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            For our baby.
 Even though you did not quite
 make it into this world, you will be
 etched in our hearts forever.
            

         
 
         
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            Introduction

         
 
         Siobhán
 
         THE SECOND TIME AROUND is much easier. That is what I had been told by so many mothers. So when I became pregnant for the second time and it felt different from the first one, I did not worry about it too much. Unlike my first pregnancy, I was not constantly enveloped in a haze of nausea. I assumed that my body was more experienced this time around and, as such, I did not put too much stock into the old wives’ tale that “morning sickness is the sign of a strong baby”.
         
 
         When I suffered a miscarriage, at twelve weeks and three days, I was completely shocked. I don’t even like the word “miscarriage”. It’s so formal. It sounds like something you would hear in a courtroom: “a miscarriage of justice”. It does not do justice to the heart-wrenching experience of losing a baby.
 
         That’s what happened to me: I lost my baby. The little life that was growing inside of me slipped away and left me empty, stunned and heart-broken.
         
 
         I was in denial for quite a while after it happened. When I finally did come around and started looking for answers, I did not realise it would be so difficult to find them. I thought I would be able to go to my local bookstore and pick up several books about losing a baby. I was wrong. I searched and searched but all I found was one book. It was hidden away, out of sight (maybe because this is a subject we are sometimes afraid to tackle?) and I had to ask a sales assistant to help me find it.
 
         Apparently somewhere between a quarter and a third of all pregnancies end up with the loss of the baby and all I could find was one book about it. To add to this, it was a very factual book. As much as facts and statistics are helpful, I wanted to read about how this tragedy had affected other people. I wanted to know if I was normal. Were my reactions and emotions normal? Was I feeling how other women felt when this happened to them?
 
         I could not find any books that dealt with the emotional trauma. So I decided to write down my own personal experience in the hope that, some day, someone else who has lost a baby can pick it up and find some solace in the knowledge that their feelings and reactions are normal. (That’s another word I don’t like – normal – because I don’t think there are any “normal” reactions to such a heart-wrenching loss).
         
 
         Most importantly, this is a book about hope. My wish is that it inspires you, the reader, to be hopeful about, and look forward to, the future.
 
         Dave
 
         WHEN WE LOST OUR BABY it was definitely the most confusing time of my life. As a “Man” I felt that I was just supposed to get on with it, look after my wife and pass on messages from well-wishers. This was not a time to feel sorry for myself; this is something that affects the women, and aren’t we lucky that we don’t have to go through it?!
         
 
         It seems to me that a lot of the books on pregnancy, birth, babies and parenthood are either written by doctors or mothers. The birth of our first baby and the loss of our second baby affected me profoundly and I wanted to co-write this book with Siobhán for any dads who have been unfortunate to experience the loss of a baby. It’s heartbreaking for us too. We shed tears as well and we should not be afraid to talk about that, or to show our feelings about it. We have come a long way from the days when men were not “real men” if they cried. It’s OK for us to feel the loss and, most importantly, to be able to talk about our loss. It was my baby too and I also have a right to grieve.
 
         
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            Chapter 1
            
 
            How It All Began

         
 
         Siobhán’s recollections …
 
         I HALF-EXPECTED IT TO HAPPEN to me on my first pregnancy and would run to the bathroom every so often to check that I was not, in fact, bleeding. Luckily for me I had a good pregnancy (except for all the morning sickness) and a good birth (except for all the pain!) on my first baby and so I thought I knew a thing or two when I became pregnant for the second time.
         
 
         My second pregnancy was quite unexpected; in fact, I was shocked to discover I was pregnant again so soon. It wasn’t exactly planned.
 
         My son was seven months old and my husband’s Christmas party was coming up. I was starting to get the hang of this parenting business and my feelings of panic when leaving the baby at all had started to dwindle. That tends to happen when they start teething! Between sleepless nights and all the work that goes with a very active seven-month old, every so often we needed a break. We needed some time alone as a couple, so every now and then the grandparents would babysit. It was nice. The panic I felt as a new mammy was wearing off and I was getting a little bit of a social life back. I was feeling kind of like my old self again.
         
 
         When my husband asked me if I wanted to go to his work Christmas party, adding that his parents had offered to take the baby overnight so that we could stay out late and sleep in the next day, I was very happy to say “yes”. Having a night out together was a rare treat and I was really looking forward to it.
 
         We got the baby ready and my husband left him over with the grandparents while I spent ages getting ready. I did not get out much anymore, so I was making the most of it. We went along, had a lovely dinner and a few glasses of wine. We called and checked on the baby and he was sleeping fine, so my husband suggested we go to a nightclub. I love dancing but I suggested we go home. He was surprised and a little bit disappointed but when I told what I had in mind for him, he was pulling his coat on with record speed to run out and hail a taxi! (We had not been getting much “alone time” since the little nipper had come along, so the chance of an uninterrupted kiss and cuddle was far more appealing than a nightclub).
 
         We got home, cracked open a bottle of wine, put on some soft music and lit the fire. As we were getting down to the good stuff, we realised we had no contraception. You know the way it is (I should get a slap on the wrist for saying this); we had been sipping on wine for a while, the fire was warm and the little man was away for the night. It was tempting, to say the least. Add to that temptation the fact that it was a windy and rainy December night outside and the nearest chemist or shop was well past closing time so, even if we had tried, we may not have been able to find condoms; plus we were getting caught up in the heat of the moment and we did want to interrupt all that to sort out contraception. (I know, I know, we were very irresponsible …) Anyway, I calculated my dates and reckoned we were safe, so we threw caution to the wind and had a very pleasant night.
         
 
         Two weeks later it was Christmas. I felt a little bit tired. I was a tad short-tempered as well. I just thought I was run-down from all the Christmas preparations. I was so tired on Christmas Day that I did not even have wine with my dinner and, soon after dessert, I was curled up on the sofa in my pyjamas. I thought my exhaustion was from a lack of sleep and the constant running around after a very energetic and imaginative seven-month-old.
 
         It never dawned on me that I could be pregnant; I thought I was simply worn out from how busy I had been. Instead of thinking about my symptoms and putting two and two together, I put my feelings of tiredness down to the baby teething and the fact we had cooked for eight people on Christmas Day.
         
 
         We had booked a winter holiday for the three of us. My husband and I had decided it would be our Christmas present to each other that year and we were really excited at the prospect of getting some sun, while it was freezing cold here. A few days into the New Year, we headed off to the Canaries for some sun and relaxation. I still felt a bit tired; I was expecting my period to arrive at any minute and I usually get a bit tired before it arrives. I never suspected for a minute that I might be pregnant. After all, we had only been together without contraception that one time, so I thought we were safe.
 
         On our first night away we had dinner and ordered some wine. I was not really up to much and the smell of the wine did not appeal to me. Looking back now I should have realised what was going on but I was so preoccupied with my son that I thought all my feelings of tiredness were due to sleepless nights and all the travelling we had done that day. We had a pretty early night as we were all exhausted from the long day; also, we wanted to get up early the next morning, as we were planning to head off and explore the island in our hired car.
 
         The next morning we hopped into the car and as we were heading up the main road out of the town, we came across a shopping complex. I must admit, I am something of a shopaholic, so I wanted to go in. My husband reluctantly agreed, so we parked the car. Just as we walked in the front doors of the complex, I stopped and gagged. I was repulsed by the smell of fish. I could not even see a fish bar, so I did not know where the smell was coming from but I could not stand it. I had to run out of the centre to get some fresh air in a bid not to throw up. My husband, running after me, joked that I must be “up the duff”. (He never was very eloquent!) I started putting two and two together. I did not like the smell or taste of wine. I was feeling very tired. I had been a bit ratty over the previous weeks. I could smell a fish counter at the back of a supermarket – from practically outside the supermarket. All signs indicated I was pregnant. Not quite believing I could be, I decided I had better get a test and find out for sure.
         
 
         I went into a chemist and asked for a pregnancy test. I soon realised no-one could understand me, so I went off around the shop by myself, trying to find a test. After an unsuccessful search of the shop, I enlisted the help of the staff again. Baby, I gestured as I rubbed my tummy. They eventually figured out what I was saying and went into the back, into the stockroom, to retrieve a test for me. (It’s a lot different from Ireland, where you can buy pregnancy tests at the front of the shop, well displayed). It was not like that in Lanzarote. They were very secretive about it. The tests were not on display anywhere in the shop. They were also very discreet; instead of handing it to me over the counter in full view of everyone, they had the test fully concealed and wrapped up in a brown paper bag, well out of sight, before they even let me pay for it!
         
 
         We went back to the hotel, safely away from the fish bar, and I went into the bathroom to do the business. We waited in our room, on the bed, as our eight-month-old, who had just learned to walk around the furniture, was smiling and gurgling at us. I went back in. There were two pink circles waiting for me. The test was front to back in Spanish but I assumed that it is universally accepted that two blue lines, or two pink circles, mean “si”, there is a baby. We celebrated, albeit a little apprehensively, as we watched our little boy walking, crawling and stumbling around the room. I’m sure we were both thinking the same thing: “How are we going to manage two, when we already have our hands full with this one?”
         
 
         Still, we had always wanted more children and this way, they would be close together in age and they would be great pals. After the shock started to wear off, we talked about it and agreed that it was good news, even if was a little unexpected! I started calculating dates and I realised that our baby’s due date would be September 11th. Everyone remembers the awful events of that date in 2001, but we decided not to take it as an omen. Our son, Mitchell, had been born ten days early so we hoped this little bundle of joy would be just as accommodating and come before his or her due date too.
 
         We were lucky with the lovely hotel and warm weather, so we made the most of our time away by enjoying a relaxing and leisurely week. We did lots of sleeping and swimming and generally had a relaxing time. We were coming around to the idea of there being four of us soon. I was fast learning that, when it comes to babies, the word “planning” usually does not apply!
         
 
         We went home rejuvenated and happy. Because I had already been through a good pregnancy first time around and was lucky enough to have a healthy baby, I did not think twice about telling my mother the good news when I was only six weeks’ pregnant. I assumed everything would go fine because I had been through it all before and did not wait for the twelve-week “safety net” to pass before sharing my good news. When I said “Mam, you’ll never guess what …”, the expression on her face showed she was not expecting that kind of news at all. She was quite shocked but I assured her (I think I was reassuring myself too) that we were happy about and I asked that she be happy for us too.
 
         Once she saw we were genuinely happy, she was great about it. She knew first-hand how hard it would be to have two babies close in age because my sister and I were born just twenty months apart but she reassured me (or maybe she was trying to comfort me!) that I would be fine. She told me how she had coped just fine with us two and she was sure I would manage too. She did admit that she found it a little bit hard when we were both small babies but that once we were toddlers, my sister and I occupied each other most of the time, by playing together. In the long run, she assured me that she was glad we had been so close in age because we were such good friends as a result. I knew she was deliberately avoiding telling me how hard it would be but I appreciated it at that time because truth be told, I was rather overwhelmed at the thought of having two babies with only sixteen months between them.
         
 
         So the cat was out of the bag. My secret was not a secret for long. I did not worry that I had told her so soon because I assumed all would be fine. There was a lesson to be learned there as well (even though I did not know it at that point). You should never assume anything when it comes to pregnancy and babies. I know that now. I wish I had not been so quick to talk about it. I would have told my family but I would not have told friends and acquaintances so quickly. It’s only later, when the baby is gone and you run into someone you know who has not heard that you lost your baby and who asks how the pregnancy is going, that you wish you could turn back time and keep your mouth shut. Even worse is when you run into someone you have not seen for a while. You know as they are talking to you at first they are staring at your tummy, looking for a growing bump and confused as to why you are not “showing”. Sadly there is no bump any more and you have to explain and try to save yourself from tears and them from awful embarrassment – that’s an awkward moment for everyone involved. I guess that’s why our mothers and grandmothers kept tight-lipped until they had passed the three-month barrier.
         
 
         I went to see my doctor when I was eight weeks pregnant and she confirmed my good news. I told her I was not experiencing any sickness or discomfort. I explained to her that I had suffered very badly from morning sickness on my first pregnancy and that I was a bit worried that I was not feeling any of that this time around. She told me not to worry about it. She assured me that all pregnancies are different and that what happened for me first time around, might not happen this time. So I went off home, feeling chuffed with myself that I was off the hook with the awful “morning, noon and night sickness”, as I used to call it.
 
         I called the hospital the next day and booked in for my first appointment. I was due to go there at fourteen weeks. I was starting to get excited about the pregnancy, especially since I had booked my scan appointment and would soon be able to see my little baby bouncing around inside me. All was going well. I felt OK and I was coming around to the idea of managing with two babies less than eighteen months of age!
 
         
         
 
         Dave’s recollections …
 
         I WAS 30 WHEN MY SON WAS BORN. Up until then I could not remember crying, but his arrival certainly opened up something inside of me. Shortly after his birth, I was driving from the hospital to meet my parents and brother for the traditional celebratory drinks. As I was driving along, thinking about his little face and my beautiful wife and the over-whelming and amazing experience we had just been through, something weird happened. From nowhere I started to gush crying. It took me over completely and I had to stop the car for a few minutes to calm myself. It was incredible. It was so powerful that I could not stop it for what seemed like the longest time. Finally, I got myself together and drove off to meet my family in our local.
         
 
         As I entered the pub and proceeded to walk towards their table, it happened again. The tears were flying out of my eyes and I was unable to stop them. I’m sure it was as much of a shock to my parents and brother as it was to me, especially as I did not have as much as one drop of alcohol inside me, to account for my outburst. When the tears ceased and I finally got myself sorted, for the second time that day, I assured them that everything was fine and that I was just feeling very emotional from the birth and also tired from a lack of sleep.
 
         This emotional release, which had never happened to me before that day, was something that would surface again in a matter of months, but for totally different reasons …
         
 
         When I found out that Siobhán was pregnant for the second time, I was delighted but a bit surprised because it was not planned. On this pregnancy, the first few months were very strange. I remembered vividly what a pregnant wife was like first time around. Loving, caring, affectionate – these were words that did not apply. Crazy, obsessive and deluded were closer to the mark; I still have the war wounds to show for it. However, this time was different. It was much more subdued and less frantic and emotional. In other words, I was not afraid of what mood she would be in when I got home from work. She was not throwing things or crying at the drop of a hat on this pregnancy. I remember reasoning that, because Siobhán had already carried a baby, her body and mind were used to this, so maybe that explained why she seemed more mellow. Also, the fact that we had such a young baby boy at home to keep her occupied kept her mind on other things. I thought it was just going to be easier second time around; how wrong I was to think like that.
         
 
         
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            Chapter 2
            
 
            When It All Went Wrong

         
 
         Siobhán’s recollections …
 
         Sunday Afternoon, February 23rd
 
         MY HUSBAND’S PARENTS HAD AGREED to come over and watch the baby for an afternoon, so we could go to the cinema. We could not exactly go clubbing considering my condition (well, I suppose we could have but I suspect it would not have been a lot of fun, with me sipping on water), so the cinema was our new favourite pastime. We would head off to see a movie whenever we wanted a couple of hours out of the house. We had booked tickets for a comedy and I was looking forward to going.
         
 
         Just before we were about to leave, I ran upstairs to the bathroom. One side effect of pregnancy I never enjoyed was the constant need to pee. I would automatically go to the bathroom whenever I was leaving the house, even if I didn’t feel the need. I went in, peed the customary three drops and when I stood up I noticed a speck of blood on the toilet paper. It was just a tiny spot that I could easily have missed, but I didn’t. My eyes were fixed on it as my heart sank. I knew at that exact moment that my baby was lost. That may sound like a very pessimistic thing to say; I know some women have bleeding in their pregnancies and the babies turn out fine but deep in my heart I knew that my baby was slipping away. I can’t explain how and I did not want to believe it but somehow I just knew.
         
 
         I screamed for my husband to come up and when he did, I showed him the little spot of blood. He was very calm and suggested that we ring one of the midwives in the hospital to ask if this was something to worry about. We called them and they assured us that it can happen in pregnancy and that quite often, it is nothing to worry about. They said I should carry on as normal and if it got any worse, I should go to see my GP.
 
         I started to think quite differently about my pregnancy after I saw that speck of blood. I began to feel bad for not cherishing being pregnant, more than I had been, up to that point. So what if I would have two little nippers under the age of eighteen months? Suddenly that seemed irrelevant. All I wanted now was for my baby to be safe and healthy. My baby. I had not thought about my baby as much as I had thought about the actual pregnancy or what it would be like to have two small babies. I had been dwelling on the wrong things and the guilt of that was almost crippling. I had been focusing on things like how I would cope in the last few months, when I would be running after a fifteen-month-old and carrying around a big bump at the same time. However, once I saw the blood and felt the fear of what “could” or “might” happen, I vowed that I would definitely focus on my baby and my pregnancy all the more from that moment. If it was a lesson I was supposed to learn, then I had learned it. I would not take my baby or being pregnant for granted, as I had been doing. I was fast learning that life is very precious and extremely fragile and should never be taken for granted. I swore all these things to myself, in my head, as I hoped against hope that somehow it would all be OK.
         
 
         My husband suggested that we go to the cinema as planned, to keep us distracted, and so off we went. We saw the movie (I don’t remember too much but it did distract me at times), had something to eat and walked around for a while. I wanted to believe that everything would be fine but I had a niggling feeling that the worst was ahead of us. We went home and I was constantly running to the bathroom, checking for more blood. There was very little that day, but the few spots that did come caused me more worry than I had ever experienced in my life.
 
         
         
 
         Monday Morning, February 24th
 
         The next morning, as I got out of bed with trepidation, I just knew it was worse. I could feel the blood before I got to the bathroom. There was not a great deal of it but it was enough to make me get to my doctor’s surgery for the first early morning appointment. The doctor we saw said we should try not to worry (how on earth is that possible?) but to ease our minds he called the hospital and asked them to slot us in for a scan that afternoon.
 
         We felt a bit relieved; surely the scan would show that the baby was growing “normally”? I hate to use that word but that’s what we wanted them to tell us. We wanted to hear that our baby was within the “normal” size range for a twelve-week-old foetus. We wanted to see and hear the heart beating on the scan. We wanted to see our baby bouncing around on the monitor. We wanted reassurance. We wanted some sort of normality to stop all this worrying. It was driving me mad.
         
 
         We went to the hospital that afternoon. It was not the hospital where Mitchell was born. We had experienced a few problems during his birth and we thought we could do better second time around, so we chose a different hospital. I suppose there was a lesson to be learned there as well; the saying “better the devil you know” springs to mind. At the hospital where Mitchell was born there had been problems with overcrowding and they were short-staffed too. My birth experience had not been at all how I had imagined it to be and I felt disappointed afterwards. I vowed to have a better experience second time around. I wanted to go somewhere where the staff would listen to me and where there would not be such a problem with overcrowding and staff shortages. We decided to try a hospital on the other side of the city that had been recommended to us.
         
 
         I was stunned to discover it to be so much worse than where we had our son. When I gave birth the first time, I was not very happy with the overall experience but in hindsight I guess a lot of the aspects which I was disappointed with were out of the control of the staff. I have to say that the staff there were very friendly. Unfortunately I was about to find out the hard way that having helpful and friendly staff around you counts for a lot! They can make all the difference.
         
 
         I could not have imagined there could be somewhere with fewer staff and less time for expectant mothers, but that’s how it was. This other hospital was much, much worse. It was bare and cold and the staff were almost nowhere to be seen. We had to wait a long time and the staff did not seem too bothered about leaving us there for hours. When we eventually did meet the nurses and doctors who would be looking after us, they were not very pleasant or understanding and they did not go out of their way to reassure us either. Even if the situation had been totally hopeless, it could not have done any harm if they had been more sensitive and reassuring. A little pat on the shoulder or a smile would have gone a long way. It would have meant a lot to us at that time, when we were waiting to hear the fate of the little baby growing inside me. I’ll never forgive or forget their easy-going approach to our gravely serious situation.
         
 
         We waited for what seemed like a lifetime and eventually a nurse called me in. She took a urine sample from me and checked for the HCG pregnancy hormone. It came up positive, which was a good sign. It meant I was definitely still pregnant and that I was still producing that hormone. The signs were good. We had some hope.
 
         We went back outside and waited for the doctor. After a long while, he arrived. First he asked me a few questions and then he asked me to lie on the table, so he could examine me and do an ultrasound scan. He started the scan but had difficulty finding the baby’s heartbeat. He asked about my dates again and asked if they could be wrong.
 
         I was pretty sure I had my dates right but, in the hope of finding out that the baby was small because I had mixed up my dates, I told him that I could have been wrong about them. Instead of what looked like a twelve-week-old foetus, he said our baby looked to be about six weeks old. He could not find a heartbeat. It was the tensest moment of my life. As he told me to relax so he could examine me, I could feel every muscle in my body tensing up. I knew I had to be strong so I tried my very best to relax as I lay there, panicking about whether or not my baby had any heartbeat. I knew our baby should have had a very strong, very visible heart-beat at twelve weeks but there and then, it seemed there was no heartbeat to be found.
         
 
         He asked for my permission to do an internal ultrasound scan. These scans can be more accurate as they can get closer to the baby this way. They are uncomfortable for the mother, to say the least, but I agreed immediately because I was willing to go through anything at that stage to hear my baby’s heartbeat. He began the scan and looked carefully for a heartbeat. He eventually found one, but it was weak. He said that we either had a six-week-old embryo, which would explain the weak heartbeat and that this would be nothing to worry about, or else we had a twelve-week-old foetus that was not forming properly – and this would be something to worry about.
 
         We went home praying that we had our dates wrong. I knew in my heart that we didn’t – but still I hoped. I was willing to fool myself for the smallest chance, just the slightest possibility, that I had them wrong and that the baby was only six weeks old. I was willing to trick myself into thinking that the baby was just not developed enough yet for a strong heartbeat to be present. It was a strange drive home that Monday afternoon but we tried to be positive – for each other and for our little baby, who was clinging on to life.
 
         The doctor had arranged for us to come back on the Thursday for another scan to see how the baby was progressing. However, he said we could come back before then if the bleeding got any worse. We felt a bit more optimistic as we got home. The bleeding had not stopped but it had not got any worse either and so, I felt a glimmer of hope. I was very aware that Dave was full of hope and optimism and did not want to burst his bubble with my thoughts of doom and gloom, so I tried my best to be optimistic too. I tried to see the hope he was seeing and so we clung on to the smallest chance that things would work out alright.
         
 
         Tuesday Morning, February 25th 
         
 
         The next morning the bleeding got worse. I was so worried. We went straight back to the hospital. We waited for the doctor to come and when he did, he suggested that the bleeding was indicative of a possible miscarriage. He looked at us and he actually said, “it probably just has not happened yet”. Those were the cruellest words I have ever heard. I’m sure he did not mean to upset us but he spoke to us like he was talking about something of no importance. He seemed to be talking about a thing, not our little baby, who was, at that point, struggling to stay alive. This doctor, who was perhaps overworked, in one of our overcrowded hospitals, was more insensitive than anyone I have ever met in my life. He was so matter-of-fact about telling us our baby was probably going to die. He did not even blink as he said it.
         
 
         I was beyond shocked at his cavalier approach to giving us this news. I would like to think he did not mean to be so hurtful because I always try to see the good in people but I struggled to see it in him. I generally think that people do not mean to be deliberately hurtful without cause. If someone is hurtful or rude to me I often think that I am just around them on a bad day; I do my best not to take it personally. But how could I not take his attitude personally? He was talking about my baby and he did not seem to care one little bit. I try to understand his behaviour by thinking that he has a very hard job, where he is possibly under-appreciated and maybe underpaid – but even when I put his attitude down to whatever possible frustrations he may have in his job, I cannot excuse the lack of humanity he expressed when he gave us that news.
 
         I could feel the tears forming in my eyes as soon he uttered those words. I could feel the rage building up inside me over the way he referred to my baby. My baby, who was still inside me. My baby, who was a part of me. In my mind, he or she was already a part of our family. I had hopes and dreams that included this baby. I had names picked out. I had visions of Christmas with two babies. All of those hopes and dreams were crushed with one cold sentence from a doctor who just did not have the time or insight to be sensitive to our overwhelming sadness at what he was telling us.
         
 
         My husband is not a violent man at all but when that doctor uttered those words, I could see a look of rage flash across his face. I looked at him and calmed him down with a scornful look that said, “Please don’t punch him; he’s not being insensitive on purpose.” It would not have helped if Dave had punched him. It would not have helped if I had shouted or screamed at him. No matter what we said or did, he would not have given us any different news at that point. Nothing could stop what was happening but we could have been told in a more humane way – it would not have been as bad then.
 
         I still think about that doctor now. I wonder how many women have had to hear similar sad news from such an uncaring person. I hope he has learned to be a bit more empathic. I do understand that doctors are very busy but I don’t accept that there is ever a time for them to be complacent. This is even more important when it comes to parents and their children or babies – especially if there is a chance that the baby in question is not going to make it into this world. There is a time for doctors to be doctors but there is also a time for doctors to be human and that was one of those times. I’ll never forget that doctor as long as I live. I know it was all in a day’s work for him but it was something that would affect the rest of our lives and a little compassion would have gone a long way.
         
 
         We left the hospital shredded and devoid of hope. Not only were we facing the prospect of losing our baby but the doctor had not been explanatory or understanding about it. I wanted to know why my baby was not growing properly. I wanted to know if there was anything that we could do. I needed to speak to a doctor who could explain things to me. We decided to go straight over to the hospital where we had our first baby. We called them and asked if we could come in. As much as it was very busy, the doctors, midwives and nurses (even though they were seriously overworked) were understanding and empathic. That was exactly what we needed.
         
 
         They might as well have rolled out the red carpet for us – that was how it felt. They were great. They brought us in and talked to us and explained things to us and told us that all hope was not lost. Far from it, in fact; and to give us even more hope, they booked us in for a special early pregnancy scan the very next morning. We were so optimistic when we left the hospital that Tuesday afternoon. We were looking forward to the scan the following morning. They had spent time explaining things to us. They had told us to be calm and positive because there was still a good chance that everything would be OK. The scan would tell us what we needed to know the next day and until then, they advised us to go home and relax as much as possible.
 
         Even if they knew it was all going to end in disaster, in my opinion, they did the right thing by giving us some hope. Even though I still had feelings of dread that the worst was yet to come, I did feel a bit better and even momentarily gave myself permission to hope it might all work out. The next few hours were a happy few hours and I am so grateful for that. Either way, if our baby was not going to make it into this world, there was a world of pain waiting for us; so for the empathy and support we received that day, I will be eternally grateful.
         
 
         Tuesday Evening 
         
 
         We called my mam and asked her to come and stay with us so we could get up early and go to the hospital the next morning without waking our baby son. Our appointment was for 8.00 am so we wanted to leave at 7.30 am and our little man was not used to getting up before 8.30 am. Mam was happy to help out so we collected her on our way home and brought her back to our house. Then, we picked up the baby from my husband’s parents house, where he had spent the day with his Nana and Grandad, and we headed for home.
 
         We felt much more upbeat about things as we got home. We were in good spirits as we ordered Chinese food to be delivered to the house. We had dinner and then we put the little man to bed. We chatted for a while with my mam about the events of the past few days.
         
 
         My mother had lost a baby before I was born and had often talked about it while I was growing up, so I was familiar with miscarriage. I knew she had been 10 weeks pregnant, had suffered bleeding and cramps and while she was in hospital had lost the baby. She then went on to have a lot of problems when she became pregnant with me, a few months afterwards. She suffered bleeding in early pregnancy and had to stay in bed for several weeks until it ceased. Despite all that, she went on to have a healthy pregnancy and I was born without any complications.
 
         We had some hope and we were feeling optimistic. Even if I knew in my heart it was silly to hope, it was better to hope and feel upbeat than to think about the alternative outcome. My mam was telling us how she had bled for several weeks when she was pregnant with me and I had turned out fine, despite all that. She seemed to know all the right things to say, as she did her best to reassure us. At the time it really did help. Thanks, mam!
 
         We felt much better. We really wanted to believe everything would be OK, so that’s what we chose to believe. This little baby, who we had been apprehensive about, was becoming more and more important to us with each passing minute.
 
         
         
 
         Tuesday Night 
         
 
         We decided to go to bed early, as we had an early start ahead of us the next day. We went to bed, chatted for a few minutes and then snuggled up to go to sleep. That was when the pains started. I recognised them immediately. You can never forget labour pains. They are so distinctive and once you have experienced them you will remember them, vividly, for the rest of your life. As I lay there in our bed, I started to curl up into a ball to help ease the pains. “I think I’m in labour,” I said to my husband, in a voice of utter disbelief. He started to rub my lower back, which had started aching badly and he was helping me to focus on my breathing.
 
         “I’m losing our baby,” I told him. He urged me not to think or speak like that and tried to convince me that it could have been something else. I told him that we needed to go to the hospital straight away. My mam and the baby were asleep in the other rooms and we did not want to wake them, so I got out of bed as quietly as I could and walked towards the bathroom.
 
         When I got into the bathroom there was a “pop”. It was exactly like when my waters broke at the end of my first pregnancy but, instead of water, there was blood. There was so much blood. I closed the door over. I don’t know why, but I didn’t want my husband to see what was happening. I wanted to protect him, I think. Maybe I thought it was bad enough that I had to see it, so I tried to spare him the sight of it. I stood up and there was blood pouring out of me. I don’t know how there could have been so much but it seemed like it was never-ending.
         
 
         Within a few seconds, my husband and my mam were at the door asking me if I was alright. I did not know how to answer. I came out in shreds. I told them our baby was gone. What else could I say? How else could I say it? I knew our baby was gone. My husband went into our bedroom and I could hear him crying. I did not cry then. I was in too much shock and pain to even process any emotions. It was all physical for me at that stage.
 
         As I stood there, the pains came over me again. To be more accurate, they were not pains, they were contractions. I stood against the banister for support and my mam rubbed my back. As I was crouched over, I could hear my husband crying in our bedroom. I was doing my best to hold back the screams I wanted to let out. I wanted to scream for the pain I was in. I wanted to scream over the shock and sadness of what was happening. I kept as quiet as I could and focused on my breathing.
 
         Dave got my overnight bag ready and we made our way downstairs and out to the car. I could barely walk. Dave and my mam had to help me. I was in so much pain. The pains were bad enough but on top of that, I knew there would be no baby at the end of all these painful contractions. It would all be for nothing.
 
          As I left my house I asked my mam if she would clean up the mess I had made in the bathroom. I knew I would not be able to face it when I came home and I did not think Dave would be able to either. The only person in the world who could clean it up was my mam. She is the only person I could have asked to do that. Throughout all the pain and disbelief, I was glad she was there. She gave me some comfort. I also knew she would look after Mitchell for as long as necessary and clean away the reminders of what had happened before I came home.
         
 
         We drove off and left her there, cleaning up the mess and looking after the baby, who stayed asleep, thankfully. The drive to the hospital was horrible. I thought driving to the hospital when I was in labour on my first baby was challenging but this was a complete nightmare. The contractions were coming hard and fast and I was bleeding quite heavily as well. Apart from the pain and trauma, my husband was fretting. He was trying to drive slowly and carefully but, at the same time, trying to hurry. I knew the baby was gone or going but he still had a shred of hope that it was not gone. I think he was trying to do something in an effort to save us or protect us and the only way he could do that was to get us to the hospital as quickly as he could.
 
         As he drove like a maniac he kept on saying reassuring things to me. I could not believe he still had hope in the midst of what had happened. He is quite optimistic most of the time but this was more optimistic than I could have ever imagined. He was clinging to the faint hope that all was not lost yet. I meekly agreed with him that there may have been a slight chance but in my heart I knew there was none. I just could not face telling him. I thought I could leave that up to the doctors.
         
 
         We pulled up outside the hospital. It was the second hospital we had visited that afternoon, the hospital where we had Mitchell. They had been so positive earlier that day and we were hoping they would be able to help us and give us some good news about where all the blood was coming from. Well, Dave was hoping, I was already feeling defeated. Dave rushed around to help me out of the car. There was literally an explosion of blood as I stood up. It was everywhere. As I walked, or to be more accurate, crawled into the hospital, I left a trail behind me. They took me straight into the emergency room and asked my husband to wait outside. There I was lying in a bed in the emergency room, in of one of the busiest maternity hospitals in the country, by myself, losing my baby.
 
         To make matters even worse, I was lying on a bed with only a flimsy curtain between myself and the woman in the bed next to me. She was 37 weeks pregnant and in labour and I could hear her healthy baby’s heartbeat, on a machine, happily beating away, as my baby was leaving me. It was so sad for me to hear life coming into the world right beside me, as my baby was slipping away from me. I felt very conscious of that woman having her baby, in that horrid emergency room. It was bad enough for her that she did not have the time to make it to a delivery suite upstairs but to be laying beside me, a woman losing a baby, must not have been very pleasant for her. Giving birth and meeting your baby for the first time should be a joyous occasion and I did not want to put a cloud over that experience for her, by crying out over the baby I was losing. So I tried to be as quiet as I could.
         
 
         I also tried to be quiet for the other mothers-to-be who were around me, in that room. It was a nightmare because the emergency room does not have any cubicles; there are only curtains between the patients, which mean everyone knows what is going on beside them. No matter how quiet I tried to be, everyone knew I was losing my baby because I was sobbing and the nurses were talking about me, outside my curtain, wondering whether or not I would need a D&C afterwards. There was no such thing as privacy in that emergency room. I hope someday they can invest in something other than curtains so the apprehensive and sometimes terrified women do not have to hear everything going on around them.
 
         As I lay there, sobbing quietly and breathing through the contractions to the best of my ability, without any pain relief or my husband’s hand to squeeze, one of the nurses came over to me and told me that the doctor would be coming soon. It was probably only a few minutes but it seemed like a long time had passed when he finally came to see me. He was a small man, in scrubs. He seemed to be visiting all of the beds in the emergency room and because I was not an “emergency”, I was one of the last he came to see. I was lying there, having strong contractions and bleeding very heavily, when he came in to examine me. I never imagined there could be contractions so strong or with so much blood at twelve weeks. I was in so much pain. I was also in shock about how it was happening. I had no idea I would go through something like this. When he examined me, he confirmed that I was in labour and that I was, in fact, losing my baby. I was devastated. Even though I knew it before he told me, there is something so final and definite about a doctor’s diagnosis, which made it all very real.
         
 
         I asked him to get my husband and I also asked for some pain relief. I did not care about all the yoga breathing that had gotten me through the labour and birth first time around. At least that time I knew I would be getting a baby at the end of it all. This time, I knew I would not be meeting my little baby and I just wanted to get away from all the pain. I wanted to be asleep. How could they leave me to go through it, by myself, without any pain relief, especially as I knew there would be no big reward at the end of all that pushing? The doctor said he would come back to me with some pain relief soon and then he told me that my husband would not be allowed in to me – hospital policy! I protested but he explained that no husbands are allowed into the emergency room unless a baby is actually being born. In hindsight, I could have protested that I was in labour and that I was, technically, giving birth but at the time I was so confused and in so much pain I did not have the energy to think of anything like that. With that, he was gone and I was left by myself again, breathing through the very strong contractions and fighting the uncontrollable urge I had to wail and scream.
         
 
         When we had arrived at the hospital that night, I was (probably foolishly) clinging on to some shred of hope that all was not lost, that, by some chance, our baby was still growing inside of me and that the blood was a result of some other, treatable, pregnancy problem. I know now that it was wishful thinking on my part but it was much easier than the awful truth of what was really happening. I guess because Dave had been so optimistic and he had been trying to convince me that all hope was not lost, I almost believed it – for a short while anyway.
 
         I could not help but feel sorry for myself. How could this be happening to me? I had a perfectly healthy pregnancy first time round. We had a beautiful, healthy, clever little boy at home. This was not supposed to happen. I never expected this and I was not at all prepared for it. As I thought about what was happening, I felt cheated. I did not appreciate the baby as much as I could have while I was pregnant and now I was being robbed of ever knowing this little baby.
         
 
         Those thoughts did not last long because the contractions were coming so fast and were getting very strong, so I had to put all my energy into getting through them. There was no sign of the doctor with the pain relief. I begged for it. I wanted to be asleep. I could not bear the thought of going through labour and not getting a healthy baby at the end of it all. I wanted someone to inject me with some sleep-inducing drug, so that when I woke up, it would all be over. The nurses told me to focus on my breathing and that would enable me to get through it. I think if Dave had been with me I would have coped so much better but being left on my own to go through the labour was something I did not feel able to do.
 
         I begged them to let my husband in. They just kept telling me that hospital policy is that no husbands or partners are allowed in the emergency room (unless a baby is being born in a hurry) so we could not be together.
 
         I was in labour, by myself, with nobody to hold my hand and help me through it. I was without pain relief, at a time when all the yoga breathing in the world could not help me. I was losing my baby and my husband was not allowed to be with me. I will never understand that policy. Gone are the days when women have to go through all the pregnancy and birth by themselves – husbands and partners can even cut the umbilical cord when a baby is born nowadays – but having a husband or partner when you are losing a baby is not allowed. It is an awful policy and it is so very, very wrong. I will never get over that. In hindsight I wish I had protested more and then, perhaps, they would have let him in. However, at the time I could hardly focus on anything other than the pain, so I did not think about causing a fuss over it.
         
 
         I was in a great deal of pain and distress but I also wanted to know how my husband was doing. I knew he was outside, thinking the worst, after what had happened in the house and in the car on the way to the hospital. I asked a nurse to check on him for me and let me know how he was. As she left, she told me to concentrate on my breathing. She came back and told me that he was sitting in the waiting area, with his head in his hands. I felt even worse. He was outside, distressed, upset and waiting for an update on the baby and I was inside, worrying about him, while I was going through the worst ordeal of my life. I sometimes wish she had lied to me. Perhaps she did not need to tell me he was sitting there, with his head in his hands?
 
         After a while the doctor came in to check on me again. I begged and pleaded with them to let my husband in. They said they would see what they could do. In the meantime, they asked me to take a deep breath and give a big push. I tried but nothing happened. I could hear the doctor saying to the nurse that there was a blockage, where all the blood had gathered. She went away and got a hook-like instrument and he inserted this inside me and “unblocked” the birth canal. There was a huge rush of blood but, horrifically, there were lots of lumps in the blood. I felt some relief, as I had been trying to push it out myself but could not. However, when I saw what had come out, I became very upset – hysterical is probably a better description. I wanted to know if my baby was in with all that blood. They whisked away everything, so I could not really see. They told me they would have to send it all up to the laboratory for examination.
         
 
         I was left there, empty, broken and alone. I had never felt more alone in my life. As I could hear the heartbeats of the healthy babies who were soon to be born in the room around me, I was acutely aware that there was no longer a little baby inside me. I felt cold and shattered. Finally, they gave me some pain relief. It was probably to put me asleep because I had been through the worst of it at that stage. I don’t even remember what it was. All I know is it made me feel numb – or perhaps I had just gone into shock. I don’t know. I remember that, after the drug, the pain was less and the bleeding was less. Soon after, I could hear the nurse on the phone asking someone upstairs to get a bed ready for me. She told them I had suffered a “complete miscarriage” and had been given some pain relief, which would probably send me off into a good night’s sleep. Therefore, they wanted to get me up to the ward and settled as soon as possible.
         
 
         Early Hours of Wednesday 26th February 
         
 
         The nurse came over and told me they would be bringing me upstairs into a ward very soon. I asked her when I would be able to see my husband. She told me to wait another minute and then I would be able to see him. She put me in a wheelchair and wheeled me out of the emergency room.
 
         He was sitting there quietly, waiting for me to come out. I will never forget the look on his face. They had not actually told him that the baby was gone, so I had to confirm it for him. I did not need to speak; he could see it all in my face. That was harder than the labour, having to confirm that to Dave. We looked at each other and we both broke down and cried. I uttered something about being sorry and I cannot quite remember what he said to me but I know he was trying to comfort me. He told me it was not my fault but he was crumbling too. It was an overwhelming feeling of hopelessness and sadness and we were both enveloped in it.
 
         They wheeled me up to the ward. Dave walked beside me, touching me and holding my hand, trying to comfort me in some way. Once we reached the room, they put me into the bed. I needed some help because the drugs had started to kick in. I was exhausted from the labour and with the drugs they had given me; I was starting to feel groggy and sleepy. I am so grateful that I was drugged. I knew there was a world of pain waiting for me but I was nowhere near being ready to face it. Instead I had the luxury of a numbing feeling washing over me, helping block out that pain. I did not want to know about that pain. I wanted to bury it and not deal with it. It was too awful to be true. My baby was dead. My little angel was gone. All that was left was a hollow, empty feeling and I did not want to know about it. For one night, I would sleep soundly from whatever drug they gave me. I could pretend I did not have to deal with it. I could drift off into a dreamless sleep and not worry about the reality of it all, at least until the next day anyway.
         
 
         I remember so clearly lying there, feeling quite peaceful. It was so strange. I had just been through a nightmare that, unfortunately for me, was not really a nightmare, it was a harsh reality. I had just lost my baby. Still, I remember feeling floaty and light-headed.
 
         That was all about to change. I had a sudden urge to pee. As I stood up to go to the bathroom I felt dizzy. I really thought that most of it had to be gone at that stage but I was wrong. I had been amazed at the amount of it and now as I got up out of the bed, I could feel it gathering again. I went into the toilets. I think I rushed but I was starting to feel really groggy, so I probably just walked slowly. I went into the cubicle and all of a sudden there was another “pop”. Another huge amount of blood, and something else, just poured out of me. I screamed. I thought it was my baby, lying there on the floor. There was something in the middle of all the blood.
         
 
         The nurse, who had helped me to the toilet, was waiting outside for me. When she heard me scream, she rushed in and scooped it all up off the floor and took it away for analysis. I asked her if that was my baby I had seen and she reassured me that it was not. She told me it was just tissue from the placenta and that the baby was definitely well gone at this stage.
 
         I wished I could have seen my baby. I wanted to say sorry for not cherishing him or her more than I had. I wanted to say goodbye. I felt cheated that he or she was just robbed from me so suddenly. It seemed so unfair. On top of those feelings, I was thinking about the labour and the utensils they had used to help me deliver. I could not help but think that the baby had been harmed on his or her way out by the utensils the doctor had used to “unclog” me. That was so hurtful to think about. It was bad enough that my baby was gone but I wanted to think that he or she had just slipped away peacefully. Instead, all I could think about was that the baby was damaged and pulled at during the delivery.
 
         I knew I was being irrational. The baby was so small that we probably would not have seen it in the midst of all the blood and tissue, but I was just bordering on going crazy at that stage, especially after the bathroom incident.
         
 
         Soon I was back in bed, with my husband holding my hand and urging me to go off to sleep. I was feeling very tired, after all I had been through. Labour itself is hard enough, without adding the trauma of losing a baby, so I was completely shattered. That, added to the drugs, had me ready for sleep.
 
         I held my husband’s hand and made him promise not to leave me until I was definitely asleep. I had been alone for so much of that night and I wanted him to be with me until I was gone into a sleep and away from the horror of what had happened. He stayed with me for what seemed like a long time and eventually, somewhere in the early hours of the morning, I fell asleep.
 
         When I woke up it was all very hazy. I felt tired and groggy and for a few seconds I did not quite know what was going on. Then reality hit me. Reality, free from drugs, hit me. It was too awful to be real. I could not bear to think about it. The nurse came in and asked me how I was feeling. I am not sure if I answered her, I just wanted to go home. I wanted to be away from the place where this tragedy had happened. I wanted to be at home, in my own bed, where I could sleep and forget about it all for a while. I wanted to go home and kiss my baby boy. I knew I was so lucky to have a baby at home. Even though I knew he could not fill the void that had been left in me, I still wanted to kiss and cuddle him and tell him how much I loved him. I wanted to be at home with my husband. I hated that we had been separated and I wanted to be back home, with him and my son and nobody else.
         
 
         I did not want to see or talk to anyone else. I did not want to have to talk about it because if I had to talk about it then I would have to deal with it.
 
         She asked me to go with her to the room across the hall for an ultrasound scan to check whether or not I had suffered a complete miscarriage. She started the scan and told me she was looking for anything left inside. If there was anything left, she told me I might need an operation to remove it. That was a horrible thought. I had been through three hours of labour and was still bleeding what seemed like an endless river of blood, so I was hoping that everything was “gone”. I was devastated that it was gone but when she mentioned a D&C, I was suddenly hoping that it was all gone. In truth, there was a very small part of me that longed for the D&C procedure, just so I could have the anaesthetic. I almost wanted to be put to sleep and have the D&C, or as it’s also known, ERPC surgery, that would clean out my womb for me, so I could escape from the reality of the situation. Having the procedure and being put to sleep would mean I could block it all out for a few more hours and that was a tempting thought at the time. It would allow me to be free, for a little longer, from the emotional nightmare that awaited me. I know that makes no sense but I would have done almost anything at that point to go into a deep sleep where I would not dream or think about anything for a few more hours …
         
 
         After the scan the nurse brought me back to my bed. She was very kind; she said some comforting things to me. She held my hand and told me it was just nature’s way of not letting the pregnancy progress. She also told me that it looked like I would not need a D&C after all, but that the doctor would have the final say on that.
 
         Soon after, the doctor came to see me. He said he had some good news (as if there is ever good news at a time like that). He confirmed that because I had suffered a complete miscarriage, I would not need to have a D&C procedure. It meant I could go home that morning. I was relieved because, in the face of it, I did not want to be put under anaesthetic so they could clean out my womb for me. There was some comfort in knowing that was not necessary. I would have liked the anaesthetic, but not the rest of it.
 
         As I lay there, waiting for my husband to come in to get me, I remember thinking how nature can be so efficient. My body had totally rejected the baby and did everything possible to get rid of the baby and everything associated with it. I would soon dread the words that most people would say to me – “It was not meant to be and it was nature’s way of making sure it didn’t happen” – but it’s true. It was my body’s way of not letting it happen. There was something wrong and because of whatever defect it was, my baby was gone.
         
 
         As I was preparing to leave, the nurse mentioned something to me about a counselling service at the hospital. I did not really hear what she was saying but I vaguely remember her telling me that I could book an appointment with the hospital counsellor if I felt I needed it. I was so eager to just get out of there that I did not really take it in at the time. She left some information about it and said I should take it home with me. I was so numb I hardly knew what she was talking about but I put the information into my bag anyway. Just in case.
 
         I was ready to go home and sat there waiting for my husband. He came in and it was like it had all just happened at that moment. The hurt in his face brought it all rushing to the front of my mind again and I felt shattered. So many emotions ripped through me as I looked into his eyes. I felt sad for him; I knew he was devastated. I felt sad that my baby was gone. I felt guilty that I had not cherished the baby more when he or she was still with me. Once again, I chastised myself for spending more time thinking about being pregnant than I did thinking about our little baby – I sorely regretted that. I felt like I was being punished.
 
         Despite the heartache I was going through, I also felt somewhat relieved. It had been an unbelievably tough week both emotionally and physically and I was glad it was finally over – at least in one way. I knew the emotional trauma was just beginning but at least physically I was over the worst. It had been horrific and I was somewhat relieved I was over that part of the ordeal. All these thoughts flooded my head as I thought to myself that I needed to get a grip, I was heading home to see my baby son and I needed to be strong for him.
         
 
         Dave’s recollections …
 
         AS WE GOT INTO MONTH TWO of the pregnancy (and once the young lad was asleep) I always enjoyed lying close to Siobhán in bed, knowing that I was only inches away from my little baby. It just made me feel closer to the baby in psychological terms; I felt like somehow I was protecting the little one.
         
 
         The day we first noticed the blood was very tough; I felt totally useless. I remember Siobhán getting very upset. She had a look of defeat on her face and all I could think was to try and keep her calm, so at least then the baby would be calm; that was my rationale at that point. I wanted to make her laugh or smile or whatever … anything just to make sure she was happy and then hopefully, this would rub off on the baby and the baby would be happy too. I was so desperate to feel useful because I felt like it was out of my hands. Despite trying to be positive, at the back of my mind I felt that something bad was happening.
 
         As the days of that awful week went by, I tried my best to protect and comfort Siobhan, but how could I protect her from the doctors who were supposed to be looking after her? I’ll never forget when the doctor who was performing the scan uttered the words, “It probably just has not happened yet”. For a second I was sure he could not actually have said those words. Then my brain thought about it and I realised he had; the words were still in the air, “It probably just has not happened yet”. I could feel my fists tighten, and total rage coming over me. “Who the FUCK do you think you are?” flashed through my mind. I wanted to obliterate this idiot; but I stopped for a second, looked at my defeated wife and retreated. It was not the time and certainly not the place for anger or aggression. What good would a reaction like that have done anyway?
         
 
         I remember the night it happened so clearly. I had my arm around Siobhán’s belly. We were lying very close together and somehow I felt that maybe, even then, I could save my baby. But then it happened. No matter what I did, the situation was out of my control. I could not help her. I rubbed her back but she crawled out of the bed, away from me. I said comforting things but she could not be comforted. I felt totally helpless. There was nothing I could do. As a man, I felt desperately powerless. I could not stop it.
 
         When she came out of the bathroom, ghost-like, and told me that she had lost our baby, I couldn’t believe it. No; she was wrong; she had to be wrong; this couldn’t happen to our baby, not to my baby? I went into our room to get her pre-packed case and it hit me: our baby was slipping away. Then, suddenly, the tears started flowing down my face. It had been a while since I had cried like that, not since the birth of our son, but there I was, once again, crying uncontrollably. I knew I had to get it together, at least for Siobhán’s sake. I pulled myself together and convinced myself that there might still be some hope.
         
 
         As crazy as it sounds, something told me the baby was still with us and as I was driving erratically toward the hospital, I tried to convince Siobhán that everything would be OK. As we parked, a group of girls walked by, obviously out for the night. They were laughing and joking, as our world was collapsing around us, and I thought to myself that Siobhán had been just like one of them, carefree and having fun, only two years ago. But not at that moment. There and then, she was broken. She looked like a shell of herself and there was nothing I could do to fix her.
 
         When we walked from the car into the hospital I could see a trail of blood behind Siobhán; I did everything I could to make sure she didn’t see it. She was brought into the ER instantly and I had to wait outside, to give our details. I thought that, once I was finished, I would be able to join my wife. As I approached the ER, a nurse said to me, “No, you cannot go in there, you sit over there and we’ll look after your wife!” Like a fool, I did what I was told and sat down. My mind was racing. The situation was completely out of my control. There was nothing I could do and on top of that, I was not allowed to be with my wife, at a time when we needed to be together. As anyone who knows me will testify, I rarely do what I’m told to do, but I just sat there. I must have been in shock because I simply sat there quietly, waiting for the nurses to tell me what was going on. I guess I figured that, because I was in a hospital, they knew better than I did. I suppose I thought that they knew what they were doing and if a doctor said we should do something then we should … obey.
         
 
         I was left sitting there, alone. Nobody came over to tell me anything. My wife was in an emergency room, losing our baby, and I had to sit there by myself. Every emotion was passing over me: anger, sadness, stupidity, anger, sadness. How was Siobhán? How was my baby? After about an hour I went up to the desk to ask about my wife and baby. At one stage, I had to turn away and fight back the tears, only to see everyone in the waiting room staring at me. I found myself standing at the reception desk, screaming crying, just wanting to know what the fuck was going on. I was told they would check for me and that I would be better off sitting down, and very coolly the girl returned to her computer.
 
         As I sat down again and composed myself I could see a small girl with her dad. They had found themselves sitting in that waiting room, probably for something serious too. Amazingly, I found myself playing peek-a-boo with the little girl, who was only two or three years old; what did she know? Her dad gave me an appreciative nod, as I returned to my hell of waiting. Nobody came to tell me what was happening. I had to wait until my wife was wheeled out in a wheelchair, and still I clung to the smallest shred of hope, although once I looked in Siobhán’s distant eyes, I knew.
         
 
         The nurse wheeled Siobhán out and then they finally told me that my wife had a miscarriage; why had it taken so long for me to be told? They did not seem to realise that dads suffer too at times like that. They had not considered me at all. They did not give me updates on what was happening. They would not let me in to see Siobhán, despite the fact that she was in labour by herself. They made me feel totally useless and like it was not any of my business to know what was happening. In hindsight, I should have protested or done or said something, instead of just sitting there quietly but at the time I just did not know what to do.
 
         We got into the lift to go upstairs. Siobhán was subdued, staring into space. She looked so frail and weak. The nurse was quiet. Amid the silence, it finally dawned on me that our baby was gone. We got into the ward and I helped Siobhán into bed. She was groggy from the drugs but even so, I wanted to comfort her and stay with her until she was asleep. This was the first time I had felt useful since we had arrived at the hospital and I was going to do everything I could to make sure she was as comfortable as possible.
         
 
         Siobhán needed to go to the bathroom and the nurse said she would go with her. I sat there at her bedside by myself, as the plans and dreams I had for the baby unravelled in my head. I was devastated but determined to stay strong for Siobhán.
 
         When she came back from the bathroom she looked even worse than before. She told me what had happened. The nurse assured me it was “normal” for this to happen as we helped Siobhán into bed. She said that sleep would be the best thing for her now and urged her to go to sleep.
 
         Soon after we got her into bed, and once I had managed to calm her down after the incident in the bathroom, she fell asleep and I was advised to go home and get some rest too. As I was leaving, I could not help but remember the last time I had left that hospital, after the birth of Mitchell. That time, I bounced down the stairs, hopped through reception with a huge smile on my face after witnessing the birth of my baby boy but this time I dragged myself out the door, my shoulders drooped, my neck sore, my legs weak and my heart very heavy. I was shattered.
 
         I got into the car and started driving. I was in a trance; had all of that just happened, was my baby really dead? For some reason I needed to listen to my favourite song. I pushed in the CD, pressed track number three and listened to the first line, “Is it getting better? Or do you feel the same?” I realised I would never feel the same again, I was enveloped in emptiness and then hysterical crying followed. I managed to pull over off the road and I sat there for half an hour, screaming crying. I could not help but wonder why had this happened to us? Why us? Why?
         
 
         I eventually got home. It must have been 4.00 am and Siobhán’s mam came downstairs when I walked in. I fell onto the floor. She did not need to ask me; she just knew. She had been through losing a baby herself and so she just came over to me and put her arms around me. She did her best to comfort me but I could not be consoled. We went into the kitchen and I just motioned for a cigarette (I’d been off them for a year and a half), we had our smoke and I explained what had happened.
 
         Soon after, I went up to bed. I lay there, just replaying the previous hours’ events, over and over in my head. Eventually I must have fallen asleep, as I remember waking up and instantly returning to hell.
 
         It was still early in the morning when I got ready, peeked at my sleeping son through his door, thanked God for him and went back to the hospital. As I walked into the ward and looked at my wife, I could not believe how she looked. She is normally the kind of person with a big smile, someone who lights up any room she’s in, but she was just lying there motionless. She seemed to be a million miles away. I’ve never seen her look so defeated. She was shredded. I tried my best to comfort her but it seemed in vain; she – we – just wanted to get out of there. While Siobhán was waiting for the doctor to see her, before she could be discharged, we decided to ring those closest to us to tell them our sad news.
         
 
         I knew Siobhán could not make those calls; she did not want to talk to any one, so I had to do it. It was tough. I had to get over my grief to be strong and calm on the phone. As much as we were upset that we had lost our baby, I knew the grandparents and aunts and uncles would be sad too, so I put my tears on hold until I was finished on the phone. I tried to be strong for Siobhán and for those close to us.
 
         When I got back up to Siobhán it was time to go home. The drive was understandably hard for the two of us. It was filled with small talk: “How’s Mitchell?” “Do you think he’ll understand?” “Who did you get to speak to?” “Did you leave a message for the people we could not get through to?” We talked about everything except the one thing we should have been talking about. Most importantly, even though we were brushing over the issue, we had to be there for each other.
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