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Are women and their doctors fully informed of the
potential lifethreatening effects of the NuvaRing and
other combined hormonal pills and patch?
Attached are only a few out of the thousands of stories
of women who have been affected by NuvaRing.
Amy Westbrook - Age 22
Amanda Jean Beaulieu - Age 26
Amelia Best - Age 22
Angela Miller - Age 28
Brittany Malone - Age 23
Chelsea Lewis - Age 20
Dana Jenn - Age 40
Erika Langhart - Age 24
Jackie Bozicev - Age 32
Julia West Ross - Age 29
Kande Garver - Age 29
Kathleen Heldman - Age late 30s
La Monica Greene - Age 17
Lyndsey Agresta - Age 27
Madyson Isler - Age 18
Megan Henry - Age 25
Rachel Lietzke Payne - Age 22
Tracy Wells - Age 29
Karen Schedin
Diane Pennington – Age 40
Sarah McCormick - Age 29
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Amy Westbrook
Age 22

I stand amid the roar
Of a surf tormented shore,
And I hold within my hand
Grains of the golden sandHow few! Yet how they creep
Through my fingers to the deep,
While I weep, while I weep!
O God! Can I not grasp
Them with a tighter clasp?
O God can I not save
One from the pitiless wave?
Is all that we see or seem
But a dream within a dream
(Edgar Allan Poe)

This was one of Amy’s favorite poems. She was a 22-year-old college kid that was enjoying the
university experience for the first time. Being away from home: the freedom, the fun, but not
necessarily the studying. Amy was our youngest daughter, 5 years younger than her sister and
7 years younger than her brother. Growing up she absolutely adored her big brother; anything
he said or did was gospel. They were very close. She became closer to her sister as she
followed her to Colorado State to go to college where her sister became her advisor and friend
at school.
Amy was our last hurrah as children go, she was our last and because of the age difference she
may have been treated a little differently than the older kids, (at least that’s what they claim).
Her brother and sister played soccer so of course Amy had to as well. She started playing
when she was 4 and she quit playing when she was 16. During that time she only had one
soccer coach, which was I, her dad. That may give you some insight to how close we are. She
was and is Daddy’s little girl to this day.
In High School as well as college Amy loved anything Asian, she took two years of Japanese &
got to go to Japan with her best friend & Mom for two weeks. She loved it. I also believe that’s
where she developed her love for travel. During her second year in college, one of her
roommates received a study abroad to Australia (Brisbane). Amy’s school was out & her
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roommate invited her to come on down, she went for two weeks. Upon her return I asked her
where the money come from. She had used her tuition money I had given her. I was not a
happy dad but now I’m so glad she went.
She worked part time while going to school and at work is where she met Dillon. Now my
daughter had boy friends in high school but they were more like buddies, not Dillon. He was
her first real love and trying to be responsible she went to the County Health Dept. to get birth
control. They gave her the NuvaRing, told her how to use it, never told her about any side
effects nor did they ask her about her health. They handed it out like candy.
When she called us to complain about not feeling good and said she was having some trouble
breathing, we told her to go to the doctor which she promised to do. She thought she was
coming down with the flu. At 10:30 a.m. on Nov. 18th she texted to a friend that she was going
to the hospital to find out what was wrong with her. The time of her death was put at 11:00
a.m., as she never made it out of bed. Her boyfriend was in the next room studying and didn’t
hear a thing.
After using NuvaRing for 6 months she was dead from a massive PE, I know was caused from
NuvaRing. On that day I lost my baby, the world lost a loving, caring girl who was becoming a
beautiful young woman.
Ron & Sandy Westbrook
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Amanda Jean Beaulieu
Age 26

When I was 26 years old, in December 2008, I got brave and asked my doctor about the
NuvaRing, since I was not planning on having kids within the next 3 years the doctor thought it
would be a great option. So I gave it a whirl and for the most part it did its job. Up until October
2009 I was a believer, I thought the NuvaRing was a gift from the heavens, until the moment I
found myself standing at death’s door.
On October 22, 2009 the NuvaRing almost took my life. I was admitted to the ER with an oxygen
level of 40% and my heart was in sinus tachycardia, I was fading fast and the ER Dr. paused and
asked, “Are you on birth control?” I said yes and he ordered a d-dimer test which lead to a CT scan
that revealed the massive blood clot that was stuck in the main valve leading from my left lung to
my heart and the lower half of my left lung had collapsed. As soon as the clot was found the
lifesaving efforts began, I ended up having a stroke right in the ER; it’s probably the best place to
be if you are having a stroke. I was only 26 and this, this whole thing happened 5 days before my
27th birthday. I spent more days in the hospital than I care to count and it took me 1 year to
recover fully. My life became a cycle of Lovenox injections, INR checks, pulmonology visits, CT
scan, blood tests, therapy, and a mountain of medical debt. On the bright side I got pregnant 6
months after my PE/Stroke, it wasn’t ideal and I was considered a very high risk, sadly that joy was
short-lived and my son left this world before his feet even touched the ground. After his death I
learned that he will be the one and only child I will carry.
It took me even longer to come to terms with the fact I will never be able to have a child of my
own. I spent thousands of dollars on 2nd, 3rd, 4th and 5th opinions, at the end of the day the
facts were still the same. I made a choice, I put faith in our government and I believed that I was
doing the best thing for my health, in the end my hormonal contraceptive took my health and left
me infertile. My body no longer makes the hormones it so desperately needs and because of the
blood clot I can never be on hormonal contraceptives or hormone therapy again. NuvaRing took
my ability to carry a child away from me and for that I will no longer be able to say that birth
control revolutionized woman’s health.
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Amelia Best
Age 22

My name is Amelia Best I am a 22 year-old Colorado native and my story began October
of 2013. One day I woke up but couldn’t get out of bed. I felt so sick and nothing in my
body to get me moving.
Being a junior at Colorado Mesa University at the time it took more than a runny nose to
keep me from going to class, this should have been the first sign. A month went by and I
was still in my bed not wanting to do anything but sleep. My fiancé, who was my boyfriend
at the time, would come visit me each night after getting off work to try to get me moving
or to eat anything!
Finally, after so long of not feeling well I managed to make it into the CMU student health
clinic for a checkup. I was complaining of sore throat, tiredness, vomiting, and overall just
not feeling well. The doctors threw me on a ton of IV fluids and gave me some antibiotics
for what they thought was a case of strep attacking my body. A week passed and I felt my
sore throat go away but I still felt horrible and wanted to just sleep. I couldn’t stand or sit
up long enough to shower or brush my teeth. My fiancé had to help me stand in the
shower, help me make it to the bathroom to throw up, brush my teeth, and force me to try
any food or liquids. This time I ended up in the Grand Junction Community Hospital with
little to no answers.
After telling the doctors about what had been going on and some inconclusive blood
work they suspected a case of mono. They told me to go home and I would be feeling
pretty bad for a while but there was nothing I could do but sleep it off. A few days passed
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then I started to feel weird pains in my chest and a strange feeling down my arm. I could
not slow my breathing and my fiancé said he could see my chest moving up and down
way too rapidly. I thought this was all due to dehydration so I tried water and electrolyte
drinks but couldn’t keep them down along with any food. My fiancé for a few days tried
to help me practice diaphragmatic breathing and slow deep breathes which not only
seemed impossible but very painful as well.
After a very long month of sleep, pain, and no school I woke up one day and felt like I could
get up take a quick rinse off shower an actually get dressed all on my own. I was still having
chest pain and it was difficult to walk three steps without being completely out of breathe
but after the day had passed I had managed to get up for the first time in over a month on
my own. I had a feeling that this was the end of being sick and I was on the track to having
whatever was attacking my body to be gone. That night my fiancé took me to his
apartment where he made me a fancy dinner to celebrate me feeling better and a road to
being healthy again. I still had to take things very slow and had troubles breathing but the
night seemed to be going well. This was the night that my life as a 21 year old woman
would turn upside down.
After eating, my fiancé and I were just hanging out, I began laughing after we both
tumbled to the ground trying to reenact the lift from the end scene in Patrick Swazy’s Dirty
Dancing movie. This was the last thing I truly remember that night. My fiancé and his
brother had just witnessed what we would later find out to be an enormous blood clot
blocking my heart and stopping my breathing. They told me I tried to get up and that I went
completely grey and cold to the touch. They tried to help me sit down but I collapsed
completely on their kitchen floor. Panicked they threw me in the car and rushed me St.
Mary’s Hospital only a few minutes away. My fiancés brother ran inside to get help as my
fiancé held me in his arms where I was scared and screaming that I couldn’t breathe and for
someone to please help me.
I was taken back into a room to be assessed. Panicking when the staff tried to help me, it
was a bit difficult for everyone. The one thing I do remember from the ER was fighting an
oxygen mask heavily because the air being pushed through it felt like it was making it even
harder to breathe. I was taken off to have pictures taken of my chest and with my return
to the room a doctor came to my side and explained what had happened to me and my
fiancé. I began to cry out of fear, I had a feeling this was the end of the road. The doctor
explained that I had had an incredibly large blood clot pass through my heart, causing
bruising, and gone to my lungs. The hospital staff instructed that my family be contacted
because it was not likely I was going to live through the night.
Once I was stabilized I was moved to the Cardiac Care in the ICU for further care. Half the
night had passed and I finally woke up to my mum holding my hand looking scared. It was
a miracle but I had made it through the night but that wasn’t quite the end. I was being
treated with a Heparin drip and other fluids as I still didn’t feel good. I had to have a
catheter placed because under no circumstances was I to get out of bed. I was hooked up
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to all kinds of machines to help monitor everything going on in my body. I stayed in the ICU
for several days accompanied by my mother, fiancée, and a few additional friends. I did a
lot of sleeping but I was starting to recover. I was moved out of the ICU cautiously to a
general floor for more care.
By this time I wasn’t able to move my arms due to painful IVs, my hands and body were so
swollen to the point I couldn’t do tasks as simple as to hold a toothbrush or even touch a
phone screen. I was in hell! For days I couldn’t shower without assistance, I couldn’t roll
over in my bed, I was unable to feed myself, or really get out of bed still. My arms and
wrists had huge purple bruises; I was still very tired, and I was trying to wrap my mind
around everything that was happening to me. It was emphasized on a daily basis in the
hospital that it was very important that I didn’t stress out or cause any additional strain to
my body because it was going to take a very long time to recover from such a major thing
happening to my body. I didn’t feel like a 21 year old college student but more like an old
man.
After days of pain and frustration I was finally allowed to return home. The only factor to
cause such a massive Pulmonary Embolism in a young woman my age was that I was on the
birth control NuvaRing. From now until I die I cannot have anything with estrogen put into
my body. This not only caused problems with my hormonal balance but provided me
limited options for birth control. Almost a year later I have made the personal decision to
not be on any kind of contraceptive. On a weekly basis I am still visiting my doctor to have
my INR, the blood clotting factor, checked to be sure my blood does not get too thick. I am
on varying amounts of the blood thinner Warfarin, generic for Coumadin, daily to keep my
INR above or at a minimum or 2 and no higher than about 3. This is a daily battle trying to
make sure I always have my Warfarin with my and making sure I take it at 4pm each day no
matter if I am in the middle of a shift waiting tables at work or back in class at the
University. It might not seem like a hard task but it becomes annoying and frustrating to
know I am consistently at the doctor and taking medication to prevent future clotting and
to minimize the enormous clot I already have resting in my body.
I still suffer with numerous things on a daily basis due to my Pulmonary Embolism. I get
extremely bad sweats at random times of day and at night to the point where I am so hot
that I am sweating even with a fan or air conditioning on. It is not fun at all. Another major
thing I am dealing with as a result of my Pulmonary Embolism is lack of adequate oxygen
through my body for exercise. Going from an active person and lifestyle to now struggling
with a single flight of stairs or carrying a handful of groceries is not only physically
frustrating but it takes its emotional toll on me as well. Not being able to be physically
active on a level where my body can benefit has caused me to gain weight and not get rid
of the weight I gained while in early stages of recovery.
Almost a year later and I am still having my heart tested along with other tests to try and
determine if I need some kind of cardiac help or if I just need to stay at a very low intensity
level and small duration of physically active workouts so I don’t strain my body or cause
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additional problems. It is hard to be so young and not be able to push my body and do
what others my age can do. I have been instructed to also give up some of my favorite
activities such as ATV riding and horseback riding because they cause a danger to my
health if I fell while doing either. Bleeding from an injury that could potentially occur from
a fall could be very dangerous and even life threatening. Another problem my Pulmonary
Embolism has caused is issues with my menstrual cycle. With my INR levels being difficult
to control for a variety of reasons causes me to bleed A LOT. I have been on my period for
3 months at a time with very heavy blood loss. This does not contribute to my health in a
beneficial way but only causes more stress on my body and numerous additional problems
with excessive bleeding such as anemia and hormonal imbalances. Due to the size of my
clots I will be on blood thinners from what started at a minimum of 6 months to now a
minimum of 2 more years. Not only will these existing issues continue over the next 2 years
and potentially even more years on my blood thinners but adds strain and heart ache to
another area of my life.
I am getting married in September of 2015 and my fiancé and I are very eager to start a
family but won’t be able to do so like we hoped. I was informed of the dangers with being
pregnant and having children while on blood thinners. There have been studies that
suggest certain blood thinners are “safe” while being pregnant, Warfarin not being one of
them, but still hold potential risks to me and a future child. I am lucky to have man who is
very understanding and willing to wait however long we have to in order to safely have
children but it still brings heartache and sadness to not only us but our families also.
As is physical and emotional struggle isn’t enough I have and am still struggling with
academics too. Colorado Mesa University came to me while I was in recovery in the
hospital and was willing to work with me however they could for school. I had to take
incomplete grades for the fall semester last year. My professors were great in helping me
to complete the classes so I didn’t have to completely re due my entire semester. The
professors along with the school were very understanding of my physical and emotional
strains and gave me an entire semester to complete the classes. I did complete each class
but fell behind in the loss of my spring semester due to needed recovery time. Being the
determined person I am, my goal is still to graduate in 4 years as originally planned.
However, this may sound like an easy task but is not.
I am now trying to juggle weekly doctor visits, additional health problems, a job, and a very
heavy next two semesters of school. Nothing I am trying to achieve is impossible by any
means but very stressful on my mind and body. It is crucial that I do not become overly
stressed and maintain a balance in all aspects of my recovery and life in general so I do not
end up back in the hospital. Nothing will be easy but I will not be held back anymore by my
Pulmonary Embolism and intend to keep pushing through all the struggles of life no matter
what the cards are dealt to me. Not only have I been affected but both my family and my
fiancé too.
Each day my finance is here trying to help me push through the day but constantly
worrying about my health. Both my parents and my 2 siblings have been greatly affected.
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Going through recovery with a sick sibling or child puts stress on their lives too. They know
that I am a stubborn and determined person who will push my limits and sometimes
overdue it causing stress and extreme fatigue to my body. I know that on a day to day basis
the four of them are checking in to make sure I am doing ok, eating, and sleeping enough.
Being four hours away each phone call from me causes some initial panic and worry on
their part. I am grateful for all the doctors, nurses, friends, and family who have stood by
me this past year in my miracle but I still wonder each night why me and remind myself
everything happens for a reason. My reason is to be a young who helps to prevent other
young women from having this life threatening and life changing event happen to them. I
hope my story can help bring awareness to those of a higher authority and that they can
take a second look at what birth controls are doing to so many young people.
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Angela Miller
Age 28

Angela Miller may have saved my life. I just wish someone could have saved hers. Angela went
to Powell High School when I was there. I didn’t know her, but I knew who she was and there
are many, many people who loved her and are grieving her death today. If you want to know
more about her story click here: Angela’s Memorial Video. It’s always heartbreaking to hear
about a classmate passing, especially when she is only 28. But my heart stopped when I read
the cause of death. Blood clots in her lungs. The kicker, she was on the birth control NuvaRing.
This is why my heart stopped. Angela is the second young woman I have heard about in less
than a month passing away from blood clots in their lungs, due to the NuvaRing. And after
them, I’ve read numerous other stories including this one about the 1000s of lawsuits they are
up against. The girl in this article is another young 20-something who is not a smoker and is
healthy.
I am on the NuvaRing, well, I was until last night. When I heard about Angela, I was first sad,
then shocked, then completely pissed off. The word that kept coming to mind was
“unnecessary.” I believe that God holds the world together. I believe moments such as this
show us our need for Jesus to heal the broken world. It’s moments like these that remind me
just how broken and full of pain this world is. Pain is everywhere. And sometimes it comes in
the form of the untimely, unnecessary death of a beautiful young woman because of a product
that should never be sold to us again.
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Now I know that we should know all the risks involved in anything we put into our body. And I
know that there are so many people who use the NuvaRing, as well as other risky options, that
have not had the misfortune of something like this. But can I just take a minute to be really
upset that this is what took her life? And could have taken mine? Both doctors (GYN and PCP) I
spoke to before deciding to use the NuvaRing said, “you don’t smoke and you work out and
don’t have a family history of clots so you’re good!” Then why have the deaths and hospital
stays I’ve heard about been young women who do not smoke, are healthy, and do not have a
family history of clots?
Last night was the last straw for me; it was too close to home. So I stand with Angela’s loved
ones in getting the word out about the NuvaRing and its truly deadly risks. From the site link
above:
"Our main concern is that no one else has to suffer the loss of a loved one taken too soon due
to NuvaRing complications. We hope to spread awareness and prevent unnecessary pain in
the future."
"Life is too short and we wish you all to live your life the way that Angela did, to its fullest. L See
more at: youcaring.com/memorial-fundraiser/memorial-fund-for-angelamiller/121765#sthash.xpwOSnce.dpuf”
-Lauren R. Brakebill

Additional Information about Angela’s death:
Angela, age 28, was found unconscious on the ground in her apartment parking lot on
December 30, 2013. When the ambulance arrived the only thing she could communicate was
that she couldn't breathe. She was quickly incubated to help her breathe.
Her heart stopped on the way to the hospital where they were able to revive her. Her heart
stopped two more times while in the emergency room due to blood clots discovered in her
lungs.
Angela was moved to ICU. But within an hour her heart stopped again. After 30 minutes they
pronounced her dead.
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Brittany Malone
Age 23

July 12, 1989 – Dec 6, 2012

It was Friday night like any other except that our 2 oldest daughters, Ashley (24) and Brittany
(23) who graduated from Chico State the previous year, were driving up to visit their younger
sister, Morgan (21) who was still attending Chico State. The past 4 years my daughters shared
the best of times together at Chico State. They were neighbors, played intramural sports
together, volunteered together, attended adventure outings, shared friends, rode miles in
Bidwell Park, shared clothes and simply hung out together as sisters do.
It was 12:30 a.m. on December 1, 2012 when my wife and I were awoken by 2 simultaneous
phone calls. The first call came from our youngest daughter Morgan to my wife’s cell phone
which she keeps at her bedside every night. The 2nd call came to me from our eldest daughter
Ashley to my cell phone. When my wife’s phone rang, she stepped out of our bedroom to take
the call and I immediately could tell that something terrible had occurred. Ashley told me that
she was calling from the hospital and that Brittany has been taken by ambulance to the
emergency room after she her head rolled back suddenly and she stopped breathing at
Morgan’s house.
We immediately threw some clothes on and left for Chico which is normally a 3 hour drive. I
called the hospital and they said that they would have the head nurse in charge of the Neuro
ICU call back as soon as she was able to give us an overview of Brittany’s situation.
I called Ashley and she explained that the 3 of them had gone out for the evening as planned
even though Brittany was not feeling 100%. While they were out, Brittany was feeling “anxious”
and said that she felt like her heart was racing, but she wasn’t sure if she wanted to go home or
not because we suspect she didn’t want to disappoint Morgan by leaving early. Brittany then
commented that the music was too loud so they decided they better go back to Morgan’s
house so Brittany could relax. When they arrived back at Morgan’s’ house, Brittany sat on the
couch while she drank a glass of water and ate a snack in hopes that she would relax and begin
to feel better. Ashley and Morgan were sitting on either side of Brittany in an effort to help her
feel at ease. A few minutes later Brittany’s head went back and she started gurgling and
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stopped breathing.

Ashley called 911 immediately and began to administer CPR to Brittany. The paramedics were
dispatched and got there within minutes. When they arrived, Brittany was still not breathing so
they continued CPR and used paddles to deliver electric shock a number of times with no luck.
They inserted a breathing tube and then transferred Brittany to Enloe Medical Center where
she was revived.
Ashley said that the nurse told her this was very serious and that we needed to get there ASAP.
I assured her we would be up there as fast as my car would go. After hanging up with Ashley,
we drove in silence for the next few minutes until my phone rang again. My heart sank as I
realized that Brittany had been without oxygen for more than a few minutes, and while I didn’t
know how long the brain could go without oxygen, I had a real bad feeling about this. I gave
Dana a summary of the conversation that I had with Ashley and we drove in silence for the next
few minutes until my phone rang again.
It was the head nurse from the Neuro Trauma Unit and she explained that Brittany had arrived
at the hospital after suffering sudden cardiac arrest as well as respiratory failure with
pulmonary hemorrhaging and was now in a coma in critical condition. She said that it was not
clear how long Brittany had gone without oxygen before they were finally able to resuscitate
her. The nurse made it very clear to us that this was very serious and that we needed to get to
the hospital as soon as possible. For the next 2 hours we raced to the hospital in complete
silence.
When we arrived at the hospital, the Neuro ICU was full of Doctors and Nurses actively trying to
save Brittany’s life. My poor daughters, Ashley and Morgan were completely traumatized by
what they had just experience with their sister. Then we met with a team of doctors that were
struggling to understand why a perfectly healthy 23 year old woman could arrive at the hospital
in her condition. They ask a series of questions like, does she smoke, do drugs, take
prescription drugs, vitamins, herbs etc…our answers were "no" just like her sisters had told
them. About a couple hours later Dana remembered that she was on birth control, called
NuvaRing. It's seems like it’s a class all to itself…birth control…but it's really a prescription drug.
None of us thought anything of it at the time as Ashley and Morgan were also using the
NuvaRing contraceptive device.
Toxicology reports came back immediately and were all negative. Over 40 blood tests were
initiated to determine if Brittany had an autoimmune blood condition such as vasculitis or lupus
that might be causing the pulmonary hemorrhaging. A number of these tests would take up to a
week to come back, so a process called plasmapheresis was started in order to filter Brittany’s
blood of any autoimmune cells that may have caused Brittany to hemorrhage. This process is
similar to dialysis.
As part of the preparation for the plasmapheresis process, a doctor attempted to insert a line
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into a deep vein in Brittany’s right leg, but he was unable to get it to feed into the vein due to a
massive blood clot that was discovered. This was the first indication that the blood clot may be
the root of a series of cascading events that lead to Brittany’s condition. The doctors
immediately removed the NuvaRing as they said it was likely related to the extensive DVT in her
right leg.
Once the blood clot was detected, the doctors suspected that a condition called Disseminated
Intravascular Coagulation (DIC) had taken place. DIC is a condition that presents itself when the
consumption and subsequent exhaustion of clotting proteins (soldiers in our blood that fight off
clots) causes bleeding in other areas of the body. With Brittany, the clotting proteins were
"used up" fighting off the DVT in her leg which likely left the rest of the body depleted of the
necessary clotting factors required to stop the bleeding in her lungs. In some cases like
Brittany’s, the doctors explained that bleeding simply starts on its own without any injury due
to how “thin” the blood becomes.
The doctors suspect the DIC event triggered the cascading effects which in turn lead to an acute
onset “Diffuse Alveolar Hemorrhage” (DAH) causing blood to collect within the alveoli in her
lungs. We were told that Brittany’s blood likely became so thin that it caused the blood cells
surrounding her lungs to actually leak into her lungs and flood the alveoli. The alveoli are part
of the lungs that are responsible for the exchange of oxygen in our lungs. These alveoli inflate
and deflate with inhalation and exhalation. If enough alveoli are affected, gas exchange is
disrupted and the brain is stared of oxygen.
Here is a summary of the cascading events that we understand lead to Brittany’s death.
1. DVT - A large blood clot developed in a deep vein in her leg which we believe was caused
by the NuvaRing.
2. DIC - Disseminated Intravascular Coagulation. This condition occurs when the consumption
and subsequent exhaustion of clotting proteins (soldiers in our blood that fight off clots)
induces severe bleeding in other areas of the body. With Brittany, the clotting proteins (clot
breaking solders in the blood) were "used up" fighting off the DVT in her leg which likely left the
rest of the body depleted of the necessary clotting factors required to stop the bleeding in her
lungs.
3. DAH - Diffuse Alveolar Hemorrhage. Blood began to weep into her lungs and into the
clusters of alveoli which look like individual grapes in a bunch. The individual alveoli are
tightly wrapped in blood vessels, and it is here that oxygen exchange occurs. When the blood
leaked into the alveoli, her lungs began to fill up with blood instead of exchanging oxygen.
Normally the oxygen rich blood returning to her heart via the pulmonary veins is pumped
back into systemic circulation. Unfortunately, the amount of oxygen flow diminished rapidly,
effectively starving Brittany’s heart and brain from oxygen. This correlates with the “anxious”
feelings that Brittany was describing to her sisters and her boyfriend. Her brain was not
receiving enough oxygen, so it signaled her heart to beat faster and faster until she reached
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hypoxemic respiratory failure, had a heart attack, and lost consciousness.
4. This is when Brittany’s life began to quickly slip away. Unfortunately, the brain cannot
survive more that 3 to 5 minutes without oxygen before brain damage begins. A scan of
Brittany’s brain was done right after she arrived at the hospital and the initial results did not
indicate any sign of brain damage, but the neurologist warned us that the results of hypoxia
(lack of oxygen to the brain) don’t typically show up within the first 24 hours.
Over the next 2 days, the neurologist conducted a series of extensive neurological evaluations
on Brittany to determine the extent of brain damage that had occurred. I watched each of
these tests hoping for a sign of life, but instead, I felt like I watched her die over and over again.
These tests were extremely painful to watch as the reality sank in that Brittany’s brain was
seriously damaged. No parent should ever have to witness these tests, but I could not give up
hope, so I watched until I my heart could take no more. Eventually I could no longer witness
these tests. I will live with these horrific memories the rest of my life.
The doctor was preparing us for the worst case scenario which turned out to be true. Brittany
had irreversible brain damage, and a final CT scan indicated brain death. He ordered a second
opinion and the results were consistent with the first. We arranged for a 3rd opinion and held
out hope as we were desperate to save her life. Our entire family was with us and we all prayed
for a miracle, but unfortunately, our prayers were not answered. Our beautiful, healthy, sweet,
responsible, funny and loving Brittany was gone forever…and there wasn't anything I could do
for her or for my other precious daughters.
DEATH DIAGNOSIS: Acute respiratory failure, diffuse pulmonary hemorrhage. Diffuse venous
thromboembolism with deep venous thrombosis, severe anoxic brain damage. We believe the
blood clot (DVT) which was caused by the NuvaRing is the true cause of death. Without the clot,
none of the events that followed would have occurred.
All of the tests that were conducted to determine if Brittany had some sort of an autoimmune
blood condition came back negative, so this solidified our theory that the NuvaRing likely
caused Brittany’s death.
True to form, Brittany continued her life journey of compassion all the way to the end. Five
people around the nation were blessed with Brittany's greatest gift of all…her vital organs. Her
lungs are now breathing fresh air in North Carolina; her heart is beating strong in Texas and her
kidneys, liver and pancreas where early Christmas presents to patients throughout the Bay
Area.
Brittany was on the NuvaRing for 2 1/2 years and had just inserted a new ring the day before
she stopped breathing. Brittany and all of us who loved her are now robbed of what could have
been.
We have formed a group of parents and health care providers to help educate women on the
16

serious and real side effects of the NuvaRing birth control device as well as other combination
hormonal contraceptives and help share the complete picture of safety that is required in order
to make an informed decision based on a combination of safety, efficacy and convenience. Not
a week goes by without being contacted by a young woman or a parent whose lives have been
seriously impacted by a death or near death due to what they believe was a side effect of the
NuvaRing.
How many young women have to die in order for something to be done? What kind of birth
control is your Daughter on?
Sincerely, Joe, Dana, Ashely and Morgan Malone
www.birthcontrolsafety.org, www.nuvaringtruth.com, www.InformedChoiceforAmerika.org
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Chelsea Lewis
Age 20

It wasn’t until a few days ago that it sunk in that I am a very lucky person. I feel so privileged to
be here today, able to share my thoughts and voice facts that need to be not just heard - but
listened to. More importantly, I feel so grateful to have the opportunity to be a voice for the all
of the other young women who have lost their lives due to complications with the NuvaRing.
My name is Chelsea Sturgill Lewis and I had just celebrated my 20th birthday about three weeks
before I got sick. I’m currently a junior at CU Boulder studying sociology, and let me just
emphasize that I do very much enjoy what I am studying. I have plans for incorporating
sociology and film together to direct and create documentaries that need to be created. I’m
even considering starting to work on one on the NuvaRing, maybe, as there is a lot to be said. I
paint with acrylic inks in my spare time, bike back and forth to school and in between classes
five days a week, and by anyone’s standards, I was a young, healthy, typical college student
very much enjoying my life.
Everything began to change on August 30th. A sick friend came over on the evening of the 27th,
and my boyfriend got sick the next day, and shortly thereafter I started getting a runny nose
and tiring easily. It reasoned that I had simply “caught something” from either of them, and
wasn’t surprised when I started coughing, needing to sleep a lot more, and generally felt under
the weather.
Whatever I thought I’d caught, however, wouldn’t go away and seemed to hit me harder than
the others. I stayed sick for a good three weeks hoping my body would just fight it off. By
September 19th, however, I made a same day appointment with my doctor because, on top of
the painful coughing, I also started to experience a really horrible pain in my right
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shoulder/chest area. It was sometimes ok when I would stand but at night I couldn’t get
comfortable because breathing hurt. I didn’t feel “short of breath”, but the act of inhaling and
exhaling physically hurt that area of my chest. It was a pain I hadn’t felt before, yet
manageable. Still though, I set up an appointment because it certainly hurt enough to get it
checked.
My usual physician wasn’t available on the 19th so I was referred out to a different doctor at
another hospital location. Once there, I relayed my symptoms to the doctor. I explained how
long I’d been sick, how terrible the coughing and my chest hurt, how tired I was, etc. He
prescribed me a five-day antibiotic and cough medicine then listened to my lungs with a
stethoscope and said that it sounded like I had pneumonia. He then ordered an X-Ray. I made
my way down the hall and got the X-ray done to find out that it wasn’t pneumonia over phone
call. I was left to pick up my antibiotic and cough medicine and go home. I was told that my xray was CLEAR.
On September 23rd, things took a turn for the worse so I made a follow-up appointment. That
sharp, knife like pain in my upper chest/right shoulder area became unbearable. At this point,
it still hurt at night but also started hurting during the day while moving around or standing.
The appointment was at 4:30. I explained the pain to him how I explained it previously, except
for this time I told him that if 10 on the pain scale was getting your arm ripped off, my chest
hurt like an 8 or a 9. I was pretty up front about telling the doctor that I had never been in pain
like this in my life. Once again the doctor ordered an x-ray, then briskly walked out of the room
and left me with the nurse to get the referral for the x-ray. He looked annoyed when I pressed
him for instructions on how to handle the pain.
I’m pretty decent on picking up at body language and (at least from my perspective) it
genuinely felt like I annoyed the Doctor by pulling him aside and asking further questions. He
took a big huff, looked off to the side, and said “Do you have Advil at home?” I said that I had
ibuprofen but that I was already taking three with the max being four and that it didn’t really
do anything for the pain. He said “ok, just go ahead and take four and that should work.”
Being a twenty year old student, I felt too intimidated to press further. Feeling defeated and
frustrated, I went to get the x-ray, and waited in the hall for the results. A few minutes later I
was told I “might have had a little bit of bronchitis and maybe pneumonia because the tubes of
my lungs looked a little enlarged” but was assured there was nothing serious because
“everyone’s lungs looked a little enflamed around this time of year.” I wanted a little more
clarification on my condition and the doctor called me a few minutes later and confirmed what
the first guy had said. I again mentioned my pain and he informed me that my pain was
“common” for someone who had a sore chest from coughing for as long as I had been.
My pain was not taken seriously and no further tests were done to rule out anything more
serious. I was extremely exhausted at this point and just wanted to go to bed. My mother
called to see what happened at my appointment and was angry at the level of care I received
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and told me to go to the emergency room. I was simply too tired at this point and just wanted
to go to bed, so I went home and took four more Ibuprofen for the pain. It dulled the pain
enough that I could work on homework for a while. In the meantime my mother had called an
advice nurse who recommended that I go to the ER. I explained that I would go tomorrow but
was exhausted and just needed to sleep. She told me if ANYTHING changed to please go in and
informed me that she would be coming to Boulder in the morning. I agreed and went to bed.
When I tried to sleep, however, I was unable to find a comfortable position. At some point I fell
asleep but I woke back up after midnight with severe, severe pain in my chest. It was the worst
I had ever felt and it gave me a very bad feeling. The area that had been hurting for the past
several weeks (on my upper chest/shoulder) was not hurting at all anymore. The pain had
actually moved about 8 inches lower in a concentrated feeling mass. I got out of bed and took
four more ibuprofen but even standing up didn’t feel ok. Every position, laying down, standing
up, crouching, etc. hurt with excruciating pain. I started crying and called my mom, and she
told me I needed to get to the Emergency Room and that she was on her way. I got there at
around 1:00am.
I was taken back pretty much immediately and given Dilantin and Morphine.
After answering a bunch of questions to narrow down what this might be, one of the doctors
said that he was going to take my blood and run some sort of test to check for clotting and he
presented me with the option to get a CT scan. He did heavily emphasize however that with
the CT scan there was a chance of radiation poisoning, and clearly he wanted me to consider
that in my decision – especially since there was very little chance I had a blood clot. I decided
to get the CT scan despite the risk. Afterwards, the doctor came back very surprised with the
information that I had clots in my lung. This whole time I had been texting my mom – who was
frantic and on her way to me. When I found out it was a clot I told her what it was with relief. I
legitimately did not realize how serious this was. Afterwards, I found out my mom didn’t tell
me how serious it was until she got to me in person because she didn’t want to scare me. I
ended up being admitted to a room and my boss and mom were there by very early morning.
Throughout the day we found out more about what had gone on. It was revealed that I had a
pulmonary embolism and that now the right part of my lung was “riddled with clots.” Doctors
explained this clot had started somewhere else in my body and had broken off into the pieces
that traveled to my lungs. The ultra sound ruled my legs “clear of clots” but the doctor said
that the clots could still be above the leg area. My mom and I are now very suspicious that the
clots may be in my hips because now that I look back over the last eight months or so that I
have been on the NuvaRing, I only began having arthritis-like symptoms in my hips a few
weeks after I started the NuvaRing.
I was also told that part of my lung had died from the blockages and that this damage is
permanent. I was told by the ER doctor that the NuvaRing had to be discontinued
immediately. Prior to the events of getting sick with what I thought was a virus, the only pain I
recall was in my hip – and the pain was not severe therefore, I explained it away as having
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worked out. If I had been warned that pain could be in the hip or groin, I might have been
more equipped to advocate for myself and not ended up in such a painful, agonizing life and
death situation – BUT I WASN’T. I will be making an appointment tomorrow morning to push
for more information and answers. In fact, I was given very little information at all.
My mom took me home and refused to let me be alone. I went to a follow-up appointment 2
days after I was released from the hospital and was told that I absolutely must discontinue use
of the NuvaRing. I asked if this was what had happened to me and again, a doctor confirmed
the NuvaRing was responsible.
Now the shock has worn off a little bit and I’m left with more questions; questions concerning
the big picture of what exactly happened to me here and questions concerning why a drug that
causes so many truly life threatening conditions in girls is ok to be distributed and sold in so
many countries across the globe.
I was a young, healthy, not overweight, non-smoker and because of this I was led to believe I
was not “at risk” for this to happen to me. In addition, I was not given enough information
about how to recognize life-threatening injuries and what to do. If my doctors didn’t realize
what was happening – how was I supposed to know? WHY DIDN’T I KNOW? Why did I have to
come within moments of dying before the puzzle was put together?
I truly did not realize how serious this could have been for me. It didn’t hit me until my mom
told me that she was talking to a man who had lost his daughter to complications with the
NuvaRing. She said that he actually called me a survivor. And as I do more research I’m finding
out why. And I’m mad about what is going on here. I never asked to be a Pulmonary Embolism
Survivor.
I was supposedly very “low-risk” and yet I almost died, am a 20 year old warfarin patient, have
permanent lung damage, take narcotics daily to manage ongoing pain, suffer from exhaustion
due to lack of lung function and side effects of drugs used to help ease the pain, ongoing
medical treatment, low stamina and have been emotionally traumatized through this whole
ordeal. That’s not including the excruciating pain I was subjected to that went undetected
because everyone assumed there was such a small chance I could have a PE.
The NuvaRing is dangerous. It’s deadly. It should NOT be given to people when there are safer
alternatives and no amount of injuries or death should be considered “acceptable” when
people haven’t been properly informed of the risks – which are deadly and leave women so
little opportunity to save themselves from permanent damage or death. If more clear
information had been given to me, I never would have chosen this product and will forever
question an “FDA approved” product’s safety as long as the NuvaRing is considered safe by the
FDA.
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Dana Jenn
Age 40

Dana Jenn, age 40, wife and mother of four, had been using the NuvaRing for less than two
months when she collapsed while walking on a treadmill as part of her marathon training. She
was working out with her oldest daughter, Sarah, who said Jenn had difficulty breathing and
then collapsed suddenly.
According to the medical examiner report, the cause of death was a “Pulmonary embolism due
to or as a consequence of deep vein thrombosis.”
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Erika
Langhart
Age 24

“What counts in life in not the mere fact that we
have lived. It is what Difference we have made
to the lives of others that will determine the
significance of the life we have led.”
- Nelson Mandela

Our beautiful, caring, sweet 24""year""old daughter Erika was planning to come home for
Thanksgiving on Wednesday, November 23, 2011. On Monday, November 21, I had just
talked to her over the weekend and emailed her to tell her how much her dad and I
were looking forward to having her home from where she lived and worked in
Washington, DC. That evening I received a call from her phone. I picked up the call,
expecting it to be her, and said, “Can’t wait to see you!!!”
Instead it was her boyfriend who told me that Erika had collapsed and was being rushed to
the hospital. WHAT? HOW CAN THIS BE? He did not know. Frantically we contacted the
emergency room and talked with the ER doctor treating Erika. We learned that she had
suffered massive double pulmonary embolisms, literally out of nowhere. One of the very first
questions the doctor asked was whether she was on birth control, and if so what type. As soon
as the doctors learned that she was using the NuvaRing, they removed it. They told us
that we needed to get to the hospital as soon as we could. With just a couple of hours to
prepare, we quickly did research on the NuvaRing and were shocked to find that there was
a great deal of concern and many incidents of women suffering from blood clots that could
then cause embolisms. The NuvaRing was at that moment being studied by the FDA, we
learned.
We were able to get on a flight from Phoenix to Washington, DC, at midnight that night.
With information printed out on the subject, we spent much of the flight reading about
the serious issues of blood clots and pulmonary embolisms as a result of use of the NuvaRing.
To say we were terrified for our daughter is an understatement.
We arrived in Washington, DC, early Tuesday morning and went directly to the hospital.
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Erika was on life support and in a coma. We spent three torturous days hoping for the best and
fearing the worst. The doctors told us that the pulmonary embolisms were a direct result of
the NuvaRing. On Thanksgiving morning the neurosurgeon informed us that our sweet
daughter Erika was irreversibly brain dead. That Thanksgiving day we chose, as we knew our
caring, wonderful daughter would want us to, to donate her organs – all of which, with the
exception of her lungs which were so terribly damaged that they could not be used, ultimately
helped other people.
Two weeks after our daughter’s passing we were back in Washington, DC, to speak at the
hearings that were ironically and sadly being conducted on these third and fourth generation
contraceptives. Our only remaining purpose in life is to try to help Erika’s life make a
difference. Thank you for helping us make a Difference.
-- Karen Langhart
“We must become the change we want to see in the world.”
--Ghandi
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Jackie Bozicev
Age 32

Jackie was 32 years old and had been using NuvaRing for six months, starting shortly after the
birth of her daughter. One Friday morning, her husband heard her puttering about in their
second floor bathroom. As she was about to step into the shower, she called his name. He
answered her, preoccupied with their son, age 2, who was demanding another waffle. After
Jackie cried for him a second time, barely able to get out his name, he dashed upstairs and
found her on the floor, unable to breathe. "She was in a lot of pain, rolling around, trying to get
onto her stomach," he says. "My son was there, watching the whole thing." To his horror, Jackie
started turning blue.
When an ambulance arrived, emergency techs tried to restart her breathing. Bozicev was
gripped with terror. Doctors continued to try to revive her in the hospital but eventually had to
give up. She died that day. The cause of death: massive pulmonary thrombosis due to deep vein
thrombosis. Jackie wasn’t overweight and didn’t smoke.
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Julia West Ross
Age 29

You don't have to be great to get started,
but you have to get started to be great.”
-- Les Brown

This was the quote at the end of every email sent by our daughter Julia, a motto she lived by
since she was an undergraduate student.
Julia lived in Southern California after completing an M.A. in Economics and had gotten
married just five weeks before to her sweetheart Eric. She was so happy and we were all so
very happy for her. I talked with Julia on Tuesday night and all was well. She and Eric were so
excited, as they were to leave for their delayed honeymoon that weekend. Nothing seemed
wrong. Then on Thursday night I got a phone call from Eric that Julia was in the ER.
Eric told me that Julia had been feeling a little tired, and that as she walked to her car on
Wednesday night she experienced a moment of tunnel vision. At home she climbed in bed to
rest, as she wasn’t feeling well.
Thursday morning she stayed home from work, which was not at all like her. Later that
morning she called Eric, asking him to take her to Urgent Care, as something was very wrong.
She couldn’t breathe, felt very weak and was vomiting. Eric rushed home and took her to
Urgent Care.
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At Urgent Care they saw she was in respiratory distress. We read later in her records that she
told them she felt “a sense of impending doom,” and that the doctor removed a NuvaRing.
They intubated her and sent her to Emergency.
Eric called again later that Thursday night to tell us the doctors wanted to put Julia in the ICU.
He also said the doctors said her kidneys weren’t functioning and they wanted to put her on
dialysis. This was more than a standard emergency room visit.
The ICU? We didn’t know what to think. Alarmed and not understanding what was happening,
we flew down to be with our daughter.
We arrived at the hospital on Friday morning, saw Julia briefly, and the nurse sent us to the
waiting room. Around 1 p.m. the ICU doctor came to tell us that they thought Julia had septic
shock and they had put her on a sepsis protocol, giving her antibiotics and antifungals to treat
any infection. The ICU doctor assured us that Julia would recover, saying, “Julia is young and
strong.” The doctor told us Julia would be in the ICU for a few days and moved to another floor
to recover for a week or more. The doctor sounded confident, but we were still anxious and
just wanted to be with our daughter. We were told we needed to wait a while longer to see her
again as they were setting up some equipment.
An hour later, a nurse ran into the waiting room, and yelling, “West family, we need you
NOW!” and rushed us down the hall to Julia’s room. The ICU team was frantically doing CPR,
resuscitating Julia, who was in cardiac arrest. We huddled together in shock as we watched
our young daughter have a heart attack.
Although the ICU team stabilized Julia, her heart stopped again. Again we watched them
perform CPR. We stood outside Julia’s ICU room, with disbelief and ever-growing dread, as our
daughter’s heart repeatedly failed and the ICU team kept up their heroic lifesaving efforts to
resuscitate her, over and over again. After over four hours of repeated CPR, we were told that
Julia’s chances of being severely brain damaged were 95% because her blood was so very thin
and she’d had so little oxygen to her brain.
We felt we had no option but to stop the resuscitation efforts and let her go. We believed she
wouldn’t have wanted to live a diminished life, even if they could have saved her.
We had been told that Julia had septic shock, but we couldn’t understand what had happened.
We requested an autopsy, as did the hospital. We also ordered Julia’s hospital records.
We received the autopsy report and learned that Julia died from massive bi-lateral pulmonary
embolisms. The autopsy also showed she had a deep vein thrombosis (DVT) in her left leg.
The blood clots in her lungs were so massive that no amount of resuscitation could have
brought her back due to all the clots and blockages in her body.
None of this made sense to us. We wanted to know why our daughter developed pulmonary
embolisms and a DVT. We wanted answers.
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We discovered Julia was using the NuvaRing and began reading about the increased risk of
pulmonary embolisms and deep vein thrombosis.
We contacted the ICU doctor, sent her the autopsy and asked questions, lots of them. She told
us they had not known Julia had pulmonary embolisms when she died. The doctor, who
worked so hard to save Julia, was not familiar with the NuvaRing birth control, its risks, signs
and symptoms. She also told us that the hospital would do a formal review of Julia’s case with
a team of doctors.
The hospital reviewed everything that happened from Julia’s admission, her treatment and her
death. When we spoke to the ICU doctor again after the review, she explained that they had
checked for pulmonary embolisms on admission and for a DVT. The doctor said a PE might
have been brewing, and she told us that Julia’s blood developed disseminated intravascular
coagulation (DIC) where her body tried to regulate the clotting. In this process Julia’s blood had
become so thin that trying to surgically treat a pulmonary embolisms, would have caused Julia
to bleed to death. No infection was ever found.
The ICU doctor also told us, “We do not see someone as young and healthy as Julia develop
such massive pulmonary embolisms unless there is an underlying factor… and that is hormonal
birth control.” The ICU doctor said she and other doctors on the team “personally believe the
NuvaRing caused Julia’s blood to clot and develop DIC as quickly and as much as it did.”
Julia had been using NuvaRing for two years.
We believe the hospital did everything they could to try to save our daughter’s life. We truly
thank them for all their efforts.
Our family will never be the same. Julia, a cherished daughter, sister and wife, was young,
healthy, loving, and vibrant bright young woman. She had a whole lifetime ahead of her.
Julia had confidently used NuvaRing because it had been prescribed confidently to her. We
are sharing Julia’s story with our deepest hope that this won’t ever happen to any woman
you love.
Dru, Joe, Laura West, Marc Fish, Nancy Martin and Eric Ross
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Kande Garver
Age 29

I am a 29 year old mother of 3, a non-smoker/drinker and have never had health problems
other than anxiety/panic, which I have had for about 6 years now.
After the birth of my youngest son in 2011, I decided to go on NuvaRing. It seemed
convenient, easy to use and didn’t bother me at all. I figured I’m young enough to not have
any crazy side effects. . Well How Wrong Was I when May 14 2014, I came home from work
and the gym. I start eating lunch and I felt what I thought were gas pains in my rib cage, my
shoulder and chest. As the day went on I chalked it up as gas trapped in my body, or since I
had just started working out, maybe I injured myself.
That night I could not get comfortable. Any way I lay in my bed hurt. Eventually it hurt to
breath, yawn or cough. On my back was the worse as it felt as if I broke ribs. In the morning I
stood up and took a breath feeling very nauseous and I said to my husband we’ve got to go to
the ER. After 6 long hours and test after test coming back normal the ER doc was all but
positive this was a muscular issue and he decided to give me a CAT scan. He came back 2
hours later with results just as we were ready to pack up and go home. He says, “Well I can't
believe it but there’s two small PEs and you’re lucky you listened to your body and came in.”
I had to stay 3 days in the hospital. It was traumatic for me, my husband, and my children, who
had never even been away from me for even one night, let alone three, and for the rest of my
family. My anxiety was through the roof as I thought I was going to die or just thinking I could
have died.
It’s been 2 weeks and I still am scared. I thank God every morning now to be alive. I got all
genetic testing done and every doc and specialist says the NuvaRing did this to me. I will be on
Xarelto, a blood thinner, for 6 months. Recovery from the hospital stay and the anxiety attacks
I’ve had has taken a toll on my body. I cannot do much. I get tired easily. I still feel pains here
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and there in my chest and sides. I have these clots one on each side of my lower lung lobe that
I was fortunate enough to catch and that they were small enough to pass through without
much damage but I have no clue when they will dissolve and thinking about that freaks me
out.
I have an 8 year old daughter and I worry about this when it’s time for her to be on birth
control. I am one of the lucky ones but this NuvaRing has killed people I cannot stress enough
to stay away from it. I also am having a hard time adjusting to not having the NuvaRing in
anymore and my hormones are all out of whack, my head aches on and off. If I could go back in
time, I’d stay completely away from any of it and practice the pull out method or invest in
condoms. . I hope my story can help somebody and save a life or a real bad scare like I have
had.
God bless xo
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Kathleen Heldman
Late 30s

I am a runner and an avid rock climber. I practice yoga every day and surf when I can. I live to
be moving, working, organizing, and getting stuff done. I don’t smoke, drink, or do drugs. I am
a vegetarian who eats mostly organic, locally grown food. I do my yearly pap smears and
physicals. I am watchful of my body and take care of myself, and, according to societal
standards, I am a very healthy person.
I nearly died this past weekend from a blood clot the doctors found lodged in my lungs (a
pulmonary embolism). I have very few risk factors for this ailment, and my doctor concluded
that this blood clot was caused by my use of the NuvaRing birth control device. I am in my late
30s, when I decide to go on hormonal birth control a little over a year ago, I discussed the risk
factors with my doctor. She assured me that this product releases a low dose of estrogen and
thus has fewer side effects than other forms of birth control. My husband and I read even the
fine print of the drug pamphlet, and we concluded that I would be safe because I do not smoke.
We should have taken an extra step and goggled “NuvaRing side effects” or “NuvaRing
lawsuits” to discover the many articles on this dangerous product. The pharmaceutical
company Merck just settled a $100 million class action lawsuit by NuvaRing users and grieving
family members of those who died from blood clots in the prime of their lives. A lot of these
women were in their 20s with no risk factors for blood clots, other than the NuvaRing. One was
20-year-old elite athlete Megan Henry who never made it to the Sochi Olympics because of ten
blood clots in her arteries and lungs. She asked her doctor, “Could it be the NuvaRing?” He
replied, “absolutely not.”
The NuvaRing is riskier than first and second generation daily birth control pills that most
women have grown accustomed to, and far more deadly. I am shocked that it is still on the
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market, but when Merck is making about $700 Million in one year on a product for which they
settled a class action for $100 million, I guess I shouldn’t be surprised.
Thousands of people have had their lives derailed or taken prematurely by blood clots from the
NuvaRing. My clot was very painful and required three days in the hospital, but I am one of the
lucky ones. I am alive and can breathe freely again, but I will be on dangerous blood thinners
for at least the next six months and will have to avoid many of my favorite activities, like rock
climbing.
Please warn the women in your life that the NuvaRing is dangerous, and join efforts to
increase awareness about its potentially lethal effects.
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La Monica Greene
Age 17

At age 17, La Monica Greene began NuvaRing in May 2009. A few weeks later, she began to
experience chest pains and shortness of breath. On June 21 of that year, she suffered a blood
clot in one of her lungs resulting in her death.
La Monica dreamed of being a veterinarian and opening an office together with her sister. The
two brought stray cats, birds and dogs to the house to nurse them.
La Monica was active in church. She was sweet and outgoing and loved to help her mother
said. “I wanted my kids to be loving, to have a heart. I didn’t want them to be cold-blooded.”
My daughter’s death “just blew all of us away.”
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Lyndsey Agresta
Age 27

Lyndsey began seeing a new OB/GYN with the chief complaint of severe
cramping. Until that time, she'd suffered that way since her teens. Now, at 27, she was
given a diagnosis of endometriosis and was told the only way to remedy the situation
would be surgery. Short of that, the doctor said if she'd use NuvaRing, it would relieve her
pain. The physician also stated that "it was a miracle she ever had Dominic", due to the
severity of the endometriosis.
Lyndsey used the NuvaRing for one full prescription and after the start of the second
NuvaRing; she began suffering extremely painful headaches.
While celebrating Father's Day, June 15, 2008, she commented she'd been having
headaches every day. She was in contact with her primary care physician, who prescribed
pain relievers that weren't helping and by Thursday of that week, told her to just use
Excedrin-Migraine. Lyndsey looked totally exhausted, took the Excedrin and tucked
Dominic into bed.
At 3 a.m., I was awakened by her call, asking me to stay with Dominic while she drove
herself to the E.R., as instructed by "nurse-on-call". By 5 a.m., the hospital called saying
they diagnosed an aneurism and were life-flighting Lyndsey to the Cleveland Clinic.
Cleveland Clinic's MRI found hemorrhaging on her brain, not an aneurism. I realized what
high pain tolerance she had...a single mom, raising her son, never missing a day's work and
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suffering for at least a week with what she believed to be migraines...all the while, it was
bleeding on her brain.
The surgeons working on Lyndsey would come out from time to time with updates as they
continued working an all-day surgery to save her life. We were warned that she probably
wouldn't make it. Everyone prayed and three weeks later, she was released to rehab.
Within a day, Lyndsey was back at Cleveland Clinic after the spinal fluid drained from the
incision in her head. They discovered an infection. One that was acquired from her time at
Cleveland Clinic...in all, 7 months. She would lie in bed focused on a picture of Dominic
with tears running from her eyes.
The infection would be treated time and again. The doctors said there was nothing more
that could be done for her. We were given a choice to leave her that way to die, stitch up
the incision and let her die or fill her with antibiotics to last several days and then, let her
die.
We brought her to Hospice. She opened her eyes for the last time, looked at Dominic and
smiled. It was a smile we hadn't seen in months. Dominic snuggled next to Lyndsey on her
pillow. It was the first time he smiled throughout 7 months of visits with her. He hadn't
been allowed to touch his mother, have skin-to-skin contact and had to be fully gloved and
gowned when seeing her at Cleveland Clinic due to risk of infection.
My husband and I suffered the same way. Never able to hold Lyndsey in our arms. Our only
child. We watched her die a slow death on January 18, 2009 after 12 days in hospice.
We are raising Dominic the way Lyndsey wanted after a five and one-half year legal dispute
with his father, who relinquished custody this year.

Diane Agresta
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Madyson Isler
Age 18

I was 18-years-old when I began taking a sample of NuvaRing from the women’s clinic on
campus at Colorado State University around October 20th, 2013. I was given two rings and
was on the second when I woke up December 11th with pain in what I thought was my ribs
and neck on my left side. That night around 11 PM I could not sleep because of the pain,
which had me in tears and having trouble breathing. I told my RA and she called 911.
In the ER I had a CAT scan and that is when I was told it was a Pulmonary Embolism. I
spent that night and the next night at Poudre Valley Hospital. When I was discharged I had
to inject myself with Lovenox for the next 6 days twice a day while also taking Coumadin. I
am still taking 6mg of Coumadin every day and will most likely have to for the rest of my
life. I will not be able to donate blood, plasma, or bone marrow, as I have wanted for years.
Other healing processes including having to sleep sitting up for 3 weeks, and being
exhausted, and short winded for over a month. I also didn't have an appetite for two weeks
after being discharged. It was only recently that my INR was therapeutic. Before I was
therapeutic I had to get my blood tested once a week for around 3 months. Thankfully, now
I have to go only once a month.
I realize this may be a stretch, but I think if NuvaRing is not recalled, women should have to
read and sign a waiver. I wish I had been told that blood clots were possible if I smoked. But
I was not aware. And that, to me, is not a mistake worth dying over.
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Megan Henry
Age 25

Megan is a member of World Class Athletes, the army’s elite team of soldier-athletes, and
competes in skeleton, a form of high-speed downhill sledding. In Utah, training for the 2014
Olympic Games in Russia, she found herself gasping for breath.
Ten days earlier, Megan had started using NuvaRing, her first experience with birth control. “Do
you smoke?” a doctor asked her. “Of course not, I’m an athlete,” she said. “Oh well, you should
be fine,” the doctor said. In perfect health up to then, Megan could not stop fighting for air. Her
teammates blamed the altitude. “One doctor I went to told me I was under stress, or maybe I
had asthma,” she told me. “He gave me an inhaler.” On a flight to Florida for more training, she
almost collapsed. At Urgent Care, I was given an X-ray—it was clear. I said, “Could this be the
NuvaRing?” “Absolutely not”, the doctor said.
Megan’s mother told her to come home “Megan, you need to come home to get you an
appointment with a pulmonologist.” After a second flight—she later learned that that alone
could have killed her—Megan told her history to a Connecticut pulmonary doctor, who ordered
a CT scan. That doctor diagnosed her with pulmonary embolism and told her it was from the
birth control device.
The CT scan revealed dozens of blood clots in her lungs. “It looks like if you took paint and
splattered it like that, there were just blood clots everywhere.”
Rushed to the hospital, I was put on blood thinners in the E.R., and remained hospitalized for
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over a week. I was told, ‘Your career as an athlete is over,’ and “If you weren’t in the shape you
are, you would be dead,” her doctor informed her.
That's when she found out her Olympic dreams had been dashed. She had to miss a year of
training, and that there was long term damage.
"If I were to have a family," said Henry, "I'm a high risk pregnancy. The danger of me having
blood clots and even the fetus is there, and that's kind of scary to think about."
"I'm extremely fit," she said. "I eat well, healthy. It did not cause me any alarm whatsoever."
While she missed an opportunity to compete in the Sochi games, she said she plans on fighting
for a spot on the 2018 team that will compete in Pyeongchang, South Korea.
Until then, she'll fight on behalf of women she said need to know why she was forced out of
the race.
"I had to be very persistent," said Henry. "I had to see five doctors, and if I listened to the first
one I may not be here to tell my story."
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Rachel Lietzke Payne
Age 22

Rachel Lietzke Payne started using NuvaRing in 2008, when she was a 20-year-old college
student. The contraceptive device appealed to her because it was easy to use. Birth control pills
have to be taken every day, but NuvaRing didn’t and was said to be just as effective at preventing
pregnancy.
One Monday in October of 2010, more than a year after she first began using the vaginal ring,
Payne met her father for a standing lunch date at Buffalo Wild Wings in Casselberry, north of
where they lived in Orlando. When she and her dad walked out of the restaurant, Payne
suddenly fell ill and spat up quarter<size chunks of blood onto the cement.
Payne was rushed to the hospital, where she spent 10 days being pumped with anticoagulants
to thin her blood. She was diagnosed as having developed a blood clot in her lung, a condition
that could have been fatal. “It took them a while to figure out that it was blood clots, because I
was 22 at the time,” said Payne, who is now a married 25-year-old aspiring air traffic controller
with a toddler son. She was also a nonsmoker and fit, and she had no family history of blood
clots, all potential risk factors.
But her doctors landed on what they believed might have caused the clotting: the NuvaRing.
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Tracy Wells
Age 29

One year ago today, 3 weeks past my 29th birthday, I had a stroke. It was caused by the
birth control NuvaRing. Due to this event I lost a significant amount of my left peripheral
vision. I'm so BLESSED to say it wasn't worse - women died. I'm not celebrating this
"anniversary"; rather I'm ready to share my story, so that it may help others.
Full disclosure - entered the class action suit, along with 3,800 other women, against the
makers of this product, Merck. The final payout Merck was responsible for was 6% of what a
similar case paid out, we're talking a few millions versus a few hundred billion. Basically a
slap on the wrist for a company that is knowingly selling a dangerous product to millions of
otherwise healthy women, like me.
So, I didn't settle and here's why:
If you had a life-altering stroke at 29 years old during the height of a beautiful California
vacation that ripped vision and sensation from the left side of your body, would you
settle?
If you spent two days in the hospital and worried your entire family, friend and professional
circle, would you settle?
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If you had to correct your mom in a room full of doctors that glasses wouldn't help because
the injury wasn’t in your eyes, it’s in your brain, would you settle?
If over the last 7 years you told several doctors of your experiences with migraines, never to
be taken seriously, would you settle?
If you still walk cautiously through every single intersection worrying that you may not see
the motorist, bicyclist or Mack truck, would you settle?
If you secretly dread shopping because it will require you to perform exhaustive and
annoyingly slow eye scanning, would you settle?
If you sometimes avoid large crowds because you worry you will bump into, trip or hurt
yourself or others, would you settle?
If people still ask you "How's your vision?" and you have to tell them that it's no better,
would you settle?
If something that happened to you on one day of your life is now something you think about
every day, would you settle?
If you knew officials claim the type of stroke you had doesn't "support a causal link" to
NuvaRing, but the FIRST THING the ER doctors asked you to do when they identified your
stroke was to remove your NuvaRing, would you settle?
If all official medical reports point directly to NuvaRing, but the courts don't care, would you
settle?
If the after insurance amount in medical bills were more than the payout, would you settle?
If you knew that other women died because of NuvaRing, would you settle? Please
share/tell my story to one person, then it'll be worth it.
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Karen Schedin
My name is Karen and I started birth control pills at the age of 20. I never thought twice about
taking the pill. It never occurred to me that I could get a blood clot even though the warnings
are all over the package. Truth be told, I didn't know anything about blood clots because they
aren't motioned as much as they should be.
That all changed in 2013. My sister passed away from a blood clot and a pulmonary embolism
(that is a clot in the lungs). She too had been on birth control pills for many years. My family
was devastated! I started to research clots more at that point but still didn't think anything
about it, until this past December (2014).
Sometime during November I started to have extreme pain in my right leg. It was a constant
debilitating cramping. At the same time, I was also having severe ankle pain. It got bad enough
that I went to an urgent care clinic. All they heard though was that my ankle was hurting, so
they did an x-ray. Turned out I had a ton of spurs in my ankle.
They chalked it up to that and told me to go home and keep my foot up for a week. I was like
okay, no big deal. So there I was sitting on the couch and four days later I couldn't breathe. I
got scared. I thought of my sister, and her symptoms, and I just knew. My husband rushed me
to the emergency room. I was promptly admitted with an EXTREMELY large blood clot in my
right leg and a small pulmonary embolism in my lung. I was in the hospital for a week, but I was
lucky, they caught it in time.
After I was released, I began seeing a hematologist. There I was told the likely cause of my
blood clot was birth control pills. Birth control pills! The very thing that is supposed to help me,
did this to me. It turns out I also have a blood clotting disorder and will have to be on blood
thinners the rest of my life. It was very dangerous for me to ever be on them and the
hematologist was surprised I hadn't been hospitalized for them before as she said it was very
likely I have had them before! My leg is always in pain now, and the hematologist has told me
that it will probably hurt the rest of my life because the clot did a lot of damage. Luckily, my
lungs fared much better and are doing great.
Many people take birth control pills and even if they don’t have a clotting disorder it can be
dangerous. I just wish we would have known and found out sooner, my sister may still be alive
today. I am glad I am here, but I hate that she is gone and this could have been prevented.
Everyone should be made to not just know, but also UNDERSTAND the risks they are taking
when using birth control. My hope in sharing this story is that people will pay more attention to
the warnings on their birth control or to ask for alternative methods.
My sister is gone. I’ll never see her again and I am stuck with a very painful leg, all because of a
package of pills.
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Diane Pennington
Age 40

I have Stage IV (severe) endometriosis and polycystic ovaries. I got married in July 2013. That
summer I was having difficult periods as symptoms of these problems. I couldn't seem to stop
bleeding. A nurse practitioner and a gynecologist put me on birth control pills as well as
Megace, which is another hormonal treatment, to try to help stop the bleeding. In August, I
started having horrible pain in my left calf. I couldn't sleep and it was painful to walk. The nurse
practitioner suspected a blood clot and sent me for an ultrasound, but the test found nothing.
They told me to take Tylenol or Advil for the pain and sent me home.
In September, my new husband and I moved to a new city to start our new life together. The
day we moved, I could barely help with anything. My husband insisted that I go to urgent care.
The urgent care nurse sent me to an ER where I could get an ultrasound immediately. They
didn't have the detailed ultrasound in the ER, and they couldn't get me one because it was a
weekend day, but they used another machine that made them suspect a clot. They put me on
blood thinners and told me to come back on Monday for the more detailed test.
When I came back, I got the test, and then they told me to get dressed but not to leave. They
took me in a wheelchair to the ER again. A doctor came in and explained that I had an
extensive DVT from the top of my groin to my knee, and that I was going to be admitted to the
hospital until they got my INR to a therapeutic level.
I was in shock, but I also wasn't surprised. I had always heard about DVTs, and I was scared of
them because I have a genetic history of venous disease, and I'd been on birth control pills
almost constantly for 20 years due to my endometriosis.
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Almost two years after the clot, I still suffer from permanent damage daily. My former leg
swells daily, and it's painful to walk on it. I have vein valve damage and venous insufficiency,
and there is no cure for these problems. I'm supposed to wear compression garments or
bandages daily for the rest of my life, but the swelling gets so bad that they cut into my legs
and cause pain. It's all worsened by the fact that it took the doctors over a month to diagnose
it.
Of course, I still suffer from severe endometriosis and polycystic ovaries. Because of the DVT, I
can't take anything containing estrogen anymore (that's the part of the pill that cause DVTs), so
I'm also struggling to find treatment options. I take progesterone pills now. I had to have
another endometriosis surgery in 2014 because the disease had gotten out of control again.
My surgeon discussed a complete hysterectomy with me, but I can't take estrogen replacement
because of the DVT. I also can't have children because this disease robbed me of my fertility.
I am grateful to be alive, because the DVT really could have killed me, but I also struggle to stay
strong in the midst of the emotional and physical pain. I hope that all women will listen to their
bodies and not be afraid to speak up to their doctors if they know something isn't right. I
learned that lesson the hard way.
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Sarah McCormick
Age 28

Brain Grenade
On Sunday, April 14, 2013 I woke up with a headache. This wasn’t unusual for me; I had battled
chronic headaches and occasional migraines for over ten years. I had tried almost every available
solution, but never found relief.
This headache was worse than normal, but since I had already made plans with my dad to hike the
Manitou Springs Incline that day, I resorted to my usual option; suck it up, smile, and push through
the pain. I got to my dad’s house and he could see in my eyes that my headache was getting
worse. He offered up the option to go to Barnes & Noble, get a latte at Starbucks and look through
travel magazines instead. I conceded because I was in pain, and also because this was another one
of my favorite ways to spend time with him.
While flipping through pages of Conde Nast’s Traveler magazine with a chai tea latte in my hand, I
felt a pain that I will not soon forget strike through my right eye and up through my skull. It felt
like a white hot bolt of lightning electrocuting my brain. For Harry Potter fans out there, my
Voldemort was close.
Hunched over in pain and grasping my head, my dad rushed me over to the nearest chair. The
excruciating pain subsided, but left me really scared. That had never happened before. I told him
that I needed to go home and find some migraine medication to take before it got worse. He
offered to drive me home, but being as stubborn as I am, I told him I’d be fine driving myself.
There were a few times on the drive back that my vision was altered, but that’s not something I
wanted to admit to anyone, even myself.
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Thinking it was just a severe migraine, I took some prescription migraine medication, crawled into
bed and switched on Netflix…waiting for it to pass. It never did. It only got worse…
I called in sick to work the next day and continued lying in bed with inadequate pain killers and trashy TV. I
didn’t tell anyone about my lightning bolt pain or altered vision because I didn’t want to admit it was worse
than my typical migraines. However, that afternoon the pain was so bad that I decided to go to the ER.
The ER staff put me in a dark room with a warm blanket and a lot of narcotics. That usually does the trick.
Morphine and anti-nausea injections are the go-to solution for migraines. Adequately doped up, my mom
and stepdad took me back home so the morphine hibernation could kick in and knock me --and my
migraine -- out cold.

Hours of drugged and dreamless sleep passed, and I woke up only to increased pain and foggy
consciousness, coupled with dehydration and weakness from skipping meals.
Without a lot of resistance or say in the matter, my parents took me back to the ER the next day.
The doctors decided that a CT scan was the next step in figuring out my pain. I barely remember
getting off my hospital bed and onto the CT table for the scan.
In addition to the CT scan and more narcotics, they also injected the base of my skull with a
numbing agent like Novocain. Let me tell you, no matter how drugged and doped up you are from
days of a steady stream of narcotics, hearing a needle and its contents being injected into the base
of your skull right next to your ear, will wake you up with a searing certainty.
Back home I went, praying that this drug slumber would finally do the trick. Three more days
passed without any relief; the pain didn’t let up, no matter how much medication my body
consumed. Eventually, I couldn’t even keep food or water down without instantly getting sick. I
couldn’t stand up without holding onto a wall or piece of furniture.
My worried parents called their primary care physician and explained the situation. I got an
appointment with her that day and walked into her office like a brainless zombie. At that point,
being a brainless zombie sounded quite appealing.
The doctor asked my mom a few questions while I looked blankly at the wall. She scheduled an emergency
MRI and within one hour, I was wearing an ugly medical gown lying inside a noisy, confining white tube as a
machine snapped a picture of my brain.
We went back home and not long after I got settled on the couch with some of my mom’s chicken noodle
soup, I received a call from the Radiologist telling me that I had a Cerebral Sinus Venous Thrombosis. (Say
that five times fast!) In layman’s terms, I had a blood clot in my brain.

I was instructed to get up immediately and go directly to the hospital downtown. The radiologist
already called and were expecting me. It was strange to think that I had reservations at a hospital.
I had to go to the hospital downtown because that’s where the best brain surgeons in the city
were. “Just in case something ‘bad’ were to happen,” the nurse said.
Despite that dramatic comment and the reality-shifting diagnosis, I was very calm. I thanked her,
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hung up and looked at my parents, explaining what I had just heard. I was relieved that I had an
answer to what was causing this pain. My un-relenting lightning bolt brain pain might finally be
coming to an end!
Everything started moving very quickly. My parents mobilized with military-like precision…feeding
the dog, calling my grandparents, texting my brother, packing an overnight bag for me, wrapping
me in a blanket and putting me in the car.
We got to the ER and I walked directly into a room they had waiting for me. VIP status baby! ;) A
very handsome blonde doctor came in and explained that I needed to have another MRI with
contrast this time so they could see the blood clot in more detail. This meant that I needed to get
a special dye injected in my veins so the image was clear so they would know exactly where the
clot was located.
A hot male nurse came in to the room and stuck a toothpick-sized needle in the biggest vein in the
crease of my right arm. Of course McDreamy & McSteamy had to be my doctor and nurse while I
looked like a brainless zombie with unwashed hair, zero makeup and hairy legs. But I guess life
isn’t an episode of Grey’s Anatomy.

I was wheeled up to a room on the 4th floor of the hospital, where I was greeted by a sweet RN
who hooked up a large bag of fluid to the IV tube in my right arm and told me that I would be on a
heavy dose of Heparin, a blood thinning medication that would help reduce the size of the clot in
my head.
As I was slowly adjusting to the smell of the sterility of my hospital room, the beeping of the
machines connected to my bed, and the strange reality of being in the hospital, a doctor came in
to explain what was happening.
Based on my age (28), coupled with the fact that I was a physically fit, active, non-smoker, the only
viable reason why I was sitting in this room with a clot in my head was because of the birth control
that I was on. This was happening because I switched my birth control method 4 months prior
from the oral contraceptive, Yaz, to the vaginal ring, Nuvaring. The reason why I switched 4
months earlier? I heard commercials on TV about women who were hurt using Yaz/Yasmin and
how they could be eligible for compensation in class-action lawsuits. Oh the irony…
I had to immediately remove the Nuvaring and was told by my doctor I would never again be
allowed to use hormonal contraceptive methods. My future pregnancies may even be high-risk
and I would have to be heavily monitored once I got pregnant. She told me that I would have to
stay in the hospital for 5 more days while they pumped a high-dose of Heparin through my veins
to prevent further clotting or a possible stroke. I would then go on an oral blood thinner named
Coumadin for 6 months once I got out of the hospital to further shrink the clot. No surgery would
be needed, thank God.
The next 5 days were filled with the highs of family and friends visiting, sending flowers and
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showing love, the lows of self-pity, frustration and cabin fever, as well as the strange experiences
that naturally occur from staying in a hospital room for that long.
One of strangest had to be sleeping on a bed that was meant for someone who was more at risk
for bed sores than I was. The bed was constantly shifting my weight around by filling with air in
different places. It was like an air mattress pump came on every few minutes, making it practically
impossible to sleep. Once I did finally go to sleep (with the help of Ambien) a nurse would come in
and wake me up every 4 hours to check my blood levels. I would hide from the bright lights
underneath my blanket while she poked my fingertips and squeezed blood into vials.
Showering was a whole other story. My room didn’t have a shower, so my nurse told me I could
use one that was down the hall. I rolled my IV stand down the hallway, only to find basically a
broom closet with a shower in it. I had to hold my right arm out of the shower because my IV
couldn’t get wet. All I wanted to do was shave my legs, but razors were a definitely no-no with
blood almost as thin as mine.

Heading to the hallway shower.
While list of repercussions of being on Nuvaring for 4 months continued to grow, so did my
gratitude for finding this clot when I did. I know many women were not as lucky as I was and
suffered through strokes and long-term health defeats. Some women even lost their lives.
I made it through the following six months with as much grace as I could muster. But there
definitely were times when I was annoyed that I had to wear an ugly medical alert bracelet in case
of emergencies, that I was covered in bruises from my blood being so thin, and that I had to go to
the Coumadin clinic every week to get my finger pricked to check my blood. I felt defeated and
ashamed as my body awkwardly readjusted to getting off hormonal birth control by gaining
weight and breaking out in acne that I thought I had happily left back in 8th grade. Even now, I still
get worried and anxious when thinking about what I’ll have to go through once I get pregnant.
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Bruises everywhere!

Medical alert bracelet
But even with all of that, I count my lucky stars that this is in the past, that I’m healthy and happy, and that
I can share my story with other women, to hopefully help them think through their options, know the risks
of Nuvaring and realize there are other ways of taking care of themselves and their family.
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