
Dear hyperemesis gravidarum, 

 
I’m writing to tell you that you are a massive c**t. That isn’t a word I like to use very 
often, but I feel it’s the only word that can do any sort of justice on how you make 
me, and so many others feel. I didn’t know what you were in my first pregnancy and 
neither did it seem, did anyone else. I quietly waited, almost impatiently, for some 
sort of sickness to reassure me my pregnancy hormones were strong and I could 
happily walk round like they do in the films throwing up into bins randomly and 
running off to the loo at the smell of someone’s perfume. I wanted that. But you 
came instead, and you floored me.  
 
You came and you took every ounce of fluid from my body and expelled it through 
forceful violent vomiting. Every day. Every single day.  
 
“It’s just normal morning sickness” the doctors would tell me. “Try some ginger. All 
women put up with this.  It’s the sign of a healthy pregnancy. It’s mind over matter 
Sarah. Try ginger. Eat a biscuit before you get up. It must be a girl. It will stop by 12 
weeks. Did I mention ginger?” 
 
Some days you decided I would open my eyes and immediately, being so 
overwhelmed by nausea, would be sick on myself as I lay there. Then I would lie on 
the bathroom floor where the yellow bile would keep coming. 30, 40, 50 times a day. 
You lose count after a while. Sometimes you would make me do this for days in a 
row until eventually, I couldn’t stand up and I would end up admitted to hospital with 
a team of people anxiously fighting to try and find any vein in my body so they could 
get some fluid into me and bring me back to some sort of normal human function. 
Why have you waited so long to get help Sarah? Your kidneys are failing. When did 
you last pass urine? They called an anaesthetist to find a vein, 3 doctors and a nurse 
couldn’t find one. 9 litres of fluid I was given over 2 days. I finally went for a wee 
about 14 hours later.  
 
“You have Hyperemesis Gravidarium Sarah” 
 
What the f**k is that? 
 
“Excessive nausea and vomiting that causes frequent dehydration and weight loss. 
The baby is a parasite, it will be fine. You need medication, this won’t be nice” 
 
I liked that doctor. He didn’t sugar coat anything. He just said it as it was and told me 
never to let my body get in that state again.  
 
My body got into that state many times. But I had medication and sometimes that 
gave me a few minutes to attempt to eat the one random thing that popped in my 
head as an acceptable source of energy that may possibly withstand forceful 
rejection from my stomach.  
 



You stayed the whole 9 months, because like I said earlier, you are a c**t. Penny 
was born at 41 weeks at a measly 6lbs 8oz. She was small for gestational age, but 
she caught up quickly with my magical breast milk.  
 
One year later I was ready for round 2. Let’s get this done. I wanted lots of babies, 
but you made that decision very difficult. I knew I had to do it one last time. For 

Penny. My god are you worth every single second of that hell Penny ♥️ 

 
That month I found out I was pregnant again. Maybe I won’t get it this time. There is 
an 80% chance of having HG in a subsequent pregnancy, but I liked the sound of 
that 20%. Of course, at 5 weeks you showed your ugly head again as I familiarised 
myself with the bottom of the toilet bowl.  
 
I really hate you.  
 
I had several fights with my GP. I printed off evidence and research for him until he 
reluctantly prescribed some medication. Not the medication I wanted; the drugs I 
knew that would work. But he told me I was fine, my blood work was fine, my urine 
results were fine and so therefore I was fine. That day I was admitted to A&E, 
severely dehydrated and not able to swallow my own saliva.  
 
I decided then, at that moment, that I couldn’t do it anymore. You made me feel so 
weak, so awful, like death, that I decided I couldn’t do it anymore. You made me 
think about ending my baby’s life. You made me think about that a lot. Do you know 
how you make people feel when they think that? They feel wretched and evil. But the 
drugs started to work. And the respite I needed to think straight came. I hated the 
nausea. It never ever ended. After I was sick it was still there. No relief. You got me 
admitted to hospital a few times with Robin. Again, I had to deal with stupid 
suggestions and potential causes for my condition; “it’s acid, my wife had this when 
she was pregnant, drink Gaviscon. It’s just morning sickness. Oh, you want to be like 
the princess Kate do you? Have you tried ginger yet?”  
 
“It’s in your head.”  
 
F**k you. That’s what’s in my head.  
 
With Robin you stopped at 16 weeks. One day you just left. I lived in fear you would 
return but you didn’t. I won’t ever have to see you again.  
 
Yes, I am lucky I get to have babies. Yes, I am lucky I have 2 healthy babies. But do 
not make me feel bad for hating every second of pregnancy. Do not invalidate my 
fears and hate for it. Do not make me feel bad for my months in hell. I challenge 
anyone to go through hyperemesis and not come out a changed person. You are a 
dark place. Scary thoughts happen. Dark, morbid, nasty thoughts. You robbed me.  
 
You gave me phobias. I am scared when I feel sick. I am scared when my babies are 
sick. I would avoid sick people and be obsessive about cleaning in case of sickness 
bugs. When we all got sick, I would be in a state of utter panic for days. Palpitations 
and flashbacks of never-ending vomit and nausea. I hate you. Norovirus was a 
complete breeze compared to Hyperemesis. I don’t see you every day but you’re 



there. I don’t feel you but you are in my head like a nightmare. You pop into my brain 
when I see pregnant people. I feel sick when I hear certain sounds. I will never ever 
eat a garlic baguette ever again.  
 
You linger.  
 
Years went on. Life went by. Things changed.  
 

I met Matt ♥️ 

 
He had no children. I knew he needed to be a daddy. He wants it so much and I 
know he will be such a wonderful father. He knew from the very beginning about my 
Hyperemesis. It was almost my introduction to him. I remember him researching 
about you and finding out lots of information. He agreed you are a c**t too.  
 
It took me 3 years to be ready to face you again. I’m older now, wiser to the world. I 
have a truckload of experiences under my belt. I can handle you again. I’m ready for 
you.  
 
The second I saw the word pregnant I called my GP. I was not expecting what 
happened next. I had a speech; I was ready for a fight and I was ready for ginger. 
 
“No problem. What do medication do you need?” 
 
Oh. I cried. Life had changed. People knew about you. People understood. There 
are day clinics and places you can get fluids and then go home. People know you 
are evil. People don’t talk about ginger to me now.  
 
Then boy did you come. You are so cruel. You came at 5 weeks pregnant. I was 
bound to my bed. Too weak to move. The nausea was unbearable despite the 
medication I had. Matt lay by my side helpless. He gave me whatever I asked for. My 
children bought me water. My daughter stroked my hair. My son rubbed my belly. 
They knew I was disappearing for a while and they understood why. They are such 
perfect wonderful children.  
 
They were worth every second of your torture. That is what gets me through your 
torment. The end goal. Our baby.  
 
At 6 weeks we found out I was pregnant with twins. What a wonderful feeling. Two 
beautiful heartbeats. Little healthy babies with booming hearts. Two babies. How 
lucky are we.  
 
HG is common with twins. But I already knew you, we go way back now. Except this 
time, you were so much worse. You were trying to kill me. I know you were. I could 
feel it. I felt the life being drained from me every single second. You were different to 
before. Was it because there are 2 babies? Is it because I’m older now? Why are 
you doing this to me? You are so evil.  
 
I feel like I’m dying.  
 



I feel like I’m dying.  
 
I feel like I’m dying.  
 
I feel like I’m dying.  
 
I have a severe allergic reaction to some medication. I am swollen all over. My eyes 
swollen shut. They hurt when you make me sick. The pressure on my swollen face is 
immense with the forceful vomit. Matt has to pick me up off the floor. I am such a 
mess. I sob into the toilet. I didn’t think you would be this hard. I hear Matt cry. I can’t 
comfort him because you keep every ounce of my energy. I have to focus. I have to 
focus on the nausea. Not him. Not the children. Just you. You have all my attention. 
You are my every thought. I have to deal with you at every waking second and fight 
you. That’s all I do. I fight you. You won’t win. Eyes on the prize Sarah. 
 
Two babies. I can’t wait to hold you. You are so loved already. I will fight for you my 
babies. I will go through hell and back for you because I know you are worth it. I hold 
my belly sometimes. We love you.  
 
Something is different today. There is no vomit. Nausea is tolerable.  
 
I feel like I’m dying, but it’s not because of you today. Something isn’t right. If I call 
the doctor they will ask what is wrong with me. I can’t tell you. I feel like I’m dying but 
I don’t know why. I have never felt like I did that day in my life. I was sure I was going 
to die.  
 
I’m still alive.  
 
You’ve gone. Where have you gone? You don’t go yet! I am 8 weeks pregnant with 
twins, the peak of hormones, I know you are ready to throw the big guns at me. You 
aren’t done with me yet. Where have you gone? 
 
I feel ok.  
 
I am sick once. But I feel ok. You’re definitely not here.  
 
Creeping doubt sneaks in. Am i lucky? Have you just packed your bags and left so 
soon? Have the drugs actually worked? Let’s book a scan for some reassurance. I 
need reassurance that I don’t feel like I’m dying. I feel ok and I need to be reassured. 
Something doesn’t seem right about that. But that’s how you work. 
 
I can’t breathe in the mask. I can’t see matts face but I hold his hand. I can see the 
sonographers eyes though. I can see her. I feel like I can see into her brain. I can 
hear her eyes and I know what she is about to say but I don’t want to hear her 
speak. She speaks anyway.  
 
I’m so sorry I can’t find a heartbeat on either baby.  
 



You’ve made me weak. I’ve been shaking for days because of you. My heart is 
working too hard. Everything is failing. You’ve drained me of life but I knew that they 
were ok.  
 
But now you’ve gone and you took them with you.  
 
My poor babies. Your hearts stopped at 7 weeks. Why did they stop little ones? I 
was fighting so hard. I would do anything for you. What happened?  
 
That day I felt like I was really going to die is the day you both left us. My body felt 
something. I thought it was me dying, but it was both of you. My little angels. Our 
little raspberries. We saw your tiny arms. We saw your hearts beating so strong. I 
don’t understand why you’ve gone.  
 
I hate you Hyperemesis. I don’t think it was you that made my babies angels. But 
you don’t help. You tricked me. You made me think everything was ok. As long as I 
am sick, all is well. But you left me and now I hate you for leaving me.  
 
My body will eventually catch up and realise our beautiful twins have died. But for 
now they stay inside me and we wait.  
 
Hyperemesis I hate you. I hate that you were with me but now I hate you more for 
leaving me. You are a thief. You robbed me 3 times now. But at least you gave me 2 
beautiful children, that was my reward for enduring you. I begged you to come back 
and make my babies ok but you didn’t. You have left me!  
 
You have left me with nothing. I have no prize for endurance this time. I’m just 
broken and empty.  
 
I’ll see you again. I won’t be ready for some time now. But I will see you. I will fight 
you again because that’s what we do. I will fight you until the end.  
 
Please don’t leave me next time but please try and be kinder to me. Maybe 2 babies 
at once was too much for us. Maybe we knew that we couldn’t do two together. We 
did agree that it might kill me remember? I will welcome you next time if you promise 
to be just a tiny bit kinder. We can work together, we’ve done it before. Our 
relationship is so strange, I hate you but I am reassured by you. You alerted me 
something was wrong by your absence. I hate you but I need you.  
 
Hyperemesis you are a c**t. But please don’t leave me again. 
 


