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It started off as most things do: small. He didn’t want to bother anyone with 
his cramps, constipation and nausea. This was his own personal shit. After a 
couple of weeks of his wife’s incessant cajoling, however, he thought fuck it, 
if it’ll keep her sweet, just do it. 
 So they’re in the doctor’s office and he’s daydreaming, as is the norm, 
admiring the GP’s diploma on the wall: Kings College London, class of 1988. 
He remembers hearing it could take six months, but to take it one day at a 
time. In between his wife’s inconsolable sobs and the doctors patronizing 
assurances that he couldn’t be in better hands, one thought came thundering 
through his consciousness like a wrecking ball: this cannot be happening! 
 After that, there were the regular tests, therapies and treatments. 
Nothing seemed to help. He hadn’t asked for this thing that was sucking 
away his vitality, his essence. But eventually he accepted it, was almost... 
happy? No, not happy. Contented maybe; resigned certainly; a few more 
months and it would be over. No more pain. No more sickness. No more 
sympathetic stares from people who pretended they understood, but who in 
reality were just glad it wasn’t happening to them. 
 The six months the quack promised came and went. It was a further 
seventeen days before it happened. The surgery lasted for approximately 
fourteen hours, the finest medical brains in the country overseeing every 
facet of his treatment, but despite their best efforts, they couldn’t save him. 
The baby, however, clung on with the stubbornness and tenacity you would 
expect from a life that had spent nine months gestating without the usual aid 
of a womb. Cassie weighed in at 4lb 8oz, was kept in a respirator for thirty-
six hours, and one week later was well enough to be photographed by the 
world’s media. 


