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For Hugo








Hello, I’m Emma. I’m a thirty-six-year-old makeup artist. I married James five years ago. He’s a rugby coach, which means that I spend a lot of time standing on the sidelines of rugby pitches in the lashing rain and howling wind. After a happy first year of marriage we decided to have children. Unfortunately Mother Nature was not on our team, so after a couple of years of post-sex gymnastics followed by fertility treatments – all of which failed – we decided to adopt.

Then we spent a year and a half sitting through a very intense adoption course where everything about us and our relationship was dissected by social workers – including how often we had sex. We were eventually approved and a month ago we flew to a children’s home at the back end of Russia to meet our little son Yuri, with whom we both fell in love at first sight.

We are now on our way back to Russia to make the adoption official in court. Then we can bring Yuri home to Ireland with us and begin our life as a family.

Oh, and by the way, I’ve just found out that I’m pregnant. Seven weeks. Needless to say I’m in shock. I told James last night …
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CHAPTER 1

The day after my best friend Lucy’s wedding I woke up to find James staring at me.

‘What? Do I have dribble on my face?’

‘Was I dreaming last night or did you tell me you were pregnant?’ asked James.

I shook my head and smiled. ‘Nope. I am. Can you believe it, James? After all this time and all those horrible tests and IVF, and now that we finally have a son I’m pregnant! It must have been all the distractions of the adoption. I must have stopped obsessing about getting pregnant and then it just happened. Isn’t it amazing?’ I flopped back into my pillows, grinning.

James leant over and kissed me. ‘You do realize this means we’re going to have two children in the space of seven months.’

‘I know – isn’t it wonderful?’

‘Absolutely! I’m still in shock. How about you?’

‘I’ve actually been feeling really sick lately, but I just presumed it was nerves and stress, with all the adoption stuff. It never crossed my mind that I might be pregnant. If Jess hadn’t asked to borrow my Tampax, I’d still be none the wiser.’

Jess is my other best friend. She has two kids – Roy, named after Roy Keane, her husband Tony is a big Man U fan, and Sally, named after Meg Ryan in When Harry met Sally, which is Jess’s favourite movie.

Jess, Lucy and I had all been at school together, and Jess and I were Lucy’s bridesmaids. The guy she married, Donal, is James’s best friend and the captain of the Leinster rugby team that James trains. So James was best man at the wedding. I had set Lucy and Donal up on a blind date and, although their relationship had a tempestuous start, they eventually fell in love, which culminated in their wedding. I took full credit for my matchmaking skills.

Anyway, the day before the wedding, when Jess and I were supposed to be doing helpful bridesmaid stuff but had actually snuck off to have a drink as far away from Lucy’s overbearing snob of a mother as we could get, Jess had asked to borrow some Tampax. I suddenly realized I hadn’t had my period in ages. Normally I knew my cycle inside out, but I’d been so distracted by the adoption that I’d clean forgotten about it. I told her I didn’t have any with me and went up to my room to look at my calendar. I was over four weeks late! I was shocked.

I nipped down to the local chemist and bought two pregnancy tests. They were both positive. I couldn’t believe it. I’d been praying for this moment for so long, but now that I was pregnant, I felt completely numb. It was only when I told James the next day and saw his face that I grasped it was true and we were actually going to have a baby.

‘Gosh, it’s going to be some year. We’ll have a ready-made family by summer,’ said James, shaking his head.

‘I know,’ I said, imagining us walking in the park, James and Yuri ahead while I strolled behind with a little brother or sister in the pram.

‘It’ll be tough going, though. Especially for you, being pregnant and looking after Yuri all day.’

‘Are you planning on going somewhere?’

‘No.’

‘Well, then, why will I be on my own with Yuri?’

‘Because I’ll be at work.’

‘James, you’re going to have to spend less time at the club this year. Delegate more to Jonjo.’

Jonjo was James’s assistant coach at the Leinster rugby club and, from what I could see, he did sod all. James had coached the team to victory in the European Cup a few months earlier, no thanks to Jonjo, who seemed to spend more time socializing with the team than coaching them.

‘Jonjo does his bit. But, Emma, I’m going to be pretty tied up. We’re defending the Cup. We don’t want to give it back.’

‘OK – you can take Yuri to training with you. Get him used to rugby from an early age.’

‘I think ten months might just be a tad too young to start him. You do have to be able to walk to play rugby. Mind you, it would be wonderful if he ended up playing for England some day.’

‘You mean Ireland,’ I said, reminding him of where he lived. James was English, but had lived in Dublin for the past nine years.

‘If he’s good enough, I’d like him to play for England – with an English father he can declare for them any time.’

‘But my dad will be devastated. Yuri has to don the green jersey and play for Ireland.’

‘Darling, England won the World Cup last year. I’d rather he played for them.’

I rolled my eyes. As if I didn’t know that England had won the bloody World Cup. For at least three months after the team’s victory in Sydney, every time I walked into the TV room, James was watching replays of Jonny Wilkinson’s winning drop goal and shaking his head in admiration. I thought at one point that he was in love with Jonny.

‘He might hate rugby and be brilliant at tennis,’ I countered. ‘I’d much rather go to Wimbledon than Twickenham. We could sit in the family box, drink champagne, eat strawberries and hang out with the Duchess of Whatsit, Sue Barker and John McEnroe. Mind you, with his Russian roots Yuri might be more keen on ballet.’

‘No,’ said James, sharply.

‘What do you mean, no?’

‘No son of mine is going to ponce around in a pair of tights with his balls round his neck.’

‘Ballet’s beautiful – so expressive.’

‘Exactly.’

‘And athletic! You should see the way they leap about.’

‘He can jump around the rugby pitch.’

‘I hope you’re not going to go all macho, James. I want Yuri to explore the creative side he’s bound to have inherited. The Russians are very arty.’

James groaned. ‘Emma, please tell me you’re winding me up. You’re not going to start booking him into dance classes, are you?’

‘I might –’

There was a knock on our door. It was my sister Babs. Lucy had invited my whole family to the wedding – my parents, Sean, my younger brother by eighteen months, and his fiancée Shadee, and my brat of a sister Babs, the afterthought, twelve years younger than me. We’d all spent the night in the same hotel.

‘Helloooooo, are you decent? I’m hiding from Mum, let me in.’

James scurried off to have a shower and I let Babs in. She was wearing a tiny T-shirt that barely covered her bum.

‘Have you no shame? Where’s your dressing-gown?’

She shrugged. ‘Dunno, and I’m too hung over to care. I just tried to order breakfast but they said it was too late, and I’ve eaten everything in my mini-bar so I’ve come to raid yours.’ She bent down to pull out the Toblerone. Thank God James was in the shower, I thought, as I got a full flash of her arse.

‘Hey, what’s this?’ she said, as she threw her wrapper into the wastepaper basket, which was empty except for –

SHIT! My pregnancy test.

‘Emma?’ she said, looking at the positive result and then at me.

I groaned and covered my head with the pillow. I wanted to get used to the idea myself first. James had only known for about twelve hours – nine of which he’d spent in a Guinness-induced coma.

‘Look, I’ve only just found out and I’m still in shock. Don’t tell Mum, OK?’

‘Don’t tell Mum what?’ asked my mother, coming through the bedroom door, which Babs had left wide open.

‘It’s like Central Station in here. Well, what a wedding! Did you have fun, Mum?’ I said, trying to distract her.

‘What is Barbara not supposed to tell me?’ she asked, glaring at me suspiciously.

Babs, helpful as ever, waved the pregnancy stick in front of her face and shouted, ‘Emma’s preggers!’

‘What?’ said Mum, staring at me. ‘Is she joking? Are you?’

I was suddenly overcome with emotion as I saw tears well in my mother’s eyes.

‘Oh, Emma,’ she said, reaching over to hug me. ‘What a wonderful surprise. How long have you known?’

‘I’ve literally only just found out.’

‘Well, you won’t need to go to Russia now.’

‘What do you mean? Of course we’re going to Russia. Yuri’s our little boy and this is just an incredible, miraculous bonus.’

‘But you don’t need to adopt somebody else’s child, you’ve your own on the way now.’

‘MUM! We love Yuri, we want him to be our son and we’re adopting him officially in five days’ time. Nothing’s changed.’

‘You need to think about it, Emma. He might feel a bit left out now that you’re going to have a baby. He’ll always be adopted and the other child won’t.’

‘Mum, Yuri’s our son in every way. We adore him and I don’t want to hear any more of your opinions. We’re leaving tomorrow to bring him home, so just drop it – OK?’

‘Lord, there’s no need to bite my head off. It must be your hormones. Lie back now and calm yourself. It’s not good for a woman in your condition to be getting het up. You need to mind yourself, Emma. There’s a high risk of miscarriage in older women.’

‘I’m not old,’ I said, gritting my teeth. It never ceased to amaze me how easily my mother could make my blood boil.

‘Well, you’re no spring chicken either.’

‘Who’s no spring chicken?’ asked Dad, wandering into the room.

‘Me apparently,’ I said.

‘Emma’s pregnant,’ said Mum.

Dad looked at me. I smiled and nodded.

‘Jesus, I think I’m having a heart-attack. There’s never a dull moment with this family. Oh, Emma, love, that’s the best news I ever heard,’ he said, hugging me.

‘What is?’ asked Sean, coming in to join the family.

‘Emma’s pregnant and Dad’s getting all soppy,’ said Babs, taking a large bite of the Toblerone.

‘What? Really? Oh, Emma, that’s fantastic,’ said Sean, taking over from Dad in the hug department. ‘It’s going to be an exciting year for the family. Emma’s two babies and my wedding.’

‘What about my job?’ demanded Babs.

‘Nose job or real job?’ asked Sean, referring to the nose job that Babs had recently undergone, transforming her from an attractive blonde with a great figure but a large, hooked nose – we’re talking Barbra Streisand, Barry Manilow, Seabiscuit, Shergar, you get the picture – into a very good-looking blonde with a lovely nose.

‘I’m referring to my job as a television presenter,’ said Babs, flicking her hair. She had landed a job selling crappy products on BFL – the Buy For Less channel in London – and thought she was the new Oprah.

‘What are you selling again? Gardening tools and wooden spoons?’ asked Sean, winding her up. Thankfully, before a fight broke out, James came strolling out of the bathroom in his towelling robe.

‘Congratulations,’ said everyone, descending upon him.
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CHAPTER 2

Lucy woke to a knock. Still half asleep, she grabbed a robe and opened the door to be greeted by a fresh-faced waiter, wheeling a table laden with food. ‘Good morning, madam, I hope you’ll find everything here that you need,’ he said, as he positioned the trolley at the end of the bed.

‘Thanks,’ said Lucy, and fumbled for her purse to tip him while her new husband snored beside her.

When he had left, Lucy prodded Donal’s back. ‘Did you order this?’ she asked, staring at the full Irish breakfast, Danish pastries, toast, muffins, smoked salmon and scrambled eggs, cereal and fruit.

‘What time is it?’ asked Donal, rubbing his eyes.

‘Ten. Donal! Look at all the food – it’s obscene.’

Donal sat up, smiling. ‘Ah, yes, I couldn’t decide what I fancied for breakfast so I ticked all the boxes on the menu. I was ravenous after my night of passion. God, you were a tiger last night – you had me worn out. If this is what married life’s going to be like, I’m a happy man.’

‘Very funny,’ said Lucy, squirming, as she handed him a cup of coffee. ‘Sorry about last night. I think the tiredness just caught up with me.’

‘I come out of the bathroom in my red silk underpants, ready for action, to find my beautiful bride face down in her wedding dress.’

‘Which I woke up in at six o’clock this morning. I’ll make it up to you on our honeymoon, I promise.’

‘All the lads said that once you marry them, women stop putting out. I should have listened. I wonder could I get an annulment and trade you in for a young one with more energy?’ said Donal, winking at her as he shovelled a large slice of bacon into his mouth.

‘Right! That’s it. Come here, Mr Brady, till I show you how energetic us oldies can be.’

Later that day, as they waited to board their flight to Thailand, Lucy called me to say hi. James and I had checked out of the hotel early to go home and pack. We were heading to Russia the following morning and we needed to get all the baby paraphernalia ready for Yuri and pick up our visas from the embassy.

‘Hi.’

‘Hello, beautiful bride. Oh, Lucy, you were stunning and it was such an amazing day. Did you enjoy it?’

‘I loved every second of it. Thanks for being such a brilliant bridesmaid. We’re about to board our flight so I wanted to say good luck with Yuri. I’ll be dying to see him when we get back. It’s so exciting, Emma – I’m so happy for you.’

‘Thanks, I’m sorry we had to rush off this morning, but it’s all a bit manic. I’ll have the photos developed for you when you come back. James took some really nice ones. Oh – and, Lucy?’

‘Yes?’

‘I’m pregnant.’

‘What? Oh, my God! Really?’

‘Yes, I can’t believe it.’

‘But it’s just incredible. I’m actually shaking here. After all this time, it’s unbelievable.’

‘I know, we’re in total shock.’

‘I’m so pleased for you,’ she said, voice wobbling. ‘Oh, Emma … it’s … so …’

‘I … knooooow …’

‘… wonderful …’ she croaked.

‘Thanks.’ I sniffled.

I could hear Donal calling Lucy in the background. ‘I have to go,’ she said. ‘I wish I could see you to hug you. God, Emma, so much is happening, it’s fantastic. Wait until Donal hears – he’ll be chuffed.’

‘Go and catch your flight and have a wonderful time, I’ll see you in two weeks. Bon voyage!’

Lucy ran on to the plane and told Donal the news. He was thrilled. He knew how much Emma and James wanted children and had been instrumental in helping them with the adoption process by acting as one of their referees. ‘We’ll have to start thinking about nippers ourselves,’ he said.

‘We’ve been married for twenty-four hours. It can wait,’ said Lucy, and began to blow up a round object.

‘I don’t want to leave it too late. Look at how long it took Emma and James,’ said Donal, but he was distracted by the sight of Lucy’s puffed cheeks. ‘What on earth are you doing?’

‘It’s a neck pillow, vital for long-haul flights. I bought one for you too. Here,’ she said, handing it to him.

‘Lucy, there’s no way I’m sitting on a plane full of people with a dinghy wrapped round my neck. Anyway, back to the children issue, I think we should set to.’

‘I’m thirty-six, not forty-six, and yes, it’s something we need to address over the next year or two but, if you don’t mind, I’d like to enjoy my honeymoon without stressing out about getting pregnant. Now, put these on,’ she said, handing him a pair of knee-high socks.

‘Are they pop socks?’ asked Donal.

‘No, they’re anti-DVT socks.’

‘DVT?’

‘Deep-vein thrombosis. It’s a blood clot that develops in your leg, can stop blood flow and kill you. Long-haul flights can trigger it. These socks are preventive.’

‘What are the symptoms?’

‘Swelling of the leg, redness or just pain that gets worse when you move around.

‘Jesus, Lucy, why couldn’t we go to the west of Ireland for two weeks?’

‘Because it’s the middle of winter and I don’t fancy getting rained on every day of my honeymoon. Thailand will be amazing.’

Lucy had booked the honeymoon. She knew that if she hadn’t she’d have ended up in a cottage in the west of Ireland – all very well for two sunny weeks in the middle of July, although in Ireland two sunny weeks would be considered a miracle – but it was winter, and she wanted sun, sand and luxury. So, she’d booked fourteen days in a top hotel on the island of Koh Samui.

‘These seats are made for midgets,’ said Donal, trying to get his six-foot-four frame into a comfortable position. ‘Considering I’ve to spend the next twelve hours with my legs wrapped round my neck, in a pair of tights – not to mention the dinghy round my neck – it better be worth it.’

While Lucy nodded off, nestling into her neck pillow, Donal sat bolt upright, convinced that every twinge was a blood clot in his leg making its way up to his heart. Every half-hour he got up and walked around, stretching his legs this way and that. The elastic at the top of the socks was digging into his calves and he was convinced that it alone would give him a blood clot. Were they swelling? he wondered, as he looked down at his calf muscles bulging out of the socks. Had Lucy said redness was a symptom? He shook her.

‘What?’ she grumbled. ‘I was asleep.’

‘Did you say redness was a symptom of that DMT thing?’

‘DVT. Yes.’

‘Right, that’s it. I’m off to have a word with the pilot. My legs are killing me and they’ve definitely swollen up – look, the socks are giving me a blood clot, not preventing it,’ he said, shaking a leg in front of her.

‘Shut up and go to sleep. Your leg looks exactly the same to me.’

‘Well, if you want to be widowed after one day’s marriage that’s fine with me.’

‘Donal,’ hissed Lucy, ‘you’re imagining it. The socks prevent DVT, they don’t cause it. Now blow up your neck pillow and close your eyes.’

‘Fire ahead, Florence Nightingale, get your beauty sleep. Don’t mind me. I’ll just sit here with the circulation cut off from my knees upwards,’ said the resident hypochondriac, as his not-so-young bride curled up and went back to sleep.

They spent the first week with Lucy sizzling herself under the hot sun while Donal sat under a palm tree, swatting flies. He read the newspapers daily, giving Lucy a running commentary on what was going on in the world, something she had specifically travelled halfway across the globe to avoid.

‘Donal,’ she said, after a particularly long tirade on the state of Liverpool Football Club had interrupted her day-dream of winning the lotto and how she would spent the millions.

‘Yep?’

‘Would you mind not giving me a blow-by-blow of the sports section today? I’d really like to chill out without having to listen to how Steven Gerrard’s talents are being wasted by that no-good, greasy Spaniard.’

‘Fair enough. I’ll stick to politics.’

‘No, thanks all the same, but I don’t want to know anything topical. I want to switch off. That’s why I travelled here to Thailand – to get away from the news.’

Donal sighed. Lucy could see he was bored. He didn’t like the sun: he just went red and burned. He complained constantly about the humidity, and the fact that every time he got out of the shower he started sweating. She knew he was itching to get back and start training for the new season, which would probably be his last. He was thirty-four now, which was old for a rugby player, particularly a wing forward, and he was beginning to really feel the tackles. But when they won the European Cup last year, it had been the proudest day of his life and he told Lucy that, as captain, he was determined to defend the title this year and keep the Cup at Leinster.

‘Why don’t you go for a swim?’ she suggested.

‘Maybe later. I’ll go and ring Annie, see how she’s doing. I’ll meet you in the bar in an hour.’

Lucy sank back on her sun-lounger. Annie was Donal’s niece and the bane of her life. Before Donal’s sister Pam and her husband were killed in a car crash six years earlier, they had named him as Annie’s legal guardian. She was now almost sixteen and was constantly causing havoc between him and Lucy. Last year she had even managed to break them up for a few days, shortly after they’d got engaged.

Annie hated Lucy because she thought she was going to steal Donal from her. Having been orphaned at ten years of age, Annie had some serious abandonment issues. Lucy had bent over backwards to be kind to her, but Annie had been consistently horrible and eventually told Lucy she wished she’d get cancer and die, at which point Lucy had snapped.

Unfortunately Donal had only heard Lucy’s side of the conversation and had berated her for losing her temper with an innocent teenager. They’d had a huge argument, which had ended in Lucy packing her bags and going to stay with Emma and James. Donal was so heartbroken that he almost single-handedly lost the semi-final of the Cup by playing the worst match of his life.

However, when she saw how dejected Donal was without Lucy, Annie had realized her mistake in breaking them up: she had come clean and confessed to Donal what a wench she had been to Lucy behind his back. She had apologized to Lucy, and Lucy and Donal had got back together. Although Lucy was still a little wary of Annie, she had to admit that the girl had made a big effort and had almost managed to crack a smile on their wedding day. She hoped things would improve. She would have liked to be friends with Annie and for them to get on well for Donal’s sake. That was another reason why she didn’t want to get pregnant straight away. She was worried about Annie’s reaction. She wanted to get to know her better first and maybe then introduce the idea.

Now Lucy pushed Annie to the back of her mind. She’d worry about all that later. For the moment she wanted to enjoy herself and think of no more than getting a tan. They were a week into the holiday already and she was getting a lovely colour.

When she went to meet Donal in the bar for lunch, he was waving a brochure at her and beaming. ‘I’ve a great surprise for you.’

‘What?’ said Lucy, warily. She hated surprises, especially Donal’s.

‘Well, I think we’ve had enough of this lying around so I’ve booked us on a five-day jungle trek in northern Thailand. We fly out the day after tomorrow and head off into the jungle with a guide.’

‘Are you insane?’

‘I thought you’d be pleased. This hotel is lovely but I could tell you were getting restless with all the sunbathing – sure it’s fierce boring. Come on, it’ll be fun and I booked the best one they had.’

Lucy realized that this was the first test of her marriage. Donal was restless and he wanted to do this trek. She could be selfish and tell him to sod off, or she could agree to go and try to enjoy it. After all, he had spent a week doing what she liked. She took a deep breath. ‘OK, but it’d better be a nice trek – no sleeping under the stars or anything.’

‘Don’t be silly.’

Four days later, Lucy was cycling through the jungle with three Australian tourists and Donal, feeling exceedingly grumpy. In the past few days she had endured having snakes wrapped round her neck, she had trekked for five hours through a jungle full of nasty creepy-crawlies, and now she was cycling uphill in the sweltering midday sun, having been savaged by mosquitoes in the hut they had slept in the night before. The three Aussie blokes were in their early twenties and mad keen to do everything. Donal, in a testosterone-fuelled attempt to keep up with them, had turned into Tarzan, Lord of the Jungle, and was outdoing himself. The day before, despite the fact that he was sunburnt and exhausted, he had insisted on staying up all night drinking with them and playing cards while Lucy lay awake under a torn mosquito net and watched herself being eaten alive. This was not her idea of a honeymoon.

When she finally reached the top of a particularly steep hill, Donal was waiting for her alone. ‘Hurry up, slowcoach, the others have gone on ahead. We’ve been waiting for you for at least twenty minutes. Come on, it’s all downhill from here.’ With that he turned his bicycle round and took off down the hill.

Lucy followed him and tried to keep up, but she was going too quickly and when she hit a large crater in the road her bicycle wheel buckled and she fell over the handlebars, landing with a thud. At first she thought she was dead, but when she got her breath back and managed to sit up, she realized that no permanent damage had been done and nothing was broken – although the cuts and grazes on her arms and legs were extremely painful. She could see a navy dot in the distance – Donal was miles ahead: he’d never hear her. She’d have to walk the rest of the way.

Half an hour later, she limped into the campsite. Donal was drinking beer with the Australians. He jumped up when he saw her. ‘There you are! I was wondering what was keeping you. Beer?’

‘Donal!’ Lucy snapped. ‘A word in private, please.’

‘Looks like you’re in trouble, mate,’ said one of the Australians, laughing. If Lucy had had the energy she’d have thumped him.

Donal came over to her. ‘Where’s your bike?’

‘My fucking bike is in a paddy-field where I threw it after it threw me over the handlebars. The blood running down my legs and arms is the result of that fall and if you do not get me out of this hell-hole and into a ten-star hotel by nightfall we’ll be annulling the shortest marriage in history.’

‘Thank God for that. I’m too old to be Tarzan. Come here to me, beautiful,’ said Donal, lifted her up and carried her back to the hut to clean her grazes and pack their bags.








[image: Penguin walking logo]


CHAPTER 3

I read through my checklist one more time: bottles and teats (I had an array of sizes because I didn’t have a clue which would be right for Yuri as he was small for his age), blankets, vests, Babygros, socks, pyjamas, warm jacket, hats, gloves, a range of outfits in powder blue, navy and red; stripy outfits, denim dungarees, white snowsuit, hundreds of nappies, a small changing mat, baby wipes, powdered formula milk, baby shampoo, soap, lotion, powder, baby toothbrush, toothpaste, comb, thermometer, baby Tylenol, Calpol, small plastic cups, bowls, spoons and bibs, not to mention a suitcase full of toys and a travel cot. This obviously did not include any of my or James’s things, which were in a pile in the corner.

James came into the room – which I had painted in an attempt to turn it into a nursery – and surveyed the mess surrounding me on the floor. ‘We can’t take it all, Emma.’

‘We have to,’ I said firmly. ‘Alexander said we needed to be prepared for all eventualities.’

Alexander ran an agency called Help Is At Hand based in Georgia, in America. When the Irish Health Board finally approved us to adopt, I had gone looking for an agency to match us up with a Russian child and Help Is At Hand appeared to be the most highly regarded. Alexander had matched us with Yuri and given me all the information for our trips to Russia.

James picked up my Jimmy Choos – my beloved only pair. ‘I really don’t think you’re going to need these.’

‘I want to look my best when we go to court.’

‘It’s winter in Russia too. You do realize that they’re also in the northern hemisphere? Snowboots would probably be more appropriate. I think the judge will be rather alarmed to see Yuri’s mother in strappy sandals in the snow. It could work against us.’

‘The judge will appreciate my efforts to look nice in his courtroom. Besides, I looked up the weather in Novorossiysk and, because it’s two thousand miles south of Moscow, it’s actually quite mild at the moment. Now I’m packing your good suit and shoes too. I want us both to look our best for the judge. I’m going to wear this,’ I said, holding up a cream wrap dress.

‘Emma, you’ll catch pneumonia and what good will you be then?’

‘Alexander said that the Russians consider the woman as the primary care-giver so most of the court’s attention will be on me. I have to look nice. Besides, women are used to freezing for fashion.’

We were both nervous about the trip but neither of us wanted to admit it so we spent the next two hours focusing on trying to squeeze five suitcase-loads of baggage into two. Things came to a head when I jumped on the case to help James close it.

‘Jesus Christ,’ he roared, ‘what are you doing?’ He held up a throbbing index finger.

‘I’m trying to help, you grumpy old fart.’

‘Maiming me is not helping. I asked you to lean on the case, not leap on it.’

‘Well, it’s closed, isn’t it?’

‘With half my finger in the lock.’

‘Oh, stop being so dramatic.’

James began to breathe deeply via his nostrils – it was a really annoying habit he had when he was angry. He sounded like a rhinoceros. ‘Perhaps it would be better if you left the packing to me,’ he growled.

‘No, I want to help.’

‘I’d rather you didn’t.’

‘Well, tough, because I’m going to.’

‘Emma, just let me do it alone. You’re not helping.’

‘Not helping?’ I wailed – I was the hyena to his rhino. ‘After everything I’ve done! Who found Alexander? Who sprinted round Dublin getting all our documents together for the adoption? Who went out and bought all the things Yuri will need when we pick him up? Who bloody well started this whole adoption thing in the first place? I think, James, you’ll find it was me.’

James sighed. ‘OK, darling, you’re right, it was you, and I’m sorry I said you weren’t helpful. Now, calm down. You shouldn’t be getting yourself into a state. It’s bad for the baby.’

‘And that’s another thing,’ I said, crying now. ‘I’m worried that Yuri will feel left out when the baby comes. What if he feels like an outsider because he’s adopted and the baby isn’t?’

‘He’s ten months old. He won’t know he’s an outsider.’

‘But later on when we tell him he’s adopted? What if he feels it then and runs back to Russia when he’s eighteen to find his real mother?’

‘Are we going to worry about this for the next seventeen years?’

‘Probably.’

‘By the time he’s eighteen Yuri’ll be more interested in getting laid than finding his biological parents – so will you please not get yourself into a state about it now?’

‘Do you think he’s going to be a heartbreaker?’

‘A total stud, just like his father.’

‘James?’

‘Yes?’

‘It’ll be OK, won’t it? We’ll make it work out with Yuri and the baby, won’t we?’

‘Of course we will, darling. Now, come on, I’m putting you to bed. You need to get a good night’s sleep before the flight tomorrow.’

‘James?’ I said, as he tucked me into bed. ‘Do you think Yuri will remember us? A month is a long time in a baby’s life.’

‘I don’t know about me, but there’s no way he could forget the first foxy redhead he ever saw,’ he said, ruffling my hair.

The next day, Mum and Dad came to drive us to the airport. I felt sick – I don’t know if it was morning sickness, pre-adoption sickness or just plain nerves, but I hadn’t slept a wink and couldn’t face breakfast. I was a wreck.

‘You look wonderful, James. Emma, on the other hand, is very peaky,’ said Mum, turning around in her seat to examine me.

‘I’m fine.’

‘Very peaky – isn’t she, Dan?’

Dad glanced at me in the rear-view mirror and winked. ‘She looks all right to me. It’s not as if she was ever sallow,’ he said, chuckling.

‘She doesn’t look well, James. I’m not sure about this long flight to Russia,’ continued Mum, acting as if I were deaf or had been abducted by aliens and was no longer sitting in the car.

‘It’s all right, Mrs B, I’ll look after her.’

‘Oh, I know you will, James. Sure aren’t you marvellous? You’ve the patience of a saint.’

I counted to ten and bit my tongue.

‘She needs to calm down, though. She can’t be gallivanting about the place in her delicate state.’

‘I’m not gallivanting around the place. I’m going to Russia to adopt my child – and will you please stop referring to me in the third person?’ I said.

‘What did I tell you? She’s totally stressed out,’ said Mum. ‘Pale, tired and worried. It’s no good at all.’

Before I could explode, Dad defused the situation by asking James about the Leinster team and who he was going to pick for the first game of the season. The rest of the car journey was spent with the two men talking rugby, me fuming and Mum tut-tutting to herself.

When we got to the airport we all hugged, and as I was saying goodbye to Mum, she slipped a little bottle of holy water into my hand. ‘To bless our little grandson and to bring you all luck.’

I cried into her shoulder, too overcome with everything to speak, while she patted me on the back and James and Dad shuffled about uncomfortably behind us.

What seemed like an eternity later, we landed in Sheremetyevo-2 – Moscow airport to you and me – and were met by the driver we had had the last time. His English was no better than our meagre few words of Russian so a heated political debate was not on the cards. We drove in silence to the domestic airport an hour away. There, we boarded the same decrepit plane we had been on four weeks earlier and spent the next two and a half hours flying to Gelendzhik, near Novorossiysk. Olga, our translator, was waiting for us. It was only when I saw her that I really felt the knot in my stomach begin to unwind. We were here, nearly with Yuri, and Olga was smiling and reassuring us that everything was OK and Yuri was well and the court date was still set for two days’ time. Considering that Olga hadn’t cracked a smile throughout the whole of our last visit, I felt this was a good omen.

We drove through the trading port of Novorossiysk to the three-star Hotel Novorossiysk. On our last visit we had stayed with a lovely Russian family – the Vlavoskis – in their apartment, but it was a single bed, and while doing the spoons in single beds looks romantic in the movies, in the real world it had meant that I slept with my nose pressed up against the wall and James’s backside was hanging out the other side all night. Besides, this time we’d have Yuri with us on the last night, so the hotel seemed a better idea.

Despite being absolutely exhausted, we were desperate to see Yuri so we dropped off our bags and went straight to the children’s home. We sat in the draughty reception area waiting for the director to fetch our baby. I gripped James’s hand and tried to suppress the sob that was rising in my throat.

The door opened and our beautiful little boy was placed in my arms. His big brown eyes, enormous in his pale little face, looked up at me and blinked. I had to hand him to James because the tears streaming down my face were threatening to drown Yuri. I was just so relieved to see him, and to know that he was still ours. The first time we’d met him he’d been crawling across the floor in a blue romper suit, concentrating on getting to the other side without being trampled by the other children. We had fallen in love with him there and then, so the last four weeks without him had been torturous.

I watched as James gently rocked him back and forth beaming at him and, as Yuri’s hand reached up to grab James’s finger, I saw my husband’s chin quiver. He was as overcome as I. The only time I had ever seen James cry was when he first held Yuri, and now he looked like he was about to do it again.

After we’d spent an hour cuddling and playing with Yuri, the director said it was our son’s bedtime. Very reluctantly we said goodnight to him, smothered him with kisses, then went back to the hotel, where we slept properly for the first time since we’d left Russia previously. We were so relieved that he was OK and that everything was still on track.

We woke up early the next day and went straight back to the orphanage to see our son. We spent the day with him and were ridiculously excited at every little movement he made and his reaction to the toys we had brought him. Needless to say, we had treats for all the children, but had kept the best ones for our boy.

When he swayed to some classical music we cheered and whooped. When he didn’t finish his lunch, we worried about his appetite. He was quiet with us at first, but after a day with two adults beaming at him, clapping every time he moved and kissing him at any opportunity, he seemed to relax and, once or twice, he even smiled. Not a big broad smile, a quiet, sad sort of smile, but it was enough for us. We talked of nothing except Yuri on our way back to the hotel for the last night we’d ever spend without him.

The next morning I was up, dressed and ready for court at seven. We weren’t due for another four hours, but I was too nervous to sleep. This was the final hurdle in our four-year journey to become parents, and I just wanted it to be over. I wanted to hear the judge say, ‘Emma and James, congratulations, you are now the proud parents of a little boy.’ I was worried about the questions the judge would ask me, so I woke James by opening the curtains and asked him to run through the list that Alexander had sent.

James sat up. ‘I assume there’s no chance that if I asked you nicely you’d close the curtains and let me sleep for another few hours?’

‘None. Now, come on, ask me the questions.’

James sighed and looked at the list. ‘All of them?’

‘Yes. Alexander said they’re the likely ones to be asked, although they’ll probably only ask a couple of them, but I want to be prepared





















































Acknowledgements

Thank you to Patricia Deevy, my wonderful editor, and Michael McLoughlin, Cliona Lewis, Brian Walker and all the team at Penguin Ireland for making the publishing process so enjoyable.

A big thanks to all in the Penguin UK office, especially Tom Weldon, Becke Parker, James Kellow, Naomi Fidler and the fantastic sales team.

Sincere thanks to Gillon Aitken, my agent, Sally Riley, Ayesha Karim and all at the agency for their hard work.

Thanks to my friends for their loyalty and enthusiasm.

I want to thank my nephews – Mikey, James, Jack and Sam – all inspirations for Yuri. Warmest thanks to my sister Sue and brother Mike, and their spouses Jim and Audrey, for being so selflessly supportive, loyal and enthusiastic.

Thanks also to Mum and Dad, for always cheering me on and making a fuss of every achievement, however small.

My biggest thanks go to Troy, my soulmate, for always being there – and to Hugo for making me smile every day.






[image: Penguin Books]


THE BEGINNING

Let the conversation begin …

Follow the Penguin Twitter.com@penguinUKbooks

Keep up-to-date with all our stories YouTube.com/penguinbooks

Pin ‘Penguin Books’ to your Pinterest

Like ‘Penguin Books’ on Facebook.com/penguinbooks

Listen to Penguin at SoundCloud.com/penguin-books

Find out more about the author and
discover more stories like this at Penguin.co.uk







PENGUIN BOOKS

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia

India | New Zealand | South Africa

Penguin Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com

[image: Penguin Random House UK]

First published 2006

Copyright © Sinéad Moriarty, 2006

The moral right of the author has been asserted

Design by Alison Groom alisongroom.com

All rights reserved

ISBN: 978-0-141-90670-6



OPS/images/9781844880683_FromHeretoMaternity_001_IMGX.gif





OPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		About the Author



		Dedication



		From Here to Maternity



		CHAPTER 1



		CHAPTER 2



		CHAPTER 3



		CHAPTER 4



		CHAPTER 5



		CHAPTER 6



		CHAPTER 7



		CHAPTER 8



		CHAPTER 9



		CHAPTER 10



		CHAPTER 11



		CHAPTER 12



		CHAPTER 13



		CHAPTER 14



		CHAPTER 15



		CHAPTER 16



		CHAPTER 17



		CHAPTER 18



		CHAPTER 19



		CHAPTER 20



		CHAPTER 21



		CHAPTER 22



		CHAPTER 23



		CHAPTER 24



		CHAPTER 25



		CHAPTER 26



		CHAPTER 27



		CHAPTER 28



		CHAPTER 29



		CHAPTER 30



		CHAPTER 31



		CHAPTER 32



		CHAPTER 33



		CHAPTER 34



		CHAPTER 35









		One year on …



		Acknowledgements



		Follow Penguin



		Copyright Page













		i



		iii



		iv



		v



		vii



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298













		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Begin Reading











OPS/images/brand.gif





OPS/images/cover.jpg





OPS/images/9781844880683_FromHeretoMaternity_002_IMGX.gif





OPS/images/prhuklogo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





