
The First Day 

 

It’s just another day. Nothing remarkable. The Tube is packed. Bodies crammed up next to 

each other. Glorious anonymity. Until someone breaks ranks, does something that’s outside 

of the norm. Like talk. Or sing. Or squeeze tears from their eyes and let them run down, 

creating glistening rivulets of salt. 

Everyone looks away, careful to make it clear that they haven’t noticed. Nothing to see here. 

It’s not even a story they’ll be able to tell everyone in the office, the story of the mad man on 

the train. They’ll look like total tools. ‘Did you ask him if he was ok?’ No. ‘Poor bloke, 

something really bad must have happened.’ Yep. ‘Isn’t it great that men feel freer to express 

their feelings these days?’ Yes and no. 

This would have been your first day. Should have been your first day. We were so excited. 

Sure, it was early days to be planning and getting excited but you kind of can’t help yourself. 

We should have known to be cautious, of course. We shouldn’t have told people. We didn’t 

tell many people but enough that it made it worse when we knew you weren’t coming. 

Your Mum had been feeling great. No sickness, no lethargy. Just great. She looked great, too. 

I was so proud of her. We’d waited years and kept hoping. Seeing your little feet dancing 

about on the scan, I told your Mum you were going to be just like her, an embarrassingly good 

dancer. Hearing your heartbeat, we knew you were really there.  

Four months went by like that.  

We’d thrown around names. All kinds of random names, driving ourselves mad. Then one day 

your Mum had said, ‘Let’s wait until we meet them. Then we’ll know. We’ll choose a name 

when we see them.’ That should have been today. We should have been looking into your 

eyes today and seeing who you were. Watching your feet dance for real. Putting our hands 

on your chest and feeling your heartbeat. 

Instead, we’re here, just going about our normal day. Off to work on the regular Tube. No first 

day. No new life. No one else has remembered. Just your Mum and I. We’ll never forget your 

first day.   

 

 

If you are affected in any way by this story and would like support, please contact: 

https://www.tommys.org/our-organisation/help-and-support 

If you would like to support Tommy’s in their research, please consider donating here: 

https://www.tommys.org/our-organisation/donate-to-charity 
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