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Foreword
By Jackiey Budden

When my daughter Jade was born I had no idea what impact she would have on this world.

I split up with her father when she was about one and it’s just been me and her ever since. Until, that is, she arrived in the Big Brother house and the cameras joined her.

Jade has written in her autobiographies that I was not the best mother in the world. I took drugs for four years and let her down. Before that she helped care for me after a motorcycle accident that left me severely injured and without the use of my left arm.

Jade has always been there for me. When she was diagnosed with cancer it was my chance to be a good mum – and I think I proved to her I could do it.

As a child Jade loved performing. She was always making me sit on the settee to watch her sing a song or dance. Drama was the thing she did best at school. Then she got a job as a dental nurse and focused on having the stable life she longed for.

As her mother, I was last to know she’d entered the Big Brother auditions until she rang me screaming, ‘I’ve been kidnapped and am in Borehamwood somewhere!’ She’d been warned not to tell anyone and because of my big mouth I wasn’t told till the last minute.

Watching her on that TV screen made me so proud. Even when she stripped off for the poker game, I knew she was just trying to do the right thing. Jade was brought up to play games properly and follow the rules.

Afterwards, fame brought her more money than she’d ever imagined having. Suddenly she was able to live in a lovely house and have things she’d never dreamed of. And it didn’t change her one bit. She never saw herself as a celebrity. All her friends stayed the same and she lived a normal life. Her agent at the time said this wasn’t possible, but Jade proved it was.

I became a celebrity mum too and the drug days were soon behind me.

We’ve always had our ups and downs but this illness brought us closer than ever. Jade and I are one of the same picture. We’ve been best friends, flatmates, fighters, but always there for each other.

Of all her achievements, Bobby and Freddy are the ones that Jade is most proud of. They became her world and the money from her fame let her give them the life she never had.

Watching my daughter grow so ill with cancer has been a living nightmare. God has thrown some challenges at Jade and this one she tried so hard to fight for her boys.

These diaries show just how hard she fought. Despite the pain and the horrible treatments, her wicked sense of humour shines through on every page.

Jade’s courage and love for her family and friends is clear for everyone to see.

I hope people feel inspired by her honesty. Jade always tells things like they are. And as her mum, I am so very proud of that.

Jackiey Budden
20th March 2009




Chapter One
The Horrible News

18th August 2008

I’d been in the Indian Big Brother house for three days and was really enjoying myself. They were a nice bunch of people–a famous chef, actors and actresses, dancers, even an MP–and I think I was getting on well with all of them. It was early evening and I was just on my way to the kitchen to get something to eat when the Big Brother voice boomed out telling me to go to the Diary Room.

Off I went, thinking they’d be giving me another task or whatever. The worst I could think would happen was that the Indian public hated me and had decided to vote me off already. I sat in the big leather chair in the Diary Room and one of the production team passed me their mobile phone.

‘What’s going on?’ I said. ‘Hello?’

It was my agent, Mark Thomas, calling from London.

‘Jade,’ he said, gently. ‘Your consultant needs to talk to you. It’s about your test results and it’s very, very urgent.’

I thought it was a wind-up. ‘You’re kidding me?’ I said. But I could tell from Mark’s voice that it was something serious.

‘It’s potentially bad news so he’s going to ring you himself,’ he replied. ‘Just stay there and I’ll get him to give you a call.’

I knew straight away what it must be about. I’d had ongoing problems with my periods for years by this stage, then on the 2nd of August, a Saturday night, I collapsed at home bleeding really heavily. I called an ambulance and they took me to Harlow Hospital.

No-one knew what was wrong and they kept me in for days doing loads of tests.

I had blood tests and a scan and they all came up clear.

Then on the Wednesday they did some laser surgery. I’ve had this done twice before, so I knew what to expect. It’s still not nice, though, I’m telling you!

Then I got a call on the Thursday from Mark.

‘Guess what?’ he says. ‘Indian Big Brother want you in the house!’

I was well excited. And Shilpa Shetty was hosting it, a real sign of how things had turned around for me. But of course Mark was worried about my health.

‘Make sure the docs say you’re okay to do it,’ he said.

I told them I’d need to be away for three months and they said it was fine. ‘Take some painkillers and don’t worry,’ they said. I had a few more test results still to come back but no one seemed worried about them.

Sitting there in the Big Brother house waiting for the phone call, I realised it must be to do with that. It’s the only health problem I had. What on earth had they found now?

I had to wait a whole half hour. I just sat there, fidgeting, wondering if this was a weird joke. Big Brother sometimes plays tricks on you–it’s part of what you sign up for–but I didn’t think they would do something like this. Could it be someone from home playing a practical joke? If it was, what a horrible one!

Finally the mobile phone rang again and the production assistant handed it to me.

A doctor came on the phone and introduced himself, then he launched straight in with the news.

‘Jade, we’ve looked at your biopsy and there are severe abnormalities. You need to fly home immediately,’ he said.

‘You what?!’ I replied.

‘You have cancer, Jade. It’s real and it’s serious.’

He carried on talking but I couldn’t hear anything any more. There was a buzzing in my ears. My legs turned to mush and I started crying. Really crying. I sank down onto the carpet.

The only thought in my head was, ‘My boys! Oh my god, I’m going to die.’ I just heard the word ‘cancer’ and thought ‘this is it!’

My tummy felt so sick, I thought I was going to throw up all over the floor.

‘Are you sure?’ I asked, and he told me again I needed to get myself home. That I needed treatment. That it was urgent.

When he hung up I sat there feeling lonelier than I’ve ever felt in my life. I was in Mumbai, in a house full of strangers, and had just been told the most horrible news. I was a million miles away from my home and everyone I loved.

It was only then that I remembered I was on a TV programme. It’s not the normal way to be told you have cancer. But then, what is normal in my life? To be honest, that seemed like the least of my worries at the time.

Someone pushed the phone into my hand and I spoke to my agent again.

‘Jade, you’ll be okay, love,’ he said, trying to calm me down.

‘I can’t believe this, Mark,’ I sobbed. ‘Is it some kind of sick wind-up?’

‘No,’ he replied. ‘I’ve checked the doctor out and he has treated you in Harlow before. I asked him if it was life or death and he said yes, you had to be told. You need to come home and we’ll get a second opinion straight away.’

I just couldn’t stop sobbing. So many thoughts were rushing in. I had no control.

My boys! My mum! Jack! I can’t die! I don’t want to, I’ve got too much to live for. Oh my god…

Cancer equalled death to me. I’m only twenty-seven, this can’t be happening.

I tried to dry my eyes with bits of tissue someone gave me.

‘Don’t tell anyone until I’ve had a chance to let your family know,’ said Mark. ‘I’ll call your mum and Jack as soon as we get off the line. Do you want to leave straight away? Or are you able to go back into the house and get your things?’

‘I’m okay,’ I sobbed. ‘I’ll go back in. Will you check up on that doctor again? And get a second opinion for me?’

Being on Bigg Boss, the Indian Big Brother, was supposed to be my Big Comeback–my way of getting over all that controversy two years before when I went on Celebrity Big Brother and had a falling out with Bollywood star Shilpa Shetty, so it had seemed like a great idea. The money was good and I needed it because I had spent the last year living off my savings.

I never expected to win or anything but I’d wanted the people of India to see what I was really like. It wasn’t supposed to end like this.

Things other doctors had told me were running through my head. They’d said they thought the heavy bleeding I’d had was just a bad period. Or stress. How could it be cancer? How could no one have seen this? How long had this cancer thing been growing silently inside of me? My whole body was shaking with fear.

I was more scared than I’d ever been in my life.

I left the Diary Room and went back into the house. I was planning to get my clothes and stuff but I could hardly see because of my swollen red eyes.

The other contestants knew straight away something was wrong. It was pretty obvious because I was sobbing so much. I went and sat on the sofa, trying to take it in.

They tried to comfort me, being really nice. Someone brought me a glass of water and someone else found some tissues, but I was in my own bubble.

I said over and over: ‘I can’t tell you until I tell my family first.’

But you know me–I can’t keep anything to myself. Even this. Eventually I caved in and told them.

‘I’ve got cancer!’ I cried, the words sounding strange. Everyone was really shocked. I went to the bedroom, and just sobbed and sobbed.

I’ve got cancer.

I got my things together somehow then I was taken to a side door and shown out by the production team. I hardly had any time to say goodbye to the other contestants. I was just rushed away.

A car took me to a hotel somewhere. I spent the night on my own, constantly on the phone trying to ring people. I was on the other side of the world and I needed my friends and loved ones so badly.

First I phoned my mum. She was staying with a friend in a caravan and the signal was really bad.

When she answered the phone her silence told me she already knew something. ‘Mum,’ I sobbed. ‘Mum, I’ve got cancer. Mum?’

But all I got was…nothing. Total silence. She couldn’t speak. She quite often gets like this in difficult situations–she just freezes up–but now wasn’t the time for it.

‘Mum,’ I shouted. ‘Stop it! Stop! I need you. I need you more than ever. Come on, be a mum.’

I grew more and more angry as she carried on saying nothing. Not a word.

‘You’ve never been a mother to me!’ I screamed and slammed the phone down.

I was so angry. Why couldn’t she just put me first for once? It wasn’t about her–it was about me. I needed her to be strong for me, but she couldn’t do it, not then.

It had always just been Mum and me so I understood why this news would shatter her world. She split with my druggie dad when I was about a year old. She found a gun under my cot that she knew must have been his. She kicked him out straight away and he ended up in and out of prison until he died when I was twenty-three. So it’s only ever been the two of us, but our relationship has had its ups and downs over the years, as anyone who has read my autobiography will know! Let’s just say that a lot of the time I’ve had to be the mother rather than her.

I came off the phone seething that she couldn’t find some words to comfort me at a time like this. But it was devastating news for her as well and I didn’t want us to fall out.

Fifteen minutes later I rang back. ‘I’m so sorry,’ I said. ‘I am really sorry.’

‘So am I, Jade,’ she sobbed. ‘Ring me when you get home.’

I lay down and cried, feeling so alone.

Next I rang Danielle, a good mate of mine for the last seven years. We’re both single mums and often hang out together. She was on holiday in Portugal.

‘I’ve got cancer,’ I said as soon as she answered the phone.

‘Oh, Jade!’ she cried, really upset. ‘I can’t believe it! What have they said to you? How serious is it?’

I’d thought I wasn’t really hearing the doctor’s words in the Diary Room in my shocked state, but something he’d said came back to me. ‘They say it’s grade two, whatever that means.’

Danielle was really sweet but the fact that she sounded so upset was upsetting me as well. I hung up, promising to call her as soon as I got home.

Next I called Jack, my on-again–off-again boyfriend of the last three years. Mark had already told him, so at least he didn’t find out from the TV or something.

‘You’re going to be okay,’ he said. But how did anyone know that?

‘I’ve got cancer,’ I kept repeating over and over. I think I was just trying to get my head around it.

‘Doctors can do all sorts of things these days,’ said Jack. ‘They’ve caught it early on. You can deal with this. I’ll be there for you every step of the way.’

We talked for a few hours and he really helped to calm me down. After we came off the phone I managed to get a bit of sleep, which by that stage I really needed. But when I wakened in the early hours of the morning, it was the first thought in my head: ‘I’ve got cancer.’

19th August 2008

I got on the Virgin flight home to Heathrow just feeling numb. The Big Brother producers sent someone from the team with me, but I didn’t know him so I had no one to talk to in the airport or on the flight.

Usually when I sit down on a plane I’m excited to see what films are showing and what’s going to be on the menu. I love those little tiny portions of airline food set out on a tray, with the packets of salt and pepper and the freshening wipe. Now I had no interest in anything.

I didn’t want to smile or chat to anyone because all I could think of was that C-word.

I have cancer.

I wanted to get home and for my mum to rub my head the way she sometimes did and tell me everything would be okay.

I tried to close my eyes and think of my boys. Most of all I longed to touch their soft skin and kiss their cheeks so hard. I wanted to hold them like I’d never done before.

I tried to just listen to the hum of the plane engines and ignore the sound of babies crying and moody passengers asking for more drinks or extra blankets.

I didn’t want anything now except my family.

I pushed a pillow up against the window, closed my eyes and thought of Jack.

Imagining him holding me and telling me it was all a dream made me feel a bit better.

As all these thoughts were rushing through my mind, I wanted to scream ‘Why me?’

Just when I was getting on with my life and putting all the bad things behind me. My mum becoming a crack addict when I was eighteen; my dad’s horrible death of a heroin overdose in a Kentucky Fried Chicken restaurant; my bad relationships; the racism row over my argument with Shilpa Shetty. Why is the Big Man in the Sky giving me another challenge?

Then I suddenly got this really weird feeling.

I don’t know how to explain it but I thought that if my life was in danger, it was about time I sorted it all out. It made me want to do special things.

Like make peace with my dad. He’s dead, so why do I still hate him? I decided I would go and put some flowers on his grave.

I wanted to see my half-brothers: my dad’s son Miles, who I’d never even met before, and my mum’s son Brett.

I wanted truly, properly to forgive my mum. To tell her none of the past mattered any more.

Bobby and Freddy were only five and three but I decided I wanted to take my two special boys to a poor country and let them see that what they have–all the toys and holidays and the nice home–is not like that for everyone. I wanted them to appreciate the things we had.

And, for me this is weird, I wanted to reach out somehow and find a religion.

I never listened in my RE lessons at school–or any lessons at school for that matter–and I don’t know much about God and religious stuff. Churches always seemed like a place for other people.

Now I was forced to think about dying I wanted to understand about living. For I could suddenly see that despite everything I’ve had–like my kids, houses, money and fame–I hadn’t really deeply appreciated it, because I didn’t think I had to.

I didn’t want to feel any more anger. I wanted to be at peace with everyone now.

I sat and thought about the list of things I wanted to do as the plane carried me back home to my family thousands of miles away. I had no idea how long I might have to do them all so I’d have to get started straight away. Just in case.

20th August 2008

The flight took eleven hours and it was the following morning when we landed at Heathrow. I unclipped my seatbelt and felt myself welling up again.

For the past nine years, since Big Brother 3 in 2002, I have lived my life in the spotlight and I knew this would be no different. I’ll never forget that moment when I stepped outside the Big Brother house and saw those cameras flashing and realised: ‘Oh my god, I must be famous!’

But landing at Heathrow that morning I wished I could switch it all off for the day.

An air stewardess led me to the VIP lounge. I put my arm through hers and walked as fast as I could. My legs still felt like jelly. I wanted to run away and hide.

The word ‘cancer’ seemed to be etched behind my eyes and echoing round my head.

Then I spotted a big horde of photographers waiting for me.

I could hear the clicking of the camera shutters as I approached. I kept my head down but my feet were lighting up with flashes as I stumbled across the swirly-patterned carpet.

I’m used to being in the spotlight, and usually a few paps don’t bother me at all. This time, though, I felt the heat of the lights and all those eyes on me and I felt so vulnerable, as if I’d forgotten to put my clothes on.

I clenched my lips together and my heart started to beat really fast. I didn’t want to cry again, but the tears were never far from the surface.

Then there was another huge flash and the tears began dripping from my eyelashes. Of course that made them snap away even more. That’s what they wanted: Tragic Jade Breaks Down; Jade In Tears at Cancer Diagnosis.

We got outside with the help of a police escort and I threw myself onto the back seat of the car. I felt safer away from the spotlight.

I switched my phone on and straight away lots of texts came through. Carly, my friend who helped me open my Ugly beauty salon, had sent me a text saying she’d heard the news and was thinking of me. I was glad she’d got in touch. We’d drifted apart a bit after the salon closed but now I wanted to make peace with everyone. Having cancer makes you realise any bad feelings are just not worth it.

Of course, if she had heard that meant it had been reported in the press already. It figured. When you get your diagnosis on TV, you’re not going to keep it secret for long because even though the producers edited it out, it would have appeared on the internet.

I watched the motorway rushing past the window.

‘You know, Jade,’ I thought, ‘it isn’t that bad. It can’t be. You’re a mum. You need to be here and live for your boys. You can’t possibly die; you’re just too young. You’ve got cancer; you’ll get it sorted.’

Why would this happen to me anyway? I’d taken more crap than most people, so why this as well? On top of everything else, why cancer?

Come on, Jade. Worst things have happened. Surely. Haven’t they?

Images of bald people crowded my head. Very sick people with oxygen tanks by their beds and tubes in their arms. Hospitals. Treatments.

Fuck it, it IS bad. It’s cancer! You don’t get much more serious than that…

By the time I’d reached my house, I felt a bit calmer. Almost convinced this couldn’t be real.

I spotted the shadows of photographers outside my house and kept my head down as I opened the door.

They shouted at me: ‘Jade, Jade, are you okay? How do you feel?’

Well, how did they think I felt?

Normally, you just try and stop me from saying something. I open my mouth and say whatever jumps into my head. All too often the words bypass my brain so I end up getting into trouble again. But this time was different. My whole world had changed.

That old Jade had gone and now the words were stuck in my throat. My mouth felt so dry, I wanted to get myself inside the house and away from all the media.

I rang the bell and waited for Jack to answer. I was so relieved when the door opened and I saw him holding out his arms that I just walked right into them. I felt small and weak and helpless as he squeezed me tightly. Funny, because we weren’t even supposed to be officially together at that time–whatever ‘officially’ means.

We’d split up ten months earlier because we were always rowing and having ups and downs. He was six years younger than me and could be a bit immature. He certainly wasn’t ready for the media spotlight that came with being my boyfriend. Paps were always catching him out with his arm round girls in clubs or whatever, and sometimes I knew it was an innocent thing, but not always. But despite everything, I knew I had a friend in Jack, so we’d always carried on seeing each other and spending time with each other. We couldn’t seem to keep away.

And there is no one who gives me hugs like he does. You know the ones where your problems all seem to melt away?

‘Jack,’ I cried. ‘I’m so scared.’

He just hugged me and kept repeating that it was going to be okay.

He’d been staying in my house as he’d promised me he’d decorate the rooms while I was away in India. As I glanced around I could see that obviously he hadn’t had time to get very far, but I certainly wasn’t going to say anything about it that day.

I hadn’t even wanted to go to India at first, because Jack was due to go to court for bashing someone with a golf club the previous December and I was afraid he’d be in prison when I got back.

I had no doubt that he really cared about me but he kept screwing up and things had been difficult between us. He had a great relationship with my boys, though, and that meant a lot. And he was there for me when I really needed him–like today.

Freddy and Bobby had been staying with Jeff, their father, while I was in India and were due to come back to me in a few days’ time. I really wanted to see them straight away but had hospital trips already arranged for the next few days so I wouldn’t have been able to look after them anyway. Jeff is a good dad–I had no worries there. It was just selfish of me to want to see them for comfort, for the special little hugs that only three-year-olds and five-year-olds can give you. But maybe it was best that they didn’t see me in such a state.

I called Mum but she said it would be a few days more before she could get back. I got the impression she didn’t really understand the seriousness of the situation but there was nothing more I could say until I’d seen the doctors. I’ve had loads of scares in the past so she probably thought it was just another one, but I knew this was something more. No one had actually told me I had cancer before.

I was so tired after all the crying, I didn’t feel hungry. My head was all over the place from the different time zones. India is about five hours ahead of England, I think–or is it the other way round? Anyway, we went to bed early. Usually I feel totally relaxed in my warm, soft giant bed. I love my bedroom with its high ceiling and massive TV. It’s always been my special place.

This time, everything felt different. Soon my pillow was soaked with tears, and I lay there in a panic with my heart thudding. Not to feel all safe and snuggly in your own bed is horrible.

Jack wrapped his arms around me, speaking softly in my ear.

‘You’ll be okay. I’m here,’ he whispered. ‘I’m here every step of the way.’

Although his words couldn’t take the horrible cancer away, they made me soften inside.

We talked and I sobbed for ages until sleep overcame me and the room finally went dark.


Chapter Two
Lots of Tests

21st August 2008

As soon as I woke up and remembered what was happening, I felt sick. There was an appointment booked for me that morning at Harlow Hospital–the one where doctors had told me over and over again I was okay.

I got ready to go, my legs like jelly. Jack was coming too, thank God.

My hands were so sweaty it was as though I’d just washed them. They were shaking as well, like I was an old drunk or something.

The doctors examined me again then told me they wanted me to do an MRI scan.

I spoke to Mark while we waited. He told me the papers had already brought out the stories of me having cancer and he read out a few of the headlines. I’m used to seeing my name in headlines but not next to the word ‘cancer’. That kept bringing it home to me again and again. ‘Jade Goody has cancer’. If they said it, it must be true–or not, because we all know they’re not always right, don’t we?

After a while we were led to a room with a big, scary-looking machine I’d never seen before. I had to lie down on it and was told to keep still as it started making loads of noise. All that was going through my head was: ‘Oh my god, this is real.’

I was beginning to wonder if I could trust any doctors at all when all the time they’d been saying I was okay when I actually had cancer. As the machine went whirring round, I thought: ‘This was supposed to be just bad periods. What on earth am I doing here?’

It felt as though I was being buried alive in there. There was a plastic mask that came right down close to my face and I had to lie very still. I’m such a fidget, that was really hard to do. And I was all on my own inside that machine. No one could hold my hand or whisper nice things to me. I wouldn’t have been able to hear over the noise.

I just started thinking about stuff. Cancer is so serious…This is happening to me…Why me?…I’m glad it was Jack that came with me…I’m scared of what they are going to find.

It was pretty weird but it seemed that Jack and I were a couple again. We’d been through good times and bad. Very bad. But it said a lot that he was the one I wanted by my side when I had a scan for cancer. That’s when you know who really matters in your life.

After the scan, a woman doctor told me it looked as though just the neck of the womb was affected. I know it sounds silly but it always makes me feel weird when they talk about a ‘neck’ down there. Where’s the head then?

The doctor said: ‘We can just cut it away and you may need some radiotherapy and chemo.’

I thought to myself: ‘Oh crap.’ I knew that chemotherapy was the one that made you lose your hair and throw up a lot, and radiotherapy sounded like radiation from a nuclear accident, the kind that makes you have three-headed babies.

Then she told me there was still hope so it wasn’t that bad.

I was just confused about all the different messages I was getting. The main thing I wanted people to answer me was: ‘Was I going to be okay?’ Please, God, yes. But no one was saying one way or the other.

As soon as we left Harlow Hospital we had to head up to London. Max Clifford, who has been my publicist for some time now, was well concerned about the whole thing and had made me an appointment with a private Harley Street doctor, Dr Ann Coxon. He said he’d pay for a private scan. I couldn’t speak, I was so grateful. What a good man he was for doing that! If he’d been there I’d have hugged him.

One of my good friends Charlene met Jack and me for the appointment. I’ve known Charlene for years, since we grew up near each other in Bermondsey. We made our way to the swanky Harley Street address I’d been told and were shown in to the doctor’s office, where Dr Coxon explained what was going to happen.

She wanted me to have another scan but this would be different from the Harlow one because I had to have an injection beforehand and she told me I had to breathe in and out several times. This scan would show loads of new angles and bits of my body I never knew I had! It was much more detailed than the one in Harlow. Jack wasn’t allowed in this time. He and Charlene sat outside in the posh waiting room looking through the magazines.

Because I’d just had a scan done the day before, I didn’t feel so scared–just a bit confused because it was different to the last one. I followed all the instructions and while I was inside the scanner I tried to think about nice things to take my mind off it all. I thought about the boys when they were babies, and all the cute things they had said and done when they were toddlers, and I thought about how much I was looking forward to seeing them in a couple of days’ time.

At last it was over, but Dr Coxon said I’d have to come back the next day for the results, so Jack and I piled into the car and went home.

I’m not much of a reader usually, but a couple of people had hinted to me that there were some horrible things written about me on the internet. That evening I went to look them up and was really upset at what I found:

‘Can’t believe Jade Goody is talking about having cancer when it’s just a few abnormal cells. Loads of people get that.’

‘I have no sympathy with Jade Goody. It’s like karma. She said all those horrible racist things to Shilpa Shetty and then she got cancer…’

‘Jade is exaggerating and lying about this cancer and I think she should be ashamed…’

What kind of sicko would make up a story that they had cancer? That’s something I’d never dream of doing. Some people are sick in the head. I’ve read some rubbish written about me over the years but this took the biscuit.

Call me a racist, a bigot, a chav, whatever–but don’t call me a liar, especially not over this.

I’ve said sorry so many times over the Shilpa Shetty incident. And I really mean it. I wish I could go back and do things differently but I can’t, and that’s that.

Just thinking about me on that film makes me feel ill. But how could people say I deserve this killer disease because of some mistakes I made two years ago? That really is a nasty thing to say to anyone.

Some internet bloggers were asking why I had suddenly had a medical test just before I headed off to India if I didn’t want to make some publicity thing out of it. Well, I’d been having those tests for years and years. I’d had my first smear aged sixteen, after which I had laser treatment to remove abnormal cells. Then a second one at eighteen and more laser treatment. At twenty-two I was pregnant with Bobby, then I had Freddy and after that my smears were normal. I had a miscarriage with Jack’s baby in June 2007 and had an abnormal smear then but doctors didn’t seem worried about it. Test after test said there was no cancer.

Nothing seemed to need doing.

Within months after the miscarriage I was admitted to hospital with agonising pains. They gave me an ultrasound and said that was normal.

The horrible pain and awful heavy bleeding kept coming back over the next few months and I kept going back trying to find answers but I was hitting a brick wall.

One doctor even said to me: ‘You’re an attention-seeking hysteric and wouldn’t know a normal period even if it hit you.’

I felt awful. They thought I was making things up. I didn’t think I was a hypo-whatever-it’s-called, but if a doctor tells you you are then you believe him. Maybe these were just normal periods I was having? Maybe I had a low pain threshold? How could I be ill when every medical person I saw said I wasn’t?

So I just took the hospital doctors’ decisions on faith. I’d had lots of tests and then I had another dose of laser treatment in August 2007 but they’d said it was fine for me to go to India.

If I’d known the news, I’d never have gone. As a mum, my health is too important. I hope all those people who doubted me are ashamed of themselves.

It was one of the tests I’d had on that last visit that came out positive. No one else had picked this up.

Reading the internet stuff that night was devastating. Obviously there were lots of members of the public who still hated me over the Shilpa thing. It was horrible and upsetting on top of all the rest of the bad news I was getting.

I just curled up in a ball. I wanted to shut out the world. I didn’t answer the phone, and when Jack asked me what I wanted for dinner I said I wasn’t hungry. I had such a huge lump in my throat I couldn’t have swallowed a single thing.

22nd August 2008

Jack came with me the next day to get the results of the scan, and I was really glad he had because it was devastating.

When I got to the Royal Marsden Hospital, the famous cancer hospital in London, I had a meeting with a surgeon called Dr Tom Ind. He seemed like a straight kind of man. I’m getting used to meeting all these posh doctors now.

He said to
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