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Welcome

Hello, my name is Tina and I am the
newsletter editor of the NCT Gloucester &
District Branch. I am also an Antenatal
Teacher Student and am going to be
qualified by beginning of next year. My
two sons are 3 years and 1 1/2. Next to
looking after and editing this newsletter, I
also look after most parts of our branch
website www.nct.org.uk/gloucester and
offer homebirth support for the branch.
This is the 3rd newsletter I have edited for
our branch and have really enjoyed putting it together. We are always looking for
content for our newsletters and if you
have a story to tell, please do get in
touch. All our contact details are on page
Hi, my name is Gill and I am the chair /
46.
Coordinator of the Gloucester & District
Our cover photo shows Lizzie with her
Branch. I am also a student (nearly quali- daughter and pregnant with her second
fied) Antenatal Teacher and NCT Birth
daughter. Lizzie tells Rosalie Hope’s birth
Companion (Doula). I am mum to 4 chilstory from page 8.
dren ages 8,6,4 and 1.
Find out about Eloise’s journey. Eloise, a
I hope everyone enjoyed their summer,
breastfeeding mother who was diagnosed
we had various picnics and meet & greets with breast cancer. Read her “A letter to
over the summer and it was lovely to see my last born” on page 34.
so many of you!
Katie tells her miracle story involving IVF,
We are busy planning the next nearly
a toddler as well as recovery from brain
new sale which we are sure will be a busy surgery while being pregnant with her
event as always. A great time to pick up
second baby. Katie’s story starts on page
some bargains in time for Christmas!
41.
I would like to say HUGE thank you to
A big thank you to all our contributors for
Toni for running Bumps & Babies for so
sharing their stories. I hope that you
long. You’ve done a fantastic job and we agree that reading some stories about
will miss you!
challenging times give others who face
On that note I would like to welcome
similar or different challenges hope for
Wendy as our new Bumps & Babies lead- the future.
er, she has a young baby boy and is pas- Please keep
sionate and enthusiastic about her role;
sharing your
it’s great to have her on board!
happy as
If anyone would like to get more involved well as challenging stoplease let me know ! See you soon
ries as either way
they will
give others
hope!

Gill x

Tina x
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NCT Helplines
day).

Pregnancy & Birth Line - 0300 330 0772 (9 am to 8pm, Monday to Fri-

Breastfeeding Line - 0300 330 0771 (8am–10pm, seven days a week).
Postnatal Line - 0300 330 0773 (9am-1pm, Monday to Friday).
Shared Experiences Helpline - 0300 330 0774 (Tues to Thursday, 9am – 3pm) .

National Childbirth Trust
The NCT wants all parents to have an experience of pregnancy, birth, and early childhood that
enriches their lives and gives them confidence in being a parent.
This publication costs £2.00 to produce and is sent for free to our members.
Donations to support our work are welcome.
This newsletter is published three times a year to promote local interest in childbirth and parenting
issues and to encourage local NCT parent support networks. It is widely circulated to NCT members,
expectant parents, and health professionals in Gloucester and the surrounding district. The NCT
cannot be held liable for loss, damage, or injury arising out of goods sold through these columns or
any adverts in this newsletter.
The opinions in this newsletter are not necessarily those of the NCT or the editors. The information in
this newsletter is for the use of NCT members only in connection with NCT activities, and may not be
used for commercial purposes. Mailing records are now electronic. The details used are name, address, and the date when your subscription runs out. To inspect the records please ring the membership secretary.
Gloucester & District
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Mummy’s Boy?
By Claire Haslam

Being the mum of two boys (5 and 3 years)
is hard work but great fun. But I know in
many fundamental ways it is no different to
being the mum of girls. Boys need all of the
same things any child needs - unconditional
love, respect, stability, support and trust in
their parent.
What is different about bringing up boys is
the social pressure to ‘toughen them up’
and make sure they grow up ‘strong’ and
don’t turn into ‘wimps’. Heaven forbid that
they become a ‘cry baby’ or a ‘mummy’s
boy’ forever clung to the apron strings. But
what does this really mean for boys, men,
society, and Mothers?
Sadly what we already know about men is
that being a young man can be a risky business. In 2011 three times more men than
women committed suicide (Source: World
Health Organisation). By 15 years old boys
are three times more likely to die from accidents or violence than girls. The adult prison population in the UK consists of 95%
men and only 5% women. According
to drugscope.org.uk men are twice as likely
to use class A drug. Men are also more
likely to have other addictions such as gambling and alcoholism. These are shocking
statistics that leave me worried for my little
boys as they grow. But why are boys at so
much more risk of these things than girls?
There are a number of factors at play, too
many to go into here, but I can highly recommend Steve Biddulph’s book Raising
Boys as an insightful must have for anyone
with a boy in their family.
We know that boy infants typically receive a
staggering 5 times less physical attention
than girls (Source: How to Really Love Your
Child - Ross Campbell). Is it any wonder
that some men struggle with things like
physical closeness and emotional connection? This lack of physical attention, and the
pressure of society to make boys ‘men’,
means that boys get less help with their
emotional development. Some parents of
boys fear they will turn their sons into
‘sissies’ or make them weak. So they push
them away when they are experiencing
Gloucester & District

emotions, rather than physically embracing
them and bringing them closer. I can recall
hearing parents telling their young boys to
‘toughen up’, ‘don’t be a baby’, ‘stop crying’,
‘be a big boy’, ‘boys don’t cry’, ‘you’re being
a wimp’, ‘daddy doesn’t cry when...’ - as the
little boy’s emotions are carelessly pushed
to one side. How must that feel to a small
child? What must be going through their
minds? What stories, messages and behaviours does it create for their future selves?
It is well known that if an emotional need is
unmet, a person will often find a way of
compensating for it. They may become
more frustrated, aggressive, withdrawn, or
rely on harmful addictive behaviours to fill
the gaps in their emotional needs. - Hence
the shocking statistics in the differences
between men and women. There is a huge
amount of pressure on young men to be
society’s version of a typical man. But what
if a young man doesn’t feel comfortable
doing the things his peers are doing or expecting from him? It must feel very isolating
to be a young man who can’t express his
true self, for fear of being branded ‘over
emotional’, ‘unmanly’ or ‘weak’.
I often try to think ahead to the future. What
kind of grown up sons would I like to have...
Do I want the kind that only show up on the
occasional Sunday, Mother’s Day or my
birthday with a token gift in hand, make
polite small talk then leave? No I don’t! Do I
want a son who is tough and a ‘man’s man’
but not true to themselves or lacking emotionally? No I don’t! I want sons who are
free to come to me at any point in their lives
to discuss in depth who they are and how
they are feeling. I want to go out for coffee
with them for a chat and to hang out, or to
the cinema or to dinner. Why is it seen as
more acceptable for mothers and daughters
to do these things than mothers and sons?
Why should mother son relationships be
any less than mother daughter relationships? They shouldn’t. I want my sons to be
truly happy in their lives. I want them to
choose things (be it clothes, hairstyles, hobbies, careers, partners) that they love, not
6
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just the things they think they ought to love
to be a man.
The world really does not need any more
tough men, it needs men who are emotionally balanced, compassionate, have integrity, and are free to be true to themselves. So
if you are a parent of a baby boy remember
to hold them close, shower them with physical affection, hug them loads (even when

they are teenagers and taller than you), let
them be emotional and discuss emotions
with them, let them explore who they are
without judgement, never label them or try
to toughen them up. You will not spoil them,
or make them weak, you will be giving them
a solid emotional base that will serve them,
their future partners, society and your relationship well.

YOU NEVER KNOW WHO YOU MAY MEET AT OUR NEARLY NEW SALES …..
What’s so good about the NCT Nearly
New Sale ?
We have asked shoppers to tell us what
they thought of their shopping experience
at the tills at our last sale, here’s what they
had to say!

“I’ve spent around £30 and come away with 2 black bags
full of good quality clothes!“
“Managed to get the pushchair we were looking for at a
fraction of the cost, it’s in great condition too!”
“A baby sling for a fiver, baby grows at 4 for 50p and a
bucket load of puzzles for a quid, can’t go wrong”
“Favourite bit had to be the cakes & Iggle Piggle, my little
girls eyes lit up”

Our next Nearly New Sale is on the

3rd November 2012
at Severn Vale High school.
For more details, please see page 27.
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Rosalie Hope’s Birth Story
By Lizzie Smith

After the beautiful water birth I had with my
first baby, Lily, I was planning a similar experience for my second baby’s birth.

unwanted interventions.
A dear friend, Leah, came to stay with us
from 10th May, two days before my due
date, to help out with Lily and generally give
me some support in the lead up to the birth.
We had intended that she would be around
for the homebirth with Lily, but since this
was not possible anymore, we were hoping
she’d be able to take care of Lily at home
while we went to hospital.
My due date came and went, and though I
was quite relaxed at first about this, as my
first daughter had been 10 days late, I started to feel an overwhelming desire for my
baby to born, and some mornings, waking
up still at home and not in labour, would
drive me to tears.

We had booked a wonderful doula, were
under the care of a fabulous homebirth midwife and I had a very straightforward pregnancy, so everything was looking great until
37 weeks when a test for something else
revealed that I was Group B Strep positive.
This meant that according to NHS policy I
would be encouraged to birth at Gloucester
Royal Hospital, in order that I could be administered a drip of antibiotics during labour, to provide protection for my baby from
possible infection.
Following some research and conversations
with our doula and midwife, we decided we
would go to hospital and I would have the
IV, but with the compromise on their part
that I could do this in the Birth Unit - which
is a midwife led, home-from-home environment - rather than the Delivery Suite. It was
such an answer to prayer to be ‘allowed’
this, and I was so relieved to have been
given this option, as I was certain my fear of
medical procedures and places would stall
my labour and possibly lead to me having
Gloucester & District

As we waved Leah goodbye, and the desperation mounted, even though I kept telling
myself my daughter would be in my arms in
the next two weeks, it seemed like an eternity to wait. I had concerns about the birth
too, worrying about all the unpleasant
things I remember about the recovery last
time, and thinking about all that could possibly go wrong. I prayed that God would allow
me to have a calm and straightforward birth,
and that if that was not His plan, that it
8
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would be to His glory somehow.
My biggest concern was that my daughter
would be born in the calmest way possible, and that I would not feel negatively
about the birth in any way.

sure, this time there was no doubt.

The 21st May, now 9 days overdue, I
read a blog from a friend who had gone
overdue by more than 2 weeks. She
talked about how she had savoured those
last few moments, and enjoyed having
her baby all to herself, so close to her
heart. Inspired by her words, I changed
my attitude towards the pregnancy, and
began to savour those moments myself,
and this eased some of my desperation
for her to be born.

The bath was barely even half full before
I stopped the water, as I couldn’t wait any
longer. I got in, and the pains were so
intense that I got out again immediately. I
got dressed as quickly as I could, not
even lacing my shoelaces, and insisted
that we needed to go to the hospital. At
this point my contractions were coming
every 3 minutes and lasting a minute
each.

That night before bed some of the light
cramping I’d been having on and off for a
couple of weeks returned, but didn’t
amount to anything, so I went to sleep
again assuming I would wake up in the
morning with no further activity.

It was an absolutely gorgeous morning,
but despite the sunshine the car journey
was difficult, as I thought it would be, but I
got through by stamping my feet through
the contractions and vocalising
“Aaah” (the sound you make when you
see a fluffy kitten!)

I woke Neil up and texted my friend Cathy
who was coming for coffee with us later. I
asked if she could come earlier so she
could look after Lily for us. The pains
started to get to the point where they
were making me stop to breathe deeply.
We called the Birth Unit and were told
that there were no beds available at that
time, so we should try and hold off for a
couple of hours. Knowing my mother’s
labours (3 hours long!) I doubted we
would manage that, but decided to run a
bath to pass some of the time. By now
Cathy had arrived and was playing with
Lily downstairs.

Morning came as I’d predicted, and I was
awoken by my eldest daughter at around
7am. My husband had been getting up
with Lily during the latter stages of my
pregnancy, to let me get as much rest as
possible, but on this morning, I decided to
return the favour, and got up, dressed
Lily, and went downstairs to watch TV
with her. Around an hour and a half later,
at 8:30, the pains started. There was no
mistaking these. All the other times I’d
wondered “Is this it?” and really not been
Changing Times

More stamping ensued as we arrived at
hospital and we powerwalked to the Birth
Unit. People watching must have thought
I was crazy with my shoelaces undone,
stamping my feet and saying “Stamp
stamp stamp” with each one. I was aware
of this at the time, but couldn’t have cared
less!
We were welcomed by two smiley midwives and beckoned into a gorgeous
room in the Birth Unit. It contained no
9
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bed, but a low contoured couch. The mid- with the electronic fetal monitor strapped
wives asked me to lie down so they could to my tummy.
check the baby and I could have my cannula inserted.
Soon the contractions restarted again,
and I remember those ones being particOnce this was done I was encouraged to ularly uncomfortable, no doubt due to the
get up and move around, and feeling
restricted position I was in! It didn’t help
pressure below I went to labour on the
that my labour seemed to progress very
toilet. It was at this point that all my
quickly so I had little opportunity to get
clothes came off, and contractions were
used to the rushes.
still coming thick and fast. Despite the
pain I remember being pleased that the
hospital environment hadn’t lowered my
oxytocin levels, and I was able to cope
with the discomfort as I felt myself descending into ‘labour land’.
Then my waters broke, and I knew immediately that they were the wrong colour.
Sure enough, a check by the midwife
confirmed that I had meconium in the
waters. This meant that they would have
to send me up to Delivery Suite, as the
Birth Unit only deals with low-risk labours.
The midwives seemed disappointed on
my behalf, but were so encouraging and
full of praise for how well I was coping
with the labour.
The midwives were concerned that the
baby’s heartbeat was decelerating every
time I had a contraction, which could
mean she was distressed, increasing the
risk of her inhaling the meconium, which
would in turn lead to problems for her.
For this reason they suggested that I
would be examined to ascertain how far
along I was. If I was in the second stage
then a deceleration in the heartbeat
would be deemed normal, whereas if I
On arrival there Neil and I were both very was only in the first stage this could be a
quick to nail our colours to the mast, and sign that things were not right.
Around this time my doula, Rachel, arask the staff to read our birth plan, and
inform them that we wanted as little inter- rived. She’d got caught in a two hour trafvention as possible, and that I wanted to fic jam due to the Olympic Torch procession in Cheltenham that day. It still humbe able to move around. The new midbles me now to realise that had Neil and I
wives were very reassuring that I would
left home any later, or had we gone
be able to move around just as soon as
they’d done some monitoring of the baby, through with a homebirth, we would have
got stuck in that traffic jam, and the outso I was asked to lie down on my back
After my waters broke I was given a slight
reprieve from the rushes, and laughed
and joked with Neil and the midwives as
they wheeled me up to the Delivery Suite
in a wheelchair, wrapped in nothing but a
hospital bed sheet, an inco pad between
my legs, leaking copious amounts of meconium-stained amniotic fluid all the way.
So glamorous!

Gloucester & District
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come could have been very different.
God’s grace and providence over our
baby’s birth was never more apparent.
She joined Neil by the side of the bed,
and I smiled at her as I felt her calming
presence in the room.

Either way, it was odd enough that she
wanted to ask for a second opinion, so
asked if her senior colleague could examine me too. Driven by curiosity I said yes,
and prepared myself with more gas. The
second midwife agreed with the first, that
she wasn’t sure what she could feel, but
there was a concern that the baby could
I was very reluctant to be examined, but
decided that I couldn’t risk my baby being be breech.
distressed, so consented. The first attempt at an examination made me hit the Though I was fairly spaced out from the
roof! The pain was excruciating, and I
gas and air I registered a slight panic at
asked the midwife to stop. Discovering
the thought of baby being breech, which I
that she hadn’t even reached my cervix
knew would most likely mean a Cwas awful, and I felt rather panicky at the Section. Even if it was just her hand on
thought of having to be examined again,
her head it would lead to a painful delivfor longer.
ery and likely tearing, which was something I was worried about after escaping
them completely with my first baby.
An ultrasound confirmed that baby was in
fact the right way up, and a few whispered conversations later I was informed
that they would like a doctor to do a
‘scratch test’. This involves scratching the
baby’s head to test her blood and find out
whether or not she was distressed. I was
really not keen on the prospect, partly
because of the discomfort it would cause
me and partly because the thought of
them scratching my precious baby’s head
was horrific!! The alternative being that
much worse, however, drove me to agree
to the procedure.
I sucked the gas and air repeatedly again
to prepare, and was just coming round
Although she tried not to show it, I felt the from the spaced out feeling when I heard
midwife was rather exasperated with me, the Doctor say “Facial presentation… C
so I was very relieved when she offered
Section.”
me gas and air, and sucked it as hard as I
could. In that state of blissful numbness I He explained the situation to me at this
was able to relax just enough to endure
point, but he didn’t need to, as I already
the examination this time.
knew. I’d seen a picture of a facial
presentation in my Ina May Gaskin book,
The midwife was more than a little perand knew that a face-first baby would
plexed by what she had felt. I was 5-6 cm have a difficult birth, both for her and for
dilated, but she thought she may have felt me. I was in a lot of pain by this point,
a foot, or perhaps a hand on baby’s head. due to not being able to move around to
Changing Times
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deal with my contractions, and I knew that
my baby was at risk from inhaling meconium. It was then I realised, with a feeling
of utter disbelief, that a C section was my
only option. I remember feeling like laughing and crying at the same time at the
thought of it, it was the furthest thing from
what I’d planned for this baby’s birth!

Rachel said goodbye to me and told me
she’d have to wait outside. I thought I saw
tears in her eyes, and felt like crying too,
that this wonderful lady I’d chosen to be
at my baby’s birth would not be there
after all. Even though she wasn’t there for
very much of the birth, her quiet support
and gentle encouragement was amazing,
and helped me cope with those lying
down contractions! People often ask me
what a doula ‘does’, and I will always
respond that it’s who she is that is more
important. Having someone with you who
knows about birth, who is compassionate
and passionate about you and your family
because she has taken the time to know
you, gives a mother the space and confidence to give in to that miraculous birthing strength inside her. It’s this that enables a woman to have a calm birth. Rachel and I had talked for hours in preparation for this birth, and it was this preparation that contributed to me being so relaxed and calm even in the unexpected
situation I now found myself in. I was gutted to see her go.
Gloucester & District

As they wheeled me into theatre and took
the gas and air from me, I remember the
pain being particularly intense, and being
hit by the bright lights of the room, and
impressed by how quickly they rigged up
the screen. I must have been sounding
scared, because the anaesthetist held my
hand, called me sweetheart, and assured
me that I wouldn’t feel them cut me, that
he’d make sure of it. He administered the
epidural, which felt odd and uncomfortable, and then suddenly I felt something
like a spray of boiling hot water on my
leg, and simultaneously the contraction
pain melted. The spray shocked me so
much and I cried out, but the anaesthetist
assured me this was just a sign that the
anaesthetic was working. He tested my
tummy with an ice cube. I could feel it
there, but couldn’t feel the cold. It was
surreal.
Then Neil was there at my head, wearing
scrubs, and squeezing my hand tight, and
I felt safe. I had no idea what was going
on behind the screen, and couldn’t even
see the surgeons who were performing
the operation, but after a few moments
the anaesthetist told me that I should
expect them not to give the baby to me
immediately, as they needed to check her
over first, and then told me that I should
feel some tugging. I knew what that
meant, and felt panic rise in me again. I
started to pray but the only words that
would come were “Be still and know that I
am God”, so I repeated them again over
and over, eyes closed tight, breathing
slowly between prayers, willing my baby
to be born safe. Neil joined me with “Kyrie
eleison” over and over, and within a few
seconds the midwife next to us held my
other hand and began to pray with us too.
It happened a lot quicker than I expected,
Rosalie Hope’s voice sailed out above
our prayers, a beautiful high pitched cry.
12
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She sounded like a girl from that first moment. I breathed again and smiled at Neil
as he squeezed my hand and told me
how beautiful she sounded. From behind
the screen, the doctor called out that she
was indeed a healthy baby girl, and that
she weighed 9lb 13 ½ oz! And then she
was there, her tiny newborn head close to
my face, wrapped tightly in a lilac hospital
blanket. I was shaky and spaced out, so I
couldn’t hold her, but I sobbed at the sight
of her and told her I loved her.
She was utterly perfect, and worth every
stitch, every day (and night!) on an un-

comfortable hospital bed, every drop of
blood lost (A litre!), and replaced (two
bagfulls!), every cannula (3!), every needle, and every painkiller I had to swallow
(lost count of these two). I’d do it all again
for her in a heartbeat, though I would still
plan a homebirth if there’s ever a next
time.
I am in awe because God has blessed
me with a calm C- Section. And I am
blessed by it, and I am blessed by her,
who was, “from her mother’s womb
untimely ripped!”*
*From Shakespeare's MACBETH, Act 5, Scene 8

To find some additional information
Group B Strep and pregnancy / birth

Association for Improvements in the Maternity Services (AIMS):



www.aims.org.uk/Journal/Vol15No4/WarOnGroupBStrep.htm and
www.aims.org.uk/Journal/Vol12No3/gbs.htm
NCT: www.nct.org.uk/sites/default/files/Group%20B%20Strep_0.pdf
NHS: www.nhs.uk/chq/Pages/2037.aspx?CategoryID=54

Doula / Birth Companions

NCT Birth Companions—A Doula Service for Parents:
www.nct.org.uk/courses/nct-birth-companions-doula-service-parents

Caesarean

AIMS: www.aims.org.uk/Journal/Vol16No2/csGuidelines.htm

NHS: www.nhs.uk/conditions/Caesarean-section/Pages/


Introduction.aspx
NCT: www.nct.org.uk/birth/giving-birth-caesarean-section-elective-andemergency-caesareans

Changing Times
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NCT Relax Stretch and Breathe (RSB) A personal account
By Wendy Harris

"I saw the RSB classes advertised on the
NCT site and as I wasn't doing much
(read that as any!) exercise I thought it
would be a good idea to go along as I
thought it should be a safe environment
with pregnancy suitable exercises under
supervision. I wasn't disappointed. The
exercises are very gentle and the motto is
clearly stop-if-it-hurts and stay-put-if-it'sgreat. Sometimes I wondered if we were
doing enough exercise, but better to be
safe than sorry. Also there was a lot of
focus on breathing for labour and birth so
different to a normal yoga type class.
There were two additional bonuses that I
hadn't really accounted for when I signed
up. I am now part of what we call ourselves "The Yoga Gang" - 6 of us within
the class that joined at roughly the same
time and were all due within 3 weeks of
each other. We still meet for coffee or
lunch regularly, although now there are
12 of us! The other bonus was hearing
from new mums and dads, old members
of the class that returned with their baby
and birth story. I got some useful information from these visits and it helped me
focus on what was going to happen
next. I looked forward to them and soon
will make one myself.

great to mark each week and suddenly
there I was at the finish line! It had
seemed such a long way off at the start.
The classes are £10 each and are structured to give time for chat at the beginning as people arrive and set up, then an
hour and a bit exercises and relaxation
and then half an hour for a warming cup
of cocoa and more chatting, or when we
were lucky a visit from an old friend. It
seems a lot of money, but it was good to
spend those 2 hours focussed on my
pregnancy, getting some exercise and
learning breathing techniques and of
course to make some wonderful new
friends."

For more details about RSB classes in Gloucester (Brockworth)
please see page 15 of this publication.
To find RSB classes and other
NCT services in your area, please
go to www.nct.org.uk.

There is a lovely relaxed atmosphere to
the classes. Placed around the room in
due date order was great as over the
weeks you progress around. I started
going when I was about 23 weeks and
was at the end for quite a while until a
new batch of recruits joined us and I
moved to about half way, protected by my
5 new friends all due before me! Then, at
week 40 I was finally head of the class
and that really felt strange! It had been

Gloucester & District

Our next Nearly
New Sale is on the
3rd November 2012
at Severn Vale
High school.
For more details, please
see page 27.
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Baby Led Weaning
Learning New Skills
Article Two (series of 4 articles) from Summer 2012
This is the second article from Alice and Shannon where they share their experiences
as they introduce their babies to solid food, the baby-led weaning way (BLW). By the
time their babies are 18 months old, they will see if BLW delivers on the promise of
toddlers enjoying family meals, as happy and confident eaters, with good eating habits established for life.
and playing peekaboo by lifting her bib
over her head!
As we share our meals, giving Florence
the full-fat foods which she needs without
putting on too much weight ourselves is
sometimes a challenge, when her eggy
bread or buttery potatoes look so tempting! And she notices if we are eating
something different to her, often staring
intently at our plates until we offer her
some of our food. We feel quite proud
when she enjoys surprising things such
as lettuce and rocket! We haven’t had her
weighed recently, but judging by her
podgy limbs and the rate that she is growing out of clothes, she is doing fine.
Time has flown since our last column and And baby led weaning is still a lot of fun.
Florence has gone from playing with and We had a wonderful moment recently
exploring food to very definitely eating it
when five babies and their mums all
(with a bit of playing and exploring too!). It tucked into homemade pizza – I am still
was a gradual process but, thinking back, enjoying the memory of the rare moment
she probably started eating ‘proper’
of silence as everyone munched away!
meals at around eight months, and started to get hungry for solids as well as milk Lochan’s command of a fork
at around that time too. A few weeks later, I began to notice that she was breastfeeding less often. At nearly ten months,
she now often ‘forgets’ her mid-morning
milk, which I’m hoping will make the transition easier when I go back to work.
Current favourite foods are hummus
sandwiches, baby corn (not very environmentally friendly at this time of year, but
great for crunching with new teeth), curry
with rice and baked potatoes. She now
prefers her food in little bite-size pieces
and loves picking up raisins and peas one
by one. Mealtimes are punctuated by
Florence trying to feed us pieces of food
Florence’s adventures with food

Gloucester & District
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Lochan is now 11 months old and so has
been feeding himself, using the baby-led
weaning approach, for nearly half his life.
I canʼt believe how quickly he has learned
since those first tentative experiments
with fruit and yoghurt. Happily he is an
enthusiastic eater of everything I put in
front of him, from veggie lasagne to spicy
squash soup. Whenever he tastes something he really likes, he does a special
happy dance in his high chair - smiling
and bouncing from side to side in his
chair to signal his approval.
It is amazing to see how quickly his manual dexterity has improved - at eight
months he needed his food cut into long
strips so that he could grasp it in his palm
and chew the end, but by nine and a half
months he preferred his food delivered in
bite sized chunks he could pick up and
place directly into his mouth.
He is now very proficient with a loaded
spoon, though doesn't seem to see the
point of forks. Any item passed to him on
a fork, will be examined quizzically, before being removed from the fork, and
placed directly in his mouth. At ten

months his appetite suddenly took off the portion of our meal I set aside for him
is often not enough. He demands second
helping - pointing at the communal dish,
and resorting to drumming his hand on
the table if he has to wait too long for his
portion to cool.
Baby led weaning has had a profound
effect on our parenting approach. I have
been so amazed by the results of trusting
Lochan to feed himself and know his own
appetite, that I try and take the same approach elsewhere. Now he has his first
teeth, I brush his teeth first with my little
finger brush and then give him his own
brush to practice with - he will spend
many minutes moving it around in imitation of my tooth brushing. I didn't used to
understand the saying ‘Do nothing for
your child that they could do for themselves’. It seemed so natural to want to
help them with everything, but seeing his
joy at mastering new skills and his pride
when he learnt to pick up a blueberry and
drop it into his mouth himself. I am starting to see the wisdom of it.

Baby Led Weaning—It isn’t a new idea but has become popular in recent years.

Current advice is to introduce solid food at around 6 months: at this age, most
babies have the motor skills needed to feed themselves.
In Baby Led Weaning, babies explore food and feed themselves. In its purest
form, babies are never spoon-fed.
The baby decides what and how much to eat. They continue to have milk
(breast or formula) as often as they like ‘on demand’.
NHS guidelines advise giving ‘finger foods’ and encouraging self feeding from
the start of the weaning process.

Changing Times
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Gloucester NCT Little Bundles Project
So much has
been happening here at
Gloucester
NCT Little
Bundles over
the last few
months that it
has all gone past in a bit of a blur, so
where to start!?..

As for what we are in urgent need of at
the moment, our latest plea is for Cots,
Playpens, Double Pushchairs,
Strollers, Playmats, Slings and Towels.
If you can help with any of these items
please get in touch via our website or
please call us on 07769355219.

So with our move into our new units and
new opening
hours we are
Firstly we have now used our funding,
looking for
predominantly from the Natwest Commu- more volunnity Force funding that we won back in
teers to help
October last year, to pay for our new
us in continupremises! We are still within The Big Yel- ing to provide
low storage on Eastern Avenue in
emergency
Gloucester, but we are now proud
help for local
‘owners’ of three great big side by side
families. We
units with lighting and electricity which
now have a
has enabled us to create a much more
really great
functional space to store items and work space in
in. I must add here a great big thank you which to
Bundles moving into new units...
to the Big Yellow Storage Company for
work in and
providing us with this space and their
so if you can spare a few hours a week or
continued support in our project.
a month with assembling bundles, delivering, checking items, fundraising or adAfter a much needed break over the sum- min then we would love to hear from you.
mer we are ‘open’ again from Monday the We are a flexible group that invites any10th of September and now have new
one looking to help families in need to join
opening hours which are from 9.30am –
our friendly team in whatever way you
12.30pm on a Monday, Wednesday and
feel best for you. If you feel able to help
Friday during which time donations can
us or would like to know more about what
be dropped off at the units, so please
we do then please have a look at our
come down and drop by to see us!
website where you will find all our contact
details and information,
www.gloucesterlittlebundles.org.
Our official opening however will be on
the 12th of October at Big Yellow (on
Our next Nearly
Eastern Avenue, Gloucester) from 1113:30pm. We will be having an official
New Sale is on the
‘cutting of the ribbon’ at 12noon which is
3rd November 2012
due to be performed by Jennie Dallimore
at Severn Vale
a city councillor and refreshments will be
High school.
available Everyone is welcome to come
along, but we are just asking for you to
For more details, please
please email:
see page 27.
Info@gloucesterlittlebundles.org to let us
know you are coming!
Gloucester & District
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So, what do contractions
really feel like?
The following quotes are real women’s interpretations
of how contractions really feel ...
“…like a wave that gathers momentum and gets stronger and stronger…”
“…at the beginning of labour it feels like strong Braxton hicks that don’t go away, instead become more regular and stronger.”
“A feeling that something is happening and every contraction is actively doing something!”
“Each contraction brought me closer to meeting my baby.”
“A pain that you can only control when you concentrate only on it, as soon as I knew a
contraction was coming I would sort of ‘zone in’ on myself.”
“A pulling sensation, like something was pulling my belly.”
“Like a really bad period pain.”

“All in my back and my bottom, immense pressure.”

Tuesdays 10:30 to 12 noon
at Salvation Army Hall,
Eastgate Street, Gloucester
www.facebook.com/groups/
glosbumps/

Our next Nearly
New Sale is on the
3rd November 2012
at Severn Vale
High school.
For more details, please
see page 27.
Please tell our advertisers that you saw their advert in the NCT Gloucester Newsletter ‘Changing Times’
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Kids’ pages
Meet paper dolls Brendon and Brianna. They are friends of Eddie and Amy which you
found in our summer newsletter. Brendon and Brianna also have some clothes and
items. You’ll find some Halloween outfits on page 31.
How to use:
Ask an adult to help you. Cut out the dolls and clothes. Use some sticky tabs to place
clothes on dolls. That way you can change their outfits later on. If you like to keep the
same outfits, you may glue them on.

Changing Times
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Halloween Word Search

BAT
BLACK
BONES
BROOM
GHOST
HALLOWEEN
HAUNTED

MONSTER
MOON
MUMMIES
NIGHT
OWL
PUMPKIN
SCARY

SCELETON
SPIDER
SWEETS
VAMPIRE
WEREWOLF
WITCH
ZOMBIE

We will post the solution on our facebook page: https://www.facebook.com/groups/
NCTGloucester/ on the 31st October 2012.
Gloucester & District
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Halloween clothes and items for paper dolls Brendon and Brianna. Dolls are on
page 29.
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Birth Announcements
Antenatal Teacher: Kate Clifford
Julia and Jeremy Fern

Amelia May

17th April 2012

Michelle Hunt & Richard Jeens

Riley

14th April 2012

Jacqui & Richard Lewis

Harry Zachary

18th April 2012

Wendy & Paul Harris

Toby Albert James

28th April 2012

Jessica & Liam Slate

Joseph Benjamin

29th April 2012

Lucy & Robert Kinahan

William James

1st May 2012

Claire & Mike Thorn

Joshua John

7th May 2012

Helen & Justin Merrett

Bethany Grace

11th May 2012

Zoe & John Hopkins

Hetty

13th May 2012

Antenatal Teacher: Marianne Orr

Antenatal Teacher: Tina Jäde

Jemma Poulton & Darren Stokes Jack Stanley

31st May 2012

Kate & Matthew Gilson

James William

3rd June 2012

Sarah-Jane and Adam Smith

Megan Lilly

12th June 2012

Gloucester & District
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Antenatal Teacher: Ruth Croft
Sally-Ann & Chris Goodwin

Maisy Ella

29th May 2012

Salina & Simon Wathen

Jacob

15th June 2012

Eve & Pete Goodfellow

Ewan Joseph

19th June 2012

Christine & Phil Taylor

Lilliella Marie

24th June 2012

Gemma Bradbury & Dave Blewitt Jessica

1st July 2012

Kirsty Jenner & Rich Dandy

3rd July 2012

Hugo Dexter

Congratulations and welcome
Changing Times
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A letter to my last born…
By Eloise Hopkins

There are no notes to refer to of that time. spotted a chair, it seemed so perfect and
The emotions so raw and powerful they
comfortable for feeding. I defied the recouldn’t bare analysis. Could be barely
gime and fed you myself.
lived through.
I remember the last night of feeding you.
I found the lump in my breast whilst feed- Our last feed. Cuddled in close as Dad
ing you, sat cuddled up close on my bed. read to your big sister. But I didn’t quite
Investigations followed with me curious to manage it. I fed you again the following
know the cause, never suspecting it might morning, a snatched feed at the breakfast
be cancer. A blocked milk duct was my
table that left us both in tears.
guess but the consultant soon disabused
me of that notion. “We found something. But, my daughter, this is all for me, to
It’s cancer.”
process the grief of that time and my
mothering emotions. You, my child, my
My tears at diagnosis were not for mortal- last born, are resilient. After the confuity but for the loss. Our loss. Desperate sion, a new way of doing things emerged
phone calls to experts for advice followed. from the sadness. You are growing and
Hurriedly rushing to every door, every
thriving, full of exuberance and joy.
opportunity explored. The answer
emerged clearer and clearer. The feedAnd love.
ing must stop. The milk must stop. And it Love is more, much more, than milk.
must stop quickly.
And it surrounded you powerfully, surrounds you still.
The knowledge took hold. I looked it full
in the face and howled with desperate
All my love,
defiance. Mothers’ milk. My milk. For
my last child, not yet ready for food. NeiMum x
ther of us ready to part in this way.
Rushed through weaning in a matter of
weeks instead of the gentle months I had
planned. Unable to stop crying as I contemplated what must be done. I began to
hold you close and softly sing your birth
song to replace a feed.
Each feed had to be cut out, one by one.
It was to be replaced with formula milk.
Such a hassle to prepare and store and
seemed preposterous when my milk, so
much better for you, was ready and available. I felt angry and impotent. This was
not my choice. I worried that you would
become dehydrated, not be getting
enough essential minerals and vitamins if
you didn’t start drinking more. I never
had to worry about this before. I felt angry again. I took the formula out with us
to a cafe, planning to feed you at lunch. I
Gloucester & District
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Toby’s Birth Story
By Wendy Harris
Some of you may remember Wendy from our last newsletter. Wendy and her baby bumps were
our cover starts of the Summer 2012 issue. Other may recognise Wendy from our Bumps and
Babies group, which she hosts. Now Wendy shares Toby’s birth story.

I was 40 weeks
pregnant on the
Saturday, still feeling relatively relaxed and not in
any way impatient
for the pregnancy
to end. All that
changed on
Thursday evening.
Suddenly I started
to panic. What if
all my friends
were right with
their sweeps, reflexology and
pineapples? What if I was *supposed* to
be hurrying it along? I spent the evening
on Facebook talking to a friend from
Stroud, while shedding tears. We decided
I would go to her in the morning and that
if I still felt bad we could ring or pop in
and see someone at Stroud Maternity
and see what they thought about the idea
of trying to hurry Po along and the ultimate implication of not doing so
(induction). So, I went to bed feeling
slightly better that we had a plan. Although the birth was planned to be at
GRH I intended to be transferred to
Stroud Maternity as soon as possible
after as I had heard good things about
their aftercare, particularly with breast
feeding. As I had no family support locally
I wanted all the help I could get at first.
On Friday morning I got in the car
and just as I pulled out of the drive my
phone rang. It was the lovely lady that
had run the Emotional Wellbeing NHS
Antenatal class I had been to a few
weeks before, where I had mentioned my
history of depression/anxiety. She said
"How are you?" and I said "I'm fine" and
she said "You're not are you?" and I said
Gloucester & District

"noooooooo *sob sob*". We had a long
chat about it all and in the end I asked her
what I should do. She asked how I felt
about it, not what I thought. My answer
was that I felt like I didn't want to faff
about with anything, I just wanted to leave
Po to do what they wanted to do, believing they would come in their own time.
So, decision made. That was my plan and
suddenly I felt a hundred times better. I
still drove to Kirstie's and spent a lovely
morning with her and her two beautiful
little girls (3 years and 7 months). I still
felt a little wobbly, but I felt back on track.
I left Kirstie's about 2pm and on
the way home considered driving across
town to get a burger for dinner. Then my
phone rang, I pulled over and Pauly said
he was coming home for lunch in a bit.
Well, by the time he got home at 3pm I
showed him a snot coloured piece of tissue - My Show had Showed! Pauly was
all a tither but was having a massively
busy day at work so there was no way he
could stay with me. But, he would be
home by 5.45 so it would be fine. I spent
the afternoon on the sofa relaxing, and by
6pm my contractions had started. I wasn't
sure what they would feel like. I imagined
them being tightness around the bump
but instead they felt very low down and
far back. By about 9pm they were every
10 minutes. I'd put my TENS machine on
as I'd been told it was best to start using it
early on and it was taking the edge off the
peaks of them. I rang the hospital (not
because I thought it would be time to go
in, but I had it in my head that I'd been
told to call then to let them know that
things were moving so I'd be in at some
point). I was told (as I expected to be) to
wait until the contractions were 5 minutes
apart. I felt calm and in control. I remember thinking how I would describe the
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feeling at the time, but I remember I
couldn't. I do remember that I wouldn't
have used the word "pain", it just felt
"odd". I had read Ina May's Guide to
Childbirth, and a Hypnobirthing book so I
knew what was happening and could picture what the feelings meant my body was
doing. We went to bed and on each contraction I would boost the TENS machine
and I drifted off to doze in between each
one. I had an app on the phone to time
the contractions and they were hovering
around the 8 minute mark for a few hours.

and feeling the same. "Get in the bath and
have some more Paracetamol".
So, eventually (as by now it was
becoming a Real Struggle) I got myself
out of bed and across the landing to the
bathroom. As I sat on the loo I was in a
proper quandary. I felt like I needed a
poo, but I'd been told to get in the bath! I
waited and waited, worrying that I wasn't
doing as I was told but feeling like I'd have
a messy accident! In the end, I realised it
was my bath, and if I made a mess it
wouldn't matter! So, I tentatively got in,
got as far as kneeling and could move no
further! I felt as though my contractions
had changed. They didn't feel pull uppy
any more, instead they felt push downy.
And they were now being accompanied
by noise - a low throaty growl type noise.
But, I'd been told to wait until they were 5
minutes and I couldn't bear to ring and be
told not to come in again! Pauly was getting stressed. I was completely inside
myself, I couldn't bear to be touched,
moved and didn't want to be told what to
do or even spoken to! It must have been
At some point in the night I realso hard for him. In the end he over ruled
ised that the TENS machine was starting me, came in the bathroom and started
to irritate me, and as the night progressed timing the contractions again. Eventually I
it became harder and harder for me to get heard him say 5 minutes 3 times so I
up to go to the toilet. Moving was just too asked him to call the hospital for me. He
much stimulus for me. By about 6am they passed me the phone and asked I if I
were roughly every 5 minutes, although
could come in. I was getting a bit panthey were starting to stretch out again to 6 icked as I couldn't move and I had no idea
or 7. I had no birth plan or fixed thoughts how I was going to get out of the bath, let
on drugs but I was originally thinking I'd
alone get dressed, downstairs, in the car
try a water birth. Now, that was the last
and to the hospital! I needed to get the
thing I wanted. I wanted an epidural, not
journey going. I told her I felt like I needed
because it hurt but because I thought it
a poo and then while on the phone I had a
would start to. Previously the only reason contraction. At that point she said "Why
not to have one was because you can't
don't you get yourself down here. Will you
move as much with one, and by then,
be OK or do you want me to get you an
moving was the last thing I wanted, being Ambulance?". I declined the ambulance. I
stuck to a bed would have suited me just couldn't bear to move myself, let alone
fine! I decided to call in again as I felt it
anyone gently helping me. So the idea
was time for me to go in to hospital. I was ambulance people in a hurry manhandling
calm, and was still feeling in control. I
me out of the bath was horrendous!
knew I wouldn't sound as far along as I
Eventually with Pauly's gentle help
thought I probably was and was told to
I got out of the bath and got dressed. I
wait until they were all 5 minutes apart
gingerly went downstairs and got to the
Changing Times
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car. I couldn't sit down so I wedged myself suspended between the back of the
front seat and the back seat of the car
and crouped down low so Mr Policeman
wouldn't see me with no seat belt. I was
aware that there was a lot of traffic but
tried hard not to think about it. Our house
is only about 3 miles from the hospital,
but there was slow traffic nearly all the
way. About half way my waters broke and
I calmly told Pauly. Pauly pulled up outside the Maternity unit and rang the buzzer. We walked in and the lift opened with
a midwife with a wheelchair. I knelt on it
and held on to the back. She said I had to
sit down, I said there was no way I could
sit down so she carefully pushed me in
the lift. We arrived in triage and I had a
contraction. I apologised to the room for
the noise. She wanted me to get off the
chair on to the bed. Moving just felt impossible although eventually I managed.
At about 1pm she examined me but the
touch and movement was torture. "Well I
can't feel any cervix" she said. What did
that mean?? Did that mean I didn't *have*
a cervix? Did that mean it hadn't actually
started after all? "Is that a good or a bad
thing?" i asked and was told it was good
and that I'd have my baby soon!

would certainly have been easier for Pauly. But it genuinely had not occurred to
me that Po might arrive anywhere other
than the hospital! Even when my waters
broke in the traffic jam (Pauly's worst
nightmare) it still did not enter my mind as
a possibility.
I was taken down to the room on
the Delivery Suite and handed over to
another midwife after she'd been told that
I didn't want to be moved or touched. She
started telling me to push when I had a
contraction. I asked her not to. I knew I
had to push. Her telling me was going to
make me feel like I wasn't trying hard
enough but I knew I was going to try my
very best. With each contraction I tried to
push. I really did. But I couldn't get a second push. I couldn't take another breath
and go again. She checked the baby
each time and everything was looking
fine. But time went on. I tried kneeling up
leaning on the bed. I (with difficultly) was
moved to a stirrup bed. She tried to put a
catheter in me as she thought perhaps
my bladder was in the way. She couldn't, I
couldn't bear the touching. Time went on.
She called a colleague. Then a Doctor
came and started talking about forceps.
Of course, the Doctor is busy. She hasn't
got time for a can't-bear-to-move-it-has-to
-be-done-slowly-please-don't-touch-me
patient. She tried to examine me. I wanted to kill her. She failed. She said to leave
me for a little longer trying. The midwife
said she could see the baby and that it
had brown hair. How strange (although
entirely obvious given that both Pauly and
I have brown hair!). Pauly had a look and
I felt it. What an utterly weird but exciting
feeling that was!! Then my contractions
started spreading out. I would need a
cannula (which I proper hate). I told my
midwife that my veins are rubbish so she
In hindsight, what I didn't realise was that got her senior colleague to put it in for
the ambulance would have been a great
me. While she did I mentioned that I hadidea! With them, perhaps Po would have n't been able to let my midwife catheter
arrived at home, or at least we could have me. She agreed to try and they suggested
got there quickly with a lot less stress. It
I had gas and air while she did it (I hadn't
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had anything other than paracetamol up
until then). I took a few puffs and she
managed to get it in. Still no baby. They
injected the drug to speed up the contractions. Everything was starting to feel a bit
intense as the room seemed to fill up with
more and more people and my body felt
overwhelmed. Another Doctor came in.
She seemed gentler so I asked if she
could stay and I not have the first doctor. I
took some more gas and air as she examined me. She said she wasn't sure
which way the baby was facing as its
head was swollen. We tried some more
pushing. In the end she said we needed
the help of forceps. I was so relieved. By
now I was getting really frightened. I had
been fine before, but now I felt scared. I
was just too frightened of the unknown of
the actual coming out bit.
I was going to theatre. First I had
to move from the stirrup bed to a normal
one. Oh how I hated moving. On the way
to theatre I had some contractions. They
were the worst ones as I knew there was
no point. Once there I had to move to
another bed. Never has moving been so
terrible! Then I had to sit up for the spinal!
They were all trying to hurry me as time
was now of the essence but it was all just
so intense and tortuous. Still it wasn't
pain, it was just a feeling of Too Much.
Then the spinal went in. I lay back down
in relief and they ran an ice cube up my
leg. How odd! Then they moved my legs
around. I could see them move but not
feel them! Now I felt calm again. Now I
knew it would be OK.
After a couple of pulls the baby
was out. Before we'd gone to theatre I
had begged the Doctor to delay cutting
the cord as long as possible, although
she had explained that it may not be possible as the baby may be distressed from
the forceps. The cord was cut immediately. I could barely look at the baby as it
was purple and not breathing. Po was
rushed away to the corner of the room. I
knew it would be OK. Why wouldn't it be?
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It had been fine through all the pushing,
even though it had gone on too long. Two
pulls wouldn't have been enough to kill it.
The staff were all reassuring me and I
kept saying I knew it would be OK.
Pauly's face told me he thought it would
be far from OK. But after about 5 minutes
I heard a cry in the distance. Pauly was
then called over, which seemed entirely
unfair that he got to meet our baby before
me! I still didn't know if Po was a boy or a
girl, I hadn't wanted to know until we
properly met. Eventually Pauly brought
Po to me and I had a cuddle. I was aware
the midwife was talking me and then I
heard her say "Oh sorry, I keep saying it".
I then replayed her words in my head and
heard her say "he". We had a son!!
It took some time to sort me out in
theatre. I think my placenta took some
time to come out. My only two regrets
from the whole experience were that I
didn't accept the ambulance offer, or that
I didn't just go in to hospital when I felt it
was the right time (after all I could have
hung around the canteen and had some
crumble and custard if they hadn't admitted me). My other regret was that Po and
I didn't have skin to skin. I thought they
would automatically have given him to me
to do it, but he remained wrapped in his
blanket. At the time I didn't realise we
were missing out.
Eventually we were moved to the
recovery room where Pauly dressed him
and we got to take some pictures (in the
rush we had no camera in the theatre).
We weren't sure on a name so he was
still called Po for his first few days before
we finally announced to the world that he
was called Toby Albert James Harris. I'll
write about our first few weeks next time.
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Celebrate Your Child’s Arrival With A Naming Ceremony
Humanist naming ceremonies are a wonderful way to welcome your child to the world if a
religious service is not right for you.
Namings can be held for children of all ages – not just babies - and take place in village halls,
houses, parks, hotel function rooms and even at the zoo!
Whether you want something big or small, formal or relaxed, or if you just don’t know where
to start…we can help. Working with you, we will devise and deliver a ceremony that will be
unique, personal and have just the right mix of seriousness and joy!
For more information about your local namings celebrants, trained and accredited by the
British Humanist Association, visit www.hhbabynamings.co.uk or phone Hannah Hart
(01452 530794) or Philippa Howell (01242 583680).
Please tell our advertisers that you saw their advert in the NCT Gloucester Newsletter ‘Changing Times’
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Miracles do happen
By Katie Godden

I was just 21 when I first thought I was
pregnant but it was not to be. The years
that followed came with a lot of disappointment:








referrals
Temperature charts
Laparoscopy x3
Fertility drugs – clomiphine
Further tests (both myself & my
partner)
IUI (inter-uterine insemination)

I can recall starting the IUI but have no
memory of the first or second attempt. I
didn’t have the third when it was planned
as I had emotionally had enough of the
continual disappointment. Instead I went
on holiday with two girlfriends to recharge
my batteries and think about whether or
not I could continue.
On the third attempt (in the 4th
month) it worked, I was pregnant.
A few weeks later everything started to go wrong. A ruptured ectopic pregnancy, a salpingectomy later and the
pregnancy joy was over and I was now
down to one tube.
I was coming up 23 years old and
when I think back to that experience now,
I can’t believe it happened at such a
young age.
We decided not to go through IUI again
as the chances of it working were further
reduced. It had drained me mentally and
emotionally and put quite a toll on our
relationship.
We started down the adoption
route and after a very painful couple of
years it was a devastating experience and
resulted in a broken, childless marriage.
Six years later and after much time
protecting and mending my heart I met
my wonderful partner who knows the full
story and was never put off by the fact I
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could not have children.
In Dec 2009 I ended up hospital with a
burst ovarian cyst. I was quite poorly and
my partner thought he was going to lose
me. This somehow led us to conversations about life and babies. I was 35, having one period a year if I was lucky, as far
as we knew I didn’t ovulate without fertility
drugs and we had not been using protection for a good couple of years so what
we were thinking of I don’t know! We decided to try once and see what happened.
My family and close friends thought I was
crazy to put myself through that again but
once that decision is made, you have to
try.
On January 16th 2010 I came on
which was a surprise in itself. I had picked
up a little diary to start plotting dates so I
worked everything out. I remember the
date so well as that night I had a fall and
cracked my ribs!
On January 30th 2010 I had an ‘I
did it party’ to celebrate my weight loss. I
had lost 7st 6lb! I was unwell, I could not
eat or drink but I had to attend my party
and I also knew I was ovulating so later
on that evening we made our excuses
and went home.
On February 16th 2010 I was in the
gym and we were having a conversation
about when my period could be due and
there really was no telling. That night on
the way home we stopped to buy a pregnancy test and agreed I would not do it
until the morning. I did it that night but I
had not done one for years and the leaflet
was down stairs so the result didn’t mean
much at that point! I went down test in
hand and picked up the leaflet and there
were two lines – I was pregnant! Many
tears and jumble hysterical conversations
later and I WAS pregnant, 13 tests confirmed it! I was monitored throughout my
pregnancy due to previous history and it
was amazing to see baby growing in the
right place. I was sick continually but it
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was manageable and went away at 40+3
and he was born at 40+6.
On October 28th 2010 I woke at
0245 and thought I was dreaming I was
having contractions. I popped to the loo
then got back in bed and it happened
again. I remember poking my partner in
the back and saying “honey I am not certain but I think I am in labour”. He went off
to work that morning as nothing much
seemed to be happening and my Mum
came over. The day was fairly slow with
contractions coming and going.
I had a sweep at 1630 and she
said I was 2cm dilated.
As the afternoon turned to evening
my contractions continued and by 2030
they were every 5-6 minutes and some of
them escalated in intensity again and
again within one contraction. I went between sitting, standing and wandering
around.
At approx 2300 they started coming every 1-2 minutes, back to back. My
Mum called the delivery suite and they
said to bring me in straight away.
I vaguely remember the 15 min
journey to the hospital but I certainly remember the contraction that I had the
second I got out of the car and the one
that followed when the midwife introduced
herself to me and I had to rest my head
on the reception and bounce my knees up
and down!
The Midwife took me through to
the birthing room. It was huge and there
was a water pool! A water birth had always been my dream!
On examination I was 3-4cm, baby
was back to back hence the heavy back
contractions I had started to feel. The
Midwife agreed to examine me again
when the pain increased.
Within the hour I had another examination and I had gone from 3-4cm to
7cm.
Although it had only been about 1
hour 15 mins since I had the pethidine
MW felt that I was 'with it' enough to be
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able to use the pool so started to run the
bath, my partner was handing me the
G&A piece as and when I needed it and
my Mum was rubbing my back. All of a
sudden I felt immense pressure and realised my waters were going to break, my
poor Mum, had she have been an inch to
the right she would have been shot
across the room!
At 0255 I got in the pool, I stayed
on my knees and rested my chest/arms
on a waterproof pillow over the side of the
pool. The feeling of water was brilliant!
My body had taken over and the noises I
was making were something else, almost
mooing and guttural!
I felt every inch of my baby’s head
being born and looking back I love that I
did! I remember Gill saying, one more
little push and I can see his face. She
said she was going to let me birth baby
into the water and she was not going to
intervene.
When he came out (0330) I remember
hearing the 2nd MW say "pick up your
baby then" as I reached down and pulled
him out of the water I felt his little body
wriggle. Rik & Mum were in tears! The
cord was very short so I could only get
him as high as my belly button. The first
thing he did was sneeze!
We loved being new parents. Everything
was so surreal and had worked out so
perfectly.
In March 2011 when my son was 4
months old I was diagnosed with a rare
brain condition called Chiari Malformation
1 – in simple terms it means the back of
my brain, my cerebellum droops into the
space behind my spinal column and compresses my spine which causes a range
of symptoms. It is quite likely I was born
with the condition but it was asymptomatic until I gave birth. We will never know for
sure but it is quite possible that child birth
exacerbated the condition.
In August 2011 when my son was
10 months old I had a major brain operation called Foramen Magnum Decom-
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pression surgery. I was in hospital for a
week, I did not get to see Charlie and it was
quite possibly one of the hardest experiences of my life in terms of the mental and
physical rollercoaster I had to ride from being diagnosed in the March to surgery in the
August. Also accepting the surgery did not
mean cure nor relief from the symptoms. I
had fabulous family support when I came
home and we got through.
It is no mean feat living the best and
worst year of your life all at the same time.
In January this year I had a full brain
& spine MRI and my Neurosurgeon said he
was happy with the outcome of my surgery
and I immediately started thinking ‘baby’.
After a great deal of discussion with
my DR and my Neurosurgeon about my
health as I was only 5 months post op and
the potential implications we agreed to try
just once and yet again we conceived first
month trying. It was mind blowing, how
someone could go from being infertile to so
fertile not once but twice.
We had a bleed at 8 weeks and I
was admitted to GRH with a suspected ruptured ectopic but a scan showed baby right
where it should be. Sickness kicked in and
pelvic pain started much earlier than I recall
the first time.
At our 20 week scan we were asked
to come back at 21 weeks to have a detailed scan with a consultant as she felt
there was an abnormality to the babies
head. That week felt incredibly long with so







many what ifs buts and maybes! At the 21
week scan the consultant was confident
that our baby’s head was not abnormal and
whilst there is a slight scalloping at certain
angles she has to work to find it and she did
not feel it was anything to be concerned
about.
My sickness passed at approximately 22
weeks with the odd occasion creeping back
up in recent weeks.
I am having problems with my lower
spine which the physio and DR are trying to
manage with exercises, medication and
crutches. I have had Occupational Therapy
visit the house today to install various pieces of equipment to help me around the
house. Resting is not an option with a very
energetic 22 month old toddler!
I am now 32 weeks and we are utterly overwhelmed with joy to be having
another baby. This pregnancy does seem
considerably harder than the first but there
is light at the end of the tunnel. My body
has been through such a huge amount this
last couple of years and I look forward to
snuggling both my babies together.
I guess the point of sharing my story
is to say never give up, miracles do happen.
I am 38 years old with a fabulous and supportive partner, a gorgeous little boy and a
wriggly little lady on the way and even
though I now have a brain condition that will
be with me for life, it will live in my shadow,
not the other way round.

For more information
about Chiari Malformation 1 can be found:
http://www.nhs.uk/conditions/chiari-malformation/Pages/
Introduction.aspx
Chiari Malformation 1 support:
http://www.britishsyringomyelia-chiarisociety.org/
Chiari Malformation 1 stories & blog etc: http://
www.chiariblog.co.uk/
More information about fertility treatment:

http://www.nhs.uk/Conditions/Infertility/Pages/Treatment.aspx
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Local
Breastfeeding
Support Groups
Gloucestershire Breastfeeding Supporters’ Network (GBSN) groups:
Monday
10.00 – noon – MOBS in Dursley, Parish Room, St James the Great Church,
Dursley GL11 4JE
Tuesday
10.00am – noon – BAPS, Hesters Way Children’s Centre, Dill Ave, Cheltenham
GL51 0ES
10.00 – noon – MOBS in Stroud, St Albans Church Hall, Parliament Street,
Stroud GL5 1LW
Wednesday
10.30 – noon – BABES, Noah’s Ark Children’s Centre, York Road, Priors Park,
Tewkesbury GL20 5HU
Thursday
9.30 – 11.30am – CRIBS, Church Hall, St John’s Church, Churchdown GL3 2DB
10.00 – 11.30am – BEST, Springboard Children’s Centre, Trinity Road,
Cirencester, GL7 1JU (Watermoor).
12.30 – 2.00pm – GLOBES, Gardners Lane Children’s Centre, Cheltenham GL51
9JW
Breastfeeding Network (BfN) groups:
The Bartongate baby feeding group: 1-2.30pm on Wednesdays at the Bartongate Children's Centre on Sinope Street in central Gloucester
Beacon Children’s Centre group, next to Kingsway Primary School, Valley Gardens, Gloucester: 10.00 -11.30am on Thursdays.
Breastfeeding Support in the Forest of Dean:
1st and 3rd Thursday of every month, 10-12noon, run by ABM
Mother Supporters @ CANDI Drop-In, Market Street, Cinderford, GL14 2RT.
More info at: http://mum2mum.vpweb.co.uk/
NCT Breastfeeding Line - 0300 330 0771
(8am–10pm, seven days a week)
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Help is just a phone call away
Antenatal Teacher
Kate
01531 820 959
Tina (student)
01452 539175
Gill (student)
07807 017654
Breastfeeding Counsellors
Elizabeth
01452 813 425
Sue
01452 305 957
Electric Breast pump Hire
Electric Breast pumps can be hired from
your local GBSN group (for groups see p.26).
Home Birth Support
Tina & Nick
01452 539 175

Hyperemesis Support
Gill
07807 017654
Special care support
Bliss, www.bliss.org.uk
amy_lara_griffiths@yahoo.co.uk - available
for support throughout the county for any
family who have or have had a baby in
special care (regardless of gestation!).
Still Birth Support
SANDS, www.gloucestershiresands.org.uk,
07805950547 & 07805950628
Valley Cushion hire
Sue
0844 243 6138-5

Index of advertisers
Aquatots ..................................... 21
Big Yellow................................... 35
Chadwick Photography .............. 5
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Waterbabies ...............................48
Wycliffe Nursery .........................25
Thank you for advertising in this
newsletter.
Without our advertisers we could
not print this publication!

Our next Nearly
New Sale is on the
3rd November 2012
at Severn Vale
High school.

Tuesdays 10:30 to 12 noon
at Salvation Army Hall,
Eastgate Street, Gloucester
www.facebook.com/groups/
glosbumps/
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For more details, please
see page 27.
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Get in touch and get involved
The Gloucester and District NCT is run by volunteers who give up a few hours of their
time every now and again. We’re always looking for new volunteers. If you’d
like to get involved simply call one of the team.
Join us on facebook: https://www.facebook.com/

groups/NCTGloucester/

Branch Contacts
Branch Chair

Gill

0844 2436183 (1)

GlosChair@nct.org.uk

Branch Secretary

Laine

01452 548932

mlklewis@hotmail.co.uk

Treasurer

Louise

Membership

Jenny

0844 243 6183 (4)

GlosMembership@nct.org.uk

Antenatal Class
Bookings

Caroline

0844 243 6945

bookings3f@nct.org.uk

NNS Co-ordinators

Dawn, Mich
& Gill

GlosNNS@nct.org.uk

Bumps & Babies

Wendy

GlosBumps@nct.org.uk

Antenatal Teachers

Kate, Gill,
Tina

Please see page 45

Little Bundles

Laine

07769 355219

Webmaster

Tina &
Wendy

GlosTreasurer@nct.org.uk

info@gloucesterlittlebundles.org
www.nct.org.uk/gloucester

Branch Newsletter Team
Editor

Tina

glosnewsletter@nct.org.uk

Co-Editor

Wendy

glosnewsletter@nct.org.uk

Advertising

Tina

0844 243 6138 (3)

glosnewsletter@nct.org.uk

Branch Breastfeeding Counsellors
Elizabeth

01452 813425

(early evenings only)

Sue

01452 305957

(daytime only)

Homebirth Support
Tina & Nick

01452 539175

A big thank you to all our dedicated volunteers: Without you we would not have a
Gloucester branch, newsletter, Little Bundles, website, bumps & babies, NNSs or any
other NCT events!
Gloucester & District

www.nct.org.uk/branches/Gloucester
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Please tell our advertisers that you saw their advert in the NCT Gloucester Newsletter ‘Changing Times’
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