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(EX? | unable to have a baby

naturally, Amanda and her

hubby Paul decide on IVF. But then Paul is diagnosed with

cancer. Suddenly the couple are fighting a far bigger battle —
just to keep him alive. After Paul’s given a tentative all-clear,
the couple have their postponed IVF treatment. But, sadly, it
doesn’t work. Their IVF journey is at an end, but then routine
tests plunge Paul into another cancer scare. The couple are
terrified but what exactly have the doctors found? (To read
last week’s story in full, go to our website www.thatslife.co.uk.)

he morning after the
biopsy, it hurts Paul just
to sip tea. He's lost his
sense of taste and he's
on heavy painkillers.
But he couldn’t be happier.

‘This is nothing compared to
the pain | had last year,’ he says.

After Paul’s last biopsy op
he’d been in agony, so it’s a
massive relief. But soon, worries
about the results nudge their
way into my head. | try my
hardest to push them back.

Yet after a week | can hardly
concentrate on work and I'm
starting to feel that horrible
shaky nervousness. | e-mail the
surgeon's secretary and ask
when he’ll be getting the results.
Her reply makes my heart beat
nineteen to the dozen...

I've printed off the biopsy
report for him. He’ll
be in later today.
I'm sure he’ll either
write or phone you
with the results.

Oh-my-God!
They're in! | feel
like being sick. |
want a temporary lobotomy.
Every muscle in my body feels
exhausted. | honestly think I'm
going to collapse.

‘Get a grip, woman!’ | tell
myself. ‘Just don’t think about it!’

It's like | have two people
arguing in my head.

Paul’s in the garage fixing a
motorbike. | decide not to tell him.
Sometimes ignorance is bliss.

| wait. | try and work. And wait.
Every time the phone rings, | jump.
Is it him?! At 1.30pm the phone

——

‘It's like the
Grim Reaper’s
been banished’

goes. It's Paul's surgeon.

‘Well, we did the
biopsies...and | took
quite a few tissue
samples from all over
Paul’s tongue and
throat...quite sizable
chunks...” he begins.

‘Argghhh!’ | want to
scream. | can't take
in all the details, | just
want the results. But |
keep quiet as he continues...

‘And, thankfully, they were
given the all-clear.’

‘No cancer!’ | gasp.

My head’s still spinning when
he says: ‘There doesn't appear to
be a sizable tumour anywhere.’

Instantly, | flutter back down
to earth a little.

‘It's possible there may be a
tiny tumour, which we can’t see
or pick up on
because it's so
small,” he explains.

It's not what |
really want to hear,
but | know he’s
being honest. With
cancer, nothing is
black and white. But | don’t care.
They haven’t found any cancer!

The doctor says they'll now
be ‘very invasive’ with their
‘surveillance’ of Paul. It's like I'm
speaking to a military leader.

He wants to do another biopsy
in two to three months’ time,
rather than just scanning every
six months. Then if there’s a
‘tiny tumour’, they’ll be able to
catch it before it grows.

‘l understand, but it's still
brilliant news!’ | answer. And he

‘Thank you,’ | say repeatedly
before hanging up. Then | rush
into the garage.

‘They couldn’t find anything!
The results are all-clear,’ | tell
Paul. | feel like I'm going to burst
as relief washes over his face.

| repeat what the surgeon said
about a possible ‘tiny tumour®,
but Paul is unconcerned.

‘I'm happy with that,’” he says.

I lurch over to him, hug him hard
and start to cry — not that tearful
kind of crying, more the silent,
shuddering type.

After, | ask Paul how he feels.

“Totally elated but confused!’ he
admits. ‘One minute I'm looking at
a black wall — thinking I'm going
to be dead in six months. The
next, everything’s changed and
| can actually see a future.’

Paul squeezes me tightly. | feel
like the Grim Reaper’s been
banished from our home.

Later, when we're sitting by the
river having a celebratory drink,

for the first time in ages we dare

to talk about our future.

‘I think you should have another
go at the IVF,’ Paul says.

It's been in the back of my mind

agrees with me wholeheartedly.

since the gynaecologist suggested
it at our follow-up meeting. Deep
down, | know | have to give it one
more go. But for now, | just want
to revel in our second chance at
a future together.

‘| feel like I've had a hammer
taken away from above my head!"
I say with a deep sigh.

‘| feel like I've had a scalpel
removed from over my head!
Paul says. We both laugh.

Later, he says I've been ‘brilliant’
and he doesn’t know what he'd
have done without me. It's not
often he’s emotional, but he says
every word with such passion. It's
a lovely thing to hear.

‘I've not tried to be brilliant,’ |
reply. ‘I've just loved you.’

We've both got tears in our
eyes, tears of love and happiness
— and relief. Today, we've been
given back our life.
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Everyone at that's lifelis
thrilled for Amanda and Paul.
We look forward to catching

up with them again soon
when hopefully there’s more
good news to celebrate.
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