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to let go of my dream of Paul
and | having our own child.
| have to let it go. | can’t do

this any more. | stand at the
bottom of the garden and
in my mind | watch my
| long-held dream float
away up into the sky.

| know deep down
| that hope is a wonderful
' thing, but sometimes in
 life you have to let hope
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on my own. | ring my mum..

‘I'm not pregnant,’ | tell her

‘Oh, Amanda, I'm so sorry.” |
can hear the pain and sorrow and
heartache in her voice.

| ask her to ring my dad and
my sister and tell them too.

| start writing my IVF diary as
some kind of therapy. And
as | write, | cry for the first time.
Because I'm saying goodbye
to a cherished dream.

Unable to conceive 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. Now, with Paul having been given the all-clear,
the couple restart the IVF process. This week, Amanda and
Paul find out if they are expecting their longed-for child...

(If you’d like to read last week’s story in full, go to our
website at www.thatslife.co.uk.)

Our love’s
so strong

I’m not being defeatist, | just
know it’s time to let it go. This is
the death of a dream, but it’s not
death. There’s living to be done.

And I'm not going to sacrifice
living for something I’'ve never had.
| may have needed and wanted
— with all my heart and soul —

go.¢lt’s the right — and
I the only — thing to do.
| go back into the house
~ and Paul hugs me.
‘I'm sorry, babes,’ he says.
But he doesn’t need to
speak. His face says it all.

| make myself a caffeinated

fter I've had our two
embryos implanted,

| feel so serene. I'min
a perfect bubble no
one can burst.

Even the doctor’s stern words
— ‘You won’t know if you're
pregnant or not until you do your
test in two weeks’ time’ — don't
stop me from believing I'm
pregnant for sure.

My boobs have got bigger
and are sore. My stomach has
become slightly rounded and
solid. I've had the migraine from
hell. And | feel constantly tired.

Yes, this could possibly be due
to the hormone-filled pessaries
I'm using twice a day, which are
creating a super-thick womb
lining for my little specks to cosy
up in, but | don’t think so.

Something major is happening
to my body. Is my dream finally
becoming a reality?

As the days pass | feel so happy

hours on the internet.going into
IVF forums, where women have
cyber-chats about what they felt
like during the ‘2WW'’ (IVF speak
for the ‘two-week wait’).

In the evening | tell Paul | feel
really down as | don’t think I'm
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* instructions. He puts the tiny

' plastic tube in the tumbler of

" urine and squeezes the top so

. that it sucks up a small sample,

| then he squirts it onto the tester.
Then we stare at the little

window in the middle of the tester.

coffee instead of decaf and put
Sweetex in it instead of organic
brown sugar.

‘’'m just so angry,’ | tell Paul.
‘And there’s nowhere for that
anger to go.’ | can hear my voice
is hard. He hugs me again.

‘l know,” he says, ‘I feel the
same. Everything you've put

to have a child with Paul. But it’s
not to be. Instead, | have to look
at what we’ve been blessed with.
A love that's strong and
passionate. A love that makes us
both incredibly happy. But most
of all, a love that's true.
AMANDA REVELL WALTON, 40,
HIGHWORTH, WILTSHIRE

pregnant, and that the waiting
to find out is mental torture.

He gives me a cuddle.

‘It must be hideous,’ he says,
‘but | think you’ve been dealing
with it brilliantly.’

His words touch me and make
me feel strong.

Then he tells me he'll sell
everything he can — including
the treasured motorbike he's
painstakingly restored — to
pay for another round of IVF,
and | start to cry.

Through my own tears | can
see his eyes well up too.

The next day the radiology
department rings with a date for
Paul’s scan, which will tell us if

— adeep inner his cancer has

contentedness. 1 come back or not.
But then, literally MV bOObS have | feel sick to the pit
overnight, it * of my stomach.

all changes. g°t blgger and Although Paul

Ten days after ’
the implant, | wake are sore
up and don’t feel
pregnant. My boobs have gone
back to their normal size and are
no longer sore. My stomach has
deflated — as has the bubble
I’'ve been wandering around in.

‘I don't feel pregnant any
more,’ | confide to my mum over
the phone, but | can tell she
doesn’t want to believe me.

| feel as miserable as hell for
the rest of the day. So | spend
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was given the

ago, doctors are

still keeping a close eye on him
because they never found where
the cancer originally came from.

All of a sudden my anxiety
about the result of my pregnancy
test pales into insignificance.

Over the next few days my
mind swings from believing I’'m not
pregnant...to trying to convince
myself that | am...to worrying
about Paul’s scan. I'm so glad |
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all-clear six months

The evening before the
pregnancy test, Paul tells me: ‘I
want us to do the test together.’

It's a lovely idea, and | tell him
so. | can’t help but feel excited.

Even though the doctor’s told
us statistically there’s only a
35 per cent chance of being
pregnant, and even though |
don’t feel pregnant, there’s still
a part of me that's full of hope.

Later that night in bed, | try
desperately to turn my thoughts

work. | think I’d go mad if | didn’t.

on impossible. My mind keeps
imagining a positive result. | allow
it to flicker there momentarily,
before | stop it in its tracks.

Not surprisingly, | hardly sleep.
| have a recurring dream that | do
the test — and it's positive. But
each time | wake up I'm gutted
when | realise it’s only a dream.
Finally, | can’t stand it any more.

It's 7am. | get up and go to
the toilet. | fill up the specimen
bottle, as instructed, with my first

from tomorrow’s test, but it's nigh :

}

I stared at the
little window

wee of the morning, as this is
when levels of the hormone HCG
— which is present if you're
pregnant — are at their highest.

| bring the testing kit into the
bedroom and wake Paul up.

We both try to work out what
to do (why they couldn’t just
provide a simple wee-on-the-
stick one is beyond me).

Paul’s eyelids are still half
stuck together with sleep, but
he desperately tries to read the

The doctor had explained that

- two lines would appear if | was

pregnant — one if | wasn’t.
Straightaway one broad red

line shows up. ‘The instructions

say to wait three minutes,’” Paul

tells me a little

desperately.
But | already

know the result. o | can feel

I’ve known for the Say tO Walt the rage

past four days. . ;7 e€bbing as we
I go downstars  three minutes’ go through

and put the kettle
on and come back up. There’s still
only one line on the tester.

‘'m not pregnant,’ | say simply.

And at that moment, my whole
being fills with anger. | walk
downstairs, then through the back
door and stand out in the garden.

It's a beautiful day, blazing
sunshine, even this early.

I stare up the garden and feel
the horrible fury inside me. |
want to blame God, the doctors,
someone, anyone... But | know
there’s no one to blame.

After a while | feel an incredible
sadness start to seep through the
anger. But | won’t cry. | resolve
there and then never again to
hope that | might be pregnant.

It's been four years of trying for
a baby. Four years of hopes and
dreams, tears and disappointment.
| decide, at that moment in time,

The instructions ik and taik.

your body through — sticking
needles into yourself, your egg
retrieval, everything...’
We sit opposite each other at
the small round breakfast table
where we sit every morning.
We hold
hands, and

Next week...
After all this, Amanda receives
some truly shocking news.

the past six
months since we went for
our first IVF consultation.

‘I’'m not doing it again,’
| tell Paul.

If | thought there might
be a chance it would work
second time round, I’d do
it. But | know in my heart
of hearts there isn’t.

| look at Paul and feel
all the love between us.

‘l just want to say one
thing,’ | tell him. ‘This has
always been about having
your baby. Not just about
having a baby.’

He nods. He knows.

‘| can live without your
child,” | add. ‘But not
without you.’

After breakfast, Paul
has to go to work, and
I’'m glad of a few hours



