
Dear Gillian, 

 I’m not sure whether it’s fair to say that the day of diagnosis was the day I really knew 

that MS was now part of my life. Numbness in my lower limbs was followed by months of 

hopeful prodding, MRIs (yuk), a lumbar puncture, and then yet another MRI. 

 The young man – so many men are young compared to me these days – seemed to be 

excited by the fact that he’d identified my ‘issue’, but equally as embarrassed about having to tell 

me that those dark lesions on my cerebellum indicated that I had officially entered a whole new 

world. 

 I wasn’t shocked. I had done some research beyond the obvious (really Wiki?) and I had a 

fair idea that the growing numbness in my lower limbs wasn’t just age catching up with me.  

 I wasn’t quite fifty back then – four years ago – but for all my experience, and as prepared 

as I was for such a dire diagnosis, things still hit me hard. I smiled at the young neurologist, 

accepted his words and acknowledged that it was, all things considered, not such a bad thing 

compared to some of the things it could have been. Inside, I felt a part of me screaming. 

 I had been fit and healthy. As an adult male I had enjoyed myself to the full, experimented 

with all sorts of activity, tried every sport I could. I had even jumped out of a perfectly 

serviceable aircraft one time (the things we do for charity, especially when we sign up to things 

under the influence of more than one beer). I was still fit – or at least I had been a year or so 

earlier. 

 Back then I still loved life; still loved running, jumping, trying new things. I loved the fact 

that my sense of balance was almost uncanny to some. I loved the fact that I could jump and 

catch a ball from improbable angles. I had no idea, I guess, just how much I appreciated so many 

things about myself, nor how lucky I was compared to so many people. 

 That day, a grey Tuesday in a grey September, lasted longer than any day I can remember. 

As prepared as I was for bad news, the diagnosis was still, on some level, shocking. It came home 

to me. All I had read suddenly came to life. As a ‘sufferer’, a ‘victim’, the reality of multiple 

sclerosis hit home. 

 Back then – how that phrase seems so cheap now – I was in a phase, despite my grand 

age, when ‘remitting, relapsing’ was attached to the front of the MS moniker. I knew that I might 

– would – enter a Secondary Progressive phase, but I was still able to smile, able to look forward 

to times when I could still enjoy the remissions and take time to run or just walk the dogs. I 

should have looked harder and enjoyed those times more. 

 Whatever, huh? The diagnosis was, from the start, an opportunity to look more closely at 

life and at people in general. It offered a chance to gain precious insight into the human condition 



and the inkling that I had on that grey day has proved to be true – there are many out there who 

are kind and considerate, loving and gentle. There are far more of the other sort of course, but MS 

offers you the chance to see people for who they really are with such ease and simplicity it might 

– just might – be said to have a value that is almost beyond compare. 

 Overall I hate that day, but let’s face it, it could have been worse just like that young 

neurologist said. In his case it was a way to ameliorate the awful truth that he was having to share 

with me, but, not that he could possibly realise (and I hope he never has to find out), he was quite 

right. MS has given me a level of insight (and intolerance it has to be said) that I would never 

have been ‘blessed’ with otherwise.  

 For all my positivity – if it can be considered in that light – the grey September day in 

2009 is etched deep inside. I wish I had known more people – fellow ’sufferers’ – back then, 

because it scared me, horrified me, and I felt so lost. I thought I knew what I had to face but I was 

so wrong – at least in terms of how it affects me inside. I wish there had been someone with me 

who truly knew what I was about to go through. 

 But I survived it, and there are so many people willing to hold my mental hand now. I’ve 

learned to love people again, or maybe for the first time. 

 Grey days brighten with the right support. 

 John 


