|Stephen’s Story – written on 7th July 2010

17 years ago today I was looking forward to becoming a mum for the first time.   I was 35 weeks pregnant and as the banners that my colleagues at work had displayed  on my birthday in May -  life begins at 40 for me and my bump . Keith and I  had had a disappointment the previous year when my first pregnancy ended in a miscarriage, but I was having a trouble free pregnancy, blood pressure was a bit high but nothing excessive,  so we were  full of hope and dreams for our  future.

Because I was an older mum we had decide that I should have an amniocentesis and as a consequence of this we decide that we would like to know the sex of our baby, so we called him Stephen as soon as we knew the results.
My consultant decided that once I got to 28 weeks that I should go for a weekly scan, not because of any particular problems but in his words ‘ just to be sure’  so each Wednesday I went to AAU so that they could monitor Stephen’s heartbeat.  

On Wednesday 7th July 1993 at around 10am  I went to AAU  as usual, as Sue put the monitors on my ‘bump’ I remember her  asking me if I put  body lotion on that morning, but I hadn’t.  She then suggested that I go into the room with an ultra sound scanner as she was having a problem trying to find his heartbeart – I remember not being particularly concerned as she seemed so calm.  I suppose then that I should have realised that something was wrong as when I went into the room there were already people there, I still remember  the consultants words as she scanned me  ‘I am very sorry but I can’t find a heartbeat’.   I then  heard a noise which I was told later  was me screaming.

As I was on my own Sue had to contact Keith to get him to come to be with me – he worked in Milton Keynes at the time – and I know to this day he still doesn’t know how he managed to drive to the hospital.
The consultant then came to see us and I remember saying that I couldn’t deliver this baby – he reassured me that I could have a caesarean on Thursday 8th July at 1pm.  He then told us to go home to grieve.  8th July is Keith’s birthday!
When we got home we didn’t know what to do, it sounds so stupid now as I write it,  so I phoned my midwife Maggie.  Maggie arrived, hugged us and then just sat and talked to us, she told us to take clothes and a camera to the hospital, suggested we thought about his funeral,  told Keith  to let family and friends know what had happened, then terrified me by saying that the shock might make me go into labour, but reassured me that all I had to do was call her and she would be with us.  As she left she promised us that she would be with us at the hospital and would go into the operating theatre with me.  
I have said to Maggie since that if she hadn’t come to us that night and told us what to do we would have been so unprepared and wouldn’t have the memories that we have.

That night as we laid together with Stephen between us we talked to him and told him of all our hopes and dreams we had for him our perfect son.  I remember thinking that if I don’t go to the hospital I could keep him with me forever.

We had to be at the hospital at 7.30am and as we approached the doors a midwife was waiting for us.  Debbie and Paula were our midwives that day and they were both so kind,  I remember Paula the midwife  trying to hold back tears when she took a sample of Keith’s blood for testing and then asked him for his date of birth.    Maggie arrived as promised and held my hand as I was wheeled into the operating theatre and until I was asleep.
Keith was missing from the room when Maggie came out of the operating theatre but she left him a message written on a paper hand towel (which I still  have to this day) YOUR SON IS BEAUTIFUL.

We spent over 4 hours with our beautiful boy and fortunately because my parents live local they were able to come and see and hold their first grandchild, we took pictures of us altogether as a family.

As there was no visible reason why Stephen had died we decided that we would have a post mortem so at 8.30pm we said goodbye to our baby……

Coming home was hard, it was a nightmare that I wanted to wake up from, there was no baby, no Stephen, there were tears, there were questions, why us?  What had we done? What had I done? Why didn’t I know something was wrong? I didn’t want to see anybody or talk to them, was frightened in case I saw somebody.  I cried so much my eyes were permanently swollen. 
We had the funeral to sort, it was just surreal I had had a baby and was going to his funeral.  

We had the post mortem results, infarction, lack of oxygen, didn’t really help us as how could we prevent it happening again.
I wanted ‘normality’ and once I was able I went back to work, so at least between the hours of 9-5 my mind was occupied, but when I got home that was a different matter.  We talked and talked, that was one thing that I remember Debbie saying to us, was to keep talking about Stephen  and it helped.

In the weeks and months that followed one of the most  upsetting things was  buying flowers for his grave, I bought them every week as I couldn’t bear to see dead flowers, I should have been buying him toys and clothes...

Eventually we got through the first year only to have another miscarriage on 29th July 1994.  This was followed by another miscarriage on 13th January 2005.

However on 22nd February 1996 Hannah Margaret arrived, and as her birth was not without its problems we decided that we would as they say count our blessings and enjoy our beautiful daughter.
Not a day has passed in 17 years where I haven’t thought about Stephen.  What colour would his eyes be? What would he look like? What would his voice sound like? Would he be tall? Would he tease his sister? Would she tease him? Would they love or hate each other? Would he be taller than me and be patting me on the head?   Whenever I see family pictures  I always see a shadow where Stephen should be. 
I would like to say thank you for reading Stephen’s story, I have wanted to write it for sometime but never felt it was the right time – but today 17 years to the day when I found out he had died seemed right.

Thank you.

