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The friend

who saved me
from grief
As we begin our search to find Britain’s
Best Friends 2014, Laura Foden, 38, tells
what makes her closest pal so special

As told to Karen Bryans & Eimear O’Hagan Photos Fiona Garden

P

icking up my phone, I dialled
the familiar number, hands
shaking with excitement, joy,
disbelief. ‘Kate?’ I said when she
answered. ‘I’m pregnant!’
For a moment, she was stunned into silence
– a rare thing for my normally chatty friend!
Then she gave a little shriek of joy.
It was spring 2008 and no one had expected
this news from me. I was still trying to get my head
around it. Somehow, in spite of all the cancer
treatment my partner Chris had gone through,
there was a baby. I hadn’t even rung my parents
yet because it was my best friend Kate I had to
tell frst. ‘I’m just so happy for you,’ she cried.
We’d been sharing
everything together
since we’d met
at university in
Portsmouth in 1993
when we were 18.
We loved so many
of the same things
– yoga, travelling,
socialising. We went
backpacking around
Thailand, then after
uni, we shared a fat in
London for 10 years.
There were so many
good times. We knew
we’d always be there
Laura and
for each other. We only
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to him, keeping the conversation as light and
positive as we could. Only then his condition
deteriorated and his breathing began to change.
It was a beautiful summer’s day in 2010, full of
sunshine and life, when Chris whispered goodbye
to his beautiful Molly Miracle, as he’d nicknamed
her. He never said another word. Just after
midnight, on 19 June, he passed away.
I was lying on the bed with him, cuddled close
when he took his last breath. It was peaceful
and beautiful. But so wrong. He was only 39.
I sent a message to Kate, and over those
bleak, numb frst days, she didn’t leave my side.
She told me I would be OK, that I was strong. She
let me weep and grieve and rage and crumple.
She came to the funeral directors’ with me and
helped me plan Chris’ cremation. And afterwards,
when life had to go on, she would arrive with
a cake and, if it was one of
my bad days, simply stay.
She was so important to
me and to Molly. And she
supported me when in
November 2012 I decided to
move to Weymouth, Dorset,
to give Molly a better
childhood. I knew it would be
hard leaving Kate but she
promised she’d visit, ring often. ‘You’ll get fed
up with me on the end of the line,’ she laughed.
And true to her word, 18 months on, Kate and
I are still inseparable friends, meeting up lots. At
one time, I could never have imagined a world
without Chris in it. But when the worst happened,
I was left with a world that still had Kate in it.
And she gave me the strength to go on. u
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live with the loves of our lives. I went to Woking
with Chris and Kate and her partner James found
a place 30 miles away in Streatham, South London.

Shocking news

Chris and I had met working at a digital agency
in 2000. We were just friends at first but one day,
he was missing from his desk. In time the news
filtered through – he had cancer, a very rare
form in his soft tissue and even more rarely,
he’d developed it in his bones too.
His left knee had to be removed and everything
from mid-thigh to mid-calf replaced by titanium.
He recovered, went into remission. A year on,
in 2005, at a leaving drinks, we found ourselves
kissing. And that was that.
‘You’re perfect together!’ Kate
said and she was never wrong.
Now after three years
together, we were going to be
parents. I was already 10 weeks
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gone! We’d assumed the cancer treatment
would mean we wouldn’t have children. Just being
together was enough. But deep down we’d
always wanted to become parents. It made
what had happened all the more special now.
That night, Chris and I sat up chatting excitedly
about our plans for the baby. Then the very next
day, his oncologist phoned with results from a
recent check-up. The news was stark, shocking…
the cancer was back.
‘No,’ I gasped. We simply hadn’t expected
this. All the other check-ups had been clear.
And the timing? It was all so wrong.
But the news got even worse. Scans showed
tumours in Chris’ lungs and spine. This time it was
terminal. Chris refused to accept it. ‘I’m not going
to die, I’m going to be a dad,’ he said. But I found
it hard to be as positive. I rang Kate and sobbed
down the phone. As ever, she was such a comfort.
Chris’ treatment began and I tried to keep
strong but when the fear took hold I’d ring Kate.
Even at 3am, she’d listen. She always knew the
right thing to say and when to say nothing at all.

Chris kept positive, focusing on my
pregnancy and when, in October 2008, I went
into labour, he was scrubbed up beside me. In
the end I needed a caesarean. When I was fnally
handed a little girl, our gorgeous Molly, both
Chris and I stared at her in wonder. She was the
reason Chris was fghting this cancer so hard, our
hope, and right then she felt like our miracle.

Staying strong

At first, being busy with her every need, we
could almost kid ourselves we were just like
any other new parents.
In December 2009, Chris and I few out with
Molly to Clearwater, Florida, and got married on
the beach. Kate, as ever, was waiting for us back
home, ready for the party. She too had married
and she and James had Samuel, born in July 2009.
It was such a happy time but Chris’s battle was
growing tougher. He’d always called himself the
‘happiest, luckiest boy’ and even now he thought
he would be all right. When he went into a
hospice, we told ourselves it was only for a rest.

I’d go there with Molly, now 20 months, and
we’d sit with the French doors to Chris’ room
open and watch her toddle into the garden.
Kate would come too with Samuel, who was
nine months younger.
Chris was paralysed by the tumours in his
spine, but still in such strong spirits. We’d talk

u Kate Northover, 38, says:
‘Some women, faced with the death of their
husband and having to raise their child alone,
would have fallen apart. Laura is my dearest friend
and an inspiration in how she has rebuilt her life.’
u For advice and support,
go to waywidowedand
young.co.uk

Could you be our winner?
Tell us about your best friend.
Perhaps she’s someone who’s
helped you through a very
difficult time or who has given
you the confdence to do
something you might never
have done without her. We will
publish the winning entry in the
magazine and both the entrant
and your friend will each
receive £500. Email your story
with both of your details, phone
numbers and photographs to

wostories@ipcmedia.com
or post to Gemma Wilcock,
Woman’s Own, Blue Fin
Building, Southwark
Street, London, SE1 OSU.
Closing date 15 May, 2014.
The winning entry will
be chosen by the
Editor, whose
decision is fnal.
For full T&Cs, go
to womansown.
co.uk/bestfriends.

Annie and
Julie, last
year’s
winners

WIN

£1,000
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