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Swaddled in the welcoming embrace of a knitted cocoon, he lets out a yawn that engulfs the squashed features of his face. Smiles stare into him, prating in an unbeknown language as a mobile of bobbing heads marvel in disbelief over this irreplaceable new entity in the world. His eyelids flutter closed, exhausted by the intense lights and kissing lips that chatter strange noises around him. They chuckle softly at his tiny balled-up fist resting on his cushioned cheeks ready for a fight in contrast to pursed cherub lips prepared to share the inexplicable love he has already received in the short four and a half minutes he’s been alive on this Earth. Safely in the arms of his new parents Milo is carted out of the delivery room, leaving behind his brother, slowly making his painful entrance into the world. 
Missing his brother by minutes, the second boy leaves the confining walls of the empty room alone, the same way that he arrived in. He was silent, not daring to shed a single tear for the mother that didn’t want him. His brown eyes streaked with liquid gold hardly blinked, not wanting to miss a moment that may prepare him for this new found life he’s been left to tackle on his own. They dart back and forth staring sharply at each twist and turn the nurses direct him in, memorising the path away from his mother, knowing it was one he should never step onto again. Instead of resting in the arms of a loving parent, he was folded up in blankets and whisked off to yet another lonely room, waiting for the day he would be picked up and loved the way his brother was. I can tell you that this day never arrived. 
At three years, one hundred and sixteen days old, Flynn is adopted for the first time by a young couple desiring to love a child. At three years, one hundred and fifty-two days old, Flynn returns to life in the care home. On Flynn’s sixth birthday he has been chosen for a second time to live with a man and woman in their early sixties who have never had any children or grandchildren. A week later he is back at the care home. Shortly after turning eleven Flynn is taken in by a middle-aged lady. She has had five children of her own, each of them well into adulthood starting their own lives. This is where Flynn’s life begins.
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