
An array of ribbons, bows 
and glittery clips lay on 
the kitchen table. 

‘Welcome to Sandford’s Salon,’ I smiled to my daughters, Emily, four, and Faye, two. ‘What style can I create for you today?’
‘Cinderella,’ they giggled. 
They were a pair of pink-

loving princesses — with long blonde tresses to match. 
I was 35, a care worker, and playing hairdressers was one  of the girls’ favourite games.  
But as I began brushing 

Faye’s hair, I noticed  
a small bald patch on 
the back of her head. 

Concerned, I took 
her to the GP. He put it 
down to her recent flu 
virus. Only, two months 
on, new patches appeared. 

‘It’ll grow again,’ the doctor reckoned when we went back. Instead, it kept falling out in clumps. But Faye barely noticed, 

was happy in her 
bright headbands 
and scarves. 

Then nearly two 
years later, Emily 
found a bald circle 
on her scalp. 

‘Mummy!’ she 
screeched. ‘Mine’s 
falling out too.’

‘Shh,’ I soothed. ‘Don’t 
panic.’ Yet inside I was wailing: What on earth’s happening to 

my beautiful little girls? Their 
hair kept shedding. 

‘But your faces are so 
gorgeous,’ my hubby 
Dave, 43, and I would 
always tell them.

On Faye’s first day 
at school, she was  

80 per cent bald. But 
she skipped in happily, wearing a pink bandanna. 

‘This is me,’ she seemed to say. ‘Bubbly, confident. Get used to it.’ Her classmates 

didn’t dare argue.
Eight months  

on, a specialist 
diagnosed both 
girls with alopecia 

areata. ‘It’s very  
rare in siblings,’ she 

explained. ‘Their hair 
may never grow back.’ 

I felt crushed. What would the future hold for my daughters?
When Emily started middle school four months later, she had just a few wispy strands.
‘Everyone stares at me,’ she complained. ‘I wish I could glue my hair back on.’ 
The girls were given synthetic NHS wigs, but they were hot and itchy to wear. Desperate to help, I surfed the net and came across an alopecia support group.
We went along to a children’s party it mentioned. Walking in, we found a 

sea of kids just like mine. Tears welled. We weren’t alone… 
Seeing several shaven heads, Emily and Faye took off their wigs.Soon, discarded scarves and hairpieces were piled in a corner. Afterwards, Emily announced: ‘I want my head shaved.’

I gulped as her hairdresser cousin Nicola, 22, took off the last straggles. ‘Cool!’ Emily said.Now, a year on, they each have a £500 wig made with real blonde hair. Faye won’t leave the house without hers. She wants to be like Hannah Montana, the Disney character who becomes a pop star when she puts on her wig. Emily only wears hers now and again. These days, she’s proud of her hairless head. And  I burst with pride for them both. 
Paula Sandford, 40, 

liverPool, merSeySide

 Pressing my face up 

against the incubator,  

I watched my six-week-

old daughter Poppy sleep.

Love and terror twisted inside 

me. ‘She’s so tiny,’ I said to my 

estate-agent hubby Pete, 36. 

I was 31, a secretary. At 27 

weeks pregnant, doctors had 

diagnosed pre-eclampsia. 

‘Your blood pressure’s high,’ 

they said. ‘Without a Caesarean, 

you and your baby may die.’ 

Shock deadened my emotions. 

Poppy was born, just 1lb 8oz. 
She was sped 
to the neonatal 
unit before I 
could see her. 
Medics warned 
us it was touch 
and go. 

Seeing Poppy 
now, hooked 
up to monitors, 
one instinct 

swamped me. She 

should be inside 
me. She wasn’t 
ready for the world.  

Then days on, she 

contracted a serious 

infection in her underdeveloped 

bowel. ‘Prepare yourselves for 

the worst,’ we were told. 

‘I need to go outside,’ I said to 

Pete. We sat in our car, crying, 

holding hands — but saying 

nothing. ‘Survive,’ we silently 

willed our child. 
Back on the ward,  

the consultant said: 

‘She’s deteriorating. 

We need to operate.’

‘She’s so vulnerable,’ 

I wept. But it was my 

daughter’s only hope.

‘We love you,’ we 

rasped as she was taken from 

us. Please bring her back alive… 

Parts of Poppy’s bowel were 

removed and an external bag was 

fitted to collect waste. 

Afterwards, she opened 

her blue eyes and gazed at me. 

‘Hello,’ I cried. ‘I think you’re 

telling Mummy you’re all right.’ 

The next weeks, I sat by Poppy, 

stroking her head, singing songs. 

It was magical — like watching 

an exquisite plant gradually 

unfurling, growing stronger. 

Just before Christmas, 

when she was four 

months old and 4lb, 

Poppy was discharged. 

We hadn’t bought 

any gifts or decorations. 

Pete had to grab the last 

turkey in the shop. But our 

precious daughter was home. 

She’d been in expert hands  

for so long, we were terrified to 

take our eyes off her. I ate my 

Christmas dinner with 

Poppy nestled in my arms.

On New Year’s Eve, we 

gave Poppy a champagne 

toast. We were up anyway 

— she needed medicine, 

and to be fed milk by syringe 

every three hours. 
Six weeks on, she had an op to 

remove the bag. And as she could 

feed normally, she bloomed. 

‘You’re amazing,’ I’d coo.

Now, two years on, Poppy only 

weighs 17lb 10oz, but can walk 

and talk, is bright and bubbly. 

Her bones are weak, but doctors 

can’t yet say what that will mean. 

I’m confident my daughter can 

handle anything. She loves the 

life she fought so hard to keep. 

Sarah lawSon, 33, BriStol
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‘I wish I 

could glue 
my hair  
back on’

‘Medics 
warned it 
was touch 

and go’

It happened to me...

Both my girls 
were bald

that’s life! 13

Faye (left)  
and Emily

YOUR QUICK READSIt happened to me...

Their 
new wigs

When they 
were younger

...but Poppy 
clung to life

So tiny...

Pete, me  
and our  

little fighter
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She wasn’t ready 
for the world


