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The Birth of my Son 

I cried the night our son was born.  I hid in a cubicle in the hospital lavatory and cried like I 
had never cried before, the sort of crying that hurts your whole body.  Even as a child I can’t 
remember crying with such heart wrenching grief.  I hoped no one would hear me and 
although in my head I was saying I should pull myself together, my body refused to listen.  
The dam was breached and the physical expression of my grief was in full flow and it could 
not be stopped. 

I was so looking forward to his birth.  Conception had been a long time coming.  We 
laughed at first, made jokes about my sperm needing water wings and her eggs being 
pickled in Chardonnay, but as the months passed without conceiving, we became more and 
more worried that something was wrong.  On our first embarrassing appointment the GP 
told us we were over anxious and that we should just relax and let nature run its course.  He 
sent us away with a leaflet on fertility and the advice to have sex frequently and have fun 
whilst trying to conceive but Mother Nature continued to let us down and eventually we 
were both tested.  I didn’t really think the problem was with me so when the test 
highlighted that I had a low sperm count I was devastated.  Quietly devastated of course, 
keeping the devastation to myself because I’m a man and we don’t like to show our feelings. 

The low sperm count was a challenge to my masculinity.  I was firing blanks, a 
seedless Jaffa, unable to procreate.  I was to blame for us not being able to have children, I 
had let my wife down and I felt a failure as a husband.  The doctor said there was no medical 
intervention to cure the problem so I followed the recommended regime of loose-fitting 
underwear, losing weight and eating more healthily.  In an age of heart transplants and 
brain surgery I had little faith that throwing away my Y fronts would fix the problem but we 
were so desperate for a child that I would have tried anything.  Our sex changed from 
spontaneous fun to a scheduled activity dictated by a fertility calendar followed by anxious 
days of waiting and many pounds spent on pregnancy tests.  And then, just as we were 
giving up hope, it happened.  The line on the test was positive.  We bought more tests to 
make double sure and triple sure and quadruple sure and each one said the same.  We were 
going to have a baby.  I’m not a religious man but I prayed to God the day I found out, to 
thank him for giving me the greatest gift it was possible to give.  

Those months of being an expectant father were probably the happiest of my life.  
We didn’t want know the gender of the baby; we didn’t care.  Any healthy baby would be a 
blessing, would make our lives complete and make us a real family.  And secretly I was 
pleased that the pregnancy proved that I was a real man after all, a man able to father a 
child, a man who was now a productive branch of the family tree.  My parents were excited 
at the prospect of their first grandchild and in a subtle way my relationship with them 
changed.  For the first time in my life my Dad talked to me as an equal and my Mum kept 
saying how happy I had made her.  Friends bought me beer and cigars to celebrate and 
without anyone saying anything I found myself welcomed into a club I never knew existed, 
the club of fatherhood.  I felt my transition into a new, more grown up, phase of my life. 

The pregnancy went well and my life was perfect.  In the ante natal classes I was 
proud to declare myself as a prospective father and birthing partner, sharing jokes with the 
other fathers about the pain of child birth and that we’d done the hard bit at the conception 
and now it was the women’s turn.  I was one of the lads and all memories of a low sperm 
count were banished by my wife’s bump that was evidence of my manhood. 

At home I spent happy hours decorating the nursery, choosing a gender-neutral 
primrose yellow paint with white woodwork.  Money didn’t matter when we furnished the 
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room.  We wanted everything new, no flat packs, only the best would do.  Our baby was 
worth it.  When I’d finished, the nursery was easily the best room in the house.  I was really 
proud of it and even posted a photograph on Facebook.  I couldn’t wait for the baby to be 
born to see him or her settled in this room, a perfect start for their new life.     

But when the child, when my son, was born it was the biggest disappointment of my 
life.  All the hope and anticipation, all the dreams of a father and child relationship, all 
thoughts of games in the park and holidays by the sea and Christmases with grandparents 
were gone.  The love that had been overflowing in my heart evaporated in an instant and I 
was left an empty withered husk.  This was a child I could never bear to look at, a son I knew 
I would never be able to love, a baby of whom I was ashamed.        

I only saw him once; on the day he was born.  A nurse wrapped him in a blanket and 
rushed him to the Special Care Baby Unit.  I went to see him in the incubator, in a room with 
eight or nine other seriously ill babies surrounded by concerned parents.  I didn’t want to 
see him but knew it was expected of me and at that time I was playing the part of a 
concerned father whereas in truth I was struggling to hide my disappointment.  I pretended 
to take a photograph of him because it seemed to be what a new father would do, but I 
didn’t take a picture because I could not bear to have his image on my phone.  Five minutes 
sitting beside him was more than enough, then a kiss on the cheek for my wife before 
finding the nearest lavatory to find the solitude where I could cry. 

I felt bad about walking out of the hospital without talking to my wife but I needed 
time to think.  If I’m honest I was so preoccupied with my own emotions whilst watching 
midwives and nurses and doctors circling around the baby that I didn’t consider my wife’s 
feelings.  She appeared happy and perhaps this dissuaded me from sharing how I felt but it 
was only later that I wondered whether she might also have been putting on an act to hide 
her disappointment. 

I went back to the maternity ward that night to see my wife.  I think she was pleased 
to see me and we found an empty room where we hugged and cried before we talked.  I 
tried to explain to her how I felt and as I spoke, I could hear my words in my head and 
thought how selfish I sounded.  My wife kept saying that it wasn’t our son’s fault that he 
had a disability and he deserved our unconditional love.  I told her to stop trying to make me 
feel guilty and I think I must have raised my voice because a nurse came into the room and 
said I could be heard on the ward and was disturbing other mothers and babies.  That nurse 
made me really cross.  She was much younger than me and was telling me off like a teacher 
might a child.  I’m ashamed to say that I swore at her and she accused me of being 
threatening and abusive.  In retrospect I think she was probably right but at the time I was 
too angry to think straight so I walked out.  I let my jacket behind, hanging on the back of a 
chair, but my pride would not allow me to go back for it so I had a very chilly journey home. 

So much had happened in just a few hours.  A day that had begun full of expectation, 
a day with the potential to be the happiest of my life had instead turned into the most 
awful.  My membership of the prospective father’s club had expired.  I could not re-join the 
club for men without children.  Instead I had joined a new club, a club for men who had 
rejected their baby because of his disfigurement.  It was a lonely club, a club whose 
members were ashamed and guilty and judged.  That dreadful day, the day my son was 
born, blighted the rest of my life.                                                                                          


