
 

This baby didn't want to be forced into the world! She's still headstrong now! All 
induction methods were used, pesseries, gels and finally the IV to get me started. I was 
induced for obstetric cholestasis. The whole time I was having very strong contractions 
which were seen on the monitor and in fact a midwife made a quip regarding how strong 
they were which did little to amuse me! After hours and hours of hobbling around still on 
my crutches with SPD and intermittently bouncing on a ball and still having contractions 
that were not really following any kind of pattern or intensity (they were all very strong 
right up to birth). By the second day of this and four room changes later due to high 
number of birthing women due to the fact that the only other local maternity hospital 
was shut apparently. I explained desperately that I couldn't go on for much longer and 
begged for something to be done. After hours and hours of being on our own I finally 
insisted my partner went and got help. A woman came in and angrily said she had 7 
other ladies birthing at the moment as this other Hospital was closed and 'they're all 
coming here!' She insisted I wasn't in labour, that I was merely having what were called 
'prostin' pains which are caused by the peccaries. How she knew by only looking at me I 
couldn't possibly say! I asked how on earth they could be so strong as you could see on 
the tracing that they were very strong indeed and coming fairly consistently and getting 
closer together. I was so confused and getting totally exhausted and they weren't letting 
up. I was totally convinced I must have been in labour, I assisted at my nephew’s birth 
and my sister had the exact same thing and was in labour so I couldn't see the 
difference. 
 
By early Sunday morning I had had an epidural put in which after some time of it loudly 
bleeping constantly and a midwife repeatedly turning it off, it was discovered the pump 
was broken and was eventually replaced. After some more time and more pain that 
seemed not to ease by the epidural I informed the midwife that I was very wet down the 
front of my shoulder. The anaesthetist that was called said that I had been going all this 
time without any pain relief as the junction in the pipe supplying the liquid was blocked! 
It was too late to re-site. I had gas and air which did nothing but spaced me out. I 
couldn't believe it. This was turning into some sort of nightmare! I started getting really 
upset and explained to the midwife that I just couldn't go on and tried to tell her that 
because of the months of pain with the SPD I had no energy left as I hadn't slept hardly 
at all since June, she was unsympathetic. I can honestly say I never knew exhaustion 
like that existed! 
 
Since the Thursday night I had only been examined very few times. The first time hurt 
me so much due to my painful pubis area and the midwives were saying there wasn't 
any point in doing anymore as I was not in labour yet anyway. I begged her to examine 
me to see if there was any progress as I had totally had enough and was desperate by 
this point. She said I didn't have too much longer to go suddenly but I had only dilated 
on one side so she went to get the obstetrician who informed me that the baby was 
twisted and butting up against my hip. I again begged for a C' section as I just couldn't 
go on. I was told that it had gone too far to do that now and I had to keep going. She 
produced a pair of forceps and I burst into tears as forceps could harm the baby if she 
had possibly got OI (I was previously informed). She said they were only soft so it 
wasn't a worry. With the apisiotomy done and a quick twist and push, my little girl was 
here. I thought it was over finally everything seemed fine and I was happily 
breastfeeding. This was truly the happiest I've ever felt; we've ever felt. 
 
A short time later things changed. The doctor said "we need to get this woman to 
theatre now!". I said I was feeling very unwell, my daughter was yanked from me and I 
was lead away being pulled from my partner's hand who was crying and telling me 
repeatedly that he loved me and telling me not to go. I was terrified, I had no idea why 
he was reacting like that, in 9 years I've only seen him cry once so I was really shocked! 
I flaked out and was awoken by the Dr pushing up and down on my stomach the pain 



was unbelievable! She lent over me and apologized for the pain and explained she was 
expelling clots. She then asked for my permission to take my womb if they couldn't stem 
the bleeding. I remember shouting "What!?" I'm in here to have a baby not a bloody 
hysterectomy for goodness sake! I asked her if I could die, she said I could so I gave my 
permission. What other choice did I have? What would they have done if I'd said no I 
wondered!? Would I be here now? 
 
I had my entire blood volume replaced 5 times apparently. I woke in intensive care to 
theatre staff standing round my bed crying (really!), which scared the life out of me as I 
thought these people did this sort of thing all the time! One left distressed and 
apologised that she had to go, my partner was telling me I nearly died. I couldn't believe 
what I was hearing. I'd been told I had hysterectomy and was surrounded by tubes and 
machines. My partner was totally beside himself. I haemorrhaged 3 times from various 
lacerations and cuts and found out some time later that I had a massive blood clot in my 
pelvic cavity. My partner was left alone in the room surrounded by blood which he said 
was all over the floor and this really distressed him as he wasn't sure if I was going to 
make it. He has since been diagnosed with stress and very high blood pressure which 
delayed an operation he needed at the time. This whole situation has changed him 
beyond recognition, I am all his has. He said he could not have raised our baby alone. 
NO father ever wants to be put in a position of thinking like that! 

We both have PTSD and depression apparently! Our relationship is strained as he can't 
let me out of his sight, after 11 years together he says this was the one time he couldn't 
protect me and should have. I don't know if I'll ever get over it. She is my only child, all 
we ever wanted was to be a family and now we're half a family. Thinking what this has 
done not only to us but my little girl really is painful. She is alone and we're all she has 
too. 

This is two years on, does the pain ever go? I'll let you know.... 

 


