
I had a very straightforward pregnancy with no problems whatsoever. I only had to go 
on maternity leave a little earlier than expected as, working in retail, I was on my feet 
all day which became tiring towards the end of my pregnancy. I went into labour at 39 
weeks. I had been feeling under the weather for most of the week and my waters 
started breaking as I was in bed. After travelling to hospital with my husband, the 
midwifes confirmed I was in labour but to go home until the following afternoon (it 
was about 7pm). 
 
I got to 3am and I couldn't stand it any longer so went back to hospital for the long 
haul. 24 hours later I was only 2cm dilated and I was put on a drip to speed things up. 
I asked for an epidural and, after receiving one waited, slept, ate etc until about 1am 
the following morning when I reached 10cm. I slept for one hour and then started 
pushing.  
 
I had to have an episiotomy and my son was born at 3.33am. He was put on my chest 
and, as soon as we discovered he was a boy, was taken away by the nurses. Within a 
minute or so the room filled with nurses and doctors, a few in theatre outfits. They lay 
me flat on my back and completely ignored me and my husband when we asked if I 
was ok. The placenta came out but all I could see were worried faces talking to 
eachother and I started to feel completely spaced out, as if I was really drunk. 
 
A nurse came from out of nowhere and injected me with something in my thigh. I was 
then sick. I was injected with something else and another nurse started putting a fresh 
line in my arm. There had been a trainee midwife in the room as I was giving birth - I 
looked over and he was sitting on the floor at the side of the room with his head in his 
hands. I thought I was going to die. I thought 'so this is what it feels like to die'. 
 
The next thing I remember it was 6.10am. I had lost 2 litres of blood and was too 
unwell to be taken to theatre so the surgery had had to take place in the delivery room. 
Although I had had an episiotomy I had torn badly and into an artery. It took over 2 
hours to stitch me up. A gauze was lost at some point and the worry was that it had 
been left inside me. An x-ray machine had to be brought up to check. 
 
A nurse who I had not seen came and tried to get me out of bed so I could 'walk' to the 
postnatal ward. I could not even lift myself onto my elbows let alone get out of bed 
and walk. She kept telling me to hurry up and try (I assume they needed my room) 
and started getting angry. Luckily my husband asked her to leave and she was 
replaced by two lovely nurses who transferred me to another bed and moved me to the 
high dependency ward. 
 
8 hours later I was helped to sit up on the side of the bed and fainted. I thought I was 
going to die. again. I did not hold my son for almost 24 hours apart from the initial 
moment after he was born. I cold not even lift a mug to drink. I could not change a 
nappy, breast feed or hold him. 
 
It has taken approximately 10 months for me to feel no pain where my stitches were 
and to use a tampon. It has taken just over 14 months to be able to have intercourse 
again. 
 


