Nine Months in Hell
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By Kimberly Lamothe

When I first found out I was pregnant, I was just as stupefied as most women.  After all, I had been training to take care of a baby since I was a little girl, playing with my dolls and treating them like newborns.  The only difference was that I never played “being pregnant,” and I definitely never played “being pregnant with Hyperemesis Gravidorum.” Never was I told that morning sickness lasts all day, or that the smell or the sight of certain things, including my husband, would make me vomit.  I had always imagined the baby-carrying process consisting of getting fat and nine months later screaming for two Hollywood minutes to give birth to a precious baby doll in a hospital room surrounded by loved ones.  Well, my pregnancy was anything but the traditional gestation.  

Three months into my pregnancy, having lost 20 pounds, I was feeling like this was not what I had signed up for, this was not what happened when the princesses from my fairytales married their Prince Charmings and had babies.  The fairytale princesses did not have Hyperemesis Gravidorum.  As a matter of fact, the average woman does not know about Hyperemesis Gravidorum either; only a lucky 1% of us suffer from HG, and I blamed my mother.  Scientists have only been able to attribute this terrible condition to genetic predisposition.  HG is nothing like the average morning sickness that women experience during their first trimester.   The average HG sufferer vomits at least 10 times a day and loses anywhere from 5 to 30% of her body weight.  This drastic weight loss is of course accompanied by dehydration.  To add insult to injury, the antiemetics used in chemotherapy prescribed to HG women also carry severe constipation as a side effect.  An HG woman is fortunate if she has a bowel movement once a week.  

I went from being a student and a worker to a gravid couch potato, except instead of expanding and eating cupcakes and ding-dongs like most pregnant women, I was shrinking more and more every day.  By the end of my pregnancy catastrophe, I was 40 lbs lighter and 10 lbs away from anorexia.  With my gravid belly, I looked like an adult with kwashiorkor syndrome, which is a disease prominent among children in third world countries like Haiti.  My dehydrated skin resembled that of an African lizard.  While most pregnant women are busy keeping a journal throughout their pregnancy, I was figuring out what I could eat for dinner that would be less painful as it traveled back up my esophagus accompanied by the burning sensation of my acidic gastric secretions.  In the mornings, my husband was greeted by my bright yellow bile in the white bucket smelling like a mixture of rotten eggs and hot dogs.  


The baby books say to read, talk, and even sing to the baby within the womb, but I was too bitter.  I had nothing good to say. It felt as if an alien was growing in my stomach, sucking out all of my life and energy, and whatever was left of me was in the bucket by my bed waiting for my husband to clean it up when he came home from work every night.  

Difficult as it was to endure physically and emotionally, I wish I had thought of my unborn baby as a blessing like most women.  I compare my HG suffering to that of a person suffering from cancer.  There is of course, a major difference: at end of the long catastrophic venture, I was free of all sickness and blessed with a smaller than average but nonetheless beautiful munchkin.  
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Kimberly Lamothe is a graduate student at Barry University in Miami Shores and an aspiring gynecologist; however, she insists that her most treasured and rewarding jobs are to be a mother to 10 month old Gabriel and a loving wife to Greg.  Kimberly and Greg plan on having more children despite her childbearing struggles. 
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