
 

 
One True Adventure 
“The biggest adventure you can ever take is to live the 
life of your dreams.”  
― Oprah Winfrey 
 
Prologue 

Mallory’s eyes opened wide with a start out of her 
deep sleep. She could feel the beads of sweat 
trickle down her back as she remembered her 
dream. She moved her somewhat stiff arms 
clumsily around her bedclothes. She felt her legs, 
stiff once more and then moving her hand round 
her back to feel the familiar stiffness return there 
too. Her duvet was ruffled and hanging off the 
bed. Perhaps her dreams of flying had become a 
reality under the covers. She flapped her arm back 
down to hang loosely off the edge of the bed and 
lay there staring up at the ceiling. Her dreams of 
free movement were becoming more frequent. 
She had awoken with that usual bewildered 
feeling and right now, she had the same 
disappointment of discovering that all was how it 
had been when she went to sleep. Mallory knew 
she needed to get back to sleep but was almost 
afraid to close her eyes. As her head fell sideways 
into slumber and her eyelids became heavy, it was 
all she could do to reach out and touch the 
beautiful crimson flowers that awaited her.  



 

  
 

Chapter 1 – Best friends. 
Mallory was a typical fourteen year old girl, or 
certainly typical of a teenager with Cerebral 
Palsy. Her best friend was Allegra and despite her 
also having Cerebral Palsy, they had a lot more in 
common besides. Much of the drive of their 
friendship was spurred on by their rivalry and 
jealousy of one another. By the time the girls 
were both ten years of age their rivalry was well 
and truly engrained into their relationship.  It 
wasn’t anything too catastrophic to deal with but 
more a case of believing in each other’s cases that 
the grass is always greener on the other side. On 
one typical evening after school when Allegra had 
come over for tea and a play date, there seemed to 
be something on her mind. She was quieter than 
normal and had looked close to tears all the way 
home on the bus. Mallory noticed that Allegra’s 
behaviour would deteriorate when she had 
something on her mind. As they left school for 
the day to get on the bus, Mallory heard this: 
“No.  I dun want you to hep me with my 
sea…belt. Stop teating me like a baby. Don’t 
touch me”. Allegra was wriggling and writhing 
around in her Houdini strap. She had grabbed the 
top part of the strap and was wrapping it around 
her own body, insistently gripping the main 
buckle that would fasten her into the seat.   



 

Suffice it to say, Allegra had some behaviour 
issues which went way beyond a few tussles on 
the bus and more into the realms of biting, 
scratching and spitting at her peers and adults. 
Many professionals felt it related to her condition 
and others closer to her felt she was just 
frustrated. However, in all the time that Mallory 
had known her, she had never even come close to 
biting, scratching or spitting at her.  
Once settled into her strap Allegra calmed down, 
but for the rest of the journey there was a stony 
silence. Lydia met the girls off the bus and got 
Mallory settled onto the floor of her bedroom so 
the girls could spend some proper quality time 
together. She left them to it, sensing a need for a 
girly chat and as ever, left the door ajar in case of 
any emergencies. Mallory had to work hard to 
muster up her speech but had been thinking about 
what she wanted to say to Allegra all the way 
home on the bus. She felt confident that if she 
used Makaton signing as well, Allegra would 
know exactly what she was saying. Friends 
always understood each other.  
“Why …..ant you …..happy today …Al”? 
Mallory used sign language for the majority of 
this speech, sweeping her hand across her other 
hand to sign happy.  Allegra shrank in the corner 
and shrugged her shoulders. She knew that 
Allegra had a tendency to sulk, that  if there was 
something troubling her it took some time to be 



 

brought out and sometimes it never came out at 
all; just festered inside her like a tummy ache that 
wouldn’t go away. Mallory waited and said 
nothing else. Eventually Allegra seemed ready to 
speak. “It’s not fair”!! 
“What”? Mallory signed this with a small waggle 
of her finger.  
“I am di…able. I live in a not……nice…. house. 
No nice things or ……..nice cothes. You have 
nice cothes…. and I don’t”. Allegra paced a little 
as she spoke, wringing her hands and wiping her 
mouth with the back of her hand to remove the 
excess saliva.  
Mallory did not feel these things were a bonus on 
her part as she would have swapped it all to be 
able to walk and talk in the way that Allegra 
could, albeit her speech and movement could be a 
little laboured. Mallory was bright, but with 
words literally failing her, she did not know how 
to create an answer. It concerned her that her 
silence would portray a lack of awareness for her 
friend’s troubles. So instead of words, Mallory 
decided she would show Allegra that she heard 
what she was saying and that she could express 
sympathy. Mallory shuffled on her bottom over to 
Allegra and grabbed her hand. She looked her 
straight in the eye, squeezed her hand as much as 
she was able to and used sign language to say:  
“Friend forever”.  



 

Allegra wiped an unexpected tear from her cheek 
and gave Mallory a big cuddle.  
“Now I feel…. bad. All I think about is cothes... 
Sorry”.  
Allegra too struggled with finding the right words 
or indeed any words at all. Her cerebral visual 
impairment challenged her to make sense of what 
she saw. Luckily for the two friends, they 
understood each other very well. Amidst this 
friends clinch, Allegra heard Mallory whisper: 
“Would give… all to….you”.  
Allegra knew from that moment on, she would 
never mention it again. This friendship had 
definitely become worth more than the latest 
funky clothes. This friendship was built to last; 
two friends with the same struggles, who believed 
that miracles could happen. Perhaps finding each 
other and being able to communicate in the way 
that they did seem a miracle in itself.  
Another example of rivalry within this friendship 
was around Sports Day at school. Mallory and 
Allegra were in different teams and both wanted 
to win. Mallory always became a little 
apprehensive about Sports Day due to her 
physical limitations so was relieved to hear that 
Mrs Pace had been organising sports day this 
year. Mrs Pace always included lots of throwing 
activities that many of the children could access. 
Mallory was really good at throwing events. She 
could grasp the beanbag and move her elbow 



 

right back so that she could get a good amount of 
length on the throw. And she could do this with 
minimum support from an adult. This had the 
potential to be fun. She still felt apprehensive 
though as the whole school lumbered up to the 
local park. Allegra, sensing Mallory’s anxiety, 
held her hand all the way, although both girls 
were still determined to be in the winning team 
and this did not dampen their competitiveness.  
As expected all of the throwing activities went 
very well and Mallory enjoyed the independence 
that these activities gave to her. As she looked 
around the field, she could see that many other 
children were enjoying that feeling too. However, 
it was the last event that made her heart sink - a 
walking obstacle race, involving manoeuvring 
around cones and carrying cups of water. So this 
would mean that Mallory would be totally 
dependent on one of the adult carers, while 
Allegra would happily skip independently 
through this particular event. This not only made 
Mallory feel jealous and angry, but also sad as the 
physical limitations that came with Cerebral Palsy 
were suddenly at the forefront of her mind.  
The teams had to decide which adults would 
support which children and this always seemed to 
cause a palaver between the adults. Mallory was 
aware that she herself could be a tricky customer 
and some of the adults didn’t really relish the 
thought of working with her. So, the conversation 



 

that ensued became focused around who would be 
best placed with Mallory.  
“The last time I worked with Mallory on Sports 
Day, she threw her head and legs around the 
whole time.  It made it really difficult for me to 
push her”. Suddenly, this particular adult who 
noticed that Mallory was listening quickly 
changed her tone. She turned to her. 
“Didn’t you Mallory?  You’re so funny”. A quick 
ruffle of the hair. Yeah right, Mallory thought. 
You try being pushed around all day at the age of 
14 and see how you like it. Anyway, eventually 
Mallory got to work with an adult that she was 
really fond of and so the situation became 
amicable. The event was like a relay type race. 
The first team to swap ends, completing the 
obstacle course were the winners. Mrs Pace had 
made it fair by having an equal mix of mobile and 
immobile children on each team, so in theory she 
had redressed the balance. 
The race was over in a flash, although Mallory 
still didn’t really understand her involvement 
when she was just being pushed. Surely the adult 
had been the one racing? Although this particular 
adult did have the good grace to put the hat on 
Mallory’s head, not her own, and got Mallory to 
carry the cup of water to the finish line. It was all 
about getting the children as involved as possible, 
although some adults forgot about that in the 
midst of competitiveness. After a little while it 



 

soon became clear that *the team that Allegra’s 
team had won. Allegra came bounding over to 
Mallory, not so much to rub it in, but more 
because she was clearly feeling very proud of 
herself. “Hey Mallory,” Allegra shouted across 
the field. 
“Did  ... see me?  Did ya see how fast I did run? 
My mum lemme take AFO’s off. Said would feel 
better”.  
Allegra beamed but Mallory just saw red. On this 
occasion Mallory was glad that words failed her, 
as she felt cross and didn’t want this to come 
across to her friend. Instead Mallory just reached 
her arm out and attempted to pat Allegra’s 
shoulder.  
“Thank oo Mall.  You’re my friend.  Sorry ya 
lost”.  
Yeah sure you are, thought Mallory. Everybody 
went back to school for the prize giving and to 
celebrate each team’s achievements. Mallory’s 
team had come last – no use in sugar coating it 
with coming fourth; there are four teams so go 
figure – and Mallory felt pretty down in the 
dumps. Her favourite member of support staff 
said: 
“Cheer up Mall. It’s not the winning, it’s the 
taking part”. And she happily skipped off, the 
effect of losing lost on her.  
Surely she can’t really believe that?  Mallory 
flopped her head down in front of her so that her 



 

blond tousled hair covered her face; something 
resembling ‘Cousin It’ from the ‘Adams Family’. 
Anybody who knew Mallory well, and this 
particular staff member did, knew that this meant 
Mallory did not want to play. Her non-verbal 
version of ‘leave me alone’. And so Mallory got 
left alone to sulk, support staff knowing better 
than to push their luck.  
Mallory was very quiet on the bus home and she 
kept her head down for the entire journey. Allegra 
wasn’t coming to tea tonight and Mallory felt 
relieved, but at the same time guilty that she felt 
that way. Mallory kept thinking about the 
indignation of being pushed around like a baby. 
She hated those races and even with a supportive 
staff member, the activity just rubbed in the fact 
that she couldn’t move around by herself. 
However nice her school and home were, 
sometimes life sucked. What was the use of a 
super duper brain if she couldn’t get it to control 
her body? Allegra jumped off at her stop, her 
mum waiting to greet her at the front door.  
“Bye Mall….see you morrow”.  
Mallory didn’t want to be rude, but she left her 
head hanging down in the place it had been for 
the whole journey. Allegra was used to it and 
didn’t take it personally. Beneath her mane of hair 
Mallory heard the conversation that ensued 
outside as the escorts went to deliver Allegra to 
her mum.  



 

“Well… a clever girl today. She was only in the 
winning team at Sports Day”, the escort 
explained.  
Allegra’s mum never came to any school events. 
She always claimed to be too busy. Mallory’s 
mum came by for some of the events this 
morning. Allegra’s mum became very animated 
and loud.  
“Oh my clever princess. Did you do what 
Mummy said? Did you explain to the staff you 
could leave your AFO’s off”? 
This particular incident, however, had caused a 
riot as staff debated over whether they should 
keep the AFOs off or not. Until the voice of a 
worldly wise and experienced member of staff 
said: 
“For crying out loud. Let the girl have some fun. 
The race will take a few minutes. We’ll put them 
straight back on after. I won’t tell the AFO police 
if you won’t”. And this was very typical staff 
banter.  
So then Allegra proceeded to explain. “I ran….all 
b muself….no-one help me. Didn need help. 
Mum I ran fast”.  
Even through the slight muffling that the bridge 
between the bus window and the outside dialogue 
created, Mallory could hear the pride in Allegra’s 
voice. She felt her mother’s affirmations were 
somewhat false but none the less….. Allegra 
seemed proud of herself. Her friend, who also had 



 

the misfortune of having Cerebral Palsy, was 
proud of herself. So why did Mallory feel so 
lousy? She knew why. Jealousy. She hated the 
fact that she felt jealous and she hated the reasons 
behind the jealousy.  
Once indoors, Mallory was very quiet. It had been 
a long day, but also an emotional day. The trouble 
with emotions when you have limited speech is 
how to externalise them. Lydia set Mallory down 
on the floor as per their usual ritual and instantly 
knew something was up.  
“What’s up beautiful Mall? Sports Day not go so 
well”?  
Luckily for Mallory her mum was always one 
step ahead of her. Mallory decided to try and 
verbalise.  
“Lost!push….cro…ss”. Mallory knew that would 
probably be enough for her mum to make sense of 
what was going on here.  
“Ok. Let me see. You came last, you had to be 
pushed and that made you cross? Am I right”? 
Mallory nodded slowly and a tear gently ran 
down her face.  
“All…team ….won”! 
“Oh dear.  You two and your competitiveness. 
You feel like you’ve had your nose rubbed in it, 
huh”? 
Again, Mallory nodded. At least her mum 
understood. I guess that’s what mums were for. 
They got it.  



 

“I have a suggestion. How about a quick tickle, a 
roll around on the floor and then a song before 
bed. Does that sound good”?  
Mallory began to smile and giggle at this 
suggestion. She threw her head back and forth 
and shook with excitement.  The singing soothed 
her and made her fall gently into a deep sleep. 
Mum and dad used to do it together in the early 
days, although mum always seemed much more 
into it than dad did. Anyway, tonight was no 
exception and there would be singing before 
bedtime. Mallory really liked ‘Any Dream Will 
Do’. She was able to sign along to the song and 
sing some of the words. Lydia began: 
“I closed my eyes, drew back the curtain, to see 
for certain, what I thought I knew…..” 
Mallory was particularly tired this night and 
found herself drifting away and her eyelids 
feeling heavier and heavier. Somewhere in the 
distanced Mallory heard, 
“Night night Mall. Sweet dreams”.  
Suddenly Mallory was flying and as her feet left 
the ground she felt the greatest relief ever, the 
feeling of freedom. Mallory experimented with 
flapping her legs, her heart racing wildly as she 
experienced these new feelings of movement. She 
started to feel beads of sweat pop onto her 
forehead with the exertion of movement. She was 
high above the ground, up amongst the clouds and 
looking down on everyone, looking down on her 



 

house, her life. Her limbs felt free, not strapped to 
a chair or restricted by disability, but free. She 
flapped her arms to keep afloat but didn’t feel 
tired at all. For a moment she felt scared. Was this 
really happening? The feeling was overwhelming 
and she felt very light headed.  Mallory was 
smiling, breaking out into a giggle, feeling the 
fresh air on her face.  And she was singing using 
proper full words, without any gasping or endless 
swallowing. Her voice was loud and clear. 
Mallory moved her mouth around into different 
angles to see what she could actually do with it. 
Her tongue felt strange just sitting in her mouth 
neatly, not flopping out as it usually did. The 
singing created a ringing in her ears, the sound 
much louder than usual. She almost looked 
around herself to find the voice as the sound was 
unrecognisable.  
“A crash of drums, a flash of light, my golden 
coat flew out of sight”.  
Every single word was crystal clear. Some other 
voices were joining in somewhere in the distance. 
Mallory carried on soaring through the air, over 
Allegra’s house. She waved down to Allegra, who 
looked surprised to see her. She shouted down; 
“It’s ok Allegra. In the end, we get to be free”.  
Allegra gave her the thumbs up, believing her 
friends words. Mallory flew further away until 
Allegra was just a small dot in the distance. 
Mallory finally came to rest on a cloud. She 



 

stretched her arms and legs out over the length of 
the cloud, enjoying the freedom of being able to 
stretch and move around. All of a sudden her legs 
and arms felt stiff again. What was happening? 
Where had the freedom gone? The pain in her 
legs felt worse than it had ever done before, 
heightened by the contrast of being pain free for a 
little while. Mallory felt trapped in her own body, 
a prisoner unable to escape from this enduring 
nightmare. The cloud disappeared underneath her 
and she was caught by her very own wheelchair, 
the straps pinging around her feet and over her 
shoulders. She struggled to be free again but the 
reality of her condition was back. Mallory felt the 
straps press into her chest and rub against her 
ankles. The movement now suppressed 
underneath the plastic, scratchy straps. The 
wonderful free feeling of the flying and flapping 
her arms with ease slowly ebbing away. She 
screamed out to be set free again. That was when 
Lydia ran into the room.  
“My angel.  Are you ok? Did you have a 
nightmare?” Lydia seemed and sounded a little 
frantic. Mallory shook her head to say no because 
it certainly didn’t start off that way.  
“So what did you dream about”? At this point, 
Lydia would usually produce a list of possibilities 
for Mallory and go with the ‘yes’ ‘no’ approach, 
as in using closed questions to gain information.   
“Did you dream that you could walk”?  



 

A sign for yes.  
“Did you dream that you could fly?” 
Again, a sign for yes.  
“Then why the screaming and tears Mall”?  
Once again, words failed Mallory. But also, how 
do you tell your mum who tries to give you 
everything, that waking up to the reality of your 
life, makes you cry and scream out loud? No, 
Mallory felt she would leave her mum guessing 
with this one. Mallory said nothing, instead 
preferring to do her ‘Cousin It’ impression. Lydia 
always knew that was her cue to let it go.  
“Oh well. You seem back to your usual self now. 
Back to sleep with you. See how far you can fly 
this time”.  
“Night night Mall. Don’t race with too many 
birds now”.  
A click of the door closing and Mallory became 
plunged into darkness once again. It was lovely 
having the flying dreams, but coming back to 
reality never ceased to break her heart. Why 
couldn’t she just stay asleep? Just once? Stay in 
that world of freedom. Free of pain. Free of 
disability. Free of the words in her head that 
never made it to her mouth. When would she be 
free? She already knew the answer. Never. Maybe 
it would be easier to have the nightmares, because 
the reality check that came after dreams seemed 
surely as bad as any nightmare. Mallory fell back 
to sleep and before long, was up in the air again 



 

…. 



 

 
 
Chapter 2 – Sleeping! 
A sea of faces looked up at Mallory; friendly, 
familiar faces swimming around in the air. They 
were amongst the tall trees that cascaded up to the 
sky, huge green leaves dripping from the 
branches. The damp of the morning dew was 
falling from the leaves, creating little puddles on 
top of them and making the leaves sparkle as the 
sunlight shone down on them. Further down 
amongst the lush grass were a smattering of 
crimson flowers which bobbed and danced 
around as the gentle, warm breeze captured their 
petals. Mallory was set down below the trees and 
the grass beneath her feet was springy and soft, 
slightly damp from the morning dew. It felt cool 
beneath her toes and the grass tickled the bottoms 
of her feet. She walked effortlessly through the 
unkempt grass.  The unfamiliar feeling of 
standing upright made her feel lightheaded and 
she relished in the movement of her legs. Mallory 
deliberately looked down to watch one foot move 
in front of the other and her eyes filled with tears 
as she watched her very own feet move across the 
grass. Mallory, eventually being able to compose 
herself, crossed over to where an older lady sat in 
the branch of one of the trees. She had a very big 
hat on and Mallory could barely make out her 
face underneath it. The lady was swinging her 



 

legs under the branch and then back again. As 
Mallory got closer she could see that the lady was 
in fact her grandmother.  
“Hello there Mallory. I love this place, don’t you?  
Granddad is here. He is always here. He loves this 
place too”.  
With that, Jessica handed Mallory a pretty white 
flower and tucked it behind her ear. She then 
walked off into the distance, taking the hand of an 
older man and disappearing off into the sunset.  
Mallory walked around the tree where her 
grandmother had been sitting and walked up a 
windy path with many bushes and flowers along 
either side of it. Some of the way up the path sat a 
bench. As she approached she noticed a man 
sitting on it and as she got closer she realised it 
happened to be her dad. She was overwhelmed to 
see him. Mallory skipped up to the bench and 
went and sat next to him, linking her arm through 
his and feeling his warm, strong hand on hers.  
“It’s so good to see you walking, Mall. You can 
always walk when you come here. I don’t have to 
feel guilty anymore now”.  
Mallory started to tell her dad that he had nothing 
to feel guilty about anyway, that none of this was 
his fault. However, as she lifted her head to begin 
to talk, he had already disappeared. For the first 
time in this wonderful dream, Mallory could feel 
frustration mounting inside her. She never got to 
tell her dad fully how she felt. She wanted to take 



 

his pain away, to tell him how much she loved 
him and to make him understand that none of the 
bad things that had happened were down to him. 
Every time she got close he disappeared, both in 
reality and in her dreams.  
Suddenly Mallory was being elevated back up 
into the air. Her back arched and her pretty white 
dress dangled underneath her as she floated on 
her back. Her sandals dangled off her feet and her 
hair flew freely around in the air. The wind 
tickled her skin and she tumbled and soared 
through the air. Once again that familiar feeling 
of freedom, legs that flopped rather than stiffened 
through the air. She gently flapped her arms and 
dreamily swirled around in the air. Then she felt 
the familiar stiffening like it was time to land, 
time to wake up. No Mallory, stay asleep. Please, 
let me enjoy it. Let me stay asleep, stay up here 
floating freely through the air. Mallory fought to 
stay asleep but began to become conscious of her 
legs – stiff – her arms – stiff – and her back – 
aching! The stiffness and pain slowly crept over 
her until eventually she became fully awake, the 
flying feeling gone, well at least for now anyway. 
When Mallory lifted her hand up to her hair, she 
discovered a small white flower behind her ear.  
Mallory heard her mum’s familiar footsteps 
coming down the hall and into her room, Mallory 
now fully awake and feeling a little disorientated.  
“Hey Mall. How did the flying go last night”?  



 

Her mum teasing her but first thing in the 
morning, it wasn’t particularly funny. Mallory 
bowed her head to give the ‘don’t go there’ signal 
and so her mum re-coiled the conversation. All of 
a sudden, Mallory heard a familiar voice in the 
next room and clearly she could hear her 
grandmother’s voice. Had Jessica been here last 
night? Is that why she had been in her dreams? 
Suddenly Mallory felt for the flower. A dream? 
Of course it was a dream.  What other explanation 
is there? Mallory must have looked surprised 
because her mum then said: 
“Had you forgotten that grandma came to stay 
last night? She came in to chat to you after you 
woke in the night. She said you were well out of 
it but that you were chatting away in your sleep. 
Said you mentioned granddad. You remember 
much about granddad? You were tiny when he 
died”.  
Aah, the plot thickens, thought Mallory. Just then, 
Jessica came bounding into the room with her 
usual gushiness at clocking Mallory.  
“There she is. My flying princess. Telling me all 
about your flying you were last night, Mall”.  
So grandma had been there, in her sub-conscious, 
in her dream. Mallory wanted to tell Grandma 
more about Granddad, the big tree, and the 
beautiful flowers; the place where everyone 
smiled but as ever, the words would not come. 
Mallory looked up into Jessica’s big beaming, 



 

soft face. She continued smiling at Mallory as if 
she was the most precious thing she had ever laid 
eyes on.  
“You know Mallory, to watch you asleep, 
listening to you giggling through your dreams and 
watching you smile makes me so happy. You 
looked so happy, so…..free”.  
But I was free Grandma, don’t you understand? I 
want to be free again.  
“You were lying there, flapping your arms and 
kicking your legs, with the biggest grin on your 
face. You looked so peaceful, tranquil”. 
Take me back there Grandma. Come with me. We 
can be free together, free of our aches and pains.  
“You know you are a very lucky young lady. Sure 
I know you have your aches and pains and 
frustrations, but you have a pretty good life”.  
Grandma, take me back to the magical place.  
“I understand your friend Allegra hardly ever gets 
a good night’s sleep. I hear she is on a sleep 
programme and struggles to stay asleep for more 
than an hour. Not long enough to have glorious 
dreams like you, Mall”.  
Mallory vaguely remembered Allegra telling her 
about her trouble with sleeping and she did 
always look tired. But hey, she could walk and 
talk properly. It hardly compares, does it?  
Grandma, Granddad was there and we were free. 
There were lots of beautiful things to look at.  



 

“And when did we last see her mum at a school 
event? I’d say never. You have a whole entourage 
there, Mall. Even your dad comes”.  
If I could just go back to sleep for a little while. 
Get back to the place where I can be free and at 
peace.  
“All I’m saying is Mall that things could be a lot 
worse. Sometimes you have to look for the good 
in your life. It’s easy to focus on the bad stuff. 
You’re a bright girl and you have the will to do 
wonderful things. Focus on that”.  
“Oh, I hope you like the flower. I picked some 
from the garden on my way in. You looked so 
pretty lying there that I stuck it behind your ear”.  
As the weekend was upon them Mallory did not 
have to rush to get up and be whisked off onto the 
school bus. Instead she lay around in bed for a 
little longer. Some of what grandma said had 
resonated with her. It was somehow like the 
dreams and her real life were connected, trying to 
give her a message. She had yet to figure out what 
it was, but grandma seemed keen that she counted 
her blessings. Not easily done when the odds 
seem stacked against living a normal life, 
although Mallory was starting to wonder what 
normal actually looked like.  
Allegra was coming over for a play date that day, 
as she often did at the weekend. As Allegra came 
to the door, Mallory noticed things she had 
noticed before and she put this down to the chat 



 

she had with her grandma that morning. Allegra’s 
mum never came to the door, instead just tipped 
her out of the car, waved to Lydia and then 
quickly drove away. Almost as if she couldn’t get 
away from her quickly enough.  
“Hello honey,” Lydia would say to Allegra.  
“Make yourself at home, as always. Mallory is in 
her usual spot”.  
For the first time, Mallory noticed a hunching of 
Allegra’s shoulders, which seemed to relax as 
soon as she stepped in the door. Her bowed head 
lifted and a big smile spread across her face. Why 
hadn’t Mallory noticed this before? Too wrapped 
up in her own problems? Too busy focusing on 
the negatives, as grandma had said. 
“Hey Mall,” said Allegra.  
“You look pitty to..day. I like or dress”.  
What also came to Mallory’s attention was that 
Allegra never looked pretty, not that she wasn’t a 
pretty girl, but she always looked a bit scruffy. 
None of her clothes really matched, her trousers 
were always just a bit too short, her hair never 
brushed but just pulled carelessly back into a 
messy ponytail. Mallory noticed how Allegra 
stared longingly at Mallory’s dress, as if it was 
the most amazing thing ever. Mallory hadn’t 
really given it a second thought, chose it absent-
mindedly from the wardrobe when her mum 
asked her what she wanted to wear today.  
“Can I try on ur cloths Mall”?  



 

Mallory thought this odd, but of course was not 
going to deny her friend the chance to try her 
clothes on. Mallory gestured to her wardrobe and 
Allegra began to excitedly pull out pretty dresses 
and tops and other bits and pieces. Mallory had 
never seen such excitement over clothes, but 
considering how dowdy Allegra looked, it kind of 
made sense.  
After what seemed an eternity of Allegra pulling 
out clothes, tugging them over her head and 
running to the mirror to look at herself she 
eventually flopped onto Mallory’s bed, seemingly 
exhausted. There appeared the tiredness. It was 
only around eleven o’clock in the morning and 
Allegra seemed shattered. As Mallory looked 
across at her, she seemed to be struggling to keep 
her eyes open and for the first time, Mallory 
noticed that she had deep set dark circles under 
her pretty brown eyes. Allegra was fourteen years 
old but her facial expressions seemed to be 
carrying the weight of the world.  
Mallory, why haven’t you noticed this before? 
She is your best friend. Maybe grandma is right. 
Wake up and smell the roses.  
Mallory let Allegra lay there quietly for a while, 
but this also gave her time to concoct the 
sentences in her head of what she wanted to say 
to her, what she wanted to ask her. It was high 
time she checked in on her. Goodness knows, 
Allegra would do the same for her and often did. 



 

Mallory took a deep breath and tried to clear her 
mouth of saliva, the way the Speech Therapist at 
school had told her to when she wanted to speak 
and be heard. She had also suggested that Mallory 
take some time to put the words together in her 
head first.  
So now Mallory felt she had compiled her 
questions. She knew they would come out in a 
broken whisper, but she also knew her friend 
would understand her and she also had the back-
up of Makaton.  
“Ally…..don’t you…..seep….much”? A 
whispered tone, as predicted.  
“Mum says it seep ap…nea”.  Mallory worked 
out that Allegra was saying that she had sleep 
apnea. Allegra continued:  
“Have go to doctor. He watch me sleep for one 
night”.  
She paused and looked thoughtful.  
“Mummy not made date yet. Say she is ….busy”.  
This was something Allegra’s mum seemed to say 
frequently. Once again, Grandmas words 
resonated. Mallory’s mum – and all her family for 
that matter – could not do enough for her. 
Mallory got ready for her next question.  
“Do…you …..have….drems”? Mallory was 
trying to ask Allegra if she had dreams. She knew 
it had come out wrong. She could hear the mis 
pronunciation, but she also knew that Allegra 



 

would understand. Allegra looked a little 
shamefaced, as if she didn’t want to share.  
“Seep is ….scary”.   
Allegra seemed to suffer something like 
nightmares.  
“Wake up cying….scared to go back seep”.  
Good grief! A far cry from the glorious dreams 
that Mallory encountered. Although the 
realisation of reality was a bummer for her, at 
least she didn’t end up screaming through her 
dreams. Poor Allegra. Her reality wasn’t all that 
great either. Allegra looked sheepish again, but 
this time it seemed like there more was on her 
mind.  
“Some imes wet bed….cause scared. Mummy 
gets coss with me”.  
Poor Allegra. She was having a really difficult 
time and Mallory had not even noticed. No 
wonder she liked coming over here so much and 
being at school. She didn’t really know how to 
help her friend, short of listening to her problems, 
but she vowed that she would do this more often 
from now on. 
“You have deams…Mall”?  
Mallory felt almost bad telling Allegra about her 
dreams, particularly given how they sometimes 
made her feel. She suddenly felt ashamed and a 
bit spoiled. Nothing like somebody else’s troubles 
to put your own into perspective. Mallory decided 
it might be nice to share her dreams with Allegra. 



 

Knowing her, she would be pleased for Mallory, 
that she was having these freedom dreams. But 
once again, Mallory had to prepare herself for the 
speech.  At least she could sign some of this.  
“Have dreams about…. Flying……pre…tty 
place…..look from….high in sky. No 
stiff….legs….or…arms….no ….ach…ing”. 
Mallory wanted to explore this further. After all, a 
problem shared is a problem halved, even if it 
seemed pathetic in the light of what she had just 
been told. What the hell. She’d give it a go.  
“Cry….when I …wake…up.  Cause….feel 
….stiff….gain”.  
There. It was out there. What would Allegra make 
of that?  
“You be ok Mall….doctor make ur back 
better….soon”.  
Typical of Allegra. A charmer to the end, even 
faced with all her problems, she concerns herself 
with others. But she did have a point. Mallory had 
an appointment with the paediatrician soon to 
discuss possible options for her back problems. 
She wasn’t looking forward to that one.  
That night, Mallory and Lydia did their usual 
bedtime sing-song, but Mallory had things on her 
mind just before bed. Long after Lydia had 
flicked out the lights, said goodnight and gone 
through her door locking rituals, Mallory still lay 
wide awake. Allegra had so many problems: the 
sleeping, stopping breathing and it would seem, 



 

the whole trauma of going to sleep. Allegra had 
behaviour problems and Mallory guessed that 
lack of sleep would certainly go some way to 
explaining that one. Her mum didn’t hurt her as 
such, but just seemed distant from her, like she 
was ashamed of her or something. Sure, Allegra 
could walk, but the trade for this seemed 
unreasonable. And thinking about it, Allegra 
could only really speak as well as Mallory, aside 
from being able to get beyond a whisper. She 
stuttered and gasped and had to endlessly swallow 
along her. Mallory began to feel her jealousy for 
Allegra was misplaced. This particular emotion 
might be better channelled into helping and 
supporting Allegra as much as she could.  
Mallory finally fell asleep. Up into the clouds she 
went once again, the straps around her ankles and 
chest loosening and melting away. Her limbs 
became loose and her voice loud and shrill. 
Mallory weaved in and out of the tall, lush trees 
and finally came to rest on a big branch where 
another girl was sitting. She saw it was Allegra. 
She was crying and clutching her bedclothes. But 
her voice sounded clear from stuttering: head 
bowed down as she spoke.  
“We have to hide the sheets from Mummy. Help 
me to hide them, please”! 
Her voice sounded clear but it also sounded 
deeper than usual. Mallory could not get Allegra 
to lift her head, but wanted to help her. She 



 

tugged at the bedclothes to take the burden from 
Allegra, but she held on tight to them. There 
began a small tug of war on the branch as both 
girls teetered on their seat. Mallory decided to 
give one almighty tug and as she did so Allegra’s 
head lifted with the force. But this was not 
Allegra. A nasty, scary, wizened, old lady’s face 
looked down at Mallory and began to speak in the 
scariest tones she had ever heard, booming 
almost.  
“You have to help me MALLORY!  I’m dying 
here. My SOUL IS DYING!!” 
The loud booming voice and the sight of Allegra 
scared the life out of Mallory and she toppled 
clean off the branch and back through the air, 
back in the direction she had come. She flapped 
her arms frantically to get back to her bed, her 
safe bed.  
Take me back there please. Take me safely back 
to bed. I don’t like it here today. 
Not far now. For the first time ever, Mallory was 
longing for the familiar stiffness in the limbs, to 
know she had returned back into bed. Not yet. 
Still asleep. Still a little scared. Finally, she 
landed on the soft grass where she had begun. She 
lifted herself up onto her feet, felt the soft dewy 
grass under them and as she walked towards the 
light, the stiffness and the ache returned to her 
body. Never more grateful for this sensation. 
What on earth was that? Mallory lay awake for a 



 

little while feeling scared but not enough to 
scream out. Had Allegra entered her essence? 
Was the nightmare of her real life being 
transferred into Mallory’s dreams? What did all 
of this mean? She would have to watch that one. 
Mallory forced herself to stay awake a little 
longer, to allow her heartbeat to slow and for her 
to feel safe again. In no time at all, Mallory made 
her way back into the air, looking down at the 
perfect world beneath her.  



 

 
Chapter 3 – Operations! 
The fateful day had come. Mallory had her 
appointment with the consultant to discuss a 
potential operation on her spine as she has a 
curvature in her spine which may or may not 
cause her problems later on in life. Everybody 
needed to decide if the problem in hand actually 
warranted surgery. Mallory had not had to think 
about this for a while as the appointment had 
taken an age to come through. But now it was 
here and she began feeling quite anxious. Lydia 
obviously picked up on this.  
“Mall, it’s ok. Nobody is going to whisk you 
straight off to surgery today”.  
Mallory did feel relieved. She wasn’t really sure 
how these things worked and had visions of her 
being wrapped in a hospital gown and whisked 
off on a trolley forthwith.  
“We are all going to have a chat about our 
options. Your dad and grandma will be there and 
obviously, you can have your say too”.  
Mallory gave her mum a withering look. As if to 
say, we all know ‘my say’ will take forever. How 
long does the consultant have?  
Mallory’s scoliosis affected her in terms of how 
she digested food and was also the cause of the 
insistent dull ache in her back. The brace, which 
to be fair is not that uncomfortable to wear, goes 
some way to reducing the scoliosis curvature. 



 

Mallory had been wearing the brace for quite a 
few years now, but the appointment had become 
pressing in the eyes of her parents. Things seemed 
to have gone a bit quiet. They all needed to decide 
if it was having the desired effect and if not, the 
operation needed to be considered. Mallory 
already knew she didn’t want to have an 
operation and she was scared that she would not 
be able to make her feelings known or that the 
consultant would look and decide that an 
operation may be the only way forward.  
Everybody met at the hospital which was about a 
ten minute drive away. In the car, Mallory had 
become quiet and thoughtful. She had a lot to 
think about at the moment. She was thinking 
about the things that Grandma had said to her, 
about counting her blessings. How her dreams 
seemed to be trying to tell her something and how 
she hadn’t noticed how difficult her best friend’s 
life seemed to be. She had been so wrapped up in 
feeling jealous about Allegra’s physical triumphs 
that she had not stopped to consider that this may 
not be a preferable state if the life you are living 
is empty, without love and not surrounded by 
people who have ‘got your back’. And now to top 
it all, Mallory faced a decision that may be 
ultimately taken out of her hands. Although her 
mum was very good at allowing Mallory to have 
her say and giving her time to do so, if Lydia felt 
it was for the best, then it would happen. That’s 



 

just the way it things always seemed to turn out. 
Most of the time, this had been a good thing but 
on this occasion, Mallory couldn’t be sure.  
After Mallory and Lydia, Dan was the next one to 
arrive at the hospital. They met in the main lobby. 
Lydia and Dan greeted each other with a hug and 
a slightly awkward moment, which always 
seemed to be there when they met up, although 
the moment was generally short lived. Mallory 
whizzed around in her power chair, having a little 
fun by herself going round and round in circles. 
She liked doing that. She liked doing it at school 
because staff didn’t know whether to tell her off 
or not. They’d say things like: 
“Oh but it’s her independence. If she could walk, 
she’d be doing the same”.  
Miss Pace had the right idea though, 
unfortunately.  
“Yes and if she was on her feet we would be 
telling her to sit down and be still. It’s not the 
independence we’re disputing, it’s the way she 
uses it. She has to learn”.  
What a spoil sport. Anyway this started driving 
Lydia crazy.  
“Mall please, cut it out or I will turn you off. Sit 
still”.  
Mallory hated it when her mum turned the chair 
off. There was sometimes a scuffle as Mallory 
would try to press her hand over the switch. 
However, on this occasion Mallory didn’t appear 



 

to be in the mood for a scene and so just stopped 
in her tracks.  
“So has Mall been complaining of back ache? 
Does the curvature seem worse or improved”? 
Dan asked. He seemed a little anxious.  
“Why don’t you ask Mall how her back is 
feeling?” Lydia suggested.  
Dan found it quite challenging to communicate 
with Mallory. He found it difficult to understand 
what she was saying and in turn, just got 
frustrated. As he reluctantly approached Mallory, 
she felt his anxiety and wished she could support 
him more. She had vowed that she would try to 
tell him the next time she saw him that he was in 
fact a good dad. Maybe she could start with that. 
Mallory steered herself over to her dad and 
stopped in front of him. He looked a bit taken 
aback. Now, how was she going to do this? Got it. 
She would tell him that she missed him. That 
might help. Ready? 
“I……mi….sh you”.  
Why was it so hard to make the bloody ‘ss’ 
sound?  
In that way that he did, Dan expected not to 
understand. But as he stood and listened, 
something about his expression changed. Mallory 
stood her ground.  
“Lydia, did you hear that”?  
“I did Dan. What do you think she said”?  
“That she misses me”!  Tears now in his eyes.  



 

“And why do you find that so hard to believe? 
We all miss you”.  
Lydia continued, “Guess you weren’t such a bad 
dad after all. I told you”.  
The three of them had a brief hug and savoured a 
moment that had been a long time coming. Well 
done Mallory.  
Just at that moment, Jessica arrived.  
“I came on the bus actually. I used my Freedom 
Pass,” she said, seeming very pleased with 
herself.  
“Hey Mall. You ok darling? This is just a quick 
chat with the doctor. It’s nothing to worry about”.  
Grandma gave her a comforting pat on the head. 
Something about the pat felt a bit patronising as 
she absent mindedly walked away from Mallory 
and into the onslaught of the conversation about 
Mallory’s back. She hated it when the adults did 
this. They didn’t do it too often, but just 
occasionally they talked about Mallory as if she 
wasn’t there. They all knew best and just 
sometimes, decisions were made that were not at 
the wish of Mallory herself. But once again, for 
the third of fourth time that week, grandma’s 
words resonated in her head. Who was fighting 
Allegra’s corner? What collection of people were 
standing in a hospital corridor discussing her 
sleep apnea? That would be nobody. Everybody 
in Allegra’s life seemed happy to ignore her 



 

problems, too scared to face up to the truth while 
all the time, Allegra continued to suffer.  
Finally, the family got called in to see Dr Davey, 
who was a grinning stout gentleman, with a large 
bulbous nose. Mallory noticed this immediately 
and had trouble controlling her giggle. She 
thought it best just to bow her head and laugh into 
her chest.  
“And what has made this young lady giggle so 
much, do we imagine”?  
Lydia took one look at Dr Davey’s nose, clocked 
Mallory and imagined exactly what the hilarity 
was all about, now struggling herself to can the 
laughter.  
“Oh she does that sometimes, Dr Davey. Just gets 
the giggles. Probably something that happened a 
day or so ago with one of her friends. Pay no 
heed. She’ll settle down in a minute”.  
“Ah yes……well anyway, we are here to discuss 
the scoliosis. We’ll need to take some x-rays and 
see how the curvature is looking and take some 
measurements. I’ll have a quick feel around 
Mallory’s back, but really it’s a chance for the 
family to tell me how they feel this is affecting 
her. 
How about asking me Doctor Davey? I could tell 
you exactly how it’s affecting me, funnily enough.  
“She complains of back ache a lot. Sometimes 
seems to grimace at the pain”.  



 

This was Lydia going in to ‘I’m going to get 
some results here’ mode.  
Do I grimace? I guess I do usually just after the 
brace comes off. Does that count?  
“Does she grimace, Lydia? I’ve never seen her do 
that”. Grandma had piped up. Grandma had 
always been dead against any operations, thought 
it was far too risky and that the cons far 
outweighed the pros.  
“And so how about you Mr Hayes? What do you 
feel about your daughter’s scoliosis? Is it 
affecting her a lot, would you say?”  
Dan became a little lost for words. He didn’t like 
being put on the spot at the best of times. He 
stumbled to say anything at all. Mallory felt 
secretly pleased as now dad would know how she 
felt almost every time somebody asked her 
something.  
“Well….I mean… I don’t see Mallory so much 
these days. To be honest, she seems fine. Maybe 
we should discuss the operation. See if the risks 
outweigh the end result. I mean, how do we know 
after all this that it will improve Mallory’s quality 
of life”?  
Nicely put dad. A fair point well made. Yes, let’s 
hear about the operation, the actual thing that is 
going to be happening to MY body.  
“Oh for goodness sake Dan.” Lydia was on the 
warpath.  



 

“We’ve been through all of this. Lydia has 
endless back ache. Am I the only one here 
bothering to fight her corner today?” 
“Well we have discussed the risks involved in this 
operation. These are the potential for further 
spinal damage and there can be excessive blood 
loss due to muscle stripping and exposure of the 
area throughout the surgery. We would want to be 
sure the curvature is progressing rapidly enough 
to warrant surgery. Any doubt and I would not 
recommend it," Doctor Davey explained.  
“Well anyway Doctor you’ll do the x-rays today 
and we can see from there how the curvature is 
progressing.”  
Lydia sounded desperate. Mallory did not know 
what got into her sometimes, but I guess she’d 
had a lot to contend with over the years, so had 
rather a gun-ho attitude.  
The room went quiet for a moment and 
awkwardness fell upon the group of people. It 
was very clear they were going to have to agree to 
disagree, but ultimately the x-ray would be the 
final word. Mallory started to feel worried. The 
risks Dr Davey had pointed out about the 
operation terrified her. She could potentially end 
up in a worse state than she was already in. 
Things weren’t that bad. Her back ached a bit but 
the brace really did seem to help and it wasn’t too 
uncomfortable to wear. There had been talk about 
being weaned off the brace if things improved 



 

and that once Mallory had finished growing, it 
may not be necessary to wear it at all anymore. 
Without really realising it, suddenly Mallory let 
out a small whimper and immediately all eyes 
were upon her.  
“You see Lydia, now Mallory is fretting. We 
really need to be careful what we say in front of 
her”. Jessica seemed concerned.  
“Mum, please don’t do this. Don’t turn this on 
me. You know full well there are no ‘elephants in 
the room’ as far as Mallory is concerned. We are 
always very open in front of her”. Tempers were 
starting to fray.  
“Always very open are you Lydia”? This had 
been said with a sarcastic tone and a look from 
her to Dan. Dan just looked sheepish but Lydia 
was livid.  
“Mum. We are not doing this now. We are here to 
discuss Mallory’s health. Today is about 
Mallory”.  
You could have fooled me.  
Jessica piped up.  
“Doctor Davey, might I suggest we ask Mallory 
how she feels about all this. After all, it is her 
body”.  
Mallory was grateful for this intervention but 
knew this would just cause further awkwardness 
for all involved. The group looked to Mallory and 
then back to Doctor Davey, waiting for him to 
instigate the conversation. Now Dr Davey was a 



 

paediatrician but this by no means made him an 
expert on communicating with young people with 
CP.  
“Well….yes….no doubt we should be discussing 
this with the lady herself”. He turned to Mallory. 
He had kind eyes but Mallory could sense his 
apprehension. The bulbous nose, which caused so 
much hilarity earlier, now didn’t seem so funny 
anymore.  
“So Mallory……how is your back”? Doctor 
Davey started hesitantly.  
 “Doctor Davey. Please allow me”. Lydia 
intervened, Dr Davey’s relief apparent for all to 
see.  
“Mallory, on a scale of 1 to 10, with 10 being the 
most painful, how would you say the pain in your 
back is on a normal day”?  
Why was Mallory’s mum talking to her like a 
moron? And what did she mean by a normal day?  
Mallory decided to consider the pain in her back 
in general terms and really, it never felt that bad. 
Since the brace it had got better, although the 
stiffness wasn’t very pleasant. But put that up 
against massive blood loss and possible 
worsening of spinal damage, and we’ll take the 
scoliosis, thank you very much. So with all this in 
mind, Mallory made a judgement.  
At school during Numeracy lessons, Miss Pace 
and Mallory had worked on a neat little trick 
together. To give Miss Pace an answer to a 



 

calculation, Mallory would tap out how many 
either on her tray or on her armrest – assuming 
the answers weren’t in the hundreds – and this 
was a fun and successful way of communicating. 
Mallory decided to use that on this occasion. 
Mallory got her hand ready and put it into a fist. 
She had this off to a tee and easily tapped on her 
arm rest 4 times. It wasn’t that bad, in the grand 
scheme of things. Mallory got to 4 and then 
stopped and Lydia looked on, seemingly 
expecting more to come.  
“Mallory you tapped out 4. Have you finished”?  
Mallory signed that she had finished, the very 
definite swoop of her arm across her body.  

 “Mallory, have you definitely finished”?  
Mum, for crying out loud, I have. Stop asking me. 
You’re really starting to piss me off now. You 
KNOW how frustrating it is when people keep 
asking the same question.  
Mallory was fed up with this. She bowed her head 
down and opted out of the rest of the 
conversation. She had answered the question and 
said her piece.  
Don’t go there mum. You said today should be 
about me and what I needed. This isn’t about 
winning a battle.  
Lydia wasn’t happy.  
“Well there we are. That is straight from the 
horse’s mouth. So, are we heading off to get those 
x-rays done then”?  



 

Lydia really was on a mission today. Jessica and 
Dan looked a little embarrassed at her insistence 
and flippancy.  
“Yes of course. We should do those straight 
away. Is that ok with you, Mallory”?  
But before she could answer, Lydia had butted in.  
“Yes, Doctor Davey, Mallory is fine with that”.  
More awkward looks exchanged between the 
adults before Mallory was whisked off, clutching 
the document from Doctor Davey, to the x-ray 
department.  
As stated earlier, Mallory hated it when her mum 
spoke for her, but to be fair, it didn’t happen that 
often. It would actually have been quite nice to go 
home and come and do the x-rays another day 
when everyone may have been less agitated and 
feeling a little fresher. They had been in the stuffy 
consulting room for more than an hour. Suffice it 
to say, Mallory kept her head bowed for the 
duration of the x-ray session. Well, it wasn’t her 
face they needed and she didn’t feel very 
sociable.  

Once they finally left the hospital, they had been told it 
would be up to seven days before the x-rays were looked 
at, measurements taken and then a decision made on how 
the consultant felt the scoliosis was developing. Once 
they had the phone call, they would need to make another 
appointment with the consultant. They were warned that 
in total there could be up to a fortnight’s wait before the 
next appointment.  When dealing with the hospital, this 



 

seemed normal, in terms of the fact that it was always 
long and drawn out. Mallory would just have to try not to 
fret in the meantime, but she could not guarantee that to 
herself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


