
Dear Gillian, 

 Before our son was born on Christmas Day 1982, I had been working as an 

Educational Psychologist. I worked right up until the day I was due to go on 

maternity leave in a job where the more I did, the more I got to do. There was a 

never-ending stream of referrals to Child Guidance. However, I was fortunate to 

have a happy, healthy pregnancy and gave birth to a healthy 9lb 12 oz baby boy. I 

adored our baby son from the moment he was born and, without a thought, 

resolved to be what I believed was the perfect mother. Our neighbours used to ask 

if our baby never cried. This was partly because he had the attention of his mother, 

or his father, at all times. Nevertheless, he was a very contented baby by nature.  

 By the time Andrew was about eighteen months old I realised I was losing a 

lot of weight, although I was eating quite normally. I had also had a lot of infections 

related to damage caused during the birth, and had noticed a sensation of pins and 

needles in my feet and legs. As both my mother and husband had become 

concerned, I was persuaded to ask my doctor to refer me to a specialist privately so 

that I wouldn’t have to wait too long for a consultation. The specialist I saw decided 

it would be best to take me in to hospital for further tests. Within a few days I was 

admitted to a neurology ward for five days, which seemed to me the longest five 

days of my life. I missed our little boy appallingly. Thankfully I knew he was being 

well looked after by his father and two grandmothers at home.  

 I found being on the ward stressful, because not only was I concerned about 

myself, I was also concerned about the other patients. I agreed to have a lumbar 

puncture test and, apart from having a severe headache, I survived this alright. I 

remember my sister came to visit the next day and she could see that I needed to 

lie down, before I realised I was trying to do too much too quickly. I had some more 

tests where I had electrodes stuck on the sides of my head, which made my hair 

sticky.  

 I remember sitting in the ward one night, watching the most beautiful sunset 

and thinking I will get through this alright because whoever made the sky so 

beautiful is looking after me.  

 I had to wait several weeks for a follow-up consultation with the neurologist 

who had referred me for the tests. My husband was with me when I saw him, which 

was a great support. I was told that the diagnosis was MS and, at the time, I had 

what was called “benign MS”. There was no way of knowing how things might 

progress, but for the moment I was being referred back to my GP. In thirty years I 



have seen a neurologist twice for follow up and when I went back to the hospital 

where I was first diagnosed no records could be found.  

 At the time I was first diagnosed I had thought that I was dying and, 

strangely, I felt relieved that there was some explanation for my symptoms. For a 

long time I always believed I would get better and have never given up hope. I am 

not happy about taking medication for my condition, as it seems everything my GP 

can offer me has side effects. I have therefore made contact with a doctor at a 

homeopathic hospital and I continue to receive support from the Revive Centre in 

Maryhill, which has been so helpful. They do a wonderful job in working with, and 

caring for, people affected in different ways and to different degrees by this life 

changing condition.  

 Most recently, a different neurologist at our local hospital, who couldn’t find 

my case notes, told me that I have secondary progressive MS. When I told her I had 

opted to take homeopathic medication for pain relief, she said she had no 

knowledge of this, and that if I wished to see her again, I would need to ask my 

doctor to re-refer me. She later wrote to say she would see me again in twelve 

months.  

 

Elizabeth June 


