
 
Louise’s Story 

 
Here’s how the story starts… 
 
I’m 23 years old and had just completed my university degree and me and 
my partner decided it was time for us to start a family before I 
concentrated on my career. So I became pregnant with my first daughter, 
the pregnancy seemed to be going pretty smoothly at first, I only 
suffered with a little nausea (no sickness) during the first couple of 
months. During the 2nd trimester I became anaemic and felt awful, I then 
eventually had to leave work at 6 months pregnant as my daughter 
seemed to want to sit right on my sciatic nerve (ouch). 
Whilst feeling constantly tired as sleep is not easy to get when you’re the 
size of a house, I began severely itching, my legs, palms of my feet, arms 
and palms of my hands were constantly itchy. I sat up most nights ripping 
my arms and legs to bits but the itch would not leave. I became pretty 
annoyed at the itching and lack of sleep. On one visit to my midwife I 
mentioned it and she did some tests and it turned out I had Obstetric 
Cholestasis. (A sort of liver disease in pregnancy).  
 
I went to see a consultant Obstetrician who decided it was best to book 
me in to be induced, as with this condition there is a risk of still birth, of 
course I jumped in and said yes. But, my daughter didn’t want to wait and 
labour began spontaneously two days before I was due to be induced 
(approx 38 wks). 
 
I had my first pains at 1pm the Weds morning, (no show, no waters 
breaking – just pain). I stayed at home and had countless amounts of 
baths. By 10am my partner decided we should go to the hospital, as this 
was our first child we weren’t sure about anything – little did I know 
these pains were the start of something much worse!!! I was checked and 
I was only 1cm dilated, so I was sent home. I returned around 5pm and 
was only 3cm, and was sent home again. I spent the next 8hrs crawling 
around the house, and rolling around on the floor in agony. I stayed at 
home until the pains got much worse as I didn’t want to be sent home for 
a third time. 
 
I arrived at the hospital at 3am Thursday morning, where I was only 5cm 
dilated but they decided to admit me. I was put in a basic delivery suite 
(which are not at all homely) like I’d hoped it was going to be! 



 
I was begging for pain relief, but they didn’t want me to have it so early, 
so instead I had hot towels placed on my back (which was great). 
I was checked again at 6am, and was 6cm dilated and the midwife 
reassured all was going well. By 10am, I had not dilated any further, the 
fact here was that the pain I could cope with, the tension of waiting was 
annoying me. I didn’t want any pain relief and really didn’t want an 
epidural. But when I heard that I had not dilated at all in 6hrs I asked 
for something, I had gas and air, and then begged for an epidural. My 
contractions had slowed right down by now. So I was put on a drip to 
speed them up. They broke my waters for me due to not being able to get 
a strong heartbeat from the baby, they placed a heart monitor on her 
head. Whilst in labour I wanted to bend over and stand as I was 
comfortable like that, but I had to lie on my back as my daughter didn’t 
like me standing. Which I found very uncomfortable.  
 
By 2pm the Thursday afternoon, I was told I could begin to push, I was so 
relieved. I spent two hours pushing like hell to get her out, and then out 
she popped, and my partner cut the cord. It was supposed to be such a 
special time now. My partner took the baby and the midwife injected me 
with the injection to remove the placenta. I automatically got an awful 
headache, it literally felt like my eyes were going to pop out. The placenta 
was stuck, and I was left with a student midwife, as my other midwifes 
shift had finished. She tried hard to remove it, but I was in agony as the 
epidural had worn off by now. My mother who was with me, kept nagging 
for them to get someone as by now I was screaming for paracetomol and 
for the pain. The doctors on the delivery suite were doing their rounds 
and speaking to other mothers who had just given birth, but they were 
fine, and they wouldn’t rush to help me. Eventually when they came I had 
countless amounts of men and women staring between my legs and having 
a wiggle of the placenta, which was agony and degrading. Everyone ignored 
my request for paracetomol, I just laid there in so much pain whilst they 
did what they had to. Eventually the anestatis came in and gave me a full 
epidural block. A male doctor then came in and in three goes pushed his 
arm into me and ripped it out. (Nice). The placenta came out, and it didn’t 
look how it did in the books I had read, it looked like a bomb had gone off 
in my belly, it was awful. While all this was going off I had the pleasure of 
watching my partner and mother cooing over the baby, whilst I was in 
pain, and couldn’t move. After all that I couldn’t even hold her. When the 
placenta was out I was left to be stitched up, which was very painful as 
they didn’t top up my epidural, and it was wearing off again. 



 
By 8pm that night I was sat up and able to hold my daughter. A midwife 
came in and gave me a strip wash in front of my partner and my mother 
which made me feel about 5 again, there was no consideration or privacy 
offered, just stripped me naked and slapped a flannel on me, I felt awful. 
 
 I had my sister and step dad come to visit and, the staff had gone to 
fetch me a bed to take me onto the ward for a night. But no, my tragedy 
didn’t want to stop there. 
 
After all had calmed down, my mother had gone to phone people and tell 
them the good news and I was left with my partner and my new daughter 
Amber-Skye. My partner passed me a glass of water and I began to fell 
strange, I passed the glass of water back to him. I then had a grand mal 
convulsion, in which I turned blue and had to be sedated and intubated I 
was took, (not that I can remember) to the main part of the hospital and 
I was given head scans looking for epilepsy and brain tumours, but nothing 
was found. I had to spend the night in the Intensive Care Unit 
having a machine breath for me. I missed the most important night with 
my daughter.  
 
After spending a night sedated, they woke me and took me back to the 
delivery suite, where they bought my daughter in. How strange was that? 
I could hardly speak or remember anything I was that drugged up and 
they put this little girl next to me I was shocked and felt like I was in a 
dream. 
I was then left to care for her on my own, I couldn’t even move let alone 
feed her, so I had to ring the bell every time she cried, which I felt 
awful about, she was my daughter but I could do nothing for her. 
 
I spent a further 5 days in the hospital, being told nothing, I got very 
homesick and just wanted some answers to what had happened to me. 
 
I have had flash backs and remember some things, like gagging when they 
pulled the tubes out my throat.   
 
I finally was allowed to return home – thank god!!! 
The week after my daughter was born I went out for a meal to introduce 
my dad to his youngest granddaughter. But I had a stabbing pain in my 
head and collapsed in the pub, and ended up back in hospital. The doctors 
there said it was just an after pain from the epidural. 



 
A couple of months after all this I was still loosing blood, and one morning 
I woke up to find it flooding out of me. My partner took me straight to 
A&E and I was checked over and given tablets to stop the bleeding. It 
didn’t stop but I was sent for a further scan a week later and I had bits 
of placenta left in my uterus, but they decided not to remove them as 
they were too small. Apparently they will come out on there own accord or 
my body will reabsorb them. 
 
Nothing has happened since then, but I feel like I need answers, as I do 
wish to add to my family, I don’t want her to be an only child. But I’m 
scared that all this will happen again. It scares me to death, not the 
pregnancy, but I know as soon as I feel the first labour pains I will panic. 
  
I have been for a follow up since then and the doctor cannot guarantee I 
wont have further fits, and told me to always make sure my babies safe, 
just incase! Thanks-He scared me there! 
 
He seems to thing that I had an allergic reaction to the ergometrine that 
is present in the injection to remove the placenta. But to me this is not 
good enough. I need real answers, before I can go ahead with confidence 
and have another child. How can I do it again if theres a chance it may 
happen again, if it does and I’m in the room on my own, or holding my 
baby, it’s not worth thinking about, but I do. 
 
 


