
Cheryl’s Story 
 
I had a wonderful pregnancy, although it was a high risk one as I had rhesus 
disease and my care involved fortnightly scans and blood draws to check my 
antibody titre (the levels of antibodies in my blood). We where warned 
throughout my pregnancy that at any stage my baby could become anaemic and 
intervention would be necessary so all the way through my pregnancy we were 
cautious but my care was second to none and very thorough. 
 
It was March 20th 2007 and I was 37 weeks pregnant, we'd just got home from 
shopping when I got a call from the hospital — bad news my antibody titre which 
was taken a week ago was 67 (15 being the cut off point to get the baby out). We 
had been told throughout, that a titre of 15 or higher was very dangerous and 
would mean intervention (before 34 weeks and inter-uterine blood transfusion, 
after 34 weeks delivery). 
 
It was like someone had punched me in the stomach as I knew my baby was in 
danger. I got to the hospital where they scanned me and told me my baby had 
definitely become anaemic and that they would schedule a section first thing in 
the morning. My husband Mark protested and said if the baby was so poorly we'd 
like him to be got out right now so they rang the delivery suite and asked how 
busy they were before they would let me go down!!! HELLO, you've just told us 
that he was poorly and had a significant bleed inside me!! Anyhow, luckily for us 
the delivery suite was quiet so I was sent down and prepared for a section. 
 
Consultants and doctors came into the room to chat with us, basically they all 
said they where unsure of our baby's condition and most likely he'd need a blood 
exchange after birth. I'll never ever forget the word "death" spilling out of the 
consultants mouth as he was telling us the worst case scenario. 
 
The time came when I was taken into theatre, by this time I was shaking with 
fear, I was so scared. I was given anaesthetic and laid on the table when the 
midwife started shouting at the surgeons to hurry as our baby's heartbeat began 
to dramatically drop, the room was filled with chaos, Mark saw the whole op, the 
cut the birth - everything. 
 
Christian was born at 9.06pm. He was pulled from me, wrapped in a towel, I gave 
him a peck on the cheek then the midwife and doctors ran to special care with 
him, closely followed by Mark. 
 
There I lay just wishing I was with our baby I didn’t know whether he was dying 
or OK, I wasn’t informed of anything. There were students in the room and the 
surgeon took the opportunity to teach his students about caesareans on me. I 
was unnecessarily prodded and poked and I could feel him rummaging around 
inside me taking my breath, I felt like a slab of meat and I can still feel his hands 
inside me. Although there was no pain, I could still feel and because the baby was 
out, my support was gone, I had a wonderful nurse talking to me through the op 
and Mark held my hand, now this support had all gone. I was eventually stapled 
up (seemed like hours) and was taken to see our baby Christian where we 
informed that he definitely needed a blood exchange. 
 
I was taken up to the ward (on another floor) and I kept drifting in and out of 
sleep whilst clutching a photo of him on my chest whilst he went through the 
blood exchange, I wanted to ask if this was a dangerous procedure but I couldn’t 
get the words out because I was too scared of the answer. 
 



In the morning I rang for a nurse to un-catheter me and take me down to see 
Christian, I got to hold him for 5 minutes, it was the best 5 minutes ever, when I 
spoke, he recognised my voice and turned his head to look up at me but I had to 
hand him back so quickly which was just awful. I also knew that the first 
exchange hadn’t worked and he needed another. Christian underwent another 
exchange and everything went perfectly. 
 
After 4 days in special care and being made to feel like a burden on the nurses 
because I had to have someone wheel me down. Christian was well enough to be 
by my bedside, I was whooping for joy, to say I was ecstatically happy was an 
understatement. I was preparing all his stuff in special care to take up to my 
room with a big cheesy grin on my face when I overheard a disagreement 
happening between the special care nurse and my ward nurse - the ward 
wouldn’t accept him as they were too under staffed and couldn’t cope with a baby 
from special care, although the SC nurse explained that I was his sole carer and 
needed no other care.  
 
My whole world collapsed again and I just wanted to run away with him and hide, 
no-one wanted him. I got back to the ward without my baby and overheard 
another discussion with ward nurses who didn’t know I was his mum and they 
could’ve been talking about an old football not my baby! When they realised I 
was the mother they apologised and proceeded to explain why they couldn’t 
accept IT, yes that’s right ‘IT’ on the ward. To be honest I can’t remember her 
words, I was too gutted to take anything else in. 
 
Finally, Christian was allowed with me and I was eventually discharged from 
hospital but on that same day I started to pour blood from my section wound so I 
couldn’t go home. I had a heamotoma and there was talk of taking me back to 
theatre to be re-stitched. By this time I was slowly getting depressed and crying 
uncontrollably, I was too scared to go to the loo as I thought that my insides 
were going to spill out and I told Mark that I wanted to discharge myself. Mark 
spoke to the nurses and they said I should be grateful of my stay as I was in a 
side room. 
 
It took 12 weeks for my wound to recover and Christian has been discharged 
from children’s outpatients with a clean bill of health and we were told that he 
most likely would've been still born if we had waited for the morning section. 
 
He's a beautiful and happy baby with a big smile for everyone. I missed out on 
holding him and cuddling him in his first days and the whole labour and post natal 
care experience was dreadful, but it has made not one bit of difference to the way 
I feel about him, he lights up my world every time I look at him. 
 


