
Vicki’s Story 

 

My pregnancy was a fairly straight forward one although I really pilled the weight on, 

I damaged my foot whilst I was pregnant and I was in a lot of pain when I walked 

especially towards the end and remember receiving the usual comments a lot of 

pregnant women receive such as “how many babies are in there?!”  

When I was 12 days overdue I went into hospital to be induced on a Saturday 

morning and waited 12 hours to be seen by a registrar as the hospital was so busy. I 

am still to understand why a midwife is unable to start off the inducement process 

and why it has to be a registrar instead? I saw a lot of women come and go to have 

their babies whilst on that ward and could not wait for it to be me! 

Jumping ahead now to the Sunday evening I had now received the gel as part of the 

inducing process and was starting to feel mild contractions, in the morning the 

midwife put me onto a CTG machine to monitor my babies heart rate, I had been told 

prior to this not to push the help button “unless I needed to start pushing”. I was then 

left on the machine in pain for at least 4 hours; it was only when other women on the 

ward heard me crying that a midwife came to see me. From this point I realised there 

was a lack of communication between staff and that as the midwives where so busy 

you could easily be ‘forgotten about’. 

I tried in vain to keep my contractions going by using a birthing ball, walking around 

all the usual tricks but they kept fading. I then had to wait till 5pm on the Monday 

evening before I was seen by a registrar who told me I could then move up to the 

delivery suite, and even then I did not go up to delivery till about 11pm. For a while 

from then on things went well, I was given the drip and had an epidural and was in 

no pain whatsoever. 

I think it was about 11am when the midwife decided it was time to start pushing, 

having had an epidural I found this quite difficult, my daughter was also OP. The 

epidural started to wear off and it was a couple of hours down the line and I 

appeared to be so close yet so far to giving birth. The midwife felt I was pushing 

correctly, the registrar disagreed. 

I felt like I had been pushing forever I had my partner at one side of me pulling one 

leg up and my mum at the other doing the same, at now 15 days overdue I just felt 

like my baby was never going to arrive. I’m not sure when but at some point 

someone must have decided that things really where not going well and a male 

doctor appeared and the decision was made to use forceps and to give me an 

episiotomy to which left me with a second degree tear. Probably like a lot of women 

the two things I did not want where a forceps delivery or a male doctor to deliver my 

baby but I would now take this happily if it meant that was the worst of it. I really did 

not want the forceps but once they were on it only took me two pushes till my 

daughter was delivered.  

I realised then that the delivery room was full, with a midwife, a student midwife, two 

registrars, two paediatricians and my partner and mum. I did not find out till a lot later 



(which I will come to) that the cord had been cut straight away and my daughter was 

actually delivered the right way round!) I saw my partner cut what I thought was the 

original cut of the cord but was a second cut and had my beautiful daughter placed 

upon my chest, I remember saying “hello baby” and looking at my partner crying next 

to me. It was a moment of pure joy which very quickly turned into a moment of panic. 

Of course I now think that it must have been suspected that something was going to 

go wrong as not many women have so many people in the room when they give 

birth. Whilst my daughter was being looked over by the paediatricians I looked at my 

mum and told her I felt sick, within a flash I had an oxygen mask on, I was being 

pushed down and my jewellery was being removed or taped over. I could see a light 

by the door flashing and the words “emergency in Room 7 being shouted out”.  

Apparently there was blood everywhere which of course I could not see, I still don’t 

know the full impact that this event must have had on my mum and my partner who 

did not understand what was going on.  

I felt so sick I could feel the life draining out of me and it was terrifying I lost 3000ml 

of blood (estimated) and I had no idea what was going on I wanted to see my baby 

to touch her, to know she was ok and to tell her I loved her but I was instead being 

told I needed to be rushed to theatre and that they may need to perform a 

hysterectomy. I signed the form giving permission to do so and prayed to god that 

they would not need to do that, it is odd how even after all the pain of childbirth all I 

wanted was to be sure I could do it again if I wanted to.  

The next I know I am out of the room, I feel emotionally numb, I am unable to cry, 

unable to comprehend what is happening to me. It reminded me of a scene out of 

the TV programme Casualty as I was drifting in and out of consciousness I could see 

the lighting on the ceiling flickering in and out of view.  

I was then in the cold clinical theatre room and that is the best word I can use to 

describe it, cold. I think part of that is because everything is steel. I could hear my 

NHS number being shouted out , I am unsure how many people where in the room 

but I remember the same man who delivered my daughter still being in-between my 

legs and a woman holding my hand. I asked her what was going on, in disbelief she 

asked me if no one had told me? I informed her they probably had but that this was 

all a blur. She did tell me but I cannot remember a single word she said.  

I remember having my stomach pushed down on and someone (I think the woman 

who held my hand) say that I could still feel it as I was moving. I had water poured 

over my stomach and was asked if I could feel it (I had no idea), apparently if I could 

feel that the water was cold I could still feel pain and if I couldn’t then I wouldn’t be 

able to feel anything.  

I drifted in and out of consciousness throughout the rest of my time in theatre, my 

daughter had been born at 2.45pm the next time I looked at the time I think it was 

about 5.30pm.  

I was then taken to a room just outside of theatre I think this is in case you need to 

be rushed back in. I started coming round and there was a woman checking things 



and writing things down, she asked me questions about my daughter. She asked me 

how much she weighed. I told her I had no idea, this has always stuck in my mind as 

I realised then just how much I had missed, I was alive yes for which I was grateful 

but what about my daughter and those precious moments of seeing how much she 

weighed and holding her and soothing her, this was gone and could never be 

replaced.  

I was taken back up to delivery and waiting for me was my partner, my mum and my 

dad. I remember my face being all puffy from the drugs I had been given and asking 

if I was able to feed my daughter. The same midwife who had delivered my daughter 

was about to finish her shift, I will always be grateful to her and remember her telling 

me that she is “glad she was not tested like that every day and that she had never 

seen a blood loss like that in ten years”.  I wish more than anything that that lovely 

midwife had stayed and had not been replaced by the woman who followed her!  

I was in critical care and being checked every 30 minutes, I had tubes coming out of 

me, blood all over me and couldn’t move due to the epidural. I had really annoying 

things on my legs which I have no idea what they are called which tighten and relax 

to stop your blood from clotting.  

I had 4 units of blood transfused but this made me really burn up, I was boiling with a 

fan on me and as my daughter needed to keep warm she was kept at the other end 

of the room. I was so weak I couldn’t move and I just wanted to pick her up and feel 

close to her. My partner did the best he could, neither of us knew what we were 

doing and hadn’t slept for days.  

As the drugs started to wear off the pain really kicked in, it was horrendous I was 

shaking and could hardly talk, I couldn’t think straight for the pain. It had been so 

long since I had had any water or food and I was so thirsty but was told I could not 

have anything in case I needed to go down to theatre again as I was still losing 

blood.  

The midwife asked me about the pain and asked if it was worse than contractions, 

she then said “oh well you won’t know seeming as you had an epidural” and 

dismissed my plea for pain relief, I think I was given Paracetamol and 

Dihydrocodeine but that was all. I was far too weak to argue. This has since made 

me really angry, I don’t feel my pain was well managed. I can honestly say that night 

was the worst night of my life the pain was so intense I didn’t feel like it was ever 

going to end. 

Morning finally arrived and at about 6am I turned a corner and although I was still in 

pain it was nothing compared to the pain of the night before. A doctor came to see 

me and briefly explained what had happened to me in about two sentences I was still 

too dazed to really take it in. He told me I had suffered from a Post Pregnancy 

Haemorrhage and that my Uterus had not contracted back once my baby had been 

delivered therefore the blood flow did not stop and just kept coming. He said “see 

you next year!” as though I would be fine and soon forget about all this and want 

another baby. I thought at the time “I don’t think so!” and three years later my 

thoughts have not changed.  I asked the doctor if I could have a drink and some 



food, he said I should have received water every 30 minutes. I could not believe it, 

the midwife looked very sheepish at this moment! I soon received water and some 

toast, I felt instantly better than I did after this probably as it had been over 24 hours 

now since I had really had a drink and a good 36 hours since I had eaten.  

A new midwife arrived and helped my partner bathe our daughter and then I was 

finally taken out of the blood soaked clothes I had given birth in and washed down. I 

still needed some blood tests and as I have a negative blood type and my daughters 

blood is positive an Anti-D injection. As the nurse attempted to take my blood she 

was very rough with me and was struggling to find a vein, my arms were covered in 

bruises from this and she actually muttered ‘oh you’re the one whose blood is really 

hard to take’. Whilst I was still in the delivery room the anaesthetist came back to see 

me she said that she had heard other members of staff talking about what had 

happened to me and could not believe that it was me it had happened to when 

everything had seemed to be going so well. I really appreciated her coming to see 

me, I could tell she was clearly someone who genuinely cared about others. By this 

time I was starting to feel better and was taken out of critical care and put onto a 

ward with the other new mums.  

Once on the ward it took all my strength to attempt to stand but I was determined to 

do so, I could still barely feel my left side as I had been given another dose of 

epidural in theatre. Finally I was able to pick my daughter up. I will always feel guilty 

about not being there for those first 24 hours really even though I know I had no 

control over it. I know deep down that this has shaped our relationship without me 

even realising it. I never feel that I do enough for her and as a result I would hold my 

hands up in saying I am too soft on her!  

When I stood up I lost some more blood, this was partially cleaned up but I would 

like to add that the cleanliness of this ward was horrendous. There was blood on the 

bathroom door handles and grab rails for about 36 hours and a blood filled urine 

sample was also left in there for about 24 hours along with dirty towels. At one point 

my sheets on my bed had not been changed for days, I asked where the sheets 

where so I could do it and received a very sharp reply and actually had to show the 

midwife my sheets to explain that they were covered in blood. Just to make me feel 

even better about myself I’m sure!  

My mum arrived that day and helped shuffle me into the bathroom to get a shower, 

in my horror something fell out of me at first I thought it was a blood clot then my 

mum informed me it was gauze which they must have used to try and stop the 

bleeding. I am so relieved that this came out of me can you imagine if it hadn’t and 

the infection this could have caused? I am sure this should have been removed in 

theatre. 

Whilst I was getting changed a midwife saw my tummy and exclaimed “you have jelly 

belly!” For those of you who don’t know what this very technical term of ‘jelly belly’ is, 

it is when your stomach muscles have torn. She asked me if the physiotherapist had 

seen me I said yes but that she had not checked my stomach and had just given me 

a leaflet with some exercises to do and that was that. Yet another issue dealt with 

insensitively and without the proper care and attention it deserved in my opinion.  



I was struggling to wee after having my catheter removed and was informed I really 

had to or they would have to put one back in, I tried the running of water techniques 

and then got into a bath to see if this would relax me, the next I know my partner is 

shaking me awake, I was exhausted and had fallen asleep in what was now a very 

cold bath. However I did manage to wee after that so I guess something worked! 

I decided on  breast feeding my daughter rather than using bottles, the midwives 

helped me and I thought everything was going fine I was in pain from the stitches 

and bruising and I was still exhausted but other than that things where ok. I 

remember my daughter was sick quite a lot in the first couple of days as she brought 

up a lot of black mucus apparently this is because it took so long to deliver her.  

My daughter was weighed again a couple of days after delivery. I was informed she 

had lost more than 10% of her body weight and was dehydrated with Jaundice. I was 

asked to express some milk, it was then that it became very apparent that my milk 

had not come through properly. I was told this was ‘common as I had received a 

blood transfusion’, fantastic I thought, why on earth did no one tell me this sooner?? I 

switched to bottles immediately and gave up on breast feeding. I felt so guilty that my 

body hadn’t been feeding my baby and wanted to get fluids into her as quickly as I 

possibly could. After this my daughter had to have quite a few blood tests. The 

paediatrician was struggling to get any more blood out of her heel so a needle was 

put into her hand. That was enough to push me over the edge. I had had enough, 

me going through pain ok that was bad but my daughter screaming in pain was just 

too much. I sobbed uncontrollably outside the room. I felt like I couldn’t breathe and 

was doubled over, my heart wrenching with pain.  

The days had now passed and it was back to Saturday. A whole week had passed 

and I was still not being allowed to go home. I couldn’t take it any longer I just 

wanted to take my baby home. I got advice from a family member who had been a 

neo-natal nurse regarding my daughter and made the decision to discharge us both, 

I was going home and that was that. I had to see the senior paediatrician and after 

debating with her it was agreed my daughter would receive a blood test at home the 

next day but that if she was still dehydrated she would need to go onto the neo-natal 

ward. (My daughter received the blood test and was no longer dehydrated).  

I was finally back home and struggling to walk up and down stairs still due to my 

stitches which were on the inside and outside but I was relieved to be back. It is then 

that another part of my story begins. I started to play my time in hospital back over in 

my head, again and again, it was like a broken record stuck on repeat. I knew 

already that this was going to affect me quite deeply and at times due to lack of 

sleep from looking after a new-born and being unable to sleep due to the flashbacks 

I really did not think I could go on and thought I had gone completely crazy.  

I spoke to my health visitor and she referred me to the birth after thoughts service at 

the hospital. I received a phone call from the midwife to say this service was 

changing and mums now had to go into the hospital to speak to someone but that it 

was not fully set up yet and that she would call me back. A month or so later I left a 

voicemail on the answer machine for this service and never received a phone call 

back. 



The months passed, I tried to move on from what had happened to me but I still felt 

frustrated at the way I had been treated by some of the staff in hospital and was 

confused about what had actually happened to me. The nights where long, I didn’t 

sleep much and this did little for my state of mind. I often suffered from sleep 

paralysis when I did sleep along with nightmares and flashbacks. I know understand 

these as sign of Post Natal Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. About seven months 

passed and I could see I was getting worse and not better, I decided to go to a local 

women’s centre and told them my story. I don’t think the woman who runs the centre 

could quite believe her ears, especially about the birth after thoughts service not 

getting back in touch with me. She put my name down for counselling. I was relieved 

someone was finally helping me.  

Strangely enough the birth after thoughts service rang me within a few days of this, I 

am pretty sure that the woman from the women’s centre must have had something to 

do with this and I was given an appointment immediately. I went to the appointment 

and relayed everything which I have written above, it took two and a half hours just 

to go through my birth notes and amazingly my post natal notes where no were to be 

found!! I was angry it had taken me so long to see someone, I still think that leaving it 

to fester away for months in my mind has left long term damage.  

Everything that happened to me was explained, I found out a lot of things I didn’t 

know for example that there are five different drugs they can give you in that 

scenario and that it came down to fifth one before anything started to work. I 

explained that I was grateful that my life had been saved but that my main points of 

concern where regarding: 

The lack of communication and events not being fully explained. 

The way some issues where handled insensitively by members of staff. 

The lack of cleanliness and hygiene. 

That on numerous occasions I felt I had been forgotten about. 

That I had ‘slipped through the net’ more than once with regards to being able to 

access the birth after thoughts service.  

I explained that I did not feel I would be able to put myself through having another 

baby due to these events. I was given an apology and was assured that the issues 

would be looked into and also that my details would be forwarded to the 

physiotherapists so I could see someone about my torn stomach muscles. 

I never heard from anyone at the hospital again after this day including the 

physiotherapists.  

I had a session of counselling and felt like I was able to start putting the whole thing 

behind me. I still had some issues for example I felt pea green with envy at anyone 

who had a ‘normal’ birth. And not because I wanted anyone to go through what I did 

but because I wished and still do that this had never happened to me and that I had 

the type of birth where you get to hold your baby afterwards and have your picture 

taken together and celebrate with tea and toast! Jealousy is a horrible emotion and I 



feel guilty for feeling this way especially because I understand and may I add truly 

am grateful that yes I am here and my baby is alive and well and others have not 

been as lucky and have been through far worse than me.  

It has now been three years since the birth and as a result of PN PTSD I now suffer 

from anxiety and panic attacks. I don’t seem to be able to cope with stressful 

situations in the same way I did before and often find it difficult to organise my 

thoughts. I think I am still on ‘high alert’ from the trauma and this continues to impact 

on my life.  

My overwhelming lasting feelings are that of lack of control, I had no control over 

what happened to me and as a result of this struggle with situations in which I feel 

out of control again. Unfortunately my partner and I recently separated, I have no 

doubt that my PN PTSD has had a part to play in this. 

I am currently receiving counselling again at the moment and hope that this 

combined with sharing my story with others who can relate to me will enable me to 

move forward with my life.  

 

 

 


