
Dear Gillian, 

 I am writing to tell you about the way I was diagnosed with MS.  

 Back then life was very different to how it is today. At that time I was a fully 

paid up member of the workaholics society, working 12-hour shifts four on four off 

day/night rotation. I even had a job on my rest days; on occasion a 24-hour shift was 

not uncommon. I felt pretty invincible, well at least where my health was concerned!  

 Scene set. I want to take you back ten years to 18th April 2003, Good Friday to 

be exact and the last shift of a very long week. I was looking forward to an Easter 

weekend off with the family, when suddenly I started experiencing pain and blurred 

vision in my left eye. I thought it would pass and put it down to the strains of the week. 

On arrival home my wife took one look and took me straight to casualty. The doctors 

couldn't find anything wrong. I was prescribed some anti-inflammatory medication and 

told to return to the eye clinic the following Tuesday as a precaution. 

 Tuesday arrived and after about two hours of prodding, poking, puffing air and 

shining light into my eyes the doctor proudly announced that my diagnosis was optic 

neuritis. He told me to continue my course of medication and said I was being sent for 

more tests - an MRI scan. Fast forward one month to the 23rd of May, my 30th 

birthday. There I am lying inside a big loud magnet that resembles a circus rocket 

having my whole body scanned. Happy birthday, Craig! 

 Nothing was conclusive yet. I was now being referred to a neurologist. On cross-

examination the doctor let slip that I might have MS. I can't remember the exact date 

this appointment took place; apart from it was a beautiful June day. I call this my "cold 

feet" moment, after the TV series. In the programme, James Nesbitt’s character finds 

out he has testicular cancer and is seen at the end of the episode standing at the 

hospital door with the camera spinning above his head. Now this was ME! 

 More tests had to be carried out under the guidance of a consultant neurologist 

from the Southern General hospital in Glasgow. This was becoming serious. An evoked 

potential test and the dreaded lumbar puncture followed. I defy anybody to belittle this 

minor invasive surgery. I was completely floored by it. In fact, it's the only time in my 

life that I've been a blue light ambulance hospital admittance. I seriously thought I was 

having a stroke!  

 All this pain, discomfort and fear and then everything went quiet. 

Three months went by and no word, no test results, nothing. I was just left in limbo, 

like the grandfather clock needing wound!  

 Finally, after intervention by my GP, I was given an appointment to see someone 

on the 5th January 2004 - diagnosis day! This meant more worrying and waiting over 

Christmas, but at least I would have some answers soon. 



 The 5th arrived and I was shown into a room by a young doctor about the same 

age as myself. It turned out he was a registrar and I was his first diagnosis; he still 

thanks me for being so understanding. I say I earned him his stripes that day, as he is 

now a consultant. So that was it officially confirmed, I had M.S. But now what? I had 

been preparing for bad news since June but now I felt empty and cheated. These feeling 

didn't last, as I was internally devastated. A man in his thirties with a young family 

shouldn't have to deal with this - what kind of dad will I make? 

 The next year was spent either in denial or in bed in a downward spiral of 

depression. This wasn't in the plan - MS was owning me and defeating me; things had 

to change.  

 During periods of clarity I knew that I was given this MS for a bigger purpose, 

possibly to help others. I had to try anything as I was loosing a grip on reality; all I 

could focus on was two letters! Someone suggested a course in reiki and reflexology. 

After a couple of treatments, I was hooked. Twelve months later I was fully qualified in 

both therapies and was helping others to fulfill their potential.  

 Shortly after that I was approached by the MS Society and asked if I would 

consider becoming a self-management course leader. I said yes immediately. I qualified 

and now I assist in facilitating a six week course in which participants are taught, 

encouraged and nurtured in how to live a fuller, happier and healthier life while dealing 

with this condition.  

 I also volunteer with guide dogs as a puppy walker. We take the puppies from six 

weeks to one year, teaching them the basics and socialising them for future life. Very 

rewarding!  

 Now after ten years of living with, and owning, my MS, I see my diagnosis as a 

blessing. It gave me time to take stock and reevaluate where my life was heading. My 

motto in life now is to take it one day at a time and do the best I can each and every 

day. 

 Thanks for reading. 

 Craig Herbert 


