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Introduction  

Cheryl D’Ambrosio, Founder and Director, MyGirlsBlood 

Welcome to MyGirlsBlood Anthology – our creative writings from 2010 

 

This is our second collection of stories that offer the hope, fear, excitement and spirituality in just a few 
pages.  These timeless writings share the courage and creativity of girls and women with bleeding 
disorders all over the world.  I know you will be as impressed as I am with the strength and dedication of 
these girls and women and how they choose to live their lives in between their bleeding episodes. 



 

My Story 

Kathy - Covington, Washington 

A few weeks ago Hannah, my 11 year old with type 2 von Willebrands and 

ulcerative colitis, had a colonoscopy scheduled at one of the local children's 

hospitals. I did everything right to coordinate the care for her. Several weeks before the 

procedure, I called the treatment center to let them know of the procedure. I reminded them, yet 

again, that our family doesn't respond well to Humate P or Alphanate and reminded them again 

that we can't use Stimate (our platelets drop drastically with this). I asked them to look at her 

previous records from 2006 when she had her first colonoscopy and had significant bleeding 

with the biopsies. I asked them to contact the doctors involved and make sure there was a 

treatment plan in place. I also called the hematologist at the hospital and let them know the same 

things. This was our first procedure at this hospital and I wanted to make sure there was a good 

plan in place and good coordination of care. I also called my home care company to help 

coordinate the process and to get more factor at the house. Hannah had to go without food for 

over 24 hours and the prep for the procedure was difficult. She was a trooper though-after I 

bribed her with money to finish the second bottle of magnesium citrate the night before the 

procedure.  

I talked to the nurses to verify there was a plan in place and that the orders were available for the 

Humate 2 days before the procedure. She assured me that they had several notes from me, the 

home care company and the doctors and everything was set.  

The morning of the procedure, we got up early-Hannah had to have 2 enemas an hour before we 

left for the hospital. We ran late (something that I seem to do from time to time) and I looked at 

the fridge and thought-I should take some Humate with me just in case. Then I thought, I really 

don't have time to go through it and find the right dosing and besides, this wasn't an emergency, 

everything was planned, I coordinated the care, everything will be fine.......Silly me! 

We arrived at the hospital on time and the nurses were in a panic. They wanted to know what the 

bleeding disorder was, what the medication was that we use, if I had it with me, who was 

supposed to write the orders, ........ I couldn't believe it. They called the pharmacy to find out if 

product was available at either of the hospitals nearby. They said they couldn't find anything but 

"don't worry we can reschedule the procedure for next week." 

I lost it. "We can reschedule the procedure," I said, "but it will be 5 years from now not next 

week. I'm not putting my daughter through this again." This got them more motivated to find 

medication.  

In the mean time, I called my 19 year old and asked him to find the Humate in the fridge and 

bring it to the hospital. (Of course he was asleep, being a teenager that didn't have to work that 

day, and was still half asleep when I called him.)  



While the nurses did their thing trying to find medication in the hospitals, my son started driving. 

The nurses apologized profusely. They noticed all the notes from me and the home care 

company-nothing from the treatment center! They assured me I had done everything right. Then 

one of them said the hematologist had sent a treatment plan to the GI doctor saying he should 

write the orders. The GI doctor didn't think he should write the orders because he wasn't a 

hematologist, so no one wrote the orders. The coordinating nurse had just skimmed the file to 

verify there was information about the treatment plan but hadn't followed through and thought I 

was high strung. The hemophilia nurse also thought I was high strung-They hadn't seen anything 

yet. If they made me take Hannah home, they'd really have gotten an ear full!!!  

The nurses in the prep area again apologized and asked if they could do anything to help me out 

or make things right. I of course asked for a shot of tequila but instead got a free coupon for a 

couple of lattes in the hospitalJ 

Jacob finally got to the hospital, I mixed the Humate, infused it myself and she was taken back. 

Then the anesthesiologist came out and said he refused to do the procedure until there was 

another dose at the hospital. (Doctors and egos galore!) It took some more calls, but the 

hematologist finally assure the anesthesiologist that if Hannah needed more Humate, we would 

have it to the hospital in time for the second infusion.  

They did the procedure and it went well. In the mean time, I called the home care company and 

the rep for me spent 3 hours picking up Alphanate, driving it to me at the hospital and 

coordinating everything with the hospital so it could stay in Hannah's room. 

Hannah was kept overnight, with little to no bleeding, and we went home the next day. 

Then I had the shot of tequila!! (Just kidding.) 

 

MyGirlsBlood Judges Award $50,  Feb 15, 2010 
 

Best writing to describe a frightening situation where nothing goes as 
planned.  

 Kathy tells a compelling story of planning, coordinating, and double-checking before 

scheduling her daughter's hospital procedure, only to discover that it's also necessary to 

have a back-up plan when nothing goes as expected. 



Holiday Memories 

by Linda - Tallahasse, Florida 

Now that I live in Florida, the December days can be warm and 

sunny. It still seems odd to me because I grew up in the northeast 

where the wintertime was bleak and daylight so brief. I do not miss 

the snow or ice one bit. However, I do miss the celebrations of the 

shortest day of the year at the Winter Solstice.  

This year ...I have been invited to a bonfire at the home of 

a friend who was born in Denmark. I do not expect it will be the same as 

standing around a bonfire in the freezing cold. 

 

When I was a child, my grandmother sent me a freshly cut 

evergreen tree from her farm in Nova Scotia, Canada each December. It would 

come wrapped in brown paper and tied with string. It was very small and by the 

time I was eight years old, I was taller than the tree. The tree smelled 

wonderful and we decorated it with ornaments that we made ourselves. My friends and I would 

string popcorn and make chains of paper loops.  

 

By the time I was a teenager, I was having a lot of injuries to my ankles. During those years I 

was at home most days. Repeated bleeds into my ankle joints made it impossible for me to climb 

the steep steps in my high school. While my peers were going to dances and sports events, I 

spent a lot of my free time doing craft projects. Each autumn, I designed and constructed holiday 

decorations with a new color scheme for our tree. It gave me great joy 

to create them. There was the Christmas of the red silk and gold felt, the year 

of sugarplum purple with white sparkles, and the royal blue metallic silver 

combination. 

I carried the tradition of making tree decorations into my adult life. The freshly cut evergreen 

tree that is in my living room this year came from a local nursery. It is covered with decorations 

made by my family, friends, and me. Each decoration holds a special memory. 

 

MyGirlsBlood Judges Award $50,   

Feb 15, 2010  

Linda: Best Childhood Memories 

 Linda evokes the joy of winter holidays, and describes how her tradition of crafting 

holiday decorations began, and continues today. 



 

And my daughter was diagnosed 

with  von Willebrand's disease 

by Rupa, Delhi India 

My daughter was born in the 88
th
 year of the 20

th
 century 

and I was extremely happy to become a mother for the 

very first time. My delivery date was September 17
th
, 

1988 but my little fairy made me wait for four more days 

and took entry from my womb in the materialistic world 

of ours on September 22
nd

, 1988. I and my husband felt as 

if we have got everything in our life, as if we have got the 

most beautiful gift in our life ever presented to us by the 

creator of the alluring planet, world and the universe ð 

God Almighty. 

My little fairy was diagnosed hemolytic jaundice at the 

time of her birth. I was extremely depressed and worried 

for her health and was praying to Almighty Father for the 

well being of my delicate flower like daughter. I remember the day when the neonatologist drew 

out blood from her femoral artery and how profusely she was bleeding at that moment. My eyes 

were filled with tears and I was experiencing her pain, agony and suffering. Then suddenly the 

doctor came and informed me that the serum bilirubin of my daughter had reached 18 (which 

was more than the normal range) and it was necessary to get the blood transfusion done in order 

to save the life of my newly born fairy. I was scared and asked my husband to take our daughter 

to a renowned neonatologist in order to get her treated. But I don't know, it was a miracle that 

happened for my daughter that her serum bilirubin level came within the normal limit and I felt 

relieved and thought that God Almighty heard my sincere prayers and blessed me by saving the 

precious life of my dear daughter. But the doctor advised to keep my daughter for a fortnight or 

so in the hospital for the "phototherapy". My daughter received phototherapy for about two 

weeks and recovered tremendously and was no more a sick baby. When my daughter recovered 

fully I went to my place of worship and offered prayers and thanked God a billion million times 

for giving back the life of my daughter back to me.  

It was in the year 2000 and I vividly remember the day (it was a Monday in the month of May) 

when my daughter called me up and informed me that "mom, my periods have started". I was at 

my workplace and got a little disturbed because I was not with my daughter to help her in a 

tough time but knew that she being a brave girl would manage this odd of her life on her own. I 

realized that my daughter had stepped into "womanhood". As it was my daughter's first period 

she was quite nervous and depressed as the bleeding was extremely heavy and profuse. The 

menstrual bleeding was so heavy that I used to take her to the toilet as she could not manage to 

get up on her own. The menstrual cycles of my daughter became irregular and every time my 

daughter used to have periods she used to bleed profusely. Her problem was increasing at a fast 



pace and I being a mother couldn't bear my daughter experiencing severe pain. Then I decided to 

take my daughter to a gynecologist at a leading hospital in Delhi. The gynecologist examined my 

daughter and recommended medicines for her which she was supposed to take during her menses 

but it seemed that they were not providing any benefit to my daughter. The bleeding was as 

severe as it was before taking the medicines prescribed by the doctor. My daughter suffered a lot 

and I used to feel helpless as I was unable to provide her comfort which could relieve her pain. I 

wish I could take her pain away from her and would have suffered on her behalf.  

When my daughter turned seventeen her bleeding became a fear for her. She used to miss her 

school, her tests and stopped going out and started remaining isolated, depressed and perplexed. 

She could not understand what was happening with her. Once again I took my daughter to a 

gynecologist (associate professor, AIIMS) and she advised to get the blood test done which 

would help in detecting the problem of my daughter. The blood report indicated that the bleeding 

time of my daughter was much more than the normal range. The doctor then recommended me to 

consult a hematologist at "All India Institute of Medical Sciences". I took my daughter to the 

hematologist and he started taking the history of my daughter. The doctor then asked about the 

history of my maternal family as he was suspecting that my daughter might be having a genetic 

bleeding disorder. He recommended further blood tests and the report of the blood tests which 

were done indicated that my daughter was suffering from a genetic bleeding disorder known as 

"von willebrand's disease type 2". I was shocked and taken aback. I was not able to accept the 

reality. I was rather denying the fact that my dear daughter was having a chronic and a lifelong 

disease that she will have to bear the pain of her disease all through her life and I being her 

mother can't even take away half the pain of my daughter. I was feeling defeated and perplexed. 

The big question was: How to treat von willebrand's disease? The doctor made me and my 

daughter aware of the options available for treating the disease which was first described by Sir 

Erick Adlof von willebrand in 1925. My daughter tried the hormonal pills which made the 

condition of my daughter worse. Ultimately the hematologist of my daughter advised to start the 

infusion of factor viii and von willebrand's factor when any bleeding episode would occur to her. 

Now my daughter receives infusions of the factor (viii and vwf) during her bleeds. Her condition 

has not improved but it has become better comparatively to the time when she was not receiving 

the factors. My daughter is also suffering from other medical conditions like: Anismus, 

Autophony, Migraine, Hyper mobility syndrome, Irritable bowel syndrome, Polyarthralgia and 

Chondro malacia patella. Well you may be astonished and amazed to know that how can an 

individual suffer from the medical conditions listed above. But it's a "Truth".  

My daughter left her bachelors in medicine just because of her adversities but I am happy and 

satisfied that she transmuted her dream of becoming a doctor for a short period of time. She went 

to the medical university, continued her course, stayed in the hostel and managed all the 

problems on her own and when she couldn't resist gave up and came back home.  

I consider my daughter a "Real Fighter" because she is fighting with the adversities to get back 

her life everyday. Now she is pursuing her integrated masters in clinical psychology and dream 

of working at "world federation of hemophilia" because she has a mission to work for the 

betterment of those individuals who are sharing the same pain with her. 



I thank God Almighty for making my daughter a person who has firm faith and believe on her 

abilities, who has a strong will power and has strength to turn her dreams into a beautiful reality. 

Sir Arthur golden said "Adversity is like a strong wind. It tears away from us all but the things 

that cannot be torn, so that we see ourselves as we really are". Always remember that the 

difficulties of life are intended to make us, better, not bitter. 

I pray for the well being of all the bleeders and those facing the greatest adversities of their life 

around the globe and hope that life of each one of you becomes a beautiful song forever.  

MyGirlsBlood Judges Award $50,  Feb 15, 2010 

Award for the most impressive story of a mother's determination 

 This is the best show of determination in continuing to seek a medical solution to her 

daughter's bleeding problem, rather than blindly accepting the first diagnosis. This has 

apparently influenced her daughter, whose goal is to help others with similar problems. 

 



  

The need of the hour 

by Priyanka 

Delhi, India 

It's Wednesday evening here in India and I have 

just started writing something about my 

experiences with drastic bleeding episodes. Oh! I 

must tell you that it's very cold here and I am 

bleeding badly for past six days. When I was not 

aware that I was suffering from von willebrand's 

disease I thought that the way I bleed must be 

normal and every female bleeds in the same way. 

It was years later when I came to know about my 

bleeding disorder. I was shocked and denied the 

fact the vWd runs in my family. Earlier I used to 

hide my condition from my classmates, teachers 

and friends because they knew nothing about 

vWd. The biggest myth which is prevailing till 

today is that women cannot suffer from bleeding 

disorders. As time passed I was compelled to expose my bleeding status to my university 

classmates. When I made them aware about my disease they were astonished and found it hard to 

believe that a girl can suffer from a genetic bleeding disorder. Most of them ignore me when I 

am bleeding or leaves me behind and just don't care for me. I don't blame them for their 

immature behavior and attitude because I know that they can't understand and feel my pain and 

agony as God Almighty has not given them bigger challenges of life the way YOU and I have. 

At times my professors feel that I narrate concocted stories to them whenever I take an off due to 

my severe bleeding. It's not their fault and it doesn't mean that they are not compassionate and 

humane. The real thing is that due to lack of awareness and knowledge in our community 

regarding bleeding disorders among women people have no appropriate and authentic 

information about the disorders of blood with which some females of our world are suffering. It 

is not a new thing that even the pioneers of the medical field are unaware of the bleeding 

disorders in women. What I have experienced during my visits to specialists of other disciplines 

of medicines other than Hematology is that the treating doctors find it difficult to believe that 

girls and women can also suffer from hemophilia or other bleeding disorders like boys and men. 

There is a great need to create awareness about bleeding disorders prevailing among women 

throughout the world. The pain and agony of females is yet to come in focus so that appropriate 

plans are made and implemented to treat these suffering females properly. Being a woman with 

an inherited bleeding disorder is really challenging and calls for a restricted and dictated life but 

it doesn't mean that your bleeding disorder is a CURSE. Bleeding will surely act as the biggest 

obstacle of your life in fulfilling your dreams but it will surely give you a feeling of a true fighter 



and a great winner. I believe that WE will all work together to make life more beautiful, less 

painful and meaningful for every female with bleeding disorder surviving on planet EARTH.  

MyGirlsBlood Judges Award $50,  Feb 15, 2010 

Awarded for the most impressive story about forgiveness 

 The most moving part of this young lady's story is her extraordinary ability to forgive 

others their ignorance of her disorder. Her spirituality is admirable. 

 



  

 

It's All In The Genes... 

A REFLECTION  

 

by Tracey - Pennsylvania 

I thought back to the time 

When my grandfather carried the gene 

And passed on a bleeding disorder 

That was so unforeseen... 

By his mother, who then carried him 

He had two other brothers, making it three 

And two of them 

Passed this gene on to relatives a many 

My grandfather had six daughters 

Which started a frenzy 

When they delivered boys... 

Half affected, half not 

With blood that was slightly 

Unable to clot 

Mild Hemophilia A 

Is what they call this disorder today 

A Factor VIII deficiency was sure here to stay 

And so it was that my mother had daughters 



And figured she was in the clear for passing on this disorder 

But then it came to my dismay 

While at genetic counseling, for a pregnancy underway 

I sought their assistance 

Because inside I knew 

That I was a carrier 

And this defect would be passed on to... 

My son, as they said 

He would be mild, all the way 

Not to worry, 

I thought 

But my husband was frantic 

And he was shying away 

From the thought of having this child 

He believed his quality of life would  

Certainly be tried 

Sheltered and away from 

friends and a life 

However, they told us 

On that day... 

That with all technological advances 

And medicine in modern day 

That our son would grow up 

Living a pretty normal life 

And now, today, as I sit here and type 



I have to laugh at how scared we were then 

That was 1998, and this is 2010 

My child is now 11 

and on a state championship team 

No, it's not swimming 

It's soccer...by all means! 

He wears protective headgear 

And watches for bumps and bruises 

But he is educated on his disorder 

And sees it as a solution 

To inform others and live a better way 

Not living in a bubble 

But playing outside and enjoying life this way 

 

MyGirlsBlood Judges Award $50: 

Best Written Inspirational Verse 

 Tracy's poem is a moving description of her anxieties about passing on a genetic disorder, 

and also a tribute to her son who has not allowed his hemophilia to define his life or limit 

his dreams. 



  

Photo: Star in her hospital bed while being infused with Factor VIII 

 

Reflections from a hospital room 
by Andrea 

The Philippines 

I am sitting here in my daughter's hospital room, 

watching her as she sleeps, pondering on her future 

and the future of other Filipino "bleeders" like her.  

 

With the election fever high up in the air, I wonder 

what difference the incoming elected officials will 

bring to the very sick public health sector. 

 

"Bawal magkasakit" is so real in this country where 

health care is almost like a luxury, especially for people with rare disorders like Hemophilia. 

Also known as "royal disease," it is so coined because some members of the royal families are 

affected by it. Rumors have it that the fall of the Russian monarchy was actually caused by 

Hemophilia ð because it affected the Czar's heir to the throne, that he was too weak to assume 

the monarchy.  

 

In the Philippines, the term "royal disease" takes a different meaning. It is considered a "royal 

disease" because only the "royals" can seemingly afford it. Hemophilia treatment is very 

expensive. Minor bleeds can cost a minimum of P30,000 per treatment. This does not include 

cost of hospitalization and the doctor's fees. Major treatments can cost millions. 

 

In most countries including Africa, bleeders like Star receive free factors ð the plasma-derived 

product that stops bleeding. This is because hemophilia care has been institutionalized. Meaning, 

their governments have put in place treatments for bleeders. 

 

Unfortunately, the Philippines has a long way to go in terms of government support for people 

with bleeding disorders. We are probably among the countries with highest mortality rate for 

bleeders. 

 

That is why it makes me cringe when I think about how so many people suffer and even die 

because they do not have money to buy medicines. Yet, every year, according to World Bank, 

the government loses roughly P700-billion (40-50% of the budget) to corruption. 

 

It means in the past nine years that the little girl occupied Malacanang, P6.3-trillion (take note 

TRILLION) worth of government funds have been lost to corrupt government officials including 

you-know-who. This does not include protection money from jueteng, illegal drugs, smuggling 

and who-knows-what-else. 



 

Last year, while on an official business in Cagayan de Oro, I met Kirby, a boy about Star's age, 

in a government hospital. He had been confined for a month due to a wound that refuses to heal. 

His doctor recommended amputation because the infection already reached his bone. But it could 

not be done unless he was given factors to prevent bleeding. He needed 50,000IUs which cost 

about P1-million. But Kirby's parents were poor farmers from a hinterland town. Thankfully, 

Project Share, a US-based humanitarian organization helping people with bleeding disorders, 

assisted Kirby. But what if there was no Project Share? 

 

Last year, one of our young emerging leaders, Rex, succumbed to internal bleeding. He had 

called me up a few days earlier to say he wasn't feeling well and in fact, could hardly stand-up. 

He had missed our meeting a few weeks back but it didn't occur to me he was very sick. I 

advised him to go to PGH and have himself transfused. He was adamant at first apparently 

because he didn't have money. Even though PGH is a public hospital, not everything comes for 

free. Especially not the factors. Sadly, there were no available factors at that time and his body 

didn't respond well to the plasma transfused on him. 

 

Deaths in ill-equipped and cash-strapped government hospitals are very close to home. My own 

mother died because of lack of facilities in our country. She was diagnosed with Myoma, a 

growth in the uterus which most women get when they reach 40s-50s. Myoma is usually 

characterized by bleeding and to stop it, doctors recommend its removal. My mother went 

through the usual pre-operation tests. Everything was normal. While she knew she was a bleeder, 

nothing in the routine tests showed a potential problem. And so the operation went on. Doctors 

successfully removed her Myoma. But as they tried to suture the wound, she continuously bled. 

She died of excessive bleeding on the operating table, notwithstanding the 10 bags of blood 

transfused on her. 

 

Being an advocate for bleeders, I've met several parents and patients with unimaginable stories 

of pain and suffering because of the lack of a government program for bleeders. Some parents 

literally beg if only to have their children treated.  

 

But sometimes, the social impact of the disorder is even harder. Families break up because 

parents could not cope with their children's condition. Some patients, on the other hand, become 

liabilities to the society not because they are sick but because they are ill-equipped to cope with 

their condition. As for us, the death of our mother when we were very young left us emotionally 

scarred forever. 

 

As Star peacefully sleeps on her hospital bed, I wonder if those people who have amassed ill-

gotten wealth ever sleep as peacefully. They who virtually caused the deaths of people like my 

mother, or Rex, who were victims of a sick public health system. May God have mercy on us if 

we do not elect righteous leaders this time. Be far from it, Lord! 

MyGirlsBlood Judges Award $50,  Feb 15, 2010 

Founders Award for Political Initiative  



 Andrea reaches beyond her family and into the lives of other Filipino bleeders as she 

describes issues related to politics, economics and social problems. She shows how one 

woman's thoughts can serve to plant seeds to make a difference in many areas. 



  

WHEN I WAS BORN  

by Star 

The Phillippines 

 

When I was born I didn't know anything. 

I just knew how to cry and eat. After six 

months, I went to school. I was always 

sick since I was born. I always went to 

the hospital. I didn't know what was 

happening around me. I didn't care. I 

grew up unhealthy (kind of) because I 

was always sick. I still get sick up to now. 

I always have blood tests. But I didn't 

know why. Now that I'm bigger I know 

the reason. 

 

Last year when I was grade two, I always 

had nosebleed. I had to go to the school's 

clinic when I had nosebleed. My life 

wasn't easy for me -- always going to the 

hospital and always absent from my class 

was very hard, because I love going to 

school. 

 

We have a great school. It has great teachers especially when I was grade two. I like Teacher 

Christine because she's always happy and she always makes us happy. 

 

We didn't know me and my mom have a disease -- the "von Willebrand's disease." We have type 

2M. I still didn't care. Now that I'm grade 3 I still don't care about the disease. I'm not better but I 

will be. Many people pray for me. Now I'm healthier but I still get sick. But this life (my life) 

gets better and better. (THE END) 

MyGirlsBlood Judges Award $50,  Feb 15, 2010 

Award for the most impressive attitude  

 Star has the most optimistic attitude. This has, and will continue to, sustain her through 

life's problems, large or small. 

 



 

 

Hemophilia is for Girls  

 

Ryanne 

Calgary, Canada 
 

 

Ryanne has created a blogsite.  Check it out! 

 

click this link ==> Hemophilia is for Girls 

 

 

In her first entry, Ryanne writes.... 

 

 

Day One 
 

I am starting a blog to tell you about what it is like to live with Severe Factor 5 hemophilia. 

Hemophilia is a bleeding disorder, factor 5 is the clotting factor I am missing and severe refers to the amount of 

factor 5 I have in my blood, less than 1% thus, it's considered severe. 

 

There are 150 reported cases of Factor 5 in the world. It doesn't run in my family so the chances of me getting 

factor 5 is something like 1 in 44 million. Something like that. 

 

Sometimes I wish I could of won the lottery instead, something rare like that, but here we are. 

 

The goal of this blog, is to maybe help some other people who are out there living with Hemophilia or a chronic 

illness, but most of all it gives me something to do when i'm having a bleed!  

 

MyGirlsBlood Judges Award $50:  
 

Ryanne: Founders Award for International Awareness 

 Ryanne's initiative in creating a blogsite to share her thoughts and her life story as a woman with 

hemophilia, shows how one person can make a difference. 

 

 

 

 

http://hemophiliaisforgirls.blogspot.com/2010/02/day-one.html


 

 

THE GIFT  

by Tammy 

Shepherd, Texas 

 

 

 

Blood is divine  

It gives one life  
And n ourishes the body  

In times of strife.  

My blood is different  

Although beautiful and red  
It flows like a stream  

To a river, gently fed.  

A gift passed down  

Through the ages  
One not always in thought  

Like a book with dusty pages.  

From my father to me 

I cherish his gift 

It took him too soon 

On wings of love, his soul did lift.  

 

Background on Tammy's poem: 

My father passed away in 1981. He had severe Hemophilia A, Hepatitis C and Cirrhosis, which 

he received from tainted blood products. I was 7 years old at the time. I also have mild 

Hemophilia. From the time my father passed away until my son was born, I did not have contact 

with anyone else with a bleeding disorder.  



My son, Garret was born in 1994, with severe Hemophilia. I had bleeding issues with his birth, 

although I had told my doctors of my diagnosis. They told me women couldn't have Hemophilia. 

Had I been older (and wiser), I would have known to fight harder. I suffered for not doing so. I 

also have a 9 year old daughter, Marissa. Her birth went smoothly because I was being followed 

by our HTC by then and my hematologist made sure I received factor before the birth. I have had 

several problems since then due to surgeries, accidents, and even one spontaneous bleed (this 

was something I never expected).    

I advocate for women with bleeding disorders and am active in my local NHF chapters. The 

medical community is becoming more educated on women's bleeding disorders, but we still have 

so far to go.  

Learn more about Tammy's work as a Regional Care Coordinator.  

http://www.matrixhealthgroup.com/tdavenport.html 

 

MyGirlsBlood Judges Award $50,  Feb 15, 2010 

Founders Award for commitment to empowering others with bleeding 

disorders 

 Tammy's writing of the gift from her father reflects her desire to share her family 

experiences in a way to empowers others. Her personal volunteer work that led to her 

choice of employment in home health care for people with bleeding disorders, tells us of 

her dedication toward people with bleeding disorders. 

http://www.matrixhealthgroup.com/tdavenport.html


  

Greetings from Cincinnati 

by Erica  

Cincinnati, Ohio 

 

 

My name is Erica, I'm 24 and I live in Ohio. I have had von Willebrands disease since I was 

a baby, inherited from my biological father. When I was a kid my mom was always afraid 

people thought she beat me or something because I had bruises every day, never knew 

where they came from, still don't.  

I can't remember a week without a bruise. I don't know what type I am, I don't have health 

insurance. I am in college, going into the medical field. Hopefully I will be able to afford 

health insurance this year so I can find out more! I have severe menstrual cramps and my 

gums bleed every day, yum. :(  

I also found out that my fiance's family(mother & sister) have von Willebrands disease 

(which is great for support and understanding), so I need to get my fiance on health 

insurance and have him tested for bleeding disorders.  

It's great to see so many people aware of bleeding disorders on facebook, so many people 

just don't understand. 

MyGirlsBlood Judges Award $50, Feb 15, 2010 

Founders Award for bringing awareness of chronic issues for a woman with a bleeding 

disorder. 

 Erica shares several chronic issues that are interruptions to her life and are common for 

someone with a bleeding disorder; constant bleeding, bruising and no health insurance. 

She shares that her fiance's family has similar issues. Her hope to bring awareness to 

others of these issues, represents the sole purpose of MyGirlsBlood. 

 


