Case History 1: The cyclist (20 years old)
Twenty-year-old John Robinson was close to his siblings and parents and was popular among his peers. His motto was "Life is for living". In April 2006, he was cycling with a couple of friends down a steep hill. He went over the handlebars of his bike and the handlebar hit his ribcage. He complained of pain in the ribs and difficulty breathing. He was taken to Stafford Hospital by paramedics, given morphine and taken for X-rays. 

His friends recalled that after an hour they were allowed in to be with him, and saw vomit all over the floor; their friend was sweating profusely and holding his stomach in "horrendous pain". He told them he had been taken for X-rays but he had not yet been informed of the findings. He continued to vomit, at which point his friend told him that he would go to find a nurse. 

When he found the nurse, his friend said she appeared irritated that he was asking questions that she was too busy to answer. Mr Robinson continued to vomit, and after a considerable time a nurse checked on the patient, shortly followed by a junior doctor, who said that he had just suffered bruised ribs and would be fine. Although he continued to vomit, the nurse provided him with a wheelchair and said he was ready to leave. 

His friend then helped him into their van and took him home, where he tried to make him comfortable on the sofa before leaving. A short time later, his condition deteriorated and he called 999.  On opening the door to the paramedics, Mr Robinson collapsed and died. His spleen had ruptured. This had gone undiagnosed at Stafford Hospital's accident and emergency department. 

At the inquest, a consultant in A&E concluded that the death of Mr Robinson was "an avoidable situation" and that "there is a high probability that the level of care delivered to... [the patient] was negligent." 

 Case History 2: Injured 90-year-old 

Graham Bunn's 90-year-old mother, Ivy, lived on her own and was an extremely active and independent woman. She was a keen gardener who, despite her diabetes, led a "completely normal life". The whole family loved her very much. 

In October 2008 she had a fall and was taken by paramedics to Stafford Hospital. After nearly six hours of waiting in A&E, she was found a bed in the emergency assessment unit. Despite the wait, she was quite cheerful and was able to sit up in bed. When her son left her that night he remembered that she looked bright and well. 

The following day she seemed unable to use her arms. The next day she became extremely confused. There was gauze on the back of her head, and a bandage. After the family demanded an explanation, the ward sister said that their mother had fallen during the night. They had found her nightdress in the bedside cabinet and when they got home discovered it was "saturated in blood". 

The following night Mr Bunn received another call to tell him his mother had suffered a further fall, and he was asked to come to the hospital. "My mother was lying... full stretch out on the tiled floor," he said. "Some effort had been made to remove the blood. It was smeared all over the floor. You could not see a hair on her head. It was completely swathed in bandages. There was a lady doctor holding my mother's head in her hands." 

Mr Bunn recalled saying, "Oh Mum, what have they done to you..." to which the doctor replied coldly: "I have got a mother too." The son later remarked: "There was no compassion in that woman whatsoever." His mother was sent for a scan. She had a huge bleed on one side of her brain and her brain was swollen. The doctors told the family it was impossible to operate, and that if she regained consciousness then she would not be the same. Mr Bunn then learnt that his mother had suffered a further previous fall that he had not been made aware of, and a doctor said to him: "We have let you down." 

The following day the ward sister was very anxious to explain to the family what had happened to their mother. She told them that their mother had experienced "two insignificant falls". On being challenged, she said: "Do you want to know what I said after the third fall... oh, bloody shit."

His mother died shortly afterwards. "I will never forgive them for that," Mr Bunn said.

Case History 3: colostomy procedure

The devastated widow of a man who died at Stafford Hospital has bravely spoken out for the first time since his horrifying death.

Ernie Ashford, 65, was left to die of blood poisoning alone on a ward there after a host of appal​ling mistakes and lack of care.

The medical and care management failings that led to his death encapsulate everything that went wrong at the scandal-hit hospital. 

In a bid to highlight the awful plight that hit hundreds of families, Sue Williams-Ashford, 61, told the Mirror she blamed bungling NHS bosses who let up to 1,200 patients die needlessly.

“Whether it’s a hospital or factory, if you have bad management the people below them are not going to care,” she said.

Equestrian course builder Ernie went into Stafford Hospital for a colostomy procedure in August 2008. But nurses failed to prepare him for it properly, wrongly allowing him to eat beforehand. Sue said: “We were never told he shouldn’t eat and drink normally, so that’s what he did.

“On his theatre notes, no one had written down when he last ate. It was devastating later to find such a simple mistake was made.” 

The dad of two did not show any signs of ill health after his op and was quickly sent home. 

Sue recalled: “He was pleased to be back but I said I wasn’t happy as it seemed too soon. No one even told me what to do with his colostomy bag until I asked.”

Soon after returning to their home in Stafford, Ernie’s health suddenly deteriorated. 

Sue rushed him back to the hospital – and was shocked by the heartless lack of care staff displayed in A&E.

“They were awful,” she said. “I told the receptionist my husband was in the car and seriously ill. 

"I was told wheelchairs were by the door – and a paramedic on a cigarette break looked on as I struggled to get Ernie inside. Anyone with half a brain cell could see how ill he was.”

Desperately sick Ernie was eventually put in a cubicle but then left alone.

Sue recalled: “When I left the cubicle to see what was going on I was told I was causing an obstruction. The nurses were discussing their love lives.” 

After finally being seen by a registrar, Ernie had an emergency op as a leakage from the original surgery had caused renal failure. 

It had been made far worse because his bowel was full at the time – after staff failed to stop him eating. 

Sue said: “I was told they had to re-section the bowel and he’d have the colostomy bag permanently. 

"I thought, ‘Oh well, at least I’ll still have the man’.”

After the op, a lack of intensive care beds meant Ernie had to recover on a general ward and no longer got one-to-one nursing. 

His condition worsened and soon he could not recognise his own daughter. That night was to be his last.

Sue is still furious staff let her go home when they knew her husband would die. 

“All indications from staff were that he was going to recover,” she said. 

“I left at 8pm but I’ll never forgive myself because he said, ‘Please don’t go’. I said, ‘You need the rest, I’ll see you in the morning’.”

She was called at 3.55am next day. 

“I was told there was cause for concern and I might like to come in,” said Sue. 

“When I got there I was kept waiting and waiting in the ward. 

"A young doctor arrived and told me that unfortunately my husband had died. I kept asking to see Ernie but they said the doctor was with him.

“When I was finally allowed in, I kissed him and that’s when I started getting suspicious as he was so cold.”

Incredibly, it later emerged Ernie was left alone since 9pm the night before. 

He lay unmonitored for seven hours and may have been dead some time before anyone realised. 

“He was ignored by the nurses,” said Sue. 

“Three other men were in his part of the ward. Two had had serious ops and were on drips. 

"If they weren’t looking after my husband they weren’t looking after them either.” 

She finally won undisclosed compensation from Mid Staffs NHS Foundation Trust last year, though it still refuses to admit liability.

“Ernie’s first op was messed up, then he didn’t get the nursing care he should have done,” she said. 

“I just wanted someone to admit, ‘I messed up’ but they treated you like an idiot.”

Last night Sue said she was not impressed by Robert Francis QC’s report. 

“Some of the recommendations are pathetic,” she blasted. “Zero tolerance in patient care should be a given.

“Do we have to recommend that? It should be a natural part of the

Case History 4   Family who lost four loved ones

Kelsey Lintern was at the centre of one of the worst tragedies in the hospital’s appalling catalogue of failure. 
She lost four members of her family within 18 months, her grandmother, uncle, sister and six-day-old baby. 
Mrs Lintern, 36, almost became the fifth victim when a nurse tried to give her pethidine while she was in labour, despite her medical notes and a wristband clearly stating she was allergic to the drug. 
The horrific story began in January 2007 when her baby daughter Nyah had to be delivered by her own grandmother because a distracted midwife was not looking. 

The baby was not breathing but she was resuscitated, then discharged by a junior paediatrician just two days later, despite the family’s fears she was seriously ill. 
She was not feeding properly and still appeared blue. She died four days later. A post-mortem examination revealed four holes in her heart. Mrs Lintern accepts that Nyah may have died in any case, but said the hospital should at least have ‘realised there was a problem’. 
It was when she was in labour with Nyah that a nurse arrived with a syringe of potentially-fatal pethidine, oblivious to the fact Mrs Lintern was allergic to it. 
In April 2007, Mrs Lintern’s sister, Laurie Gethin, 37, died of lung, bone and lymph cancer, which had taken 18 months to be diagnosed, even though she was displaying tell-tale symptoms. 

Her body, with her eyes still open, was left on her blood-splattered bed in full view of other patients. Tests revealed that Mrs Gethin had ‘markers’ in her blood which can indicated cancer. 
But it was only when she was sent for a scan at another hospital that tumours were discovered. Mrs Lintern’s uncle, Tom Warriner, 48, died in January 2008 after his intestine was accidentally pierced in an operation for bowel cancer. 
A coroner ruled the death was accidental. That summer, her grandmother Lilian Wood Latta, 80, died hungry and dehydrated after suffering a stroke. She was left in her own excrement during her final days and the family said the dehydration was caused by staff failing to give her adequate fluids. 
Mrs Wood Latta had been referred to the hospital by her GP after suffering a series of mini-strokes at home. She was moved between wards three times, and it was left to relatives to change her incontinence pads. 
Her dying wish had been to see Mrs Lintern’s new baby Khalen, so, after checking with staff, Mrs Lintern took her daughter in. But as the frail pensioner held her great-grandchild, a nurse appeared and said: ‘What on earth is a baby doing here? You do know we’ve got MRSA and C-Diff on this ward?’ 
Mrs Lintern, who lives in Cannock, Staffordshire, with husband David and their two daughters, said: ‘It is called the caring profession. But where is the care?’ 
James Reay died in agony after a junior doctor at Stafford Hospital failed to check his medical history and gave him the wrong drug. 
The 67-year-old former miner was admitted to A&E in May 2006 with a swollen leg. Medics administered the anticoagulant Heparin – but failed to take into account Mr Reay’s history of stomach ulcers, which are known to react badly to the drug. 
Two days later he was rushed to another hospital where he died from internal bleeding after three weeks of intense pain. Yesterday his widow Olwen won a five-figure pay-off in an out-of-court settlement after Mid Staffordshire NHS Trust admitted liability. 
Mrs Reay, 69, said: ‘I have won my case but to me it is blood money and I cannot enjoy it. I would rather have my husband.’
