
Tina’s Story 

Where do I start?! 

I began labour Friday evening at 11pm with weak contractions at irregular times, 
these got more and more intense and regular the following day, on the Saturday I 
went up to the labour ward and was told I was 2 cm dilated and in labour. I was to 
go home and wait events. By Sunday morning (8am) I was having regular 
contractions and was admitted to the ward. The labour was long and very tiring, I 
had a shot of pethadine around 10 am on the Sunday so I could get a little rest.  

Throughout my labour I was unable to hold down any drink or food - I would even 
throw up when an ice cube was placed to wet my lips. As the labour was so long and 
drawn out I had a change of midwife an hour before the actual birth. The first 
midwife (student) asked the Sister on duty about getting me a drip as I'd not been 
able to eat or drink for so long but she said that as I was so far dilated birth wouldn't 
be too far away so it was unnecessary.  

I was passed on to the next midwife (very experienced and accompanied by a 
student midwife) but no mention was made of the fact I'd not been eating or 
drinking (I was too exhausted to think at this point). The last stage of labour lasted 
for over 2 hours and I was completely exhausted (I'd been in labour for around 36 
hours) so didn't have the strength needed to stand up to help delivery. After a good 
while of pushing a doctor was called as my little man was becoming a bit distressed. 

He came in so cock sure of himself introducing himself with all his titles and 
experience (I guess that was to reassure me). I was told that they felt a ventouse or 
forceps delivery was the only option. At this point I couldn't have cared less - I just 
wanted to deliver. At this point the student midwife said to the doctor that she was 
disappointed as this was going to be her first delivery so the Dr said there was no 
reason why this couldn't be. She explained she had never used a ventouse so the Dr 
decided to opt for an episiotomy instead so as to allow the student to deliver my 
baby. At this point he really took the Dr-Student role too far - I was hearing 
everything that they were going to do. He even got hold of two pairs of scissors and 
said that they weren’t very sharp and did she know how to test for which were the 
sharpest - he did a paper test and decided which was the best of the two (the older 
midwife was desperately trying to distract me at this point - she looked horrified 
about it all). Then he was explaining as he was about to make the cut how careful 
you have to be as there are arteries very close by and we could really be in a mess 
then. He cut me once short and once long and I bled soooo much. I lost a lot of 
blood but managed to deliver Jake with one last all I had push. 

After about an hour I was asked to walk to the toilet with one of the midwives - I 
said I really didn't feel that I could. I collapsed on the way - I woke up to being in 
the recovery position on a bed with my family looking so worried and having loads of 
saline pumped into me really fast (the drip machine used was splattered with blood - 
not mine as it wasn't in the room during delivery!), I was also told to drink lots of 
sugary drinks and eat lots of chocolate. That evening I went to the birth ward.  

I knew I was very anaemic as I had hardly any colour in my eyes and my nails 
looked pale too, on the second day I just wanted to go home (the ward was filthy 
with sanitary towels all over the loo floor, having to wash the bath out before use, 



and later when admitted again my side ward never being cleaned etc) and rest up 
(having 4 babies in one ward is not the best night's sleep!) and asked if it was 
possible. My baby was checked and given a clean bill of health and I was asked if I'd 
like a blood test before leaving, I asked if it was necessary and explained I knew I 
was anaemic. The midwife told me that I maybe ought to see how I feel after a few 
days and then go to my GP if I didn't feel any better (this was written down on my 
notes as blood test refused). As this was my first baby I had no idea what level of 
exhaustion to expect so didn't know how anaemic I was. 

I went home. 

The following evening I was rushed back into hospital at 3 am with convulsions and 
disorientation. I had a hb of 6.7 (my blood looked pink as they took the test). I 
ended upon the MEAU ward of the local hospital after A&E had assessed me. The 
registrar there suggested that I have a blood transfusion - as one of Jehovah's 
witnesses I explained I wouldn't accept one and would like alternative treatment 
(such as saline solution, EPO, intravenous iron etc) but I was treated as if I would die 
if I didn't receive a transfusion immediately (this wasn't so as my hb was low but not 
life threatening). So once again I was back on the labour ward as somewhere along 
the lines it was said I'd had a post partum hemmorage (which I hadn't).  

On shift at the time was a doctor who didn't show any prejudice to me and asked to 
see my healthcare guide (provided to the staff on admission to hospital and 
discussed with my pregnancy midwife) which presented up to date medical 
information on how to deal with a patient refusing a blood transfusion if blood loss 
was an issue. He right away prescribed the treatment necessary - it took a long time 
for me to receive the treatment, I got one lot of the intravenous iron by that evening 
(around 11 hours later) and during which time there were shift changes and I met a 
couple more doctors who were extremely annoyed that such treatment was being 
given as I "should have just accepted a blood transfusion and got on with it". That 
evening I was put back on the birth ward in a side ward. I was given sleeping tablets 
as I was in shock. Each time I laid my head down I felt I was going to die due to not 
being able to breathe. A doctor had a brief look at my throat and said it was probably 
swollen due to screaming in labour (I didn't scream once) and it would pass. I didn't 
sleep again until around 4 days after leaving hospital. I tried sleeping sat up but 
each time I was nearly drifting off to sleep I felt I would choke to death. I rang NHS 
direct and LinMed service in Lincoln and was told I was possibly suffering from PTS 
and to try relaxation techniques rather than sleeping pills again as I was breast 
feeding at this point. A few days later I had my GP visit to prescribe the pills as I was 
no good without any sleep at all.      

After around 5 days I was let out of hospital as my hb was at 8 and told to return 3 
times a week for EPO and B16 injections. Again the registrar tried to get me to 
change my views on this treatment saying it was unnecessary and the haemotologist 
agreed, as it was in my health plan I was entitled to it (thank goodness for the first 
understanding doctor) - I'm sure it was because the treatment I received was more 
expensive and time consuming than a few units of blood. I would have been willing 
to foot the bill - I felt so dreadful. 

I wasn't able to look after myself let alone a new baby so my husband, baby and I 
moved in with my mum and dad until I felt able to do a bit more for myself (this was 
4 weeks in all) where I was cared for very well indeed. At this point I became very 



emotional, suffered panic attacks and in time was diagnosed with Post Natal 
Depression. I am still suffering as I write this email 6 months later. The PTS seemed 
to ease a little after around 2 months but I still have the odd flashback and hear the 
Dr's words ringing in my ears. 

• The long labour, The Dr at the delivery - his attitude, his manner and way of 
trying to have a laugh at a very inappropriate time. The discussion of what to 
do in front of me. Also not being hydrated and this info not being passed on. 
Many midwives/medical staff (by no means all) on the ward - their attitude 
and prejudice. Not knowing why I felt I would choke to death each time I laid 
down. 

• The long labour couldn't be helped but I could have done with being hydrated 
during it all. A strong lack of communication could have been prevented. The 
Dr needs to think about what and how he says things infront of vulnerable 
patients. It seems that we are told a patient has rights and a choice etc but in 
my case it's only with a struggle and fight that you get anywhere. Cleanliness 
of the wards - when I was on my way back I was dreading staying in such 
filthy conditions.  

• I didn't sleep for days. I was very traumatised and still to this day have 
flashbacks now and then. I often wonder if things had gone better whether I 
would still have been suffering with Post Natal Depression - I have to keep 
looking forward though. I have left with a bad taste in my mouth about the 
health service. 

 


