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When I look at my three-monch-old
daughter Raiva, ic feels like a dream.
I'm sure many new morchers feel the same way,

but for me her existence seems nothing shore

of u miracle, After suffering 18 miscarriages over
the course of 13 years, [ can't believe she's here
at last and thar she's really mine.

Tve always loved children, so much so thar
I trained as a nanny after leaving school and longed
for the rime when [ could have my own, T was in
my early twenties when | got pregnane che first
time. My partner and 1 were delighred, but our
happiness was shore-lived, After 11 weeks | starred
bleeding heavily and, when 1 went to hospiral, they
tald me I'd muscarried. | was devastated. Bur after
a couple of weeks of crying for whar ' lose, T was
more decermined than ever to have a baby, [ srarred
erving sgain, reassured by the docrors who'd told
me that one in four pregnancies ends in miscarnage
and cthat there was noching to worry about,

'‘Owver the next couple of vears, | became pregnanc
very easily four more times, but cach eime I
miscarried ar becween five and eight weeks. [
grieved for the babies, but carned onand tried o

reassure myself chat I'd just been unlucky — sooner
or later it would happen for me. My GP referred
me o a local gynaecologist who ran tests but found
nothing wrong, which seemed to prove char all

[ needed ro do was keep crying.

"As time passed, 1 felt increasingly contused abour
why | kepr losing my babies. Especially because the
docrors kepe saying there was nothing medically
wrong with me. But [ miscarnied again and again
and, as cime went on, my desire to become a mather
sprralled inoo an obsession. 1'd look ar ocher people’s
babies and feel an almost physical puin. When close
friends told me they were pregnant, T was happy for
them but I also felr jealous and would chink, why
not me? [ doted on my siscer’s lieele girl and a liccle
girl I nannied called Jessica, pouring all my
muaternal arges inco them as if chey were my own,
Bur then, ac the eénd of che day, | had ro hand them
over and go home alone, which was heartbhreaking,

"When | miscarried for the tench nime, [ went
to 5t Mary's Haspiral in London for furcher cests,
bue again they found nothing. Deep down T knew
there was a problem, bue T had no choice acher than
to accept what che experts were relling me, Ac char
stage, my parener and [ decided to rake a break from
trying. The toll it was taking on me emortionally
and physically was too much, My parcner badly
wanted a baby ton, but he was worried abour me,
He could see T was trapped in 2 deseructive cycle
of gereing my hopes up, only to have them cruelly
dashed time and time again. | tried o hide how
upser | was, even to him, but when [ was alone I'd
think about what ic would feel like to hold my own
baby, and then I'd ery, afraid ic would never happen.

Td had 14 miscarriages by che time I discovered
Dy Hassan Shehara, My best friend's mother had »
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read an arricle abour his work and passed it on o
me. When 1 read ic, [ fele more oprimistic than 1
had in years. Dr Shehaca had researched women who
have repeated miscarriages for no obvious reason.

Many of them, he discovered, had a condition known

as “narural killer (NK) cells’, They're a type of whate
blood cell responsible for protecting the bady from
viruses, However, they're quite aggressive and some
Women —up to 15 per cent — have high levels of
NK cells, so their body mistakes a pregnancy for

i foreign body — such as a virus — and aceack it

I got a referral from my GP and, a few weeks
later, I saw Dr Shehaca ar Epsom and St Helier
Universicy Hospital. He explained | needed o take
i year-long break from trying to conceive, then he
would run a long series of tests, including one to
determine if my levels of NK cells were too high,

‘Unfortunarely, during my year our, I accidentally
became pregnane three more times, miscarrying each
rime. If I'm honest, T wasn' being as careful as |
should have been because, deep down, 1 was seill
haping that all it would rake was just one more £ey.
Juse before having Dr Shehara's tests; my parcrier and
I ralked abour what we would do if his trearment
failed. I still wanted our own baby more than anything
in the world, bur after years of disappointment, 1
thought we should consider other options.

The blood tests showed whar the problem was
straighraway: my NK cells were too high, just like
Dr Shehata suspected. He assured me thar all T needed
was a simple treacment involving steroids. The
treatment ieself, which began ae the end of 2008,
was horrendous. I was put on a course of steroids,
which I took from the seart of ovularion for two
weeks unul my period was due, along with drugs
to prevent my blood from cloeeing. 1 had o inject
myselt wich a huge needle in my stomach every day,
which left me covered inangry bruises. When my
period failed to arrive 1 took a rest and, sure enough,
['was pregnant. Buc the steroids had triggered Type
| diabetes, which muns in my famaly, and ac a five-
week scan I discovered 1'd lost the baby, It hit me

WN AT
EVEN WHEN | LOOKED DO
EIE EXPANDING STOMACH, | COULDN'T

EVE
BRING MYSELFTO BEL!
?ll-.IJLTI'EI WOULD SOON BE GIVING
BIRTHTO MY OWN CHILD ,,

harder than ever, but Dr Shehaea reassured me thae
although diabetes had caused me to miscarry, now
they knew I had it they could control it with insulin.
T began creatment again and conceived last March.
The moment it hic me thar this time was different
was during my five-week scan. On the screen in
frone of me was a tiny blob with a strong heartbeat.
Every other scan I'd had before had revealed a similar
blob, but a sull one, with no heartbear. This time
the heartbeat was clear for everybody in the room
to see and I just seared ar ir. T was overwhelmed
and sobbed, unable to believe T was carrying a baby,
‘From that point on, I spent every day of the
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pregnancy feeling pamnoid, worrying that it was too
good o be true, although it progressed smoothly.
For the first time, | experienced a growing baby
bump and felr che baby moving inside me. Bur
despire all the signs, I was
too warried to enjoy it as
much as I'd always dreamed
of. Even when [ locked
down ar my expanding
stomach, I couldn't quire
bring myself to believe char
1 would soon be giving
birth to my own child.
"Raiya was born on 9 December 2009, weighing
a perfect 7lb. She was induced a week early because
of my diaberes and was delivered by Cassarean,
When they put her in my arms, and my partner
stroked my hand, I couldn't stop shaking from the
shock — this perfect litele girl was really mine. Since
then, I've been living my fantasies, spending my
days gazing ac her. People keep asking me if [ want
a brother or sister for her bur, ar the moment, I'm
just so graceful to have one miracle baby.' m
For mure information abowe Dr Hassan Shehata,
VIS W mascarriageclinic ook or ensail
office\@ mizscarriageclinic.co.nb



