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Our patients
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Welcome
Within our lives we have many journeys.
The journey of infertility is very often private
and painful. It takes a lot of courage to put
your journey down in writing knowing it will
be shared with others. our sincere thanks to
these generous patients who understood that,
in sharing their journey, they were empowering
others. These stories are written by them,
in their own words. our thanks to these
wonderful people.
Unuhia te rito o te harakeke,
kei hea ke te komako e ko,
Whakatairangitia,
rere ki uta,
rere ki tai,
Ui mai koe ki ahau
e aha te mea nui o te ao,
Maku e ki atu,
He tangata,
He tangata,
He tangata.

If you should tear out the heart of the flax bush,
Where will the bellbird be,
Will it fly inland,
Fly out to sea,
or fly around aimessly,
But if you should ask me what
is the greatest thing on earth,
I will tell you,
It is people,
It is people,
It is people.

in my own words

Staying strong
Staying positive through the difficult times is important
here is our story: It was extremely hard to get

here, we didn’t want to believe we had a problem.
Sitting in the waiting room was scary till we
realised everyone was here for some reason.
Seeing the doctor was overwhelming because
we found out the process we would have to go
through because yes there was something wrong
and we needed help. At the beginning there was
to much in our heads but as we read the info
more it made sense to us. Dr VP was really very
good with us and helpful, also our counsellor
Sue was amazing, very supportive, and made us
feel so comfortable and at ease when we needed
someone to listen. It felt like we had known her
for a very long time.

“Some things have been
really hard – but as a couple
we worked together, both
had a lot of tears but we
picked ourselves up
and got over it so we could
move forward.”

It was pretty surreal and so unfair that other
people could easily have children and we can’t.
Once we got over that we could move forward
and focus on what we needed to do, it’s still
pretty hard but we think about our baby we want
to have. Some things have been really hard – all
the waiting seemed long, and then when our
first cycle failed that made it really hard, but as
a couple we worked together, both had a lot of
tears but we needed to pick ourselves up and get
over it so we could move forward. We decided
to have another project that we could achieve
to take the focus of IVF and doing something
else together that worked. Right at this moment
we have grown so much stronger, We prepared
for this cycle by losing weight, getting fit, eating
healthy and we know this has helped.
We were very excited about the next cycle we
are doing at the moment. But unfortunately it
was not a good outcome for us again. So back
to the drawing board, as the saying goes, never
give up with out a fight... So fingers crossed next
time will be our time!!
Keep positive and never give up hope.
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in my own words
“regular monitoring of the
pregnancy made me feel
a lot more confident about
not having to face another
miscarriage.”

We feel blessed
Trying for a baby turned out to be a very
emotionally trying time for this couple, but
they made it through with a little help
my husband and I were first offered
information about the fertility clinic
approximately 2 years after a miscarriage. We
had a lot of mixed emotions and even wondered
why we were not so fortunate to be blessed with
one child, especially when you hear about so
many neglected children on the news.
We applied for public funding and were not
eligible until 2010. My husband had a low sperm
count and I had no problems at all therefore we
were accepted due to the fact that we had been
trying for five years with no success. It seemed
like a life time to wait. I know sometimes Māori
can tend to feel uncomfortable with public
funding but I can assure you that at no stage at
all were we made to feel uneasy or less eligible
for treatment.
I was very happy to finally get the call from
the fertility clinic to let me know that my
IVF treatment was to start in June 2010. The
procedure was very quick once started. The
hormonal drugs did have a few side effects for
me but we were always well informed of what
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to expect. It is a very emotional time and I
found the best way for my husband and I to get
through was to let my husband know how I was
feeling. Although the female is the one who
has to take all the drugs and cope with the side
effects I found my husband feeling helpless and
wishing he could do more. Through my IVF
cycle the Fertility clinic staff were very helpful
and supplied plenty of information for what I
was to expect next.
My husband and I managed to fertilise 8 eggs
out of 12. We were informed of the condition
of these embryos and were told that we had one
that was growing nicely which was chosen to be
transferred into the uterus. We were advised that
the other embryos did not make it to blastocyst
stage which did give me a slight feeling of
emptiness. The clinic staff once again was very
informative and advised us of the options we
could take with these embryos.
The rest of the procedure was pretty straight
forward and took a lot of patience. I found
myself counting down the days just to hear ‘Yes,
congratulations you are pregnant’, one of the
happiest days of our lives.
The fertility clinic continued to be very
supportive with regular monitoring of the
pregnancy which made me feel a lot more
confident about not having to face another
miscarriage.
My personal view, being Māori, found that
the fertility clinic staff were always warm and
understanding which made us feel confident in
all our decision making. I was very comfortable
and asked a lot of ‘what if’ questions which were
always answered with all possible outcomes.
My husband and I are very grateful to finally
be blessed with our baby thanks to the help of
all the staff at the fertility clinic.

in my own words

Grateful
to be where
we are
Having their own baby was
part of a very long journey
for one couple...
my daily life was different from my cousins

mostly because of where I lived with Mum and
the school I went to, but I always knew I wanted
a lot of children. It was hard not to with so many
babies being born each year. I was the only
one being raised by my mother when I came
into this world but having such a big family
made me see how great it would have been to
have loads of brothers and sisters. It was never
going to happen for me though as my birth
mother died when I was two, I’ve never known
my birth father and the 2 people who became
my Mum and Dad were 50 and 40 years of age
respectively. My older siblings had children
either the same age or much older than me.
Mum still lay down a strong Maori foundation
in my upbringing and along with that came the
traditions and values of her life. We respected
the land as it gave us sustenance, we made sure
that any visitors left without feeling hungry
and Mum told stories of those in our family.
However there were some ‘traditions’ that came
along with her hard life that I would prefer
to have learned by, rather than remember in
detail. The age gap between both of us meant
a huge generation misunderstanding during
a lot of the times I was growing up. Education
was something that parents did not take part
in. To her children went to school, learned how
to read and write, were good for their teachers
then came home and did their chores. She
didn’t know of anything after high school (she
never got to go to high school herself) so when
I got pregnant with my first child at the age of

“Mum laid down a strong
Maori foundation in my
upbringing and along with
that came the traditions
and values of her life.”
16 she was pleased, she could finally see where
my life was leading to and although I wanted
a horde of children I also wanted different
opportunities for my children than what I had.
It’s all my Mother knew. To her everything in life
happened for a reason, you didn’t try to fix it or
understand it – you just accepted it.
I met my husband about the same time
my Mother passed away and although I don’t
believe in having regrets, that would be the
one thing I would have loved – my husband
(S.) meeting my mother. Within the first year
of us being together I had a yearning to have
loads of children with this man. He grew up in
the countryside, far removed from the lifestyle
I had grown up in. I believed I was fortunate
having experienced the cross culture of Maori
(Mum) and Pakeha (Dad) so I didn’t find
it difficult slipping into his world. Besides,
>
the values my Mother had taught me had no
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cultural boundaries. By our second year in our
relationship I got serious about having another
child, S. wasn’t sure whether he was quite ready
but either way he was happy to come along for
the ride. I was 23 years of age and he 22 at that
time, and although we had been using very little
contraception since meeting I still hadn’t fallen
pregnant. It was never something I could talk
to my family about since coming from a family
that seemed to have women popping babies
out left, right and centre, I wasn’t too sure what
support or even understanding I would get. I
had been brought up that things happen for
a reason and I was afraid that many of them
would think that I was cursed in some way. Not
sure how I came to that conclusion considering
I had a favourite aunt bear no offspring and
raise 4 others as whangai children, much like
myself. But I was my mother’s youngest and
expected to have my fair share of children to
add to the family.
After trying naturally for almost 3 years S.
and I decided to find out if there was anything
medically wrong. My family GP referred us to
the hospital specialists and we began taking
tests. I didn’t know what to think when I was
diagnosed with Polycystic Ovarian Syndrome.
We sat listening to the specialist, whom didn’t
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“I had been brought up that
things happen for a reason
and I was afraid that many
of them would think that I
was cursed in some way.”
seem to give us a clear indication of what the
condition entailed and she proceeded to preach
to me that I should be a better role model to
the children I teach by being active and losing
weight – that was the extent of her advice! I left
in tears with S. having to hold me back from
slapping her. I could understand her evaluation
but not her lack of sensitivity. I was aware that
my weight had ballooned but I hadn’t changed
my lifestyle, I still ate well and was still involved
in high level competitive netball not to mention
a few other sporting activities. But from the
time I walked in to her office I never truly felt
comfortable in her presence. She talked more
towards S. (although it was my condition we
were discussing) and although had mentioned
that Polynesian people tend to be bigger boned
there should be no reason for me not to fall
pregnant if I lost the weight. At least all the tests
showed that S. was fine.

in my own words

This first professional experience knocked
me back completely. I had had very little to
do with medical professionals except for the
odd visit to my GP and giving birth to my first
daughter but I couldn’t face the cold reality
of seeing someone else although my GP
endeavoured to try her best to get me to go
back. It would be years before I would attempt
to seek advise and unfortunately for NZ not on
these shores. We had moved to the UK and by
the 3rd year of residing in Birmingham decided
it was time to see if we were able to get help.
By this stage we had been trying naturally for 6
years and we had heard snippets of information
regarding IVF not actually understanding what
it meant. Although I again experienced one
bad consult from a locum, the staff and my own
specialist at the clinic during this time were
superb. Caring, understanding and incredibly
sensitive in providing information. At no time
did I feel my culture had an influence and
both S. and I were treated equally. Our only
misfortune was that we were not eligible for
IVF funding in the UK as I had already had a
child previously albeit she wasn’t S.’s biological
child. Therefore we didn’t even consider IVF or
getting more information as we already knew
it was costly and in our minds it was something
we would never be able to afford. Unbeknownst
to us, we had unrealistic figures in our head
and it may have been something we would have
been able to do at the time. Our specialist tried
everything possible via the public system and
after a year of procedures and losing weight, still
no baby therefore again we decided to take a
break from the stresses of trying.
I have never been one to see my Maori
background as a hindrance or disadvantage.
Although I had a less than privileged
upbringing I had put myself through Teachers
Training College and University and was driven
by wanting more for my own daughter and
myself. We lived in the UK for almost 6 years,
something my own family found strange at the
time as nothing existed outside of NZ, actually
nothing existed outside of Auckland!!! And
although not openly criticised, many family

members couldn’t understand my taking my
daughter away from her core roots and family.
But I was keen to fulfil some of my dreams and
in the meantime provide my daughter with a
taste of life outside of the bubble I had grown
up in NZ. On our return nothing much had
changed, our families still welcomed us with
the warmness we knew before we left and we
embraced being back amongst the culture we
missed dearly. Settling back to NZ life however
proved to be a bit more difficult than expected
as we had grown accustomed to our travelling
lifestyle in Europe.

Troubled times
It was at least another couple of years from
arriving back before I reactivated our quest to
have a baby. By this time we were approaching
our 12th year of one attempt or another but
still babyless. This time I endeavoured to
take the natural path seeking advice from a
naturopath well reputed for her work. I found
talking with her was just as comforting as the
treatment she provided, which was needed as
both S. and I had encountered problems in
our relationship. Not to mention our daughter
had really hit the ‘troubled’ teenage years
and we all had very busy work and school
lives independent of each other. I was still
desperate for a child, had been in and out of
depression for a number of years and knew
that I was beginning to run out of time. It was
still not something I had expressed to anyone
in my family except my sister whom at the time
was understanding in her silence. I followed
the natural remedy path for almost 2 years
and although no baby I felt better physically.
I ended this path of treatment 6 months after
we moved. S. and I needed to make some
serious changes to our marriage so we moved
to be near his family and bought a house near
the beach. I knew the stress of our problems
weren’t helping the baby endeavour and I
wasn’t prepared to lose the last 13-14 years
of my life. We were still ideal for each other
and I still wanted to have his child more than
anything.

>
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Stepping up the quest
Within a year we stepped up the quest and
arranged our first appointment. I needed
something to help me feel hopeful as I hadn’t
settled after the shift as well as I would have
liked. I was grateful to have S.’s family but
the lack of cultural diversity in the area and
sense of isolation made it difficult for me to
feel welcomed and included. Although on the
surface everyone at the clinic was lovely, I felt
this isolation at every visit I made. I reverted
back to the way my mother had been with
doctors throughout my childhood, accepting
all that she was told rather than asking
questions and challenging anything that was
said that she may have already been through.
At the time I was in a high pressured job where
I could be quite ruthless in getting some of
the things I needed and was considered an
intelligent, sensible person – but for some
odd reason I found myself relying fully on
the advice presented to me. It was nothing I
hadn’t heard and although the treatment was
slightly different I had already done a variation
of the procedures I was initially put on. I never
once felt that we were seen as a couple that
was serious, that maybe we may be able to fund
something if it was going to give us more hope
than what we’d had and if someone could just
embrace us and lay down all options.
Since living here I had made it obvious to S.
that I felt like one of very few ‘brown’ faces on
the street. My family had never seen me as the
typical ‘Maori’ but my mother had instilled in
me the values I believed were universal to live by
but stood strong in the culture I loved and was
proud of being. Maybe the clinic didn’t have a
lot of Maori clients (none that I saw anyway) and
although I never liked being treated ‘differently’
I felt there was no understanding about who
I was and the journey we had been on. For
nearly a year I continued with the treatments
they advised until feeling exhausted and seeing
no hope whatsoever in what we were doing. It
seemed that it was just easier to keep me on this
path and I believe that if I didn’t call to say that
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“15 years after the yearning
for a baby started it never
once dissipated and we are
truly grateful to be where
we are.”
I’d like to take a break, that I’d still be doing
the same thing to this day. Since the phone call
almost 18 months ago I have never heard back
from the clinic. Not to ask how and where I am
at in wanting to have a child or to follow up from
the original treatments they put me through.
And now, mid December 2010 and nearly
25 weeks pregnant. Thanks to the chance
meeting of a fertility counsellor (the first
specialist counsellor we have spoken with
during the past 15 years of trying) at the clinic
we decided to take a gamble on (thanks to a
friend’s advice), S. and I are expecting our
first biological baby together. 15 years after the
yearning started it never once dissipated and
we are truly grateful to be where we are. We
still know that we have a while to go and the
journey isn’t over but to actually be pregnant
is more than a dream come true. And what
was different – someone that truly sympathised
with our quest, someone that saw us
independent from every other couple that had
walked in the doors, someone that understood
us as individual and collective cultures and
values and someone that was prepared to take
time to give us all the options and listen to our
story. And fortunately behind that someone,
were a lot of other someones that worked
together to help us fulfil our dream.
Even if we hadn’t fallen pregnant this
time it would still be the best experience we
encountered during our 15 year journey to this
baby (besides the wonderful specialist in the
UK). And if there was anything we would change
– to be as strong in our consults by asking
questions, challenging advice and finding out
more about options that were specific to us, as
we have been endeavouring this journey to
have our baby.

in my own words

The wonder of IVF
When faced with decisions about IVF, this couple decided
they’d rather risk disappointment than only wonder about
what might have happened
my husband and I are in our mid and late

30’s, and we stopped using contraception 6
years ago, hoping to start our whaanau.
As things go, other kaupapa became really
important too, and it turned into a ‘when this is
over, we’ll have our babies’ situation. However,
the kaupapa came and went (and still continue
now!) and we never conceived.
When a whanaunga of mine promised
that next time she got hapuu she’d whaangai
the tamaiti to us, we thought, ‘sweet!’ Three
months later, she was hapuu, and we waited in
anticipation for the phone call.
It didn’t come. My whanaunga has decided to
keep her child.
Naturally this broke both our hearts,

but spurred us into action. We made an
appointment at the doctors and she in turn
referred us to Fertility Associates.
My mother has passed on, my sisters all live
in other parts of the country, and we live with
my dad.
I’ve told my dad and one of my tuakana
that we’re doing IVF, and they’ve both been
really supportive. My sister said, ‘you wouldn’t
broadcast it if you were trying to conceive
naturally, so why broadcast it because you’re
having IVF?’ when I asked her to keep it quiet.
Makes sense huh?
The whole wonder of IVF and how it all
works was a real mystery to me when we first
arrived in the waiting room. The receptionist

>
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“My husband has been the
most support to me thus far
in the journey. We listen to
each other at each stage,
and talk through the ins and
outs and pros and cons.”
was friendly and light-hearted. The first meeting
with a specialist was really good – he was
professional, matter-of-fact, but not cold. When I
burst into tears with relief when he said IVF was
our best chance he simply handed me the tissue
box and continued talking while I listened and
blubbered. I think being Maaori has meant that,
for me, openly crying isn’t an issue (due to all
the tangis we attend!)
The nurses are great. Lean on them and ring
them if you have questions/need instructions
again or whatever. I was told, ‘there’s no
such thing as a stupid question’ when asking
something that I thought must be obvious to
everyone else but me.
As for probes and scans, they’re never going
to be fun. I just think of the final outcome, and
to be honest, I think of times when I’ve had to
step out of my comfort zone, and the good that
came of it. Plus, keeping my mind on the reason
I’m getting the probe/scan (to have a child!) is
a really big incentive to just grin (or grimace)
and bear it. My most embarrassing time is when
they first insert the probe – but honestly, they
spend so little time actually looking at me ‘down
there’ that it’s a waste of time worrying what
they think. I’m pretty sure they don’t think
anything. Just like a mechanic fixing a car – it’s
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just another engine, right?
My AMH test and another test showed that
I have an extremely low ovarian reserve (few
eggs left), and so we’re considering that we
may have to use a donor’s eggs to have our
tamariki. The way I see it, although the egg is
not from my tinana, the child will be nourished
by me. Although the child may not look like me,
he/she will be mine for that very reason, and
will have my husband’s aahua at any rate. That’s
all just genes anyway, right? Where I’m coming
from, the wairua of the child has chosen us as
parents, and the DNA is just the physicality that
the soul wears on this journey. That doesn’t
mean to say that we didn’t cry at the possibility
of not being able to use my eggs. We did.
In terms of whakapapa, I think that if we
need to search for a donor, I would like a
European donor. This is because my mother was
European, and I think that, given my husband’s
parents are Maaori, I would like our child to
have some European in her/him, like me. Does
this contradict with what I wrote above? I’m not
sure yet… Plus I need to koorero with my man
about this possible eventuality.
I have started my IVF cycle, and on Friday we
had to decide whether to continue on with egg
extraction, given that there is only one egg to be
removed (which significantly lowers the chances
of having a baby).
We’re going to do it. We’d rather take the
chance of being disappointed than not try and
always wonder. We’re paying for this first round,
and although it’s a lot of money, we can pay it
back eventually (yay Mastercard!) Being ‘dinks’
(double income no kids) has meant that in
the past we’ve spent ten grand on much less
important things!
My husband has been the most support to
me thus far in the journey. He feels the same
way about having a child, in fact he wanted to
start our family 10 years ago. We listen to what
each other want and feel at each stage, and talk
through the ins and outs and pros and cons.
I read all the literature FA provide, it’s
fascinating really. I highly recommend it.
Naaku iti nei

in my own words

our colourful journey
One family discovered that their quest for
another baby made them better and stronger,
regardless of the outcome
kia orana and greetings.

If you are reading this, you are sitting where
we were many years ago, seven to be exact.
Before I get ahead of myself let me share with
you who we are. I am of Cook Island descent
from a large family. I was brought up by my
paternal grandparents in Tokoroa. University
educated and career minded. My Pakeha
husband was born in Te Awamutu and is from
a small family. Our son was born 11 years ago,
conceived naturally and without difficulties.
We never thought we would have fertility issues
until our boy was three years old. After a number
of attempts, herbal medicines, medical checks,
pleas to the wider family for a baby/child in the
Cook Islands and New Zealand and starting the
adoption process. We finally knew something was
up. The issue sat with me for two reasons:
1. I was overweight
2. I was not firing at the right time (not sure
what the right term was)
The husband was relieved about his manhood
he said. When I finally got my head in the right
place and lost close to 10kgs, we tried again in
2010. Success came our way because:

• We focused on living life as individuals/
couple and a family.
• Knowing that every one at Fertility were
trying their best to help us get pregnant.
This was demonstrated in their constant
reassurance, answering all our questions,
no matter how dumb it may have sounded
to our ears, and giving us that warm smile
when another cycle did not work.
In September after another failed attempt
we both agreed October 2010 will be our last
attempt. We are now four months along in our
pregnancy. I do not know who is happier, our
son who will now have a sibling, us for sharing
our love again, our parents and wider family
who have been waiting years for another angel
to join our family, or Fertility Clinic staff who
have been on that journey with us.
To you we give our love and understanding as
you take this emotional journey. As individuals
and a family we have come out as better persons
and a stronger family. Life never ended when we
were told I had the fertility problem, it just got
more colourful along the way.
Kia Manuia.
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on being a donor
Whakapapa – ways by which people come
into relationship with the world, with people,
and with life – is of utmost importance in
Maori culture
there is a lot to think about when being a

donor. I know people who would love to be
parents but cannot – coming from a large
extended family it pains me to see this and if I
can help even one couple to love and nurture a
family that would be truly amazing.
I have had many influences growing up
– Rosa Parkes, Martin Luther King, Mother
Teresa, Dame Whina Cooper, The Lady ‘ Dame
Te Ataairangi Kaahu’ but none were more
important than my Nan. She is the reason I
am the way I am and it is she who taught me
everything I know: respect for my elders, tikanga
of the marae, protocol, etiquette, manners, love
of my taha Maori and taha Pakeha, respect for
all living things and most importantly to love
ALL children despite what others think or say as
you are the role model.
My Nan raised me because my Mum found
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it hard to raise me after my parents parted ways,
so I grew up not knowing my father; but had the
support of my Mum’s brothers. Not knowing
entirely who I was ….. why my hair was straight,
why I am so dark, why I love ALL music, where I
got my humour from ….. till late in my life was
a huge obstacle in my life until I was old enough
to find out (with my Mum and Nan’s blessing). It
took me a long time to understand that it wasn’t
something I had done that made me look and
sound and act differently to the rest of my whanau,
it was purely genetics – the mix of two people’s
understanding of one another, to make me.
I think it’s a great opportunity for any child
to find their roots as it calms their desire to
‘need’ to know who they are – whakapapa is
everything in Maoridom – without knowing
‘who’ you are you close yourself off to more than
just where you are headed, you close yourself off
to where you have been, and if you have no idea
of either you lose yourself. I know many who are
or were raised in the same situation, including
myself and I would not wish that on anybody
– hence my wanting to be identifiable. For the
child and young person they will grow to be.

our approach
and values
Our values

What these values mean
for you

Whakatauki

Succeeding

Helping you overcome the
obstacles in your path

Kia mana
He kakano i ruia mai i
Rangiatea

Caring

Understanding and sharing
your journey with compassion

Kia manaaki
E iti noa ana, na- te aroha

Respecting

Understanding the values
you hold and supporting the
path you take.
Honouring the body and
spirit in our work.

Kia tapu
He whare tangata, he waka
tangata

Growing

Making services accessible
and acceptable for all, and
particularly for Ma-ori.
Together developing tikanga for
fertility treatments

Kia tipu
E tipu e rea mo- ngara- o- to-u ao

Educating

Asking questions to find
answers, helping people share
stories, promoting respectful
dialogue, listening so that we
learn,

Kia tika
Ko te kai a- te rangatira,
he ko-rero

Contact us: www.fertilityassociates.co.nz • Phone 0800 10 28 28
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