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My very first photo call was attended to by two stylists, three assistants and one big-name photographer. They used make-up on the baby acne and Photoshopped further when this concealer failed to hide the imperfections. The results were published to a million coos (or, judging by the comments that I’ve since read on some archived websites, a fair few ‘shit, that is one ugly baby for such a hottie mom’).

That’s not including an even earlier public appearance from the womb. Cally was snapped coming out of the obstetrician’s clutching a picture of a baby scan in her hand, which was duly blown up and examined as evidence of her pregnancy. Taking photos of babies isn’t enough: you’ve got to get the foetus too.

Later, I am pictured with my signature frappé, while a tantrum in the park is captured frame by frame and outfits are dissected with labels as to where to ‘get the look’. I am carried, never pushed in a buggy like civilian children, across endless airport arrivals areas where my parents have no apparent luggage. I wear sunglasses and a hat. I am a newborn, a one-year-old, then two, three and four. I am already more famous than you’ll ever be.

At five, I am still displayed doing ordinary things as if they were extraordinary, except now my face is blurred, as if someone has taken a thumb to the photos and smudged hard. I am a little well-dressed body with well-brushed hair, but no facial features. The bottom half is aspiration; the top is as if my picture is illustrating a news item about international child trafficking.

By six my face had become unblurred once more, but my expression remains unreadable.

I’m sure you’ve all looked at photos of famous fathers whooshing their children around in the playgrounds of expensive areas of London, New York or Los Angeles. It all looks so sweet and wholesome. Now imagine the camera swinging 180-degrees away from the cutie kid and hands-on dad to capture the ranks of small-faced men with big cameras who are snapping away like zoo visitors at the lion enclosure. Don’t think it’s just one of them; they travel in packs. Not so wholesome then, is it? It’s a man with his child in a public place with a lot of other men thrusting hardware at them, shouting ‘Antigone, oi, Ant, Ant, over here’, and promising sweets, which they never give, especially since they know my mother’s view on how sugar is ‘white crack’ (isn’t crack white too? I wouldn’t know, maybe it’s brown like unrefined sugar. Not that I was allowed much of that either).

I’ve got so many sources to draw on. I call myself a historian because I’m majoring in history (first year Grade Point Average 3.92 – despite being the youngest by some margin – nothing less than an A- on any of my assignments, generally acknowledged to be the only summa-cum-laude dead cert). I liked the paucity of evidence for ancient history, but now that I’m investigating my own life, I find I have too much documentation. My name was trending and hash-tagged before I was even old enough to speak, let alone type. There were accounts in the name of my cashmere tights, the frappés regularly snapped in my hand, the full head of hair that I sported at birth. There are whole sites devoted to me and my play-date companions, imagining who I will marry in the future, like some modern-day dynastic unions, as if I am the infanta and those little boys with their styled hair and fashion jeans are the dauphins.

I would be able to research myself thoroughly if the quality of the material were better. I am a snob, I know, but a well-educated one. Cally makes much of having graduated from the university of life, but she was at great pains to ensure that I attended a more bona-fide establishment, as my father had done before me.

I look so sweet in those early photos, so lacking in self-consciousness. But now when I load them, I can see the irritation flashing across his face and the way that Cally has her head pushed out with her chin down as she later taught me I should do when the cameras were on. Even when carrying me through airport security or out shopping, she has contrived to always be standing with one leg in front of the other, and her body in a three-quarters profile, so that a quarter of her disappears. She is a big name trapped in a tiny body; she wants to both appear and disappear.

There is a real art to ignoring photographers. Most people, I’d guess, can’t help but reflexively look towards the flashlight or cover their face with their hands or push out their hands to block the lens or make some goofy face. My parents steer a path between the two. She has mastered the art of looking nonchalant, as if the cameras are not there, but at the same time still seem like a nice person. She has to receive the attention yet never seem to revel in it. Only D-listers smile back or wave. Only bad-boy stars scowl or hit the man carrying the camera.

At about eight or nine, that sweet indifference to cameras melts and I bury my face in my dad’s chest or pull my hat down over it. There’s that moment for children, isn’t there, when, instead of being unaware of what others might think about them (or if they are aware, it is safe in the knowledge that they are adored), all children become acutely self-conscious. Teens are known for being paranoid that everyone’s looking at them. But I know everyone is looking at me. Just by meeting someone, by existing in the same air as them, I become central to an anecdote that they will tell and retell. My everyday is their once-in-a-lifetime, their oft-repeated, ‘I saw that Antigone once, in the children’s department – she’s not at all pretty in real life.’ I know because I used to hear them start forming the anecdote while I was still there as though I were deaf. It’s as though I’ve got two heads but no ears.

I should start at the beginning. I expect you think you know it all anyway. That I was born in a beautiful water birth in London’s finest low-tech private hospital, that Cally took no drugs to ease the pain because all the yoga really helped her to breathe me out. That I was breastfed because it’s what god intended breasts to be for. Although I was a healthy birth weight, her body sprang back into shape a mere three weeks later, which she attributed, laughingly, to some good control underwear and being so busy running after a newborn. Because we all know, don’t we, how much those pesky newborns run?

That birth didn’t happen. Conception didn’t happen, or at least not the conception that you might imagine, all linen sheets and candlelight, befitting one of the world’s most photographed couples. As for the breastfeeding, you should realise that you’ve probably seen her breasts in as much detail as I have, what with those risqué early works she did in an attempt to throw off her child star past. (She’s mortified by those movies, by the way – not because of the sex scenes, but because she’s, in her words, ‘so fat, I’d kill myself if I ever get that fat again’. To put that remark in context, I haven’t weighed as little as that since I was 12.)

I want to start at the beginning, or even before then, but I find I can’t stop thinking about the spring and summer when I was eight. That’s when everything changed.
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