












My Mummy has always been there for me and had to 
give up her job to be with me. I’m not so scared because 
she’s there to help me all the time – all the way through.  

 
In December 2003 I had my final Chemo treatment 

and felt very weak for a few weeks. It’s now the start of  
2004 and I’m beginning to build up my strength. I lost a lot 
of weight but am gradually putting it back on with the help  
of some rather unusual flavoured milkshakes supplied by  
the hospital! At last I’m eating more and beginning to feel 
stronger. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Soon my Wiggly will be removed and I’m looking forward 
to going swimming with my sister, horseriding and being 
able to do anything I want. The 2nd March 2004 will be a 
very special day!! Wiggly removal day then a Wiggly free 
life! 
 
 This has been a difficult journey for me and all the 
people close to me. I have met a lot of caring people along 
my journey. Everyone has been kind to me and always  
trying to cheer me up. “You can’t go into hospital with a 
frown without coming out with a smile.” 
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with laughter and I tried to laugh too and I had my first 
smile!! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Meanwhile the pathologists in the laboratory found 
that my tumour was cancer, all I can say now is that I’m 
glad they found out then and it was not too late to stop the 
tumour. 

 

Professor Stevens came from the Children’s Hospital, 
he’s my consultant and that means he’s going to look after  
me. Prof. Stevens said I needed to have Radiotherapy and 
Chemotherapy, but first I had to have a long line put in. I  
spent one night in Ward 34 at the Children’s Hospital, I was 
very scared because I couldn’t speak to ask any questions. 
Before I went down to have my long line put in Tineke, the  
play leader, showed me what the line was like and she put a 
line in a teddy so I could understand more easily. The long  
line was inserted into my chest and has to remain with me  
until the final hospital tests. Its’ proper name is a Hickman  
line and it has two ends. When I woke up somebody said it  
was called Wiggly and Wiggly’s brother. I didn’t like the  
name Wiggly’s brother so I changed his name to Fred!  
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Me with Mum, 
Gran and  
Millie the 
Giraffe! 
Nov. 2002 
 



I would like to say “Thank you” to all my family,  
the nurses, doctors and play leaders from Frenchay’s 
Barbara Russell Children’s Unit and Oncology Day Beds 
and Ward 34 at Bristol Children’s Hospital. The CLIC 
nurses who came to my home and my Social Worker and 
especially my best friends, my school teachers and most  
of the kids in class 10 last year and class 11 this year, who 
have helped me get through part of this long journey and 
anyone else I’ve met during my travels. 
 
I look back at what’s happened and I think I must be the 
bravest person I know! 
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One morning I woke up and Daddy asked me a 
question, I went to speak to him and nothing came out. I 
could hear my voice in my head but no sounds came out. It 
was a reaction to the operation called Post Fosser 
Syndrome. It meant I couldn’t talk, eat, swallow or even 
smile and my left leg and arm were weak.  
 
I moved around to Dolphin bed 3 which was by a window 
and was a bigger space.  All the nurses were so kind to me, 
they helped and encouraged me. 
 
I was sent lots of cards 
and presents which Mum 
and Dad put up on the 
walls. My sister Claire 
drew pictures for me as 
well as coming to see me. 
 

My class made a big 
card with pictures and 
jokes from everyone to 
make me feel happy, 
when I opened it a big 
frog’s head was in the 
middle. 

 
I also had lots of visitors as I was getting better. Patsy and 
Keith came and they had bought me a new toy. Everyone 
was arguing over whether it was a horse or cow, as soon as 
I saw it I knew what it was. I got a piece of paper and a 
pen, Granny and Grampy thought I was going to write its’ 
name but I wrote “It’s a Giraffe”, everyone cracked up 
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