Extract from Anna's Story

I didn’t feel well after I had Gareth and seemed to be picking up one infection after another. Dr O’Brien only visited the village once a week and the nearest chemist was 6 miles away. Deirdre often gave me a lift to collect prescriptions. I was glad of her help. I don’t know how I’d have got to the next town otherwise. Those sore throats and fluey-like symptoms just wouldn’t go away. Something was haunting me and it was time to face my final fear. It was time for me to make that appointment with Dr O’Brien.

It was mid November and bitterly cold, the day I walked into his surgery.


“Ah Anna. How are you?”


“I’m fine … fine.”


“And  the baby? Sleeping ok now, is he?”


“Yes, he’s fine too.”

 Struggling, I was struggling but the words wouldn’t come out.


“Doctor I want to have a HIV test.”

             There I’d said it.


“And  what would you want one of those for?”


God help me get through this.


“Because my x-partner was a drug addict.”

“Well we can take some blood today and send it off. But I’m sure you’ve nothing to           worry about.”


“How long will it take for the results to get back?”


“2-3 weeks I imagine.”

 And as he took out the syringe to take my blood, I turned away.

I’d done it. Now all I had to do was wait. As the days passed I thought I was going to lose my mind. I’d no one to talk to about the test. Over and over it went round in my head. I had to tell someone and that someone was Deirdre. I thought with her being a nurse and a mother herself she might understand what I was going through. So I plucked up the courage and told her. She didn't bat an eyelid.

She was so kind, offering to do whatever she could, bringing the kids up to her house to play on the swings if they wanted to. Which they did. Later when she came back down and we were having a cup of tea she dropped her bombshell.


“Anna I don’t want to frighten you or anything but I think you need to stop      breastfeeding because HIV can be passed through the milk.”


“Jesus don’t say that Deirdre. Nobody every told me that.” 

I put my head into my hands and started to rock. “Nobody told me.”


“I’m sorry Anna. I thought the doctor would’ve talked to you about all this. It’s not fair that you should hear it like this.”


“What if I am positive Deirdre? And I’ve infected Gareth? I’ll never be able to live with myself. I’m terrified Deirdre. What if?”

“Anna you’ll drive yourself crazy. Stop. You have to try to get yourself together.  "Let’s just wait and see what the results are.”

 And as she put her arm around me, I began to cry. I wanted to believe I had nothing to worry about. I was sorry I’d done the test at all now. Waiting was agony and having to stop abruptly with the breastfeeding was even more painful. How is a mother supposed to feel thinking that she could have given her baby contaminated breast milk? That’s what it would be wouldn’t it? Contaminated? Is that the right word? That’s a dirty word. Sounds dirty doesn’t it? Contaminated. I was going mad with loss and worry.

 On the 27th November 1991, Freddie Mercury from the band Queen died. The world mourned his loss. AIDS was in the media again. Every TV channel, radio station and newspaper carried news on the life and death of the great rock legend and in a tiny rural village in Co. Galway, I was still waiting on the results of a blood test that could change my life. 

I had always liked Queen. I remembered the great performance they gave at Live Aid in Wembley Stadium in 1984. “We are the Champions” was a particular favourite of mine. I remember how proud I felt of our Bob Geldof and thinking, “imagine it took a Dubliner to organise that and help feed those starving in Africa.” Yes I was very proud of our Bob and had watched along with millions of others as Freddie belted out the old rock classics. … And we’ll keep on fighting till the end.

