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Introduction 

I realised after many years of formal education that I had alot to learn about life. I dipped my 

toe into the practice of positive thinking towards the end of my teenage years, though it wasn’t 

until my mid thirties that I realised I needed to go far deeper than I had been going. To delve 

down way below the surface and embrace all the lessons my life had to offer.  

In 2006, I suffered what can only be described as a near-death experience. (Indeed, I did die!) 

And as you might imagine, this served as an effective wakeup call! I thought that I had dealt 

with or ‘processed’ my early life traumas. However, my sabbatical with ‘death’ revealed I 

needed to go deep and clear out the emotional scars of these early events.  

I wrote this book to show that you don’t have to wait until some life-altering event forces you 

to ‘wake up’. You can take charge now and make the changes you need on your terms. You 

can avoid the roadblocks, dead-ends and unnecessary detours. You can be in the driving seat 

of your story and reach the destination you want.  

Have ever asked yourself…? 

Why am I unhappy? 

Why don’t I get the success I deserve? 

Why do I have difficulty with relationships? 

Why do bad things keep happening to me? 

Have you ever wondered…? 

Is there more to life than this? 

Why am I here?  

What is my real purpose? 

Why does life seem to be passing me by? 

If you can say yes, these are the questions on your mind, to any or all of the above, then this 

book for you! 

After many years of self-discovery, and a dedication to acquiring and training with a variety 

of therapies and modalities, I developed a powerful program of self-discovery. My Inner GPS 

system is a program of self-enquiry, mental and emotional support, and dynamic techniques 

and strategies designed to help you find the real you and experience life as you are meant to 

live it — with happiness, prosperity and optimism.  

This program has taken many years to develop and includes numerous incredibly powerful 

strategies, tools and techniques, some of which I share with you in this book. Over almost two 

decades of working with clients, one-to-one and in group settings, I have condensed and 

gathered my most effective strategies and practical steps to assist you in navigating your way 

to your desired destination. I also teach this as a workshop series helping you create change 

through practical steps that alter how you view life.  
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The purpose of this book is to create a simple and effective guide to personal transformation 

that will help you understand how you can change your life to the one you desire and deserve. 

When you apply these strategies and techniques to your everyday, you can then truly own 

your own life. 

Embrace and complete all the many exercises that I share with you in this book and experience 

the results for yourself. When you boldly explore your inner world, uncover your sabotaging 

primitive roadmap and discover your true Inner GPS, you too can live the life you’re 

supposed to be living. The one you have dreamed about, or the one you suspect is out here 

waiting for you, even if you don’t know what that looks like yet. 

I share with you the outline of my own primitive roadmap and my journey to discovering my 

Inner GPS. The information and techniques will lift and guide you in moving out of your own 

shadow, empowering you to step into your true greatness.  

All I ask is that you step off the cliff edge and go deep, making sure you have this Parachute 

strapped securely to your back, and transform your life with the help of the step-by-step 

exercises and strategies I have outlined in this book. That’s how you will learn to navigate 

your way to success and happiness with your Inner GPS! 

  



8 
 

PART I 

 

The Map That Got You 

Here Won’t Get You There 

  



9 
 

Chapter 1 

 

A Life-or-Death Situation… Literally!  

 

“Life is very, very simple and easy to understand, but 

we complicate it with the beliefs and ideas that we 

create.”  

Don Miguel Ruiz 
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“Clear!”… pufh  

4 August 2006, 2:45pm 

Dr. Froese, with the aid of a defibrillator, tried shocking me back to life. A young 

doctor placed an artificial respiration device over my mouth and began squeezing air 

back into my lifeless body. Dr. Froese resumed the chest compressions he’d begun a 

few minutes earlier and administered adrenaline and atropine. Hospital staff 

continued working relentlessly as they tried frantically to save me. 

Earlier that day, Friday, 4 August 2006, I attended the maternity hospital with my 

husband to give birth to my second child. The excitement of finally meeting him was 

huge. Callum was born by caesarean section at 1.45pm. After the birth, Callum was 

taken away to be cleaned up and my obstetrician completed the operation before my 

transfer to the recovery ward. My husband, Fran, joined me straight away and I got 

to hold my new baby boy for the first time. We were surrounded by a couple of nurses 

and three other new mums, who were basking in the pure thrill of holding their new 

bundles of joy. I thought they were all in the same situation as me. Then, at 2:30pm, 

still in the recovery ward, I began to feel a slight unease. Something was happening. 

Whatever it was, it was happening quickly. A sense of deep foreboding came over me. 

I turned to my husband Fran and said, “Look after Callum, I can’t breathe!” I felt a 

choking sensation and life draining from me. I vomited, gasped one final time and 

stopped breathing.  

Life hung in the balance. 

The strangest feeling engulfed me. I became aware of an unusual perspective. I 

couldn’t feel myself. I just had an awareness of what was going on around me. And I 

could see myself. I was watching everything take place before me, like I was a 

spectator in the room watching from an almost elevated viewpoint. As the scene 

unfolded, I felt quite detached as I observed all the commotion with the dawning 

realisation of what was happening. 

Hospital staff hurriedly wheeled the three mothers with their newborn babies out of 

our communal recovery room, as they looked on horrified. 

As this was taking place around me, I noticed another strange thing. I could also see 

past events from my life. Time slowed as each different scene played out. There was 

a common theme to the scenes I saw: me being invisible. In this first scene, I was hiding 

in my bedroom wardrobe, hiding behind the hanging clothes, hiding from my 

drunken father, who wanted to teach me a lesson. My childhood cheekiness was 

frowned upon by my father. He was very much of the opinion that children should be 

“seen and not heard”. Fuelled with a belly full of brandy, he would ‘hunt me down’ 

if I’d spoken up or ‘answered back’ in his eye, earlier that day. If he caught me, he 

would beat me violently. These assaults were always carried out when the rest of the 

family were out of the house. I was the youngest of four children so I suppose I was 
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an easy target. Life as a young child was an anxious time for me. I’d walk on eggshells 

during the day and hide in the evenings until my father fell asleep and it was safe to 

come out. 

“Clear!”… pufh  

4 August 2006, 2:50pm 

Dr. Froese shocked me for the second time. He looked towards the monitor. No 

change. He shouted instructions to the attentive staff as he again resumed chest 

compressions. The young doctor tirelessly squeezed air into my lungs, focusing 

completely on his task. My life was literally in their hands and they put every ounce 

of energy into it. 

From my unique viewpoint, life scenes continued to divert my attention. Although 

this time, the event I could see did not recall any physical pain, it did remind me of an 

emotional pain. Its importance lies mostly in that it validated my sense of being 

treated as ‘invisible’. The scene was from a time just after I had made my first Holy 

Communion. Armed with the gifts of money I had received on making my Holy 

Communion, I was taken into Dublin city by an aunt to do some shopping. My aunt 

dropped me off at Woolworths in Henry Street so I could spend some of my money. 

She told me to do my shopping and then to wait in the window and she would be 

back for me in 20 minutes. I went and bought some chocolate to share with my brother 

and sisters and I also bought tiny yellow sticky alphabet letters for sticking on 

stationary and making cards. I happily skipped around the shop, and when I was 

finished, I waited in the shop window. Woolworths had big floor-to-ceiling glass 

windows and large window ledge where you could sit. I sat and waited for my aunt’s 

return. I waited and waited. I waited for hours. I became hungry. I even ate the 

chocolate I’d bought for my sisters and brother, I was so hungry. It was several hours 

later when my mother came rushing into the shop. My aunt had forgotten where she’d 

left me and gone home without me! Although I was sitting in one of the largest 

windows in Henry Street, I wasn’t seen by my aunt as she looked. I was invisible. 

“Clear!”… pufh  

4 August 2006, 2:53pm 

Dr Froese shocked me for the third time. He looked to the young doctor who kept 

squeezing his artificial respiration device. Dr. Froese continued relentlessly with chest 

compressions and the diligent young doctor, whose hands were aching from the 

relentless squeezing, continued to breathe for me, like his life depended on it. Even 

though it was my life that depended on it. 

From my vantage point, another past scene came to my awareness. This scene was 

from a time during my teenage years. I seemed to be on the periphery of my own life, 

not quite centre stage, in fact almost in the background. Everyone in this scene 

appeared in vibrant colours, whereas I seemed sepia. At this stage of life, I was not 
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playing the part of me, but wearing a mask or several masks, being different versions 

of myself. Why would I do this? To be accepted by my peers, my friends, I hid my true 

self, the real me behind a mask. I’d made myself invisible. 

Having witnessed these early scenes from my life, I realised that the earlier childhood 

experiences created strategies to cope in situations. These strategies were like a 

roadmap that was helping me navigate life. However, this roadmap was based on the 

experiences of a young girl. Part of my roadmap was built on the belief that ‘it’s not 

safe being me’. For instance, speaking up for myself got me into trouble; over time, 

therefore, I learned to be quiet. By disappearing in plain sight, I would keep myself 

safe from harm. I would be a muted and invisible version of myself. For me, being 

‘invisible’ kept me out of trouble with my Dad. And I stayed invisible. I was the sister, 

the daughter, the wife, the mother. But where was I? What was my identity? I seemed 

to doubt myself, constantly questioning what I was doing.  

As I revisited these scenes looking down on myself, I felt like I had two sides. One side 

that had been conditioned to be invisible, an invisibility that kept me safe; and the other 

side, my true self, that simply wanted to be seen and be heard.  

How many times do we compromise our true self, in order to be accepted by others? 

How often do we place restrictions on ourselves so that we are more acceptable to 

others? How many times had I shied away from opportunities or experiences because 

I just didn’t want to take a chance? Yet deep within, a part of me was screaming out 

to do just that. Be seen! Be heard! As my life hung in the balance, the voice of each side 

argued for their existence. Both voices gave convincing arguments as to why I should 

take their direction! 

My Invisibility was urging me to dissolve and have no more life struggles; My True 

Self urged me to stand up for myself and keep living. I was watching this all take 

place, as my window of vision became increasingly small and I became increasingly 

what I had been working towards unconsciously all my life... invisible. 

The scenes flashed. You could say my world flashed before my eyes, but it wasn’t 

my whole life. The images had a strong theme, me being invisible; me as a teenager, 

not being seen; me in the window waiting for my aunt, not being seen; me hiding in 

my wardrobe, behind the hanging clothes, hiding from my father, not being seen. 

Phrases jumped in front of me… Seen and not heard, seen and not heard. 

4 August 2006, 3:01pm 

Twenty-six minutes after I first stopped breathing, I saw Dr. Froese quietly instruct 

the staff to discontinue their efforts. The young doctor stopped squeezing air into my 

lungs. Nurses backed away from the bed and took note of the time. The commotion 

settled down and one doctor sat in a nearby chair. My vitals were checked, as the nurse 

approached my husband. 
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Earlier, I had welcomed our son Callum into this world. Now, as I looked around the 

room, my husband Fran and our new baby son were towards the back of the recovery 

room. I saw the nurse approach Fran, as she put her hand on his shoulder and in a 

whisper said, “Sorry, she’s gone”. Fran glanced over at our son in his cot and buried 

his head in his hands. 

I was slipping away. Somewhere deep inside me came a screaming whisper, an inner 

knowing. ‘Be seen! Be heard!’ 

I had a split second to choose my fate. Be invisible and slip away, or be seen, be heard, 

and return. 

Beep, beep, beep… 

The heart monitor jumped into action to announce my return! There was a flurry of 

activity as doctors responded to my new status.  

3 August 2006 

Let me take you back twenty-four hours to Thursday, 3 August when I attended my 

obstetrician for an internal examination to see if I was favourable for a ‘normal’ 

delivery. With my first son Luca, the birth had started out normal enough. However, 

he had got stuck and an emergency caesarean section had been the best option for us 

both. For my second pregnancy, I was keen on having a vaginal birth. Hugh 

O’Connor, my consultant, was a fantastic obstetrician — caring, down to earth, with 

a lovely manner about him. I felt so safe in his care. While Hugh carried out this 

internal examination, I suddenly felt an excruciating pain. I have a high pain 

threshold, but I screamed out and almost leapt from the bed. Well, as much as a 

heavily pregnant woman can leap! I was a little disappointed to learn that this birth 

would again be by caesarean section. Hugh was flying out the following day to 

Portugal for the August Bank Holiday weekend. We said our goodbyes and scheduled 

the delivery for the following week.  

After the examination, my mum drove me and my son Luca home while Fran stayed 

in Dublin with work. It was a beautiful day as we travelled back to Co. Wicklow. I 

was super excited. In just a week, we would meet our little boy. Yes, we knew our 

baby was a him. When I was pregnant with Luca, I had wanted to know the gender of 

my baby then too, though Fran had been happy to wait. We’d been calling our child 

‘It’, though, and I wanted to change that. When attending the maternity hospital for a 

regular check-up, I turned to Fran and said, “I respect your wishes for not wanting to 

know what sex our baby is, but I would like to know. Why don’t we just get the nurse 

to tell me and you can wait another 20 weeks before you find out?” Fran thought about 

it for a nanosecond, and replied, “I want to know now. Let’s find out!” 

So, there I was, knowing we were just a week away from meeting Callum. We had 

moved from Celbridge, Co. Kildare to Tinahely, Co. Wicklow the previous year. 

Although I loved living in the countryside, I was further away from my family and 



14 
 

friends. When we lived in Celbridge, my mam and I would regularly meet on 

Saturday mornings and go to Dublin city. We didn’t need a reason to meet up. Most 

of the time we’d just hang out and go around the shops and have breakfast. I loved 

those times so much. As she was driving me and Luca back home, we chatted busily 

about the coming week and what I had left to do. My bag was already packed. In fact, 

I must have repacked it 20 times! Seeing those tiny baby outfits and visualising Callum 

in them had made me reorganise the bag over and over. Spending the next couple of 

days with Mam was going to be great. We got Luca off to bed and sat around chatting 

about anything and everything. I always loved hearing stories of her own mother, my 

Nana Josie; another remarkable woman who was known for the most amazing brown 

bread. Nana Josie was so kind and so funny, with a lot of wisdom thrown in too. Mam 

had been so close to her and her passing left a big hole in my mam’s heart. At 10pm, I 

went to bed exhausted from the day and an evening of chit-chat. 

I awoke the next morning at about 7am to the sun beaming in through the window 

and the discomfort of a soaking wet bed! It took me a couple of moments to realise 

what was going on. So, this is what happens when your waters break, I thought. My mam 

is quite a calm person, generally. However, a two-hour drive to the Coombe Hospital 

with me was not what she had bargained for that morning. I phoned Fran excitedly 

with the news and then called ahead to the hospital. Hugh could perform the delivery 

that day, but needed to leave the hospital by 2pm to catch his flight to Portugal. I really 

wanted him to perform the caesarean section as he is such a wonderful surgeon. We 

were against the clock. In the excitement, I almost forgot the 20-times-packed 

pregnancy bag! We gathered what we needed, packed a bag for Luca and bundled 

into the car.  

It was an interesting drive to hospital. My mother, who rarely swears, doesn’t speed, 

and is usually very calm, was now in a situation she was not expecting. Picture the 

scene, my mam in the driving seat with a flustered me beside her. Colourful language 

was used by the both of us, mostly directed towards other drivers on the road. Suffice 

to say, speed limits were ignored and mam got me to Dublin on time. I met Fran at his 

mother’s house and we made our way together to the hospital, thankfully in time to 

have Hugh deliver our baby. It was not the type of birth I wanted, but I was just so 

excited to meet our little boy at last. The delivery of my son Callum seemed to go 

perfectly. Until the recovery room, when I turned to Fran and said, “Look after 

Callum”... 

My complication was quite rare. I had suffered an amniotic fluid embolism. This 

occurs when amniotic fluid enters the bloodstream, resulting in a massive heart attack. 

While the likelihood of an amniotic fluid embolism occurring is rare, recovery is even 

rarer. I had stopped breathing for 26 minutes. I had had no pulse for 26 minutes. My 

heart had stopped beating for 26 minutes. I was dead for 26 minutes. The prognosis 

for recovery was not good. 
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When my heart monitor beeped back into action, I was intubated and immediately 

transferred from the Coombe Maternity Hospital to the intensive care unit at St. James 

Hospital. For the first few hours in St. James Hospital, I underwent tests, x-rays and 

had what’s called a greenfield filter inserted. This is an inferior vena cava filter, a small 

metal device that traps large clot fragments and prevents them from travelling 

through the vena cava to the heart and lungs. This was positioned just below my heart 

and breaks down any potential clots that might otherwise enter my heart. This little 

device although generally used as a temporary measure is still in me. I had no idea of 

its existence until I had an unrelated scan in 2013. A cannula was also inserted in my 

chest area so that medication could be administered directly to my heart, if required. 

My body was recovering from a traumatic event and I was heavily medicated to allow 

my body heal. I have a hazy memory of events over the following few days.  

5 August 2006 

I was extubated and totally disorientated with no memory of the previous day. In fact, 

any memory of my life and those people dear to me was severely impaired. I didn’t 

know why I was in the hospital. My chest felt like it had been flattened by a truck, 

from the CPR work at the Coombe Hospital. I didn’t know what month it was. I didn’t 

know who I was! On the morning after my son was born, I had stroke-like symptoms 

with limited movement down the left side of my body. What kept going through my 

head were my early childhood memories, those scenes where I was invisible, and the 

frustration and anger that I now couldn’t talk! There was nothing more frustrating 

than having this going over and over in your head — Be Seen! Be Heard! — yet being 

unable to speak! It was the one clear thought I was having, yet I couldn’t action it. I 

am not known for being a patient person and I was not a patient patient on this day. I 

just wanted out of this unfamiliar situation. I just wanted to be home.  

6 August 2006 

Still confined to my hospital bed, my speech was slurred and slow, probably as a result 

of my brain being without oxygen for so long. People couldn’t understand me, which 

I found hugely frustrating, and my lovely nurse kept asking me questions, questions 

that I felt were both stupid and annoying. Questions about what day it was. Questions 

about where I was. Questions about how many children I had. I knew I was in hospital 

and that this lady was my nurse, though I gave inaccurate answers. I was in a Dublin 

hospital, but thought I was in Kilkenny. I didn’t know that I had just given birth to my 

second child. In fact, I thought I had four children. I knew my date of birth, but nothing 

of the birth of my new baby, nor the name of my three-year-old son. I was not making 

any sense, yet of course, I was convinced I was being accurate and they were all idiots! 

I couldn’t piece together what was happening to me. I kept attempting to get out of 

the bed, much to the shock of the nurses. I was allowed to sit in a chair, and although 

I received repeated instructions not to stand, I ignored them all and kept trying to get 

up. I just wanted to get home. 
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I did not recognise pictures of my son Luca, or any member of my family. Fran was 

with me almost constantly for the first 48 hours, and while I recognised him, I didn’t 

know his name. It was all very confusing. I recall wincing with pain when I moved. I 

was unable to explain where the pain was located. The nurse would go through a 

variety of body parts that may be feeling pain, but I couldn’t answer. I was unaware 

of the large caesarean section incision, which the nurses attended to. During these first 

few days, I would tire quickly and slept a lot. 

Initially, Callum was kept in the special care baby unit in the maternity hospital, but 

after the first few days, my sister Sharon took over his care and brought him home. 

Her own daughter Caoileann was just four months old. Of course, in my state, I had 

no idea this was taking place. There were so many people taking care of me, my needs 

and the needs of my family. And my response was almost indifference. I know that I 

was ‘not in my right mind’ at the time, but it wasn’t the first time, nor probably the 

last, that I would take someone’s help for granted. People have been there for me, 

lifting me up, being a parachute for me, and at times, I have taken that lifeline for 

granted… 

7 August 2006 

It was three days after Callum’s birth that my speech became somewhat clearer. The 

nurses could understand my ramblings. Those unfortunate, amazing women! They 

could understand that I wanted to get out of the bed and go to the bathroom on my 

own. I just couldn’t understand why I was not allowed. The nurses wanted me to rest. 

Why? Why would I need rest? Once I realised I had a child, I became quite agitated 

that I couldn’t go. Fran and Mam were asked to leave and let me rest.  

Now that I was finding my voice, I kept talking to the nurses. I was speaking out, 

though hearing a confused person speaking garbage must have been difficult for the 

hospital staff. I look back at my time in St. James Hospital and realise what absolute 

angels nurses are. Not only did they care for my medical needs, but they tolerated my 

confusion. No doubt I was a challenging patient.  

By the end of the day, I had made enough progress and constant insistence that I was 

allowed to go to the bathroom unaided, though the nurse accompanied me. This was 

progress. This was me getting my independence back. This was me becoming 

stronger. 

I still couldn’t retain the knowledge that I had just given birth to beautiful Callum a 

few days before. When the nurse, for the umpteenth time, would tell me that I had 

just had a baby boy, I sobbed. I would express breast milk and Fran would take it to 

my son. Every time I was told about Callum, I wanted to get to him and couldn’t 

understand why I was being kept from him.  

8 August 2006  
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Four days after Callum’s birth, I was finally moved from intensive care into a general 

women’s ward of six women. I was quite alert, though remained confused. I just 

couldn’t hold onto the fact that I was in hospital, why I was there or that I had a new 

son. The wound across my abdomen was so painful, and I continued to bring this to 

the attention of the nursing staff and doctors, even though I did not want to take any 

painkillers nor did I realise it was from my caesarean section. Somewhere in the 

recesses of my mind was the memory of the birth of my first child, Luca. When he had 

been born, I’d had a morphine pump to help with the pain from that caesarean section. 

When I used it, though, I felt drowsy. So drowsy that one time, I was holding him and 

almost dropped him on the bed while feeding. The sheer fright of that incident stayed 

with me as a cautionary lesson for not taking painkillers for a caesarean section, even 

through the haze and confusion I was experiencing now. I continued to express milk 

via a pump and still had a central line in near my clavicle. 

Fran had dropped in to see Callum, as well as checking in on Luca, who was being 

minded by Fran’s mother Bernie. It was late afternoon and the rest of the ward was 

quiet, the various patients resting with their partition curtains closed. Across from me 

was an older woman, perhaps in her sixties, who was quietly sobbing. We may have 

different stories, but we can have similar emotional experiences. Hearing emotional 

pain connects us and I remember just wanting to comfort her. I made my way across 

to her bed and sat with this lovely, gentle lady, who was just perhaps a little confused 

like me. I spent the next while reassuring her that all would be okay. Looking back, 

although I had gone through a traumatic time myself, all I wanted was to be able to 

help this other person.  

This was a time when my husband could finally relax, as I was out of danger. He had 

had three days of my mumblings and constant questioning, so as I was more mobile 

and in a general ward, he decided to take an early night away from the hospital scene 

and spend the evening with his brothers. As I was settling down for the night, the 

cannula stitched securely in place in my chest was causing me some discomfort. 

Sitting in my curtained cubicle, I was agitated by it. Well, if you have an itch, scratch it, 

I thought. So, I picked and picked at it. After some time, I managed to undo the 

stitching. Jubilant with my achievement, I sent a text to my husband proudly 

announcing that I had successfully removed it. Fran was not happy and immediately 

contacted the ward to report my progress! It’s hard to explain — and truly a bizarre 

feeling — thinking I was alright, yet not knowing what had happened or realising 

anything was wrong.  

Discharged 

On the fifth day, I was discharged from St. James’ Hospital and returned to the care 

of Coombe Maternity Hospital. It was lovely to hold my newborn son at last. Fran had 

described the events enough for me to realise that I had been through an extraordinary 

event and was indeed lucky to be alive to tell the tale. I was no longer confused and, 



18 
 

though my memory still left a lot to be desired, I was now able to retain much of what 

I was being told. 

Hugh O’Connor, who had carried out the caesarean just five days before, returned 

from his holiday. It’s amusing to think that he’d left on the same day as I was 

transferred to St. James Hospital and we were both returning to The Coombe at the 

same time. I joked that we’d both been on our holidays! He was ashen as he took my 

vitals and checked my surgery wounds. He was amazed with my quick recovery and 

scheduled a follow-up consultation for six weeks’ time.  

There was something on my mind that I needed clarifying. I’d always had the vision 

of having three children and it was still my plan. Would this amniotic fluid embolism 

impact my plans? Fran stated categorically that we were not having a third child, yet 

my inner voice wanted to be heard. I was matter of fact and asked Hugh, “What’s the 

chances of this happening again, if I got pregnant?” With such conviction that it took 

me by surprise, Hugh replied, “You are not to have any more children. Never again, 

Karen.” For a man with such a calm and gentle demeanour, he seemed quite stern in 

his response to me.  

The following day, he returned a little more approachable around the whole issue of 

another pregnancy. In fact, he apologised for telling me to have no more children. I 

knew his initial sternness had been purely out of concern for me, as his patient. He’d 

been on the phone to St. James Hospital every day during his holiday checking up on 

me. Knowing this, I tried again. “What are the statistics on women who have gone on 

to have another child after having an amniotic fluid embolism?” I asked. He spoke 

quietly and deliberately, as he glanced between me and Fran. “There are no statistics 

available in Ireland. It’s a rare complication with no known women surviving it. We 

would have to look at America, and even then, it would be low. Most doctors would 

advise against it,” Hugh said. “So it’s not impossible!” I said with a smile. “No, not 

impossible,” he agreed, reluctantly. He also agreed that the likelihood of it happening 

again was even more remote, since it was such a rare occurrence in the first place. That 

was enough for me; just knowing it was possible. For now, I would leave this subject 

alone and get on with my recovery. 

My family and friends breathed a sigh of relief and assumed all was well when after 

a few days, I returned home with my baby son. We lived in a beautiful part of Co. 

Wicklow, just outside Tinahely, a quiet rural setting. It was over an hour’s drive from 

our families. As a mother of two young boys and recovering from such a life-changing 

event, I began to feel quite overwhelmed. 

 


