
 
X-mas 2005, I got the most beautiful present:  the ultrasound result, which revealed that I 
was pregnant with a little boy. It was a happy and relaxed pregnancy. I was the dream for 
every gynaecologist: A 31-year-old mother, who did not smoke nor drink , with a previous 
healthy pregnancy and natural, uncomplicated birth.  
 
In the 25th week of my pregnancy, my gynaecologist authorized one last flight: he let me go 
for a 2 weeks vacation to take my daughter to visit my family in Hungary.  
 
2 days before our return to France I got sick.  
First, I had a headache, then my legs and arms got heavy and swollen, all of a sudden I was 
feeling extremely tired and I dragged myself into the closest hospital.  
 
I had pre-eclamsia.  
Till that moment, I had no idea about pre-eclampsia at all. 
 
I have only vague memories of that time and what happened during the next weeks. 
 
But I remember well the emergency doctor who explained to my frightened husband, who 
was then 1300 km away from us, on the phone, what was happening to his wife and his 
unborn son, and that they would have to deliver the baby immediately.  
My son was born in the 27th week of pregnancy with 890 gr.  
I remember the moment when my son was born, and I saw his tiny feet and a neonatologist 
running away with him as he had no signs of life. 
 
I will never forget the moment when I woke up in intensive care and the pain I felt when I 
realized that this was not a bad dream, this was the reality.   
My tummy was empty, no baby inside.  
-  
My husband rushed to us from France. I will always remember the first time we met our son 
around 24 hours after his birth. I tried to prepare myself for the sight of my son, but you 
cannot prepare for this. 
 
Five days after his birth, the hospital released me and I had to leave my baby there. Alone. I 
was devastated.  
At the same time, my husband had to go back to France for work, and took with him our 
then 8-years-old daughter-the day of her birthday! 
 
The NICU door will haunt me for the rest of my life. I was afraid of what was waiting for me 
behind that door. For the next 14 weeks, I stood in front of that door twice a day and 
pressed the bell.  
Would they open quickly or would I need to wait? If I had to wait, was it because something 
was going wrong on the other side of the door? Was it my son? 



 
I insisted on calling the NICU every morning at the same time. Every day I wrote down every 
little detail on his baby journal, and also added one photo for every day. If anything 
happened, I needed memories. I needed to prove his existence.  
 
Often, I found myself NOT looking at my baby BUT at the monitors.  
I tried to think that this is not my son, to avoid getting too attached to him. I did not want to 
feel any pain if he would not make it and he died. Although everybody tried to convince me 
that I had to be happy as I survived, I blamed myself for his preterm birth.  
 
I felt invisible in the hospital. Doctors, nurses were overworked and did not have time for a 
mother who was depressed and traumatised. I had no psychological help. There were 6-7 
incubators for 1 nurse and 1-2 neonatologist in every shift.  
At that time, I was confident and felt that my baby was in good hands. Never, not for one 
minute I questioned that my son and I did not receive the best treatment and care. Now, in 
hindsight, I know how dangerous this situation was.  
Today, I recognize how vulnerable and helpless my situation was and I handed over to the 
staff all the power” regarding my child. I accepted not to be allowed to participate during 
rounds and they gave me only oral informations, and only by a doctor. Im a pediatric nurse, I 
accepted that it was done for my own interest. I accepted that I had nothing to do during 
medical procedures, during care or even during resuscitation around my child. I accepted 
that I never felt “welcomed” at the NICU, never claimed for anything, but I had a feeling that 
they are hiding something from me, that’s why the door is only opening from their side. I 
had to ask permission every time to go to see my baby. I had to ask permission to make 
photos or even touching him, all of my move at the NICU was depending on who was in 
duty.  

 
Every day when I walked into the NICU, I only watched incubator number 23.  
The doctors came by, often said some cliché like my favourite "two steps forward, one step 
back" and then they left me alone. The visiting time for each child was 20 minutes, two 
times a day.  
- 
I remember the exact day and the exact hour, when my son started to breathe without any 
machine. At that moment he was born a second time, but I was not there. They told me via 
phone.  
The moment when I could hold him in my arms for the first time is equally unforgettable. He 
was then 12 weeks old. 
- 
After my son got out of the NICU, I felt many things, but I missed the most important feeling: 
I did not feel like his mother.  
-I felt more like a nurse and did not let anyone near him; When I fed him, I was wearing the 
green NICU uniform and a mask for weeks. I didn’t know that baby, was a complete stranger. 
Could be a baby of anybody else. 
 
 



 
It took another 2.5 months until we both could take a flight to go home, back to France.  
And if you think the rollercoaster got easier, well we learnt that the French and Swiss social 
system is extremely weak and without enough information and a good adviser you can slip 
out really easy from it. During follow-up nobody took my worries, my comments seriously. 
My son’s development was extremely slow. After 2,5 years of pleading for an MRI, they 
finally gave us a diagnosis. My son has PVL, profound brain damage.  Equal mentally and 
physically disabled child.  
 
Our son became a fantastic little boy. He is a 5-6 years old little child who lives in the body of 
a 15 years old boy. He walks, he is happy, he speaks 2 languages, he has his own friends.  
But he cannot change his clothes, he is not able to write or read, he will never be an 
independent adult, he will always need someone around him for 24-7.  
 
I paid a really high price, that I had no idea how to advocate for him, for his health for his 
rights. As from day 1 Id been treated as an infant and been received only minimum 
information about my son, the process was extremely long to cope with the NICU and then 
follow up.  
 
No one knows whether my son would be healthy if he was born in France or Switzerland. But 
20 minutes visiting time twice a day has definitely not helped to let him thrive. He couldn’t 
benefit from skin-to-skin care, he wasn’t breastfed.  These may seem “simple things” but we 
know for a long time, that these are the things that contribute to making a difference. 
Our family has in the meanwhile accepted this destiny and we are able to cope with it - some 
days more, some days less.   
 
Thank you for your attention! 
 
 


