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Introduction

A Hand to Hold

[image: ]
When I first found out I was pregnant, there were a million things racing through my mind – and this was just the beginning. I not only had nine months to prepare for the birth, but a lifetime of parenting ahead too.

Whenever I went anywhere pregnant, and then when I went anywhere with Billie, I found that everyone – no matter who they were – had advice to offer on motherhood. Thankfully for me, the most common piece of advice I was given was to trust my gut – but I had no idea what I was doing and there was no gut to trust in!

I have a lot of friends with babies, some who are planning on having them, and some friends who just don’t want them. The ones who don’t have them yet and those who have decided it’s not for them oddly say the same thing: how much they’re not ready yet, and how much their lives will change. The theme of both conversations is the amount of pressure they’ve put on themselves. I felt this pressure too, before I knew I was going to have a baby. ‘I need to get a house sorted, I need to have a successful job, I need to be in a certain state of health – physically and mentally.’ There’s a huge amount of pressure on women when it comes to motherhood, which has really increased over the last few generations, and it’s so easy to become overwhelmed by everything we’re told we need in place, alongside what we’re told is the ever-ticking time bomb of our body clocks.

The minute I found out I was going to have a baby, all of the pressures of what life should be like to bring a child into the world just went away. Life didn’t feel like it was going to stop; it felt like it was going to have a lot more purpose.

Very quickly though, I found myself overwhelmed by the mass of information that exists on motherhood today. You can feel, like I did, that you are kind of on your own when it comes to ‘the right way’ to approach parenthood. Looking to newspapers, magazines and social media, the amount of noise and conflicting information was enough to make me want to crawl into a hole and never even entertain the idea of having kids. The list of what parents are expected to do is growing by the day, and new mums can often feel pressured into making certain decisions around how they give birth or feed their child. It’s so easy to feel like you’re failing, and that’s the feeling that has driven me to write this book.

Steve and I were lucky to get pregnant so quickly, but with all the excitement came the phrases, bits of advice and general sayings. We got the classics like ‘They didn’t do it like that in my day’, ‘Sleep when the baby sleeps’, ‘You’re making a rod for your own back’, ‘You’ll spoil them if you do that’. It’s so easy for these common sayings to make you feel like a failure.

What I really needed was a sane voice to get rid of all that noise, and just tell me what advice was actually useful! In this book, I look into where these phrases come from and flip them on their heads – because, after all, you can never spoil a baby.

In the first few weeks of Billie’s life, it was as if all the books, information from classes and every leaflet I was given by the hospital was completely forgotten. What I needed was someone to talk to – and to have them listen. I spent less time scrolling social media and stopped googling everything, and ended up messaging my mum, my mum friends and my incredible midwife (who was there from the beginning). What I learnt pretty quickly was that you always go back to a mother.

In Mother to Mother, I wanted to create something which stored pieces of good advice (and rewrote the bad) in one place. I wanted to put into the world something comforting, but also as honest as possible – with not only my own personal experiences, but also those of the mothers around me. A hand to hold yours through the whole process. From talking to my mum, her mum and my friends who are mums, I wanted to find out what still holds up as useful advice, and what we need to reframe for new parents today.

Having Billie means that, in my family, we now have three generations of mothers who have had girls. Billie is what sparked the idea to create a book of wisdom across the generations, alongside my experience of a big shift in my relationship with my mum. I became much closer to her, and I also saw her relationship with her mum in a different light.

Our approach to motherhood has changed so much over the years, with new gadgets and sleep coaches, it made me wonder how did my granny, or my great-granny, cope? And the thing is, they did! So, instead of turning to a new voice, I wondered if we should revisit the knowledge and support that has been passed down instead.

My granny’s name is Anne King McMahon, and she was born in Glasgow on 22 September 1941. She was sent to a convent with her older sisters, Helen and Josephine, and her younger sister, Patzi, when she was 11. It was tough. The nuns were strict and the girls had to wear an uncomfortable uniform and clean the home for their bed and board. They went back to my granny’s mother, Margaret, when they had families of their own.

Margaret (Granny Mac), also known as Peggy, was a formidable woman from Coldstream in the Borders, who trained as a chef. She was a very intelligent, well-read woman who would have gone on to higher education if she had lived now, but back in the 1920s, if you were a poor female, it wasn’t possible. She had eight children who lived and one child, Sandy, who died young from scarlet fever, which was not unusual back then. She split up with her husband, John, who worked as a waiter, but he still went to her house for his dinner. It was an unhappy and quite violent marriage. Until he left, she was regularly beaten up, but she still visited his grave every year on the anniversary of his death. My appalled great-uncle Jimmy would watch her pour half a bottle of whisky onto his grave!

Out of all the siblings, I, of course, know Anne, my granny, and Josephine, my great-aunt. Like the McMahons, the Kellys are originally from Ireland, and left there for Scotland to find work and a better life, as they were poor and working class. The Kellys lived in the Gorbals and the McMahons in Dennistoun – both impoverished parts of Glasgow.

My granny met my grandad when they were teenagers and got pregnant, and then married shortly after. She had to stop working when the pregnancy started to show, so there wasn’t a lot of money coming in, just my grandad’s wages. He was working as an apprentice, fixing televisions. I always make the joke that it was inevitable my mum would be on TV, based on what her dad did. He was a grafter and worked long hours overtime to earn as much money as he could. They rented a ‘single end’ in Ballater Street in the Gorbals (just one room with a sink and a small cooker in the corner, and a recess in the wall for a bed). There was an outside toilet shared by the whole building, or ‘close’, as it’s called in Glasgow.

They got married at the registry office in Martha Street in Glasgow in July 1959, and went back to that tiny one room for a cup of tea and a Penguin biscuit. Sadly, the single end got broken into and all of their wedding presents were stolen – not a great start to married life! But they didn’t have long to dwell on it, as my mum was born shortly after. When my mum was a toddler, they moved to Bridgeton, also in the east end of Glasgow, to a tenement flat (a room and kitchen) with an inside toilet and one bedroom, which my mum shared with her parents. Then her brother, my uncle, Graham, was born in 1965. My mum remembers how cool her parents were, with her mum listening to Dusty Springfield, The Beatles, Bob Dylan and sixties Motown classics on the radiogram, and wearing miniskirts and black eyeliner.

Mum’s dad was promoted, and her mum worked as a Saturday girl in the tights department in Fraser’s in Glasgow for a bit of extra cash, so they were comparatively well-off.

Mum and her brother were well fed, well dressed and taught to read and write before they went to primary school. Granny never taught Mum to cook; she would always insist Mum did her homework while she made the tea. My grandparents wanted the best for their children, and for them both to have a chance of a good education and a decent career. They weren’t ambitious or pushy, but my mum knew they wanted to have that photo on the mantelpiece of their kids on their graduation day from university. My mum eventually gave up her place studying Russian at uni for a job on the local newspaper, The East Kilbride News, when she left school at seventeen (the same age her mum found out she was pregnant with her). They did get their framed picture on the mantelpiece when Graham graduated from the University of Edinburgh, and they got one of Mum when she got her honorary degree from the University of Dundee in 2013. They have one of me now, too!

My mum went on to work as Scottish correspondent for TV-am, joining in 1984 from BBC Scotland. A year later, she met my dad, who was a cameraman, and although she knew right away that he was ‘the one’, they were friends for a year before she wore him down. She hadn’t really thought about having children until after they got married in 1992, by which time they were both approaching their mid-thirties.

My granny had my mum when she was only eighteen (by some miracle, as she married my grandad in July and my mum was born in September. I’ll let you do the maths on that one!). I think the smaller age gap between my mum and granny meant that they’ve grown up together, in a way. It also meant that when my mum had me in her early thirties, my granny was in her fifties and able to see me grow up – in a way which would have been completely different to how she was brought up, and how she brought up my mum. I was born in England, with Granny living up in Scotland, and that distance must have felt like another world. When Granny had my mum, all her family were either living on the same street or nearby. Every Sunday they would have lunch together, and there was always someone to talk to.

My mum wasn’t able to do any antenatal classes or baby sensory classes like I did, because she was either working or sleeping when they were on. Granny wasn’t able to pop over when I was born, but she and my grandad did fly down whenever they could. I was incredibly lucky that my mum was only an hour away from me when I was pregnant and, although she joked about moving in and sleeping in the bath, I was all for it.

Pregnancy, birth and the first year of being a mum is, of course, difficult – and everyone’s experience is different – but that doesn’t mean there aren’t universal truths we can all learn together. What I most want to do is start a brave, honest conversation about motherhood and how you learn to trust your gut and your intuition. You may be reading this well after having your own child, and are even a grandparent now! This is a space for you, too.

At the end of the book, there is a list of things I’d wish I’d known, advice and resources that helped me.

So, please join me, and really use this book however you’d like. Write in it, circle, underline and highlight anything you want that makes you feel heard. That, for me, is the whole point.




1

‘Life will never be the same!’

Change is Inevitable

[image: ]
I first saw this phrase written in a social media post from a company selling some sort of baby product I absolutely didn’t need. My initial reaction at the time was excitement – I was pregnant now, of course life would never be the same! It was only later in the day that I started to feel like that phrase had the potential to make anyone feel a bit uneasy … Your life is going to change so drastically, there’s no coming back?!

When my mum started telling people she was pregnant, there were a lot of congratulations and ‘life is going to change’, but always in a positive way. She never got people saying to save up on sleep, because she was already having to get up early for her job and so was used to no sleep. Another thing she never had to deal with was hearing other people’s horror stories of birth, because, at the time, none of her friends had had babies!

Change started for me as soon as I found out I was pregnant. There were a few physical symptoms I had before doing the test (I was a few days late and had a weird metallic taste in my mouth), but the main symptom I had was worry.

My partner, Steve, and I hadn’t been together that long at all before I got pregnant, but we both knew that this was it – we were the ones for each other. I think this was mainly because we’d both had serious relationships before and had both felt those relationships weren’t what we wanted. We spoke about how we wanted children about five months into dating – not the idea of us having them together, but having them in general. It’s such a huge thing that you need to be on the same page with your partner. I’m always baffled by couples who are together for years, even decades, and then get married and discover that one of them never wanted to have kids and the other desperately does. It’s not a given, and is a huge life decision, so it’s something you need to be talking about, I feel.

I wouldn’t have dreamt of having this kind of conversation with previous boyfriends so early on, but it just felt right talking about big life stuff with Steve. It brought up the topic of my own body clock. We were both twenty-nine when we started dating, which is still seen as young these days, but, of course, that hasn’t always been the case.

Being completely honest, I had no idea how easy or difficult it would be to get pregnant. With my own history and the media around women’s fertility generally being very doom and gloom, I was under the impression it might not happen for us. Around eight years before, when I was twenty-one and in my final year of university, I had what I thought at the time was appendicitis but turned out to be a ruptured ovarian cyst. I remember waking up in the night with a really sharp pain on my left side, and after calling 111 I was told to go to A&E. This was my first real experience of the world of women’s care in the UK, and it’s something that has always stayed with me. My scan was in the same department as the maternity ward and I went with my dad. The nurse at the desk asked how far along I was, and I had to explain I wasn’t pregnant. I couldn’t help but think of those trying to get pregnant being in the same waiting room as women getting their first, second or third scans to see their babies.

With the amount of fluid that came out of me (this is just the beginning of a lot of detail, so prepare for that going ahead with the rest of the book!), the doctor and I were surprised to see that the cyst was still intact in the scan, inside my left ovary. I had to get surgery to remove it, and luckily they didn’t have to take out the ovary, but it did leave it a lot smaller than the right one. After a few tests, it was ‘declared’ as a borderline cyst, and I was told I’d have to have another surgery to take tissue from other areas just to make sure that nothing horrible was going on. Luckily for me it wasn’t, but I was advised to get a scan every six months and have a hysterectomy at forty, or when I was done having kids. At the time, forty seemed like a lifetime away, but as I got older and saw that people were having kids a lot older, it was always something I knew I needed to be upfront about when I met the right person. Forty was my cut-off, and felt like a ticking time bomb for me. And then I found Steve.

Steve and I met on a dating app and, after chatting for over a month, we finally met up. I always have a go at him now because I was the one who messaged first and asked for his number. Our first date wasn’t perfect, but it wasn’t awful! We were just trying to figure each other out as we went from talking on WhatsApp to real life. I’d made him come from South London to North London on a Tuesday night, as it was the only time before I went on holiday I’d be able to actually meet him. There was a lot of chat, but I just kept thinking that he wasn’t really into it. It turned out that he was thinking I wasn’t interested. I took a screenshot of the message he sent me the next day which read: ‘Fancy another date, or shall we just leave it there?’ I was convinced he didn’t like me, but I thought, why not give it another chance? Thank God we both did. It turned out that he had also taken a screenshot of my message to him where he’d said, ‘Thanks for a nice night,’ and my reply read: ‘Hope you got home safe.’ So we were both as bad as each other.

For our second date, he organised crazy golf. I’d just come from filming so was covered in ‘TV make-up’, which just feels like layers of foundation on your skin. I remember him saying I looked nice and then, instead of taking a compliment (like most women), I said something about how I normally don’t have this much on, but I had been with Mary Berry all day. I wanted to tell him who my mum was, but I wanted it to just come up in conversation – like, ‘What do your parents do?’ but once I’d name-dropped the best baker in the world, it kind of dawned on me that we’d have to talk about it. We’d been speaking for a while now, and I knew he wouldn’t make a big deal about it, which is exactly what happened when I told him.

After that, and after he came to my flat-warming on his own and met everyone he could in one go, I knew we were in it for the long haul, and we needed to have the talk about having children. Steve and I both had the attitude that we might as well think about it now because it could take us a long time, or not happen at all. I knew that if I couldn’t have a baby I’d look into adoption, but, of course, that process takes years. We didn’t tell anyone that we had even spoken about kids or were ‘trying’, which I think meant that when we did tell people I was pregnant, they were nearly as surprised as we were.

I’m very conscious of the fact that my mum will read this, so: because we didn’t know if I could have children, we wanted to start trying, and we weren’t super careful. There, all done. You can open your eyes again now, Mum.

After around two months, I’d noticed I was two days late. I’d just got back from a trip to Scotland to see Granny, with an impromptu dinner in Edinburgh and a boozy night out with my best friend, Amber. When I was there, I had the start of shingles, and a horrible metallic taste in my mouth. I knew something was up, but didn’t even let myself think that it could be the start of pregnancy. The night I got home, I remember waking up with night sweats, which I’d never had before, but that I put down to me wearing thick pyjamas, ones I wear all the time in the depths of winter.

I’d got home the day before New Year’s Eve, and on the day, Steve and I decided we just wanted a quiet one. I was going to introduce him to the Scottish coverage of Edinburgh’s famous Hogmanay on STV. Earlier that day, we went to do the food shop, and while I was there I bought a pregnancy test. Just to rule it out.

I waited a while to do the whole peeing-on-the-stick thing until I just thought, ‘Let’s get it over and done with.’ So, there I was in the loo, thinking I’d have three minutes to gather my thoughts before it said positive or negative. Those three minutes were a myth for me, as within seconds two blue lines came up. Steve was in the living room setting up the charcuterie board and all the soft cheese leftover from Christmas. After taking a minute to myself, I called him in, and he didn’t even need to look at the test. He just said, with a smile, ‘No way.’ I wish I had recorded the moment, as it’s something I’d love to look back on. It ended up being the best New Year’s Eve I’ve ever had. We weren’t in a sweaty bar trying to get a drink, but on the sofa talking about how this year would actually be different. So, life really was going to change, from that moment on.

A few days later, Steve gave his landlord a month’s notice that he was moving out, and he used those weeks to move his stuff into mine. Aside from how I was feeling, the changes had already started with the fact that I now had a new roommate. I’d bought my flat and renovated it just for me, but in some way I think I knew there would one day be a baby there. I’m calling it a sign, but the builder didn’t really properly think through the built-in wardrobe in what would become Billie’s room. It wasn’t deep enough, so the only hangers that fit were kids’ ones.

My mum found out she was pregnant the same way I did – her period was late. She took a test early on and she was totally on her own. My dad was in the North Sea filming for Greenpeace and she waited until he came back to tell him in person. There was no FaceTime then and, because he was so remote, there was only a satellite phone that didn’t get signal anyway.

She had no idea what to expect, and hadn’t been around any babies, but they knew they wanted a family. The closest thing she had was her baby brother, who came along when she was six. When she got the presenting job at TV-am, Craig Millar took over her job as the Scottish correspondent. He had three babies under five (can you imagine?) with his wife Jacqueline, who was a massive help to my mum by reassuring her. (I grew up with their three girls, and two of them have become mums as well. I asked Claire, the middle daughter, for help, and Jennifer, the youngest, who had her daughter a few months after I had Billie, was soon asking for my tips. I didn’t feel qualified to share at all, but it’s so funny how we all matched in this way.) My mum knew things were going to change when she became a mum, but she could never have imagined the scale of it. Nothing can prepare you for it. It’s really the first time you experience unconditional love.

My granny, on the other hand, didn’t have the joy of finding out she was having a baby like my mum and I did. She only clocked that she was pregnant when she noticed that she was getting bigger and when she went to her mother’s house with my grandad, when she was about four months pregnant. Granny Mac took one look at her and knew right away. Granny Mac wanted her to go to Cheltenham, to my mum’s aunty, Jacqueline’s, to have the baby and then put it up for adoption, but Grandad stood up for both of them and said no, they were getting married. Granny Mac forbade Helen, Josephine and Patzi from going to the wedding. She didn’t go either. She was not a kind woman and, being completely honest, I’m not that devastated I never got to know her.

Three days after I found out I was pregnant, I made an appointment with my GP and, as luck would have it, she was pregnant also, which immediately put me at ease. I was expecting to have to do a pregnancy test to prove to her I wasn’t making it up, but instead it was more of a short chat about the pregnancy: if it was planned, which hospital I should go to for the birth, signing up for a community midwife, and what I could and couldn’t now do in terms of food, drink and exercise. I already felt like I was doing something wrong when she asked what prenatal vitamins I was taking. It had only been three days since I’d found out, and I’d wanted to ask a doctor about the ones I should be taking rather than being confused by lots of different opinions on social media.

We spoke about the best way to handle the medications I was on, as, for the past two years, I had been on sertraline for anxiety and had recently switched to antidepressants. Everything came to a head for me a year or so after the pandemic (it had nothing to do with that time, but it’s just a good reference now for so many people). I was always a worrier. My first memory of it is ingrained in my head. I remember going to the PE field at school, where parents or nannies would have to come to pick us up, rather than the school gates. I was convinced no one was coming to get me. That’s not a reflection on my mum and dad, but I just had it in my head I hadn’t told them where I was. The school obviously had, and I was never forgotten about, but it was little things like that which seem silly but can just snowball. Every party I’ve gone to, I’ve always thought no one wants me there, and every job I’ve had, I would think they’d find out I was a fraud and sack me. After being away for nearly four years in Singapore working in and marketing for airlines, nightclubs and restaurants, I was ready to come home, but I was basically kicked out because I was made redundant and didn’t have a visa anymore. Daily life just got a bit unbearable (when you’re worrying and then crying because you’re worrying), so I went to the GP, but he was reluctant to put me on any medication as he’d never met me before, so he suggested I go down the route of therapy first. Two weeks into that and I had a prescription for sertraline that I took alongside the rest of those sessions, and then I stayed on it. That was in 2021. I didn’t like taking pills in general, which I think I get from my granny. Whenever she gets sick or even a headache, she won’t take a paracetamol. I think it’s a Kelly thing.

After what felt like a very short twenty minutes chatting with my GP that day, off I went with some leaflets. There was no peeing in a cup, no blood tests, no blood pressure taken. I felt a bit cheated by the whole first appointment process, as I wanted the pregnancy to be officially confirmed, and to know every appointment date going forward. My mind was buzzing with a million thoughts and questions, and I could understand why people find it so hard to wait for three months for a scan. Many people get an early one privately, which I ended up doing too. For me, it offered a lot of reassurance, but it’s definitely something that wasn’t on offer for my mum or granny.

My granny only ever had two doctor’s appointments in her entire pregnancy. In the fifties, there were no scans, and even though that would have been normal then, I can’t imagine not knowing anything, really, about how my pregnancy was progressing. It’s not just the lack of scans that is a stark reminder of how there was an entirely different approach to women’s healthcare a generation or two ago. I remember my great-aunt Josephine telling me that when she went to her first doctor’s appointment, both she and her doctor were smoking! My mum had more appointments and two scans in the early nineties with me, but nothing compared to what I’ve experienced.

When I asked Granny about going to her appointments, she said that it was the time when doctors mainly did house calls. The only one she really remembers was having to have an examination towards the end of her pregnancy. The doctor said he would need to see her vagina, and she didn’t know what that was! I was on a call with my mum too when Granny said this, and we all burst out laughing. She said that no one spoke about sex or periods, and she only knew she was pregnant because she was getting a belly. After we’d finished laughing, I realised how heartbreaking it was to have lived in a time when women’s health wasn’t just ignored, but completely silenced. There was nothing about sexual health taught at school like we have now, and she remembers at the time everyone else her age getting pregnant too. It was just what people did.

The last question I asked my GP was whether I could tell my mum … If ‘Bless you’ could be captured in a single look, that’s what I got back. There is no rule that you have to wait the full twelve weeks before announcing your pregnancy. Steve wanted to wait a while before telling anyone at all. I was happy to wait, with the exception of my parents.

I found those first three months so incredibly lonely, because the only place I could go for advice was the internet and social media (which is really not a healthy place to lurk at the best of times), when I so desperately wanted to call up my friends who had babies and ask if it was normal to feel sick constantly, rather than just in the morning, which was what I had heard in films. I think the early stages of pregnancy are when you need the most support. With zero energy, nausea, hormones flying all over the place, I was so lucky to not be working in an office. I’d taken the plunge of leaving a job that was going nowhere and had decided to try freelancing before finding out I was pregnant. This meant I was at home and able to nap whenever I wanted to. I genuinely don’t know how others do it if you have to be in an office every day.

I made it to nine weeks of avoiding my mum because Steve and I wanted to wait until the first scan before telling our parents. One of the times I saw her before telling her was a spa day, and I had to make some excuse about just having had a pedicure so I couldn’t go in the hot tub. I was also going on Mum’s first leg of her book tour to Scotland, and knew I wouldn’t be able to keep a secret like that when we were together so intensely for those few days, and I also wouldn’t want to be seen as lazy for not being able to carry my own suitcases or all the books for the signings. I also think she just would have known something was up because I wouldn’t have been inhaling black pudding, haggis or proper smoked salmon while I was there! The constant feeling of sickness was also now in full effect.

There was no way I was going to get my dad on the M4 to London unless there were multiple reasons to do so – his last trip was paired with going to a football match and some handyman work at the flat, as we didn’t have a drill at the time. I did try to get him to come in for lunch with Mum, and mentioned needing help putting up a painting, but I knew that it was a long shot. Instead, I asked Mum to come to the flat after work. Steve was with me as we sat on the sofa and, once I’d stopped crying (Mum must have thought something awful was going on), I was able to tell her that we were going to have a baby. There was a bit of me that thought she already knew. In between Christmas and New Year, we went up to Glasgow to see Granny and I complained about everything tasting like metal, had tampons in the hotel’s bathroom that were never opened, and had shingles. I knew Mum was going to be happy, but there was this nagging feeling in the back of my head that she might say something about how Steve and I had not been together that long, and how we weren’t married – or even engaged. I really didn’t need to worry at all.

After more crying and my mum jumping up and down, we then needed to decide what to do with Dad. He hates being out of the loop, so we thought we’d just video-call him and see if he’d pick up. He was having lunch with one of his friends, and I remember saying that we’d call him back when he was on his own, but it was too late – he knew something was up and had to be notified immediately. He scurried away on his own and didn’t actually say anything for a good thirty seconds after I had told him and Mum had shouted ‘Grandad, Grandad’ repeatedly at the camera. Half a minute doesn’t seem like a long time, but when someone is staring into space and no one’s saying anything, it feels like a lifetime. He was obviously shocked, but very happy and did say that he would now have to buy a flat cap.

After we’d calmed down, I asked Mum how she had found out she was pregnant and told her mum she was going to be a granny. She said that she just didn’t feel right in herself and was on her own when she went to the doctors, as dad was away bobbing about on a boat filming in the North Sea. She had a metallic taste in her mouth whenever she ate anything, and her boobs were sore, so the doctor made her do a test, which was positive. I couldn’t believe that she sat with the news by herself for a whole week before telling my dad when he came home.

Telling people in person is something I would definitely recommend, and we really did try to do this with as many of our family and close friends as possible. We told my mum’s parents between the Glasgow and Edinburgh nights of Mum’s book tour. Granny had not been well for the past year or so and had never really been ill before. Mentally she’s totally with it, but physically, she’s just now an old lady. We showed them a picture of the scan, and Granny knew exactly what was going on. Grandad kept asking whose baby it was and looking at my mum!

The day after we told Mum and Dad, I went for the private early scan, just to make sure everything was viable and OK. The place that came up first on my search list was a clinic in Harley Street, and I remember thinking, ‘How posh!’ Right before I went into the room, I had a sudden feeling of worry – what if something was wrong? The doctor said it might have to be an internal exam depending on what she could see, but that we’d try the ‘old-fashioned’ way first. For the past eight years, I’ve had these internal scans to check for cysts, and always thought one day I’ll be getting one for the lovely reason of seeing a baby. I then had another wave of worry when she said the things she’d be looking for – where the pregnancy was (if it was ectopic), and if it was just the one. Just the one. Twins were not something I’d even thought about, and of course we would be so lucky to have two babies – but, my God, I needed to just get my head around the one for now.

The relief washed over when I saw this very small circle appear on the screen in front of me. The very small circle then started to move, and the doctor said I was going to have my hands full. She could also tell where the egg had been released from – my left ovary, which, unbelievably, was the one that was operated on. I got a couple of pictures printed off so I could show my granny, but it didn’t resemble much – more like a wee piglet
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