less stressful life, being able to do all the things which
we no longer could. They have both been denied these rights for far too
long, on my account, but I am grateful that they stood by me, nevertheless.
Poetry is a wonderful thing. I often explore it, and experiment. It is
easier to express what we feel in verse, and we can spell out quite intense
and poignant emotions that might sound overdone in prose. I have
written this verse, for Terry, for my family, and for all those friends and
acquaintances who mean so much to me, and suffer so much themselves.
One day my suffering will be over, and I hope theirs will be made at least
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a little less by the support and facilities that our Respite Home will have
to offer:
Through all my troubles and disappointments
I will succeed.
I will build this life for others:
My life is their life.
My soul is already with my Maker.
*

*

*

For Daniel With All My Love
I loved you from the very day your life began to start,
I knew you held a special place deep inside my heart.
When my prayers were answered, imagine my pride and joy,
For in my arms the nurses placed my brand new baby boy.
When you were tiny you looked at me and smiled.
I knew from that moment on you would be a very special child:
One that helped me heal the wrongs that someone made.
This broken heart’s so painful, but you’re worth the price I paid.
I watch you when you are sleeping, and wonder what you
dream.
Are they all as wonderful as your realities really seem?
Perhaps when my time is up, and the calling comes from above,
I will enter all those dreams you have to shower you with love.
Darling Daniel, you will always have my tender, loving care,
Even when the time comes when my presence won’t be there,
But when you feel a little sad and miss your mummy’s love,
Just raise your eyes towards the sky, towards the heavens above.
Even when the days are bad, and I’m feeling quite upset,
You put your arms around my side, and then around my neck.
For you, Jaime and Lee give me strength to fight right on.
I hope with all your love I will stay and never be gone.
The love that is within me I really need to share,
So your loving arms and cuddles let me know you really care.
Darling Daniel, I love you more than any mother could.
The love I get in return makes me feel so warm and good.
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In short, my little family, you’re a treasure to be with.
Even all the pains and aches I feel you help me fight to live.
I’ll try and stay right by you even when the time does come,
Then my spirit will be with you till your time is also done.
God bless you all, my darling sons Daniel and Lee, and daughter
Jaime.
Dear Terry – Always remember me when I’m gone, and if you think
of me, just look over your shoulder – you know, the one I used to rest my
head on – and I promise I’ll always be there.
Love you always,
Mandy.
*

*

*

It’s Friday, 26th August, as I write this in my diary.
It seems odd, just at present, that not so long ago I was asking Terry
to let me die. I asked him, a couple of times, when I was dreading the
needles, and I even wrote him a little letter once, when the pain and
depression were very bad:
“I know you love Daniel, and will look after him, so please give up
and let me go to rest peacefully. I do love you more than ever . . . Please
don’t let me hurt any more . . . ”
I won’t copy out all of it, because it sounds so very sad now, and
perhaps it is a good thing that he always refused to let me give up. I
might never have seen so many things which I have been glad to see. I
might never had had today, which was really good.
I’m very tired now, but I’ve just had such a brilliant day that I must
write it down. I don’t want to forget a moment of it.
This evening I went to see a hypnotist with one of my friends, Judith.
She is such good company. The show was much more entertaining than I
could ever have imagined. In fact, we both laughed so much that my ribs
ached, and I felt sick.
When I arrived home, Terry had a couple of his friends around. They
all grinned as I went in, and began to make a move for home themselves,
except for one who stayed to hear all about the show. He was Judith’s
husband.
I told them all about it, but kept thinking how hungry I felt. All that
laughing must have given me an appetite.
“Say,” I said, feeling energetic.
“Are you hungry?”
“Yes, a bit, I suppose. Why?” he and Terry replied, puzzled.
“Good. ‘Cos I fancy some chips,” I laughed.
I shot off to the kitchen, and soon had the chips on, but couldn’t hear
all that they were saying from there, so had to keep popping my head back
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in. At one point I stopped in the doorway to listen, then remembered the
chip fat, so I ran back to the kitchen. I suddenly realised what I had done.
I RAN!
Terry realised, too, and appeared behind me at once.
“Mandy! What on earth are you doing?” he demanded.
“Making chips!” I replied, feeling perky.
“I mean RUNNING,” he said.
“What do you think you’re up to? How did you do it, anyway?”
“Dunno,” I said, and started putting out the plates. At that moment I
didn’t care, and it was a nice feeling.
“For God’s sake, be careful, Mand,” Terry pleaded.
“Terry – let me live,” I said, yet again.
I could think of no reason just then for my sudden burst of energy. In
fact, when I thought about it, I had done more in the last few days then
I had done for ages. It was like a new lease of life. It was too good to be
true, and too good to be questioned. I must enjoy it whilst I could.
For good measure I rang our friend’s wife. I knew she would only
laugh. Judith knew me well.
“Say,” I joked.
“I hope you’re not planning a meal for your husband? I’m afraid I’ve
just filled him full of chips!”
“YOU have?”
“Yes, I have – sorry! See you!” I put the receiver down, but I wasn’t
really sorry!
*

*

*

I hope I keep this feeling up. On Sunday we are going to do some
fundraising around Paignton and Torquay. In fact, I feel so good, I’m
going to ask Terry if he will put the chair in the back of the Spacecruiser,
and let me actually sit in the front seat, near him and Danny.
Goodness, it’s nice to have even a scrap of normality like this.
*

*

*

The story is continued by Terry:
It was Sunday the 28th of August, 1994, and the day dawned bright
and sunny. Mandy and I were in cheerful mood as we set off on our
fundraising efforts, taking Daniel with us.
“Do you think I could sit in the front, Terry, rather than in the back in
my chair?” Mandy asked me.
“Why, do you feel up to it?”
“Yes, I do. It would be lovely to see the view without having the back
of the seats in the way. Not that I’m grumbling. This is a lovely car, but –
well – you know? It would be nice to be normal.”
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How could I refuse a request like that?
“Come on then, young lady. The front seat is all yours.”
Mandy radiated happiness as I lifted her into the seat and helped her
with the seat belt and neck cushion. The softness of her skin touching me
sharpened my senses, and the subtle hint of perfume drifted around my
neck. They reminded me why I had married this girl, and reminded me
that I was a man with needs and feelings. I longed to hold her to me, but
it was not the right moment.
She was still beautiful, slim and gentle, with a complexion like cream
silk, and long blonde hair. Her illness seemed to have taken nothing
away from her appearance, and that never failed to amaze me. I know
that Mandy often felt she was less than adequate and less than attractive,
but she was so wrong. Whatever strangers might have seen or assumed
when she was in her wheelchair I do not know, for what I saw myself was
my same beautiful, innocent wife, but lumbered now with this unwanted
encumbrance.
There was something refreshing about Mandy, even after so much
illness. She chuckled huskily at every opportunity as we drove around
and talked to people, and her humour and quick wit often brought a
smile to my face. It was cruel that occasionally people had suggested there
might be nothing really very wrong with her, and we knew otherwise. Yet
I could see why people found it hard to understand. Mandy was still a
complete, vibrant and beautiful person, whatever she thought, and I was
proud to be seen with her.
I was reminded of another day when we were in Paignton, visiting a
cash machine. Mandy noticed another girl nearby in a wheelchair, very
young and seemingly alone. Inquisitive as ever, she asked what was
wrong with her. The girl responded by asking her the same question.
“Oh, I’ve just got a bad heart,” Mandy replied, hurriedly.
“And you?” she persisted.
The girl hesitated.
“I’ve got Aids,” she replied, at last.
“I got it from an infected needle.”
At this point most people would have made a hasty retreat, such are
the fears about Aids, but Mandy leaned over and put her arms around the
girl’s thin body. I don’t know why I was surprised, on reflection, because
it was so typical of Mandy’s compassion for others.
“You poor darling. Life’s been so cruel to you.”
I scratched my head, lost for words. This young girl had become
terminally ill through adopting a bad habit, and yet poor Mandy had had
her own dreadful nightmare imposed on her, whilst being totally innocent
of doing any wrong to herself or anyone.
Yet, both of these young ladies were sentenced to death. This is, of
course, life’s great leveller: big or small, rich or poor, good or bad, we
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all die, whether through our own fault and behaviour or not. At the end
of the day, we all have to face up to the prospect of death, bewildering
and profound though that is. Fear, insight – I don’t yet know what
myself – eventually takes a hold, and only Mandy, in her own precarious
position, could truly understand this girl’s courage: courage she must find
somehow, whatever the reasons for her untimely end.
Mandy wrote a poem on this line:
Caring
Even though I may be ill,
I have the fight, I have the will,
To make a better life for all –
The sick and disabled, big or small,
To make them proud of who they are,
To take them to some lands afar,
To make that illness go away,
Give them the spirit to fight each day;
And, if their time should ever come,
Then Heaven will treat them all as one,
Be cured of all the hurt and pain,
Run and dance and laugh again,
Think of all the joys they had,
Forget the hurt and times so sad,
For when that judgement day does call,
The sick, disabled, one and all,
Will live together all as one,
In the heavens above for everyone.
Mandy Bayliffe 1993.
Our fundraising day was a very happy day, and special in that Mandy
seemed, still, to have more energy than usual.
Our last call was back in Torquay, and on the drive back Mandy grew
just a little quieter.
“All right, Mand?” I smiled, putting a hand briefly on hers, before
turning my attention back to the road.
“It’s been a good day, hasn’t it?”
“Yes, I’ve enjoyed it. But, Terry – do you think . . . ?”
“What’s that, my love?”
“Do you think that, after this call, we could go home? I’m feeling very
tired now, for some reason.”
“Well, it’s been a busy day, and you’ve probably overdone things. Of
course we can. I’ll make the call as brief as I can.”
Once in Torquay, I made my call as quickly as possible, then hurried
to the car. Mandy was sitting in the front seat, her eyes closed, but
listening to Daniel’s chatter with a gentle smile on her face.
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“Right,” I said, edging into the seat, and closing the door.
“Which way would you like to go?”
“There’s only one way, Terry. You know that,” Mandy murmured
with a smile.
“Ilsham?”
“Yes, please.”
“Still tired?”
“Very tired, but please go that way.”
We drove along the side of the harbour and up the hill that would
lead us to Mandy’s favourite route. Approaching from this direction the
sea was on our right. The cliffs fell away from us down to its glistening
surface, and Mandy watched quietly, with a smile on her face, pointing
out the odd boat, bird or landmark to Daniel.
Eventually the road brought us to the T-junction with the main
Babbacombe Road. We could either go left and back into the town, or
right to Babbacombe with its own beautiful views of the coastline.
“Right here?” I asked, already knowing the answer.
“Yes, please. And – oh, Terry – I would give anything for a drink of
lager.”
I glanced at her in amazement. It was an unusual request for her.
“Oh, Mandy. You’re not allowed to drink at all. I can’t do that, love.”
“I’m so thirsty, Terry. Please –?”
It took me by surprise. Mandy had been very good about not mixing
alcohol with her drugs, and it was the first time she had really pressed the
point.
“Please, Terry. You could share a can with me?”
I sighed, with mixed feelings.
“Well, perhaps just a few sips. Be careful, Mandy.” Mandy sighed
peacefully, and sat quietly watching the road as we drove to the local
shops in Babbacombe, and found ourselves a parking space almost right
outside the door.
“That was lucky,” I said.
“I won’t be long. Won’t be a minute, Daniel. Look after Mummy.”
Five-year-old Daniel shuffled forward in his seat, and stood behind
Mandy to start one of his endless conversations with her. She smiled
contentedly as his little face bobbed over the back of her seat, catching
her hair with his little snub nose.
I grinned, happy with my little family, found the can I wanted, and
quickly paid for it at the counter. Eager to see Mandy’s smile as she saw
the can and had her little taste of forbidden bliss, I crossed the pavement
to the car.
Immediately I knew that something was wrong.
Daniel was still leaning forward, but he wasn’t talking any more, just
frowning anxiously and looking around him. Mandy, for her part, had
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slumped to one side. A swift flicker of hope suggested to me that perhaps
she had fallen asleep, but just as instantly I knew that was not the truth.
Mandy’s face was grey, and, as I wrenched the car door open, I heard her
moaning slightly.
Daniel leaned over to me, his eyes like saucers, and tapped my
shoulder.
“Mummy made a funny noise, Daddy, and then she fell over,” he said
nervously.
“It’s all right, Danny. You just sit back, love, and let me see to
Mummy.”
I tried to think furiously. I knew what to do when Mandy had her
chest congestion, and she did seem to be rattling now. From experience I
had found there was little I could do when she had a stroke – except keep
her alive. Was it a stroke or her heart?
I thrashed around, feeling for her pulse. There was none.
Panicking, I held my head out of the car briefly and yelled to anyone
who would listen.
“Someone please get me an ambulance – quickly. My wife has
collapsed.”
From the corner of my eye I saw someone run into the nearest shop,
and I put my head back into the car. Instinctively I tried to straighten her
up so that I could attempt some kind of resuscitation and heart massage. It
is difficult, extremely difficult, to do on your own, and almost impossible
within the cramped confines of a car seat.
A million thoughts raced through my mind in those few minutes. I
had to get her going again. At that moment I was all she had, and it was up
to me. Time was ticking on, and if I didn’t succeed I was failing her. I had
heard that time was critical, or she might be a vegetable. I was panicking,
pumping at her chest, and praying.
“Come on, Mandy. Please, come on.”
Yet, even though I was in the middle of this flurry of activity, my
stomach was sinking lower and lower, as if it were full of lead, and my
mind was racing. Nothing was ever going to be the same again. This was
the end of my life as I knew it, and the beginning of – what? A bleak
desolate future that I daren’t even contemplate. For, somehow, deep in
my heart, I knew that this time it was different.
Mandy had tried to warn me months before, and prepare me for this
day. But I had fallen for the age-old mistake. I had dared to be complacent.
Mandy, my lovely, gentle, long-suffering Mandy, was dead.
The ambulance arrived then, and in a hustle and bustle Mandy’s care
was taken out of my hands. In minutes she was in the ambulance, and the
doors were being closed.
They were taking my Mandy away, and now all I had left was this:
Danny, and a can of lager.
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Mandy was buried in the local cemetery, and I was overwhelmed
by the emotion that her passing stirred in others as well as myself.
Mandy had pleaded with me that there should be no post-mortem and no
cremation when the time came, and I duly respected her wishes. I think
she wanted to hold on in whatever small way she could. If there was any
chance at all that it would spoil her chances of a future afterlife, then she
did not want anything so total and final.
Throughout all this, little Daniel was shocked and bewildered. I tried
desperately to visualise and understand what that afternoon in the car
must have meant to him. His little eyes had opened wide as he watched
the ambulance drivers taking Mandy away on a stretcher, and loading her
into the ambulance. He had seen that sight many times before, but I got
the impression that, like me, he knew this time was different.
“Where’s Mummy going now, Daddy?” he asked.
“Are they taking her to Jesus?”
I cradled his head in my hands, and my tears wet the top of his hair,
so fair, soft and silken, just like Mandy’ s.
“Yes, I think so, Danny,” I agreed.
“But she hasn’t had her drink?”
“Jesus will give her a drink, I’m sure. In fact he’ll make her better,
too.”
Danny nodded, with all the innocent faith of childhood in his eyes.
Over the following months he missed his Mum, and suffered bouts of
his old asthma, which told me much about his grieving, but his faith
remained. The wonderful, all-embracing trust and faith of children.
*

*

*

Of course, Mandy does live on, in her own special way, for her
work was not completed, and now this has become my lifestyle and goal.
Mandy had not crossed the threshold herself, as she had dreamed, but the
Home would still be shaped and run. Only now it would be in Mandy’s
memory, instead.
Living with an invalid is not easy, and I would be the first to admit
it, as, I believe, so would Mandy. There are too many pressures, and
there is too much pain and sense of loss for any of it to be plain sailing.
Without the many friends and acquaintances we met along the route, life
would have been even harder. There are so many who gave love and
support: doctors, nurses, neighbours, family, friends, and many of whom
we only ever dreamed before Mandy’s tragedy happened: the Duchess
of York, show-business celebrities, and, last but certainly not least, the
management at McLaren.
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Mandy’s interests in the car racing team kept her not just alive but
vibrant. It gave an added dimension and purpose to her life. She could
never hope to run around, let alone travel at speed, but she admired those
who did, and drew strength and courage from their courage. I’m sure that
there was a unique bond there in the sense that every day both she and
the drivers she admired diced a little with death, and – mostly – won.
Mandy’s coffin was draped with the yellow and green Brazilian flag
of Ayrton Senna, and his own signed blue baseball cap crowned the whole.
It was a proud and touching symbol of what the team’s friendship and
support had meant to Mandy, and she would have wanted them with her
on her final journey. It was not a totally one-sided sentiment, for I believe
that the McLaren team grew to appreciate Mandy, and I was overwhelmed
when the most wonderful wreath arrived.
It was in the shape of a steering wheel, with a circle of some four
hundred flowers, and I wished she could see it. How proud she would
have been. That wreath went with her to the grave, where it took a very
special place amongst her tributes, just as it did in my heart.
If there is indeed an after-life, then no-one was more deserving of it
than Mandy. And, if there is an afterlife, then I like to think that at least
she is spending it with her beloved Ayrton Senna, and her friend, Anna.
It is some small consolation to me.
There were many tributes to Mandy, and, in a small way, it always
helps to know that others saw the value in Mandy that I did. It helps to
know that others loved her, too.
My own tribute to Mandy lies in the inscription which I have put on
her headstone. I feel it says it all:
A perfect wife,
A perfect mother,
A perfect friend,
A perfect lover.
*

*

*

Life was quiet without Mandy, and at first there didn’t seem enough
to do. I can understand the latter part, but not the former, for Mandy
was not a noisy person, despite her lively brain and personality, and
a spontaneous chuckle that infected everyone if she found something
amusing. She loved to laugh, and she wanted to live, but nothing had
been easy for her. Often she sat for long spells, listening to music, reading
or writing, and we could almost have forgotten that she was there at times,
though we never did. Even her silence was warm, and when Mandy was
taken from us something very basic and reassuring was removed.
Soon I found that there had been another kind of silence in our lives:
one which I had not been able to analyse until now. During the times
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that Mandy was ill, the children had learned to move quietly around the
house. For me it was deeper than that. I had clung on to a tiny hope that
maybe – just maybe – everyone would be wrong. The alternative was too
unthinkable, and I could not look at it for very long, for the alternative
was her death.
Now I was living with that unthinkable happening, and it seemed
impossible to know where to turn. Life had taken material things from
me on many occasions, but I had always had Mandy. Now she was gone.
Instead of treading softly, living with the illness and the awful knowledge
of what must come, I had to somehow change direction. Steer the lives
of the children and myself into a positive channel where we could both
grieve and remember, yet learn to hope again.
This, now, gave me an insight into the deeper importance of the
Bay Foundation and its Homes. It would not simply be an escape, a
therapeutic break for those who stayed there, and a place of physical
support. It would have to become a place of moral support: a place
where only those who have trodden the path we did can know the deeper
understanding and guidance that other carers and families would need,
too, when they were robbed of their precious loved ones.
They, too, would have to be taught, gently, how to fill that void, and
redirect their lives.
The Bay Foundation is now a growing charity, and is not centred
solely in Torquay. The need for it spreads further afield than that.
Its offices and army of fundraisers are spreading across Britain, and,
hopefully, further afield, given time. Mandy’s dream was not restricted
to one Home. Her charity must be as far-reaching as her compassion.
The rest of Mandy’s dream lies here, now, at my fingertips. It is her
book, finished lovingly for her. She wanted it to be a written proof to her
family of her love for them, and at the same time to create an awareness
of her dream.
God bless, Mandy, for here is your book. It has been completed so
that your dreams were never completely shattered.
*

*

*

On the outskirts of the town that Mandy loved so much is the
greenness of the cemetery, with its enormous trees whispering in the
wind. Here the birds which she loved so much flit from branch to branch,
and around the grass and flowers where Mandy now lies at peace.
It was here, one day in November, 1994, that I stood, trying to collect
my thoughts. I shivered as the Winter wind bit through the sunshine
and penetrated my jacket, lunging at the flower petals and reminding
me of the bleakness of my life. I stood, head down, trying to release my
pent-up grief, yet at the same time form some kind of positive hope here
in the hole that had once been my heart.
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It was some time before I noticed another person not too far away, for
she was standing as still as I was, head bowed. She was as dark as Mandy
was fair, as tall as she was short. When she glanced up I could see the pain
on her attractive features, and it matched my own.
I swallowed awkwardly.
“Difficult, isn’t it?” I managed, gruffly. She nodded, miserably.
“Husband?”
“Yes.”
“This is – was – my wife.”
We seemed to be on an odd private wavelength that no-one else
would understand, and I knew I must speak to her again.
“I’m very sorry. When did your husband die, then?”
“Not long ago. The 31st of August.”
“How odd – just three days after my wife. She was ill a long time.”
“Ah. My husband died very suddenly – in town, in fact.”
It was there that our experiences of death seemed to differ, and I
didn’t pursue the matter. We were both cold, and upset, and needed to
find privacy where we could give vent to our feelings. We smiled and
said our goodbyes, and I thought nothing more of it.
I spent the next couple of months working on the charity and still
trying to define what it was that had made Mandy so special. She had
been a beautiful and talented woman, yes, with a delicious laugh and
personality that absorbed all whom she met. Yet there was more, for
Mandy’s past had not been happy. Her early life had been dogged by
her fears during her strict upbringing, and in turn these had caused her
to be timid, naive and vulnerable. This very innocence and vulnerability
had endeared her to me, and I think that, in me, she found her security
– perhaps a father figure together with the benefits of a husband and
partner. As for the children, she seemed to have a need to re-kindle her
youth and enjoy it, so she had endless energies for them. They loved it,
and her. It was sad that the very thing that meant most to her – having
her own baby – deprived her of the ability and strength to do much more
with either the children or me after that.
Three months later, at a charity casino night, I again bumped into a
tall, dark lady, and wondered why I should know her. For some reason I
knew that she had a Honda car.
She appeared to recognise me, too, and I caught her eye.
“I know you,” I said.
“You’ve got a Honda.”
“And I know you,” she said.
“The cemetery.”
Looking deeper into those huge eyes, I recognised the sadness yet
warmth that I had detected there during our earlier encounter. Memories
of the brief, fragile but deep bond we had felt on that day came flitting
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back, and we automatically spent most of the evening together. By the
end of that time we felt we had known one another all our lives, yet still
we made no future plans. Our memories and sadnesses seemed still to
blot out most positive thoughts.
Just a few weeks later I was in the charity’s office when the wife of one
of our fundraising managers called in. She was accompanied by the same
dark-haired lady, and I realised, happily, that I felt genuinely pleased to
see her again. She seemed to feel the same, and we spent a comfortable
time sharing coffee and thoughts.
Maybe at that point just a tiny door closed on my grief, enough for
me to reach out to someone else. In any case, Cherie, for this proved to be
her name, shared a common grief with me, and that provided an instant
bond. I realised, to my great surprise, that I had thoroughly enjoyed this
brief meeting. i had somehow never expected to be happy again.
From then on, Cherie and I became inseparable. She is so different
from Mandy, particularly in colouring, but if anything this proved to be a
bonus. Daniel and I, and the others, have been able to separate her from
our painful past, and see her for the tremendous, warm, caring person that
she is. We were never going to forget Mandy, and no-one would want to,
but now I knew there could be life after Mandy.
Mandy said in her own part of this book that she hoped I would, in
time, remarry. She also said that this would need to be a very special
person, for she would be handing over to her the things which she
treasured most – Danny, myself and the family.
In an odd way we now feel that we have Mandy’s blessing on us.
Memories of Mandy pop up in all the most unexpected places, and she
was such a strong personality, despite her gentleness that this is probably
inevitable. However, in Cherie, I have found the same gentleness and
compassion, to a depth which is at times uncanny. We feel that Mandy, if
she can see us, has truly handed over to Cherie.
Daniel has not forgotten his first Mummy, and no doubt will always
love her, despite his childish observations about the fact that Cherie can
do some things for him that Mandy could not. We try to teach him to
love both but keep them separate, making no comparisons. No amount
of logic, therefore, can explain to me why he told us one day that his
old Mummy liked Cherie. Whatever his motivation, it gave Cherie and
me permission to start up our lives again. Now Danny and Cherie are
so close that I could cheerfully weep for joy. He hangs on to her arms,
burying his little blond head into her, and they have become inseparable.
I’m sure he will be the proudest little boy alive when I marry this very
special, unselfish lady just days after writing these words, in September,
1995. And Cherie IS unselfish, foe she has had to live bravely through
the trauma of the past months, watching me relive my grief through the
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pages of this book, whilst still working through her own bereavement,
and taking on my energetic family.
Life goes on, and so does Mandy’s spirit and dream, in the shape
of a new Mum for my children, and the charity which Mandy so much
wanted.
It is now one year since Mandy’s death, and Cherie and I wrote our
“In Memoriam” notices together, sharing the bond of our past grief yet
the promise of our future life together. Meanwhile the charity continues
to grow, and we know there will be many joys ahead of us whew we see
the dreams which inspired it come to fruition.
Goodnight, Keith. I will take care of your Cherie.
Goodnight, Mandy. Boa Noite. Your book is now finished.
Your hopes and dreams are being fulfilled.
THE END

11
Epilogue

The Bay Foundation is an active charity based in Torquay, in support of
carers and their families, with a dream of opening a centre one day soon!
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