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Introduction

When I began writing what has become this book, my 

intention was simply to write down all that I could 

remember about the time I shared with Daniel so that my 

sons and their sisters would know more about the man who 

-

ness that changed and ultimately killed him. And I wanted 

More than they will ever know.

Suicide is a word that carries a huge stigma and the 

in this way is extremely complex. I don’t want Daniel’s chil-

with the social taboo and cultural unease associated with 

want them to know that their dad was a unique and amazing 

by his death.

culturally accompanies suicide not only adds to the pain 
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story.

As a therapist, I am used to being a blank screen, never 

disclosing anything personal, and I am aware that mak-

ing my story public may compromise that role. However, I 

believe that acknowledging that therapists are human too, 

experiencing their own vulnerabilities and struggles in 

-

honour.

While everything in this book is true, some names have been 
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Chapter One

We were in the sea. We’d been shipwrecked in the mid-

down and thunder crashed overhead. I was holding both 

that he was battling to survive. In the distance there was an 

he was shouting at me to get the boys to the island. But I 

hesitated.

I had been having the nightmare over and over again, 

u u u

on Sunday’.

I knew he was very low. The previous day I had tried 

once again to persuade him to go into hospital. I’d taken 
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-

in and told him that enough was enough, he needed to go 

into hospital to get help and he couldn’t expect everyone 

He began to barter with me. He said he would consider 

it in a week’s time because he needed to be at home to sell 

Milo out to the park.

I got home at lunchtime and Daniel had got up and 

me; he said that he didn’t want me to be angry with him. 

I hugged him and cried and begged him again to go into 

hospital.

He’d been detached and had barely reciprocated the 

turning back to the computer. He told me he was looking 

with Daniel but I needed to be with Mum at her hospital 

appointment the next morning. And then there was Theo. 

about ten other items that had gone missing, including a 
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little opening between two stacked boxes and pushed any-

Daniel overheard me talking to Milo about what I’d 

hide all his treasures. It was good to see him smile. His eyes 

I loaded the car and got Milo strapped in. Daniel always 

but today he was still at his computer. I went back to the 

do anything stupid. For a split second his eyes darted away 

who love you’.

tears in his eyes.

As I drove away I phoned his younger brother Adam, 

the weekend and that I was worried about Daniel. ‘Mum’s 

here,’ Adam told me. ‘We’ll call Daniel, get him to come 

over.’

I was relieved to think that Daniel wouldn’t be alone. 

then he could go over to see Adam and his mum the next 

day. The estate agent would be coming in at two o clock 

to show people round the house, but Daniel didn’t have to 

bought it, we were selling our dream home; we could no 

longer pay the mortgage.
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I didn’t mind about that. What did it matter, really, 

where we lived, as long as Daniel got better? I longed to see 

sweeping Milo into his arms, serenading me loudly with a 

-

Daniel would get better; he just needed the right help. 

I’d be back on Sunday, and then perhaps he would agree to 

-

lar, monitored medication really did help. But he saw going 

As I drove up the motorway I couldn’t shake my nagging 

-

sionally rallying to help me with the boys or the house.

An hour later I stopped at Reading services. Milo had 

upbeat, but I could hear the disappointment.
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us to get back to the way we were. I wanted to give him hope. 

‘We can do it Daniel, I know we can.’ But he seemed in a 

hurry. As he hung up I said, ‘I’ll call you tonight’.

When I arrived at my parents’ house in Wiltshire, I 

scooped an excited Theo into my arms. It was so good to 

see him. Theo needed me, he’d been having a hard time 

understanding why the daddy who had been his hero, 

he was losing me too.

Mum put the kettle on. She and Dad had been abso-

lute rocks over the past year. They loved Daniel and they 

artery that was a ticking bomb. The only symptoms she had 

were an increasing squint in her right eye, double vision and 

-

-

was away so he’d be expecting my call, but that evening 

Milo wouldn’t settle. Perhaps he was picking up on my 

anxiety, but it took me an hour to get him to sleep, so 

it was eight when I phoned Daniel. There was no answer 

so unlike him. I rang Adam and Daniel’s mum, Maggie, 

answered. She reassured me that she had spoken to him 
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all day he had probably just gone to bed early. I would call 

That night I managed to get to sleep but Theo woke me 

-

-

ily. I got into bed with him and rubbed his legs. He seemed 

wedged alongside Theo in his single bed, but I woke 

exhausted and strained, my eyes red and stinging. I rushed 

consultant was going to explain the surgery options. Mum 

I called Adam and spoke to Maggie again. She seemed sure 

had bad news; a scan had revealed a second aneurysm. He 
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invasive and risky than we had expected. He would operate 

as soon as possible, he said.

again; still no answer on either phone.

My mind started racing. His depression was always worse 

in the morning. Had he got up early and gone to Beachy 

home, I phoned his mum again. She told me she had rung 

six the previous evening.

I hadn’t known this until now. I phoned and spoke to one 

thought he might have gone to Beachy Head. She reassured 

It was now almost midday. She suggested we wait until 

-

-

spective? Was I just being dramatic?

Mum and I decided to go to the park to meet my brother 
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-

ness. When Sam arrived I told him I was worried. He put his 

We all walked down to the play area where Sam helped 

took a good look at what was underneath and then casually 

be laughing at my toddler’s antics while imagining my hus-

surreal.

and I had spent the evening watching TV together on the 

toast. We shared a plate and watched Grand Designs. Daniel 

On the Friday morning he’d actually done more than he 

hug, the averted eyes that bothered me. Had he given up? 

Was that it? I knew him so well, sensed his mood changes. 

My phone rang, making me jump. It was the estate 

earlier. I should have been pleased, but I just wanted to get 



Irreplaceable

11

At one o clock I phoned Daniel’s mum. He hadn’t 

arrived. She said he might still be in bed. I spoke to Adam 

and asked him to go round to our house and check on 

Daniel. He said he thought Daniel might have gone out 

They seemed so calm and reasonable, but I needed to know 

where Daniel was. I phoned the crisis team who agreed to 

anybody could open the door, otherwise they would have to 

break in. I phoned Adam back and he said he would go over 

and meet them.

As we were loading the boys into the car my phone rang. 

taken an overdose. He was babbling and angry that he had 

back, wiping away my tears, and told Mum and Sam what 

straight to see Daniel. But Mum suggested she and the boys 

like the best plan, I didn’t want to leave the boys; I’d had to 

do that too much lately. So we drove back to my parents’ 

said they were awaiting blood results and planning dialy-
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dialysis tonight and we expect him to be with us in intensive 

but at least now Daniel would get the help he desperately 

needed.

twice the toxic level in his blood.’ I didn’t really understand 

what that meant but it didn’t sound good, I worried that the 

-

‘Louise, Daniel has passed away. I’m sorry.’

Mum asked me what was wrong and I shook my head. I man-

chattering in the back, unaware that their world had just 

Adam. He told me that Daniel’s heart had stopped when 

resuscitate him. I slumped to the pavement, shaking uncon-

trollably. How could this have happened? He had walked to 

the ambulance. They had said he would be alright.

He couldn’t be dead.

This wasn’t how it was meant to be.
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Chapter Two

I spotted him the moment I walked into the bar.

-

breath and headed over.

‘Hi, I’m Louise, you must be Daniel.’

His smile was warm and endearing.

I sat down while he ordered drinks. He might not be my 

type, but there was something about him that I liked, his 

an hour.

-

drawn to him in a way that took me by surprise. He talked 

non-stop, but he was never boring. He asked me all about 

-
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senior managerial job in IT, yet he said he loved to skate-

was doing up a camper van that he’d named Betty. He also 

loved to cook, sing opera and play the saxophone.

As we stepped out into the cool night air at the end 

Betty?’ he said. ‘I’ll walk you to your car, she’s on our way.’ A 

all her shabby, lilac-painted glory. He beamed like a proud 

dad, and I couldn’t help smiling too. I’d always wanted a 

VW camper van.

really had been. He kissed me on the cheek and I drove 

his company and decided I would be open to another date. 

That night, I dreamt that he was in my bed. It wasn’t a sexual 

-

He’d obviously made a bigger impression than I realised.

I went to work with a spring in my step. I worked as an 

art therapist, two days a week in a child and adolescent men-

-

chiatric treatment. It was a career that I loved; absorbing, 

When I was working there was little time to think 

about anything else, so it wasn’t until my lunch break that I 

I really enjoyed meeting you and it would fascinate me to spend 

more time with you. I have often looked enviably at some couples 
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who seem to have an amazing chemistry that has led them to build 

a beautiful relationship with longevity. I always thought that was 

unattainable for me but meeting you has made me feel it is possible. 

I would really like to see you again very soon xx

clearly neither was he. I sent a text back to say I’d be happy 

restaurant later that week.

‘How was your date?’ asked Tania as I passed her in the 

‘Oh, you know nothing special, not really my type.’

She raised an eyebrow. ‘So what’s that grin about then? 

I’m coming over tonight, eight o’clock, no arguing. I want 

details.’

I smiled, Tania and I were absolute opposites; she 

was as outspoken and disorganised as I was reserved and 

and it was Tania who had persuaded me to join the online 

on the site and choose who to contact.
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everything as we pounded the streets.

my biological clock was ticking; I was broody and I wanted 

It was early in 2005 when I joined the dating agency. A 

that was going nowhere, with a man who just didn’t want 

ashamed that I’d wasted so much time and emotional 

energy on him.

-

travels and clothes and shoes in abundance.

drawn to his warm eyes. I contacted him, he emailed back 

-

tion. Daniel told me that he was 35, Irish, worked in IT and 

was divorced with two young daughters. I hadn’t imagined 

getting involved with someone who already had children, 

but I enjoyed our emails and decided to keep an open mind.
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an accent that I couldn’t place but which turned out to be 

-

week so that we could arrange to meet.

I took it all very lightly; I wasn’t expecting anything to 

He said he was in London with his daughters; they had 

bank holiday.

I was having a busy weekend too. It was the Brighton 

to dawn on me that it was gone – my little silver convertible 

MX5, my pride and joy, with my belongings inside it, had 

been stolen.

happy bubble had well and truly popped. And, quite apart 

car? Both my work venues were hard to reach using public 

transport.

I hardly slept that night, but the next morning I went 

-
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popped round to commiserate. Prone to emotional out-

bursts and drama, Stevie was also utterly endearing and 

impossible to dislike. He made me laugh until my sides hurt 

every single girl needs.

go,’ he said. I was glad I’d taken his advice. As the week 

again.

-

he insisted on ordering a whole lobster. I had never actu-

witty, he was bold and brash and at the same time extremely 

sensitive.

alcove. Here, the discussion became a bit more serious as I 

interrogation’, but he didn’t object and he was open and 

acrimonious and gave me details about his marriage that 

not been a great husband and while I didn’t like what I was 

hearing, I was impressed by his insight and ability to own 

his mistakes. And I was moved by the way he spoke about his 
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see that they were his world.

When Daniel asked me about my relationship history 

wanted to settle down with somebody special and that I 

high on my agenda. In response to this Daniel dropped a 

bombshell by telling me that he’d had a vasectomy.

that he regretted having it now that his circumstances had 

changed, that a vasectomy was reversible and that he would 

love to have more children with the right person. The eve-

I didn’t plan to see him again – but Daniel had other 

again and I was unable to shut the door on him. In truth, 

I didn’t want to, so I told him that I was open to a platonic 

and, despite the platonic boundary that I had set, Daniel 

know that he thought that I was the best thing since sliced 

bread, without putting any pressure on me to reciprocate 

matchmaking and she sent me on a date with an osteopath 
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about Daniel.

wasn’t in the courtship with the osteopath and I spent more 

time with Daniel. We went to restaurants, walked on the 

Betty and he cycled alongside me on my runs. The more 

time I spent with him, the more I liked him, but I remained 

-

elderly and disabled people in their homes. She loved the 

her doctor suggested that she try an epidural in her spine 

them both some years earlier so she booked into a private 

something had gone wrong. Mum had had an adverse reac-

tion to the epidural, she was very sick and the numbness in 

worried.

decided to drive to Wiltshire to see mum that evening. 

my new black MX5, bought the previous week to replace my 
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stolen silver one, and arrived at the hospital at about 10pm. 

time while I went in to Mum.

I could see that she was very ill, she couldn’t stop vomit-

I should have stayed, but we both needed to be at work the 

next day and I thought that Mum was in good hands. But 

and Dad was on his way there.

I phoned work to tell them I wouldn’t be in, packed 

turmoil, an accident detour meant that I had to take an 

and my brothers, Tom and Sam, were sitting next to her 

I was a nurse. She was barely able to talk as she had bitten 

her tongue during a seizure and she was being prepared 

yelped in pain and Dad told me that her shoulder had been 

shoulder bone had completely shattered. It was harrowing 

what we thought was a routine procedure and was now ter-

ribly ill and injured.

She spent three weeks in intensive care and never really 
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-

lute rock. He phoned me regularly throughout the day, 

treatments and travelled down to see me at weekends. He 

hospital, take me out and then drop me back at Mum’s bed-

and my reservations about him began to disappear.

returned to Brighton, my relationship with Daniel was on a 


