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treatment, including two 
courses (50 hours) of 
chemotherapy, 130 hospital 
appointments, 12 hours of 
operations, a miscarriage, 
losing my hair and more scans 
and blood tests than I can 
count. I can work out how  
long I actually spent in hospital 
from my car parking charges: 
nearly £1,000. 

When I think back to my 
first chemo session, it seems 
like a lifetime ago. It was 
summer, with warm, light 
evenings and the trees still had 
leaves on them. By the time  
I started to feel normal and stronger 
again, it was summer three years later. 
During my treatment, I felt like I was 
living in some sort of time warp. It was 
odd to watch everyone else’s lives move 
on while, for me, time had stopped. Those 
three years of battling cancer were a blur 
of waiting rooms, tests and treatments. 

The worst thing that cancer  
did was make me feel out of 
place in the ‘normal’ world.  
It stopped me from doing  

my job as a marketing officer, from just 
popping into town and sometimes even 
from making plans for the next day. All  
of the things you take for granted – that 
make your life yours – vanished. 

One of those things was my fertility.  
I found out I had cancer seven months 
before our wedding. Two months later,  
I was told that the chemotherapy would 
probably damage my fertility. In fact,  
that weekend, we were booked to go a  
spa hotel. The consultant told me I would 
have a very slim chance of conceiving 
after chemo. That was the only time  
I cried throughout my whole, long battle 
with cancer. Justin and I hardly said  
a word during the drive to the hotel.

Later on, as we sat in the plush hotel 
room in shock, I told Justin that he didn’t 
have to marry me, to do the “right thing”. 
But Justin said, “All I want is you. I don’t 
care about children,” then he put his arms 
around me. At that moment, I knew I had 
him to help me face my illness. 

I started chemotherapy and kept  
going by focusing on our wedding. I was 
determined to go ahead, despite the date 
being slap bang in the middle of my first 
chemotherapy treatment. While most 
brides panic about the flowers and table 

settings, my biggest wish was to have 
enough energy to get through the day. 

Luckily, my hair didn’t fall out during 
this first lot of chemo. Actually, how  
I’d look on the day was a big concern.  
I was worried that I’d look dreadful in the 
photographs and, every time I looked at 
them, I’d see my illness staring back at 
me. But, incredibly, the chemo didn’t 
make me look ill – I looked radiant.

Traditionally, women don’t give a 
speech during the wedding breakfast,  
but I wanted to say thank you to everyone, 
especially Justin. I remember saying to 
him, “You’ve given me unending love  
and support, and you’ve made me laugh 
at times when I’ve had nothing to laugh 
about. You’ve made me feel beautiful and 
special at times when I’ve felt anything 

but.” There wasn’t a dry eye in 
the room, including mine.  

The wedding was a fantastic 
day, and then we spent three 
nights on honeymoon in the 
Cotswolds. A week after my 
wedding, I was back in hospital, 
having chemotherapy. 

It was an unusual start to 
married life, being helped in 
and out of the bath by my new 
husband, with him doing all  
the shopping, cooking and 
cleaning. Justin is the most 

patient person I’ve met and I know that  
he loves me unquestioningly; these are 
the two of the most precious things that 
I’ve learnt from having cancer.

Through fighting cancer, I’ve learnt 
about myself, too, that I’m strong, 
determined (you might call it stubborn). 
When my chemotherapy kept having to 
be delayed because my blood counts were 
down, I was fed up, but kept focusing  
on the fact I would have the treatment, 
hoping to have those nasty drugs pumped 
into me. It’s amazing, the things you can 
be reduced to wishing for, isn’t it? 

Strangely, throughout everything, I’ve 
always felt lucky. I became pregnant by 
accident in September 2007, during my 
second course of chemo, and the twins 
died in the womb at five and a half weeks. 
It was incredibly sad, but I saw it as a 
message – my body was still working.

I finished my last lot of chemo in 
January 2008. After months of holding 
my breath, six months later there was good 
news: the cancer had not spread. A few 
months later, even more good news:  
a blue line appearing on a pregnancy  
test. That felt like a miracle – indeed, one 
doctor has since told me how rare it is. 

Now, I haven’t just got myself to worry 
about, but Molly, too. I want to make sure 
I’m around to see her grow up, so the 
thought of the cancer returning is even 
more worrying. The check-ups are going 
to be part of my life for a long time  
to come; thankfully, at the last one, 
everything was still looking good. 

Molly is worth every single last minute 
of the operations, chemotherapy and  
tests it took for me to be well enough to 
have her. I’m smiling through the sleep 
deprivation, because it’s just so brilliant 
to be exhausted for a really good reason.  
I may have got to this point the hard way, 
but I’m now healthy and have my own 
family. You can’t get better than that.’ e

Ovarian cancer: 
what to look for
Symptoms are often misdiagnosed 
as less serious, common conditions, 
such as IBS or the menopause, so it’s 
worth knowing the signs. ‘Ovarian 
cancer is often detected too late,’ 
says Louise Bayne, chief executive 
of ovarian charity Ovacome. This 
month, Ovacome is launching BEAT, 
the first international symptoms 
awareness campaign for the disease: 
B for bloating that is persistent and 
doesn’t come and go
E for eating less and feeling fuller
A for abdominal pain
T for telling your GP
For more information on BEAT, visit 
ovacome.org.uk or call 0845 371 
0554. Find more information at 
eveappeal.org.uk, ovarian.org.uk 
and targetovarian.org.uk

LEFT: Emily with Justin 
on their wedding day. 
ABOVE: With baby Molly 
shortly after she was born
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