



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image1.emf]D IVF   DIARY   W EEK  THREE       In the days and weeks after our bombshell, David made like an ostrich  whilst I was more headless chicken. He was certain the NHS was  inefficient (as well as inordinately slow) and still expected a different  verdict. I wanted every t reatment available… yesterday. During this time  we continued to grieve for what had been snatched from us. After the  hazy glow of sickeningly blissful newlywed contentment, we’d had the  wedding list Axminster pulled from under our feet.      What should we do ? Who should we call? Where could we go? Who’s  the best consultant? Not knowing anyone in the same situation, we had no  one to ask. Our NHS GP was less than sympathetic. She confirmed our  test results, refused to explain what the medical jargon actually me ant  –   “as the specialists will do that” and advised us to hurry up and find a  private fertility clinic. She offered to refer us to St Mary’s Infertility  Clinic (NHS) but felt that we didn’t really have time to sit it out on their  waiting list.      As two peo ple used to being able to control every aspect of our lives, it  was frightening to come up against something we had no control over.  We were desperate for guidance.     What we did find out very quickly is that there are plenty of people out  there happy to do   barrages of expensive tests. Legions more were willing  –   their palms ready to be lined with silver  -   to advise on courses of  alternative treatments that would completely relax us  –   until we got the  bill.   



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image2.emf]IVF   DIARY   W EEK  F IVE         What should be one of the last remaining things you can still do for free  has rapidly become a money pit. To date, we’ve spent nearly £1,000  establishing HOW we’re going find the solution.       We’ve been back to see the lovely Dr Big H air for our test results  -   another few hundred pounds for the tests plus another consultation fee.  My hormones are better than first thought . My Follicle Stimulating  Hormone (FSH)  -   thought to give you a rough indication of how your  eggs are ageing  -   is d own several points. It increases as you approach  menopause and need more to ovulate. I attribute the improvement to  weekly acupunture.      The bad news, was that even fewer of David’s sperm are showing any  inclination to go anywhere.  Huge doses of vitamins  (E and C) and Zinc  I’ve been feeding him twice a day are meant to pep them up not send  them into hibernation.        Big Hair says ICSI said our only option and  –   as I’m not getting any  younger  –   that we should start sooner rather than later.  And there was  I… basking in a haze of ‘FSH reduction’ glory.     Weirdly, I was relieved. If David’s score had improved, we were going to  have tried other methods like fertility drugs and IUI for a few months  before moving to IVF. Your best chance of conceiving is always  natu rally. Illogically, I felt we were going to get somewhere faster by 



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image3.emf]IVF   DIARY   W EEK  S EVEN         The world is pregnant. Everywhere I see expectant women. Hello and OK  (which of course I don’t buy, but see on newsagents’ shelves) are packed  with ‘celebrities’ beaming smugly and stroking their fecund bellies.      I’ve had to start  avoiding certain places that I know make me feel bad.  My morning trip to Starbucks must be before the crowd of yummies (or  most likely their) nannies arrive with their noisy broods. A daytime trip to  Brent Cross will be packed with mothers and offspring re ndering me  deeply depressed.      Three of my close girlfriends have newborns or are about to. I’m honestly  delighted for each of them. But without fail, their good news will  generally provoke a sobbing session in the privacy of my own home. I’m  genuinely hap py for them, but my reaction makes me feel disingenuous  -   a fake friend.       I suspect that the hormones that I’ve been sniffing twice daily for the last  week don’t help.  The doctors need to control my reproductive system, so  what I’m inhaling will con my  body into believing that I’ve hit a (very  early) menopause  –   G - d forbid. I have to sniff exactly twelve hours apart  each day. I’ve set the alarm on my phone to remind me. Each day at 9am  and at 9pm, a calming piece of Bach’s music, alerts me that it’s time   to  pump my body full of chemicals.      The harmful effects these drugs might have on me long term, worry me.   A particularly timely article informed me that the late Liz Tilberis (of 



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image4.emf]  IVF   DIARY   W EEK  N INE       Good news and bad news. No facial hair but some acne. I’ve celebrated  my thirty eighth birthday and I’m (artificially) menopausal  –   not sure  which is the good or bad news in that pair. A scan confirmed that all  normal activity has ce ased. It’s autumn in my abdomen and we’re good to  go with phase two.     Our wise and considerate Rabbi’s advice was not to become our problem.  I interpret this as not letting the IVF take over. Unfortunately it has  –   at  least in terms of the time we have to  give to it.      We’re now making regular trips to the clinic. Even on the tube, it takes  forty minutes to an hour each way. Add to that the time spent there and  we’ve lost half of our day. In a normal nine to five  -   if you’re guarding  your guilty IVF secret  -   it would be a nightmare coming up with excuses  why you’ll be in late, leaving early or taking a long lunch hour. We’re  lucky, being self - employed and (to some extent) flexible in our working  hours, but it’s still cutting into our day.     Our clinic’s obliv ious that patients have lives outside IVF. Last week,  they kept us waiting half an hour for a scan. We’d been forgotten. The  lady doing them had marked us off her list and left. By the time they  found a (grumpy) doctor to do the scan and a nurse to do a bl ood test,  we’d been there over an hour.     



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image5.emf]  IVF   DIARY   W EEK  T HIRTEEN   29   D ECEMBER  2006       We’re almost there. Today  -   5 months after hearing we wouldn‘t be able  to have children without medical intervention, 17 weeks after first seeing  our specialist, the charming and very kind Dr Big Hair and 35 days   after  the first hormonal “sniff”  -   two fertilised embryos are to be returned to  my uterus. Two microscopic bundles of our combined cells, which we  desperately hope will stay and thrive inside me.     My emotions are mixed. I am one of life’s pessimists. Good   news is a  pleasant surprise. My husband, the optimist, knows  –   and reminds me  daily  -   that we must believe this is going to work. The mind’s a powerful  tool in our fight for fertility.      This morning, whilst I shower and dress in my warm comfortable cloth es,  I’m already battling the negative voice in my head. Like that gremlin in  those adverts for literacy classes it’s repeating “this isn’t going to work”.       Instead, whilst at my pre - transfer acupuncture session  -   with tiny  acupuncture needles in my head  (yes, my head!) legs and arms  -   and as I  choose the (now lucky) socks I wore for the successful harvest, I repeat  that this IS going to happen. Our embryos ARE going to implant and  grow into our babies.  I’m taking a sports watch  –   the last birthday gift t o  me from my late father. He died less than 3 years ago and I’ve dreamt  about him lately. Will this watch mean he’s watching over us today?     



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image6.emf]  IVF   DIARY   W EEK  F IFTEEN   20   J ANUARY  2007       It’s over. I didn’t make it to the end of my two - week wait. I know it’s a  bit dramatic, but I’m tearful as I type. All that hope and excitement is  gone and we’re in miserable shock.      My tummy cramps weren’t our ti ny embryos making themselves at home,  they were my body preparing to expel them. Now they’re gone and all I  have is a ridiculous ultrasound picture of a cloud of liquid.      Look away of you’d rather not read the gory details. On Monday, I  started spotting  -   which means bleeding a little. I wasn’t too worried as  -   having trawled the internet endlessly for pregnancy symptoms  -   I knew  this could happen. I called Dr Big Hair (our specialist) on his mobile to  ask whether I should be worried. He was confident this   was “implantation  bleeding” and suggested I do a test the next day. Our hopes were raised a  little again.      Later, my lovely acupuncturist listened, passed tissues and held my hand  whist I shared my fears. She’s one of my biggest rocks at the moment.  I  w ent online. I’m not sure how anyone survived IVF before the internet. I  have a network of buddies going through this and a host of website  noticeboards packed with information and other people’s experiences.  Without those, I’d go mad.     



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image7.emf]  IVF   DIARY   W EEK  S IXTEEN   26   J ANUARY  2007       It was pretty conclusive that our first attempt had failed, but it took two  (negative) pregnancy tests before I could move on. I did the tests just to  have tangible proof that it really was over. As an  “infertile”   (how much  do I hate that term) couple you spend a good part of your life in hope. I  needed to kill that hope so I could get to grieving and healing.      I have to share a little secret  -   our IVF cycle took place in October. The  days and weeks after the fail ure were our very lowest point. With my  hormones still all over the place I just couldn’t pull myself together.  Alternating between angry, tearful and irritable  -   I started to worry that  our (fledgling) marriage wouldn’t be able to weather all this upset.  For  how long would David look forward to coming home to a weeping,  depressed wife?      I spent hours on the net  -   consoling myself by reading about other  IVF’ers  –   and hungrily followed Robert Winston’s series. I needed proof  that I wasn’t the only failure b ut also had to know it worked for someone.  With a raft of exam and career successes under my belt, I’m used to  succeeding  –   I even passed my driving test first time. I want to be an IVF  winner, but until then, can only console myself with knowing I’m with  the majority.  With average IVF success rates of anything from 15  –   30%  more couples will be disappointed.    
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Week Seven

The world is pregnant. Everywhere I see expectant women. Hello and OK (which of course I don’t buy, but see on newsagents’ shelves) are packed with ‘celebrities’ beaming smugly and stroking their fecund bellies. 


I’ve had to start avoiding certain places that I know make me feel bad. My morning trip to Starbucks must be before the crowd of yummies (or most likely their) nannies arrive with their noisy broods. A daytime trip to Brent Cross will be packed with mothers and offspring rendering me deeply depressed. 


Three of my close girlfriends have newborns or are about to. I’m honestly delighted for each of them. But without fail, their good news will generally provoke a sobbing session in the privacy of my own home. I’m genuinely happy for them, but my reaction makes me feel disingenuous - a fake friend.  


I suspect that the hormones that I’ve been sniffing twice daily for the last week don’t help.  The doctors need to control my reproductive system, so what I’m inhaling will con my body into believing that I’ve hit a (very early) menopause – G-d forbid. I have to sniff exactly twelve hours apart each day. I’ve set the alarm on my phone to remind me. Each day at 9am and at 9pm, a calming piece of Bach’s music, alerts me that it’s time to pump my body full of chemicals. 


The harmful effects these drugs might have on me long term, worry me.  A particularly timely article informed me that the late Liz Tilberis (of Vogue) blamed her ovarian cancer on IVF treatment. But, if we want our own children, what choice do we have? 


David’s been glued to the information leaflet that accompanied the drugs.  I’ve been preoccupied with my skin and with my body hair. With so many internal examinations, it’s important to maintain a waxing and pedicure regime. My husband thinks I’m mad. My beautician told me that menopausal women tend to have less hair on their legs and underarms, but more their faces and bikini areas…nice. The leaflet told me that teenage acne may be back for an encore. In my late thirties I’m not in the market for a beard nor a face full of spots! 


During the first week, the only real side effect I noticed – apart from the odd hot flush - was feeling like I had a cold coming. My nose and eyes were streaming. With a week of hormones on board, my behaviour has been a little out of character this week. Not prone to hormonal terrorism, I’m normally fairly even tempered with little experience of PMT. David’s been pretty lucky on that front. Any tantrums are more likely to be his than mine.  


Week two of ‘suppression’ as it’s known has given me the pleasure of experiencing the odd moment of murderous rage. For example - unhappy that the washing I was picking up from the laundrette was still dirty, I refused to pay for it. The episode ended up with me struggling to hold onto a bag containing a bathrobe whilst the girl behind the counter tried to wrestle it from me. I stormed out the shop telling the assistant she could keep it. I was shocked at myself. 


As well as feeling angry, I’ve also had a series of monster headaches and have been endlessly tearful. The tears are starting to get boring.  One day was spent crying down the phone to a succession of different people. If I was married to me, I’d be gone by now. Not my wonderful husband.  In an attempt to cheer me up, he bought me a bottle of my favourite perfume. His reward? More tears.


I’m not sure if the drugs are behind it, but I’m also feeling hugely superstitious. If I do enough good deeds and behave like a nice person, perhaps this will work. David has always told me that picking up rubbish and putting it in a bin is a mitzvah. We always picked up the odd chocolate wrapper, but it’s getting to the point we should swap our car for a rubbish truck.


Next week, we have an appointment to check whether or not this tear stained fortnight has been worth it. They’ll scan me and test my blood to see if I’m sufficiently suppressed. If I am, then this mini menopause will be over and I’ll be allowed to move onto the injections. These hormones should stimulate my ovaries to produce in one week, more eggs than they normally produce in a whole year. I can hardly wait.
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Week THREE

In the days and weeks after our bombshell, David made like an ostrich whilst I was more headless chicken. He was certain the NHS was inefficient (as well as inordinately slow) and still expected a different verdict. I wanted every treatment available… yesterday. During this time we continued to grieve for what had been snatched from us. After the hazy glow of sickeningly blissful newlywed contentment, we’d had the wedding list Axminster pulled from under our feet. 


What should we do? Who should we call? Where could we go? Who’s the best consultant? Not knowing anyone in the same situation, we had no one to ask. Our NHS GP was less than sympathetic. She confirmed our test results, refused to explain what the medical jargon actually meant – “as the specialists will do that” and advised us to hurry up and find a private fertility clinic. She offered to refer us to St Mary’s Infertility Clinic (NHS) but felt that we didn’t really have time to sit it out on their waiting list. 


As two people used to being able to control every aspect of our lives, it was frightening to come up against something we had no control over. We were desperate for guidance.


What we did find out very quickly is that there are plenty of people out there happy to do barrages of expensive tests. Legions more were willing – their palms ready to be lined with silver - to advise on courses of alternative treatments that would completely relax us – until we got the bill. 


One very credible clinic offered to help us achieve pregnancy. We sat in a waiting area tastefully decorated with calming flowers and water features. The walls were lined with pictures of smiling mothers with their cute babies – a smattering of celeb yummy mummies included. Well…if so and so came here, they must be good…mustn’t they..? On tables and ledges were copies of their various books (available at reception) and leaflets offering supplements and treatments to assist you in your goal. 


The first specialist took a look at our results, massaged my stomach, advised us to go home and renew our efforts to conceive. She then relieved of us a couple of hundred pounds and prescribed me another couple of hundreds of pounds worth of nutritional supplements. No guesses as to whether or not I rushed off and bought them.


There is no fool greater than the desperately infertile. We returned to the same clinic to see another specialist. This time, an embryologist, who  explained exactly the nature of the problem. A little bit too much information, as it was suggested that the non-swimming sperm might be a chromosomal problem and the risk of other abnormalities may mean we shouldn’t have children at all. Another (expensive) test was recommended.


Stunned we went immediately to drink red wine (already a banned substance for me) and eat copious amounts of chips and other fatty foods. 


At our lowest point yet – could it get any worse (?) – we wondered what to do next. We were spending hundreds of pounds and getting nowhere. As fully paid up hypochondriacs we both have private GP’s. David’s gave us the name of the clinic some of his patients had used. Any clinic meeting the exacting standards of the ladies and gentlemen of Hampstead Garden Suburb must surely cut the mustard. 


But how were we to know if that clinic was any good?  We asked select close friends for suggestions.  They reported back with various names of clinics. My research revealed that the HFEA (Human Fertilisation and Embryology Authority) publish a league table. Now we had too many names.


Confused (him) and perpetually tearful (me) we visited my private GP. She had considerable experience in this area and told us about a particular specialist she’d found kind, at a clinic with good reputation and results. 


Job done. We walked out of there feeling like a weight had been lifted. 


David was persuaded - if a doctor was happy then it had to be good. I was a little concerned that it was some distance from our home whilst there are several clinics close to our home. 


My worries were overcome when I discovered that the clinic was within noshing distance of a fantastic food market. We arranged to see the specialist and were sent a stack of forms to fill in before our appointment.


Two long weeks later – why does this all take so long – we were sitting in the clinic’s waiting room. It was sufficiently comfortable – with large bowl of foil wrapped sweets, interesting magazines and free coffee and water. A step up from the NHS, but not so smart that you felt they had too much (of your money) to spend on interior decoration. 


Our specialist was running late, so we waited thirty minutes, munching toffees and reading Hello before we were called.  He was charming, kind, sympathetic and had a (fabulous) head of thick grey hair.  Dr Big Hair asked me gynaecological questions that felt vaguely uncomfortable in front of my (still relatively) new husband. He read our first results and queried some of their findings. We were, apparently, lucky to have established so quickly why I hadn’t been able to conceive. 


He recommended a few more tests – for both of us – and a return visit in a couple of weeks. At last we felt back in the driving seat. 
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Week One


There is only one greater pressure on a Jewish girl than the pressure to marry (in) and that is to reproduce. The nacchas enjoyed by a parent on seeing their daughter’s name in the ‘Forthcoming Marriages’ section of the Jewish Chronicle and even in sharing with the world (and his wife) that their daughter is a lawyer is by far and away exceeded by the chest puffing pride of wheeling their grandchild around Hampstead in the bugaboo.


To date, I’ve reached most of the goals – good school, good degree, qualified as a lawyer even picking up a few prizes on the way. For some years, it looked like I was going to remain the single, professional – “I can’t understand, she’s such a lovely girl, but at least she’s got her career”.  But, at the eleventh hour, I even managed to find and marry a very, lovely man – a nice Jewish boy. So far, so good. Just one hurdle left to clear, and I’d have the full house.


For 37 years, I’d been aware of my biological clock. I’d actually reconciled myself to the fact that it might stop before I could put my biology to use.  But, once I’d met the man who wanted my children as much as I wanted his, the ticking became almost audible.  Aware that at 36 (as I was then) things might take a while, I persuaded my fiancee (as he was then) that things could take time and so we should probably get on with the task in hand. 


In a man sort of a way, he was certain he’d just have to look at me for me to fall pregnant – maybe that’s where we’ve been going wrong. He was, unfortunately, way off the mark. For 9 months, nothing happened. We planned the wedding – no luck, I bought some of those sticks that tell you when you should be doing more than look at each other…still no joy; we got married and I bought a book full of top tips for conception  - I even read bits of it…still nothing; we went on honeymoon where my (by now) husband (a paid up health neurotic) had a panic about our malaria tablets – which warned against pregnancy whilst taking. He spent half the night on the Internet in our honeymoon suite, checking how dangerous it might be to conceive whilst taking them. He needn’t have worried…still nothing had happened. 


At this point, it seemed a good idea to check everything was in working order. I went to see my GP, who took copious blood samples on various days of the month. Despite some of my hormones being a tad on the high side – indicating a bit of ageing – there was no reason to suggest our lack of success.


The GP suggested that my husband get tested. He was dispatched to a little room at a large NHS hospital, in which there was a plastic covered mattress, a drawer full of dog-eared magazines like GQ and Stuff. He overcame hygiene issues (well, you don’t know who’s been in that room, do you) and the test was dispatched to a laboratory.


Two weeks later – I suppose there’s quite a lot of counting to do – we discovered that we had a problem. My husband’s sperm count was on the low side. This in itself might not have been a problem – there were still thirteen million of them - had the sperm themselves been sufficiently active. It seemed that the majority of them were fairly inactive - simply twitching and not swimming. The sample was sent to a second lab to be examined under a super duper microscope. Two weeks – and several increasingly frantic phone calls – later, at about 7pm on a Friday night – we were told (via speaker phone) by a doctor that we’ve never met that my husband’s fertility was severely impaired. Good shabbas.


We would only conceive by IVF and specifically, ICSI. Suddenly, our ability to procreate and to do our duty as good Jewish newlyweds had become dependent on a series of mysterious acronyms. Something that I’d only read about in newspapers with minimal interest had become a bit too relevant. 


The doctor told us to see our own GP next week and put the phone down.  A quick google revealed that ICSI stands for Intra-Cytoplasmic Sperm Injection. It’s a form of IVF where, instead of leaving the eggs and sperm to do their own thing, the immotile sperm are injected right into the egg. The useless tails become irrelevant. 


We were left reeling, still too shocked to take this in and with no idea what to do next. Neither of us are quitters, and, after a brief period or mourning, we hit the Internet and the phones to establish what to do next. 
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Week Five

What should be one of the last remaining things you can still do for free has rapidly become a money pit. To date, we’ve spent nearly £1,000 establishing HOW we’re going find the solution.


We’ve been back to see the lovely Dr Big Hair for our test results - another few hundred pounds for the tests plus another consultation fee. My hormones are better than first thought . My Follicle Stimulating Hormone (FSH) - thought to give you a rough indication of how your eggs are ageing - is down several points. It increases as you approach menopause and need more to ovulate. I attribute the improvement to weekly acupunture. 


The bad news, was that even fewer of David’s sperm are showing any inclination to go anywhere.  Huge doses of vitamins (E and C) and Zinc I’ve been feeding him twice a day are meant to pep them up not send them into hibernation. 


 Big Hair says ICSI said our only option and – as I’m not getting any younger – that we should start sooner rather than later.  And there was I…basking in a haze of ‘FSH reduction’ glory.


Weirdly, I was relieved. If David’s score had improved, we were going to have tried other methods like fertility drugs and IUI for a few months before moving to IVF. Your best chance of conceiving is always naturally. Illogically, I felt we were going to get somewhere faster by going straight to the most unnatural and intrusive method possible. Perhaps my control issues again?


He talked us through the procedure, which would all kick off on day 21 of my cycle. We’d need to establish what date that would be. My diary was out in a nanosecond. In fact, I could have told him without checking. I’m well aware of my potentially fertile days each month. Day 21 being the next week I was ready to write the cheque and get booked in immediately. 


Dr Big Hair reassured said we should go home and think about when we want to start. As it turned out, it’s not going to be possible to get the preliminary stuff out of the way in time. So we’ll have to wait a little longer to get started than I’d have like. 


In the meantime, there are still plenty of ways to spend our money. Before we start, the clinic needs more blood tests – HIV and Hepatitis – for both of us. Rubella for me. I’m going to have more than my fair share of needle action over the next few weeks, so nominated David for Cystic Fibrosis and Taysach’s screens. David’s tests – left to the last minute in that endearing man way – had to be done by the clinic – for £500(!) Now, there’s a business to be in. 


Conscious of my rapidly increasing credit card balance, I shopped around. Rubella testing was available from my GP. Adding insult to injury, you’re only entitled to free HIV or Hepatitis screens on the NHS if you’re pregnant. Ker-ching - another £200. 


Also on our pre-treatment checklist, was purchasing the drugs. Our clinic doubles the cost of the treatment drugs. It’s worth shopping around. I found a drug company that I could deal with directly and halved the cost of the drugs - still more than £800. 


The next day, a large refrigerated package was delivered by a leather-clad courier. I unpacked the sprays, syringes and pessaries into my fridge. It was exciting to be getting somewhere, but depressing to be stacking drugs in my fridge alongside our stocks of cheese and chocolate. I was all too aware, that at some point I would have to use those needles. 


Next stop, the clinic’s Accounts department - conveniently situated in the reception area. We loaded up a credit card with nearly £5,000, the fee for the treatment, which had to be paid, in full, in advance. 


The last box to tick before starting treatment was our ‘mock insertion’.


The word ‘mock’ takes you back to school exams. It was our specialist who was being tested. He had to work out the best way into my womb so he’ll know the route when he’s doing the real thing in (hopefully) a few weeks time. A sort of gynaecological Knowledge. 


I test? To lie on a bed-like contraption with my feet in ungainly stirrups, a piece of green paper retaining my modesty and something resembling a searchlight pointed at my nether regions. 


It felt strange to have David in the room. Sitting near my shoulder, with a view of the ultrasound screen, he nervously cracked a joke about finding a pair of Germans manning the light. It went down like a zeppelin balloon.


The test’s done with a full bladder - mine, not the consultant’s. My test was to retain control whilst the nurse pressed hard with the scanner. My only distraction to was watching the catheter enter my cervix and womb. How we laughed when Big Hair injected some (doctor style) humour by wiggling the catheter around so that we could see it moving inside me. Once he’d established the route, he drew a map on my notes.


With the checklist complete and several thousands of pounds lighter, we were ready to start. People who’ve been down this road tell us that the money stops being an issue. I hate to sound mean and at this point, I’m truly grateful that we even have the chance to start a family. It just doesn’t seem fair that it’s going to cost us so much to do it. 
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Week Thirteen


29 December 2006


We’re almost there. Today - 5 months after hearing we wouldn‘t be able to have children without medical intervention, 17 weeks after first seeing our specialist, the charming and very kind Dr Big Hair and 35 days after the first hormonal “sniff” - two fertilised embryos are to be returned to my uterus. Two microscopic bundles of our combined cells, which we desperately hope will stay and thrive inside me.


My emotions are mixed. I am one of life’s pessimists. Good news is a pleasant surprise. My husband, the optimist, knows – and reminds me daily - that we must believe this is going to work. The mind’s a powerful tool in our fight for fertility. 


This morning, whilst I shower and dress in my warm comfortable clothes, I’m already battling the negative voice in my head. Like that gremlin in those adverts for literacy classes it’s repeating “this isn’t going to work”.  


Instead, whilst at my pre-transfer acupuncture session - with tiny acupuncture needles in my head (yes, my head!) legs and arms - and as I choose the (now lucky) socks I wore for the successful harvest, I repeat that this IS going to happen. Our embryos ARE going to implant and grow into our babies.  I’m taking a sports watch – the last birthday gift to me from my late father. He died less than 3 years ago and I’ve dreamt about him lately. Will this watch mean he’s watching over us today? 


David drives us to the clinic. Like our earlier mock transfer this procedure is carried out with my bladder full, so I’m swigging from my mineral water bottle. Advised to drink plenty during the treatment, I regularly drink 2 litres a day anyway.


After our frequent visits to the clinic and the odd tantrum, we’re well known to the receptionist – who we suspect is a reader.  All smiles and excitement – this might be our last wait in this too familiar room. 


Dr Big Hair arrived – late as usual – we’re taken upstairs and ushered into a treatment room.  I’m already stripping off when they tell us to sit down in 2 chairs opposite them. The jovial ‘end-of-term’ atmosphere suddenly feels formal. Fatime – the embryologist (in green scrubs and carrying a clipboard) comes in and confirms our full names and dates of birth. Satisfied we’re the right recipients, she rewards us with the news that we have 3, 1st class embryos.


Flanked by Big Hair and the nurse, she asks how many we want transferred. The maximum’s 2. Dr Big Hair explains the potential risk of twins if both were to implant. David and I look at each other. Surprisingly, we hadn’t discussed that. I ask if our chances would be reduced if we opt for just 1. They would be. Then there’s no choice – 2 it is.  The 3rd will be frozen for future use. Does our family already exist in 3 test tubes?


They close a curtain, I strip off and settle myself on the stirrup bed. On goes the search light, the ultrasound jelly and the ultrasound machine. My uterus appears on the screen. I chit-chat with the lovely nurse, David sits silently concentrating whilst Big Hair guides the catheter in. A 2nd embryologist brings in our embryos and asks us to repeat our names and dates of birth. 


In minutes, they’re in. So tiny they’re invisible - all we can see is the solution they’re in.  We leave, clutching an ultrasound image of the cloud of fluid in my uterus. Already the clucking Jewish mother, David makes me wait while he fetches the car. He doesn’t want me walking too far and he’s already fretting about twins.


I’m alternately hopeful and gloomy. Our babies might already be beginning to implant inside me, but I can’t believe I could be pregnant in 2 weeks’ time.  Our levels of hope are at their highest so far.
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Week Nine

Good news and bad news. No facial hair but some acne. I’ve celebrated my thirty eighth birthday and I’m (artificially) menopausal – not sure which is the good or bad news in that pair. A scan confirmed that all normal activity has ceased. It’s autumn in my abdomen and we’re good to go with phase two.


Our wise and considerate Rabbi’s advice was not to become our problem. I interpret this as not letting the IVF take over. Unfortunately it has – at least in terms of the time we have to give to it. 


We’re now making regular trips to the clinic. Even on the tube, it takes forty minutes to an hour each way. Add to that the time spent there and we’ve lost half of our day. In a normal nine to five - if you’re guarding your guilty IVF secret - it would be a nightmare coming up with excuses why you’ll be in late, leaving early or taking a long lunch hour. We’re lucky, being self-employed and (to some extent) flexible in our working hours, but it’s still cutting into our day.


Our clinic’s oblivious that patients have lives outside IVF. Last week, they kept us waiting half an hour for a scan. We’d been forgotten. The lady doing them had marked us off her list and left. By the time they found a (grumpy) doctor to do the scan and a nurse to do a blood test, we’d been there over an hour. 


David was (justifiably) furious - demanding who to complain to. He was right. We’ve paid a lot of money for this and, like most people being treated for infertility, are emotionally fragile. We need TLC not forgetfulness.


A fellow IVF-er told me that her husband reacted in the same way when their clinic made a mistake. Maybe, in what is an emasculating situation, this is a way for our men to recover their hunter/warrior status.


We’ve become housebound - normal activities suspended. Twice daily sniffing isn’t really compatible with cinema trips. Now there’s a 10pm injection, our social life has completely ground to a halt. 


The injection has been the first part of the treatment that I’ve found difficult. A hormonal nasal spray is one thing, but actually plunging a syringe into your flesh is quite another. A nurse asked who would be administering the injections. Now, I trust my husband with most things, but no one (other than the medically qualified and my acupunturist) is going near me with a needle.


The drug I’m taking comes in handy “pens”. It must be primed first before pressing the “trigger”. The nurse made me show her how. What I couldn’t practice was putting the needle in. What if I did it wrong and didn’t go in or maybe went somewhere it shouldn’t?  A bright yellow “sharps bin” for the used needles is now in our shower room – an ugly reminder of what’s never too far from our minds anyway. I think David was excited to have a new gadget to take home. 


On the first night, I spent an hour online reading how to inject. At five to ten, I was at the kitchen table, my makeshift injection kit in a Tupperware. In the box - a pack of antiseptic wipes, some antibacterial hand cleaning spray, the injection pen and a box of needles. I didn’t want to have to ask David to watch. At three minutes to ten, he shouted from his office to ask if I needed him. I did. 


At ten pm - with David by my side - I primed the pen, chose the dose and pinched some flesh on my thigh. I took a breath, plunged in and pushed down. It actually hurt very little. After waiting a few seconds I pulled it out, elated, but immediately worried. Had I put it in correctly or pulled it out too soon? Was the dose right? My adjudicator confirmed it was fine.


Since the first couple in my leg, I’ve started injecting in my tummy. The plentiful flesh means less pain, and it’s closer to the “action”. Some days have hurt and others are fine.  Every time I do it, I’m nervous. But I’m lucky. This is temporary. How do diabetics feel - doing this every day of their lives? 


We’re trying not to become this, but it’s really hard. For a few weeks, this stuff takes first place on the agenda. It has to.
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Week Fifteen


20 January 2007


It’s over. I didn’t make it to the end of my two-week wait. I know it’s a bit dramatic, but I’m tearful as I type. All that hope and excitement is gone and we’re in miserable shock. 


My tummy cramps weren’t our tiny embryos making themselves at home, they were my body preparing to expel them. Now they’re gone and all I have is a ridiculous ultrasound picture of a cloud of liquid. 


Look away of you’d rather not read the gory details. On Monday, I started spotting - which means bleeding a little. I wasn’t too worried as - having trawled the internet endlessly for pregnancy symptoms - I knew this could happen. I called Dr Big Hair (our specialist) on his mobile to ask whether I should be worried. He was confident this was “implantation bleeding” and suggested I do a test the next day. Our hopes were raised a little again. 


Later, my lovely acupuncturist listened, passed tissues and held my hand whist I shared my fears. She’s one of my biggest rocks at the moment.  I went online. I’m not sure how anyone survived IVF before the internet. I have a network of buddies going through this and a host of website noticeboards packed with information and other people’s experiences. Without those, I’d go mad. 


On Monday night David and I argued. He wouldn’t (or couldn’t) entertain my fears and insisted I stay positive. I needed a “there, there” hug and not tough love. I hardly slept. 


Without being too graphic, on Tuesday, whilst David was still at work – the spotting turned to flooding. I called the Doctor and the clinic – desperate for them to make it better. Could I take anything? Do anything? Stop doing something?  They were kind, but honest - it was all over. 


Dr Big Hair checked if I was alone – was there someone who could be with me? I rang my mother to let her know and for a bit of mummy sympathy. I think she’s been pretty upset by this and sometimes wonder if I should protect her and keep more to myself.


When David came home he held me whilst I cried. I had work to do and wanted to keep going, but he insisted we go out for a walk and a cup of tea. We sat, shell-shocked in a local café. In the last few weeks, this has taken over our lives. Injections, pessaries, scans and clinic appointments have filled our every day. Now that’s all gone. 


My coping mechanism is distraction. I get on with life - so I went to work Tuesday night. With swollen red eyes, I chatted and smiled with the pupils in my cooking class. I felt a bit better for taking my mind off the misery, but when David came and picked me up, it rolled back in, like a dark cloud.


One of my internet buddies – another first-timer – wrote in her blog of her positive pregnancy test. Why her? Why not me? Teaching and running cooking team-building sessions have kept me going this week. No time to mull things over. 


We’ve slithered all the way down the biggest snake back to square one. Now I understand why people say IVF is difficult. It’s not the physical treatment that’s hard. It’s not pleasant but it’s bearable and you cope with it as a means to an end. More than and end, the most happy ending I can think of. 


What’s really, really hard is the expectation that this gives you and the hope you invest in it.  You have to hope it will work but the pain of failure is unbearable. 


We’re going back to see Dr Big Hair to find his view. I’m sure he’ll tell us it’s just one of those things. Only Nature can decide who gets to hang on to their embryos and who ends their two-week wait in a mountain of sodden tissues.  Still, I want to find out what next. When can we try again? I’m not beaten…yet.
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Week Sixteen


26 January 2007


It was pretty conclusive that our first attempt had failed, but it took two (negative) pregnancy tests before I could move on. I did the tests just to have tangible proof that it really was over. As an  “infertile” (how much do I hate that term) couple you spend a good part of your life in hope. I needed to kill that hope so I could get to grieving and healing. 


I have to share a little secret - our IVF cycle took place in October. The days and weeks after the failure were our very lowest point. With my hormones still all over the place I just couldn’t pull myself together. Alternating between angry, tearful and irritable - I started to worry that our (fledgling) marriage wouldn’t be able to weather all this upset. For how long would David look forward to coming home to a weeping, depressed wife? 


I spent hours on the net - consoling myself by reading about other IVF’ers – and hungrily followed Robert Winston’s series. I needed proof that I wasn’t the only failure but also had to know it worked for someone. With a raft of exam and career successes under my belt, I’m used to succeeding – I even passed my driving test first time. I want to be an IVF winner, but until then, can only console myself with knowing I’m with the majority.  With average IVF success rates of anything from 15 – 30% more couples will be disappointed.


I wanted to try again immediately. We saw Dr Big Hair (our consultant) who confirmed it was bad luck. Our embryos had been first class. He’d been hopeful. He advised us to wait three months; take some time off, relax and to keep trying naturally – miracles do happen. He’d see us in January. He could have taken our money, but knew I needed time to heal.  He’s earned our complete trust.


The first year of a marriage should be a carefree time. Ours had become an endurance test. We spent the Christmas break away in a little cottage in Wales - taking time out.


We were to begin again January but I’m too scaredm, so we’ve decided to delay a month. Dr Big Hair will try different drugs next time - all of them administered by injection, so there’ll be an extra fortnight of needles to look forward to…joy. I’ve also signed up for a relaxation course at the clinic. 


We’re feeling positive – the Dr has learned much about how I respond to the drugs and we know David’s sperm are capable of doing the job. We’ll keep you posted.


We were asked for advice for those facing infertility:


1. Don’t panic. It may feel like a race against time, but do fully investigate your treatment options. Find the right clinic. 



2. Communicate with each other. You need to be on the same team.



3. You’ll need a support network – we had friends and family looking out for us. 



4. Be hopeful, but don’t expect miracles. It might work first time, but there’s every chance it won’t!



5. Don’t let it take over your life. It will, to some extent, but keep time for other things.



6. Infertility can strain your friendships with those blessed with children. Don’t expect your friends to ‘get it’. If someone is unsupportive or inconsiderate, give them a wide berth. True friends should understand. 



Feel free to contact us via the JC. Thank you those of you who’ve supported us during the last four months. If you’ve any questions or advice, do contact us.
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