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UP TO

Tell us your true-life tale.  

We’ll pay you if it’s printed.  
Write to us at the address 

on page 3 or e-mail:  

thatslife.stories@bauer.co.uk

A STORY
£500

YOUR QUICK READSIt happened to me...
My mouth was 
a rotting cesspit

It happened to me... Ciaran brings 
me such joy

My two grandchildren 
scrambled onto my 
lap. ‘Let’s play pat- a-cake, Nanny,’ three-year-old Kian squeaked.

‘Please,’ Jeyda, two, begged.But my hand flew to cover my mouth. Fighting tears, I shook my head. I feared their rough and tumble — even a harmless game of pat-a-cake — would knock out my teeth, which wobbled perilously in my diseased gums.Worse, if they came too close, the putrid stench might make them scream in revulsion…
I was 51, urgently needed a dentist — but I had a phobia that had started when I was three. 
It wasn’t just the prodding and pain. The smell, whirring drill and stark lighting ganged up to make me break into a shivery sweat. Mum used to drag me to dental appointments but once I’d grown up, I only went in an emergency. I was 19 when I married Mike, 

then 22. We had 
three daughters but I 
couldn’t even take 
them to the dentist 
because of my fear. 

By 16, they’d 
book their own 
visits. ‘It’s no big 
deal,’ they’d grin. 

But to me, reclining 
on a dentist’s chair was like being tipped into hell.

Today, I’d not had so much  as a check-up in 20 years. My mouth was a rotting cesspit.
Ashamed of my foul, festering breath, I wouldn’t kiss Mike, hid away from chums. ‘Who’d want to be friends with the Tooth 

Fairy’s stinking sister?’ I wept.
Painkillers did little to help. When one tooth fell out, the others rattled freely. Eating, even speaking, grew harder by the day. ‘I wish I could fall into a deep sleep, never wake up,’ I sighed. But now, Kian and Jeyda’s 

giggles made me 
pull myself together. 

‘Stop that talk,’  
I scolded myself. 

I didn’t want to be 
Smelly Nanny. I wanted 

to make them proud. 
Trawling the internet,  

I discovered Beyond Fear 
— a support group for 
people who suffer from 
dental phobias.

Exchanging e-mails 
boosted my morale 
and four months later,  
I felt able to walk into  
a dental surgery. 

‘There’s really nothing to fear,’ the dentist smiled reassuringly. The room was warm and sunny  — not the satanic chamber I remembered. He’d even hidden away his instruments of torture.Then I let him examine my 

mouth. ‘I need to extract nine teeth and give you four fillings and a thorough clean-up,’ the dentist declared. But he promised I’d have gleaming new dentures — and a release from the pain…I had the teeth taken out under general anaesthetic a week on. A fortnight after that, my new 
dentures were fitted.

It was incredible. I  
had no pain, nothing 
wobbled — and my 
breath was fresh. ‘I’m a 
new woman,’ I beamed.

Now, four months  
on, I’m still smiling — so 

proud of my pearly whites. I’m always cuddling the kids and gossiping with pals too. 
In fact, Mike jokes that I never shut up these days — but he’s not complaining about the kisses.

Debra Manley, 51, 
newport, south wales

‘It 
made me 
break into  
a shivery 
sweat’

Lying in bed, I curled up 

to my husband Ian. ‘It 

would be nice,’ I sighed, 

‘to have another baby.’ 

‘I know,’ Ian, 36, smiled. 

At 38, I was blessed to have my 

son Liam, 14, from a previous 

marriage. Ian, a teacher, and I also 

had our beautiful daughter, six-

year-old Alex. But my longing for 

another baby was overwhelming 

so we decided to start trying. 

As the weeks went by, 

though, my yearning was 

replaced by excruciating 

tiredness. I also had 

terrible chest pains.
I usually loved my job 

organising exhibitions 

for a museum. Now, I 

could barely get out of bed.

My GP did blood tests, sent 

me for X-rays. They showed 

shadows on my lungs, and I 

needed a lymph-node biopsy.

I tried not to panic. But then my 

consultant rang. 
‘I’m sorry — you 
have Hodgkin’s 
disease,’ he said.

Clutching the 
chair, I burst into 
frightened tears. 

Suddenly, I was 

fighting to survive for 

the two children I did have.

‘You’ll get through it,’ Ian said. 

Only, starting chemotherapy, 

my shoulder-length red hair 

fell out and I suffered with 

painful mouth ulcers.  

‘I just want this over,’ 

I’d sob. Yet six months 

later, the cancer hadn’t 

shrunk so I was put on a 

stronger course of drugs.

‘But it means conceiving 

is unlikely,’ my doctor warned.

‘You’re what matters,’ Ian 

soothed, sensing my sadness.

Two months later, on my 40th 

birthday, Ian drove me to hospital 

for my latest 
test results. I steeled 

myself for bad news. 

Then I saw the slip of paper 

with the words on it… 

No signs of active disease. 

Delight chased through me.

They say life begins at 40. This 

meant I could start living again, 

enjoy what I was lucky to have. 

Two years passed. Then one 

month, my period was late. We 

never used contraception… 

‘What if?’ I wondered. So I 

bought a test and at home, a blue 

line confirmed I was pregnant. 

‘But I thought with all that 

cancer treatment…’ Ian gasped.

‘I know!’ I beamed. 

My pregnancy progressed well 

but after everything I’d been 

through, I was advised it 

would be best for me to 

have a Caesarean. 
‘We’ve booked you in for 

10 July,’ my GP said. 

I burst out laughing —  

that would be our eighth 

wedding anniversary. 

So when I was 39 weeks 

gone, Ian was with me as  

7lb 10oz Ciaran was born. 

‘Happy anniversary,’ Ian wept. 

‘Hi, gorgeous man,’ I smiled, 

cradling our beautiful boy. 

He’s 16 months now and has 

brought such joy to our lives. I’m 

still in remission and doing great. 

And Ciaran’s proof you should 

never give up on your dreams.

Mary watson, 43, DunDee

‘After 
six months, 
the cancer 

hadn’t 
shrunk’ 

It wasn’t just unsightly 

– my breath stank too

Now I can  
smile again

I was so 
ashamed

Ian and I  
are blessed

I couldn’t believe 
the date


