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M
S, W

alking Sticks, W
aterboarding and M

uch M
ore

M
ultiple Sclerosis (M

S) is an insidious disease. !
e 

changes that it brings about can seriously a"ect your life, without 
you im

m
ediately realising. For m

e, the #rst and possibly hardest 
change to com

e to term
s with was needing assistance to be able 

to get around. For context, I was a reasonably #t 50-year old m
an 

who would walk approxim
ately #ve m

iles a day. I loved to walk.
I’ve always tried to preserve som

e sense of hum
our when 

dealing with M
S and its sackful of issues. I probably laugh at 

things that I shouldn’t, say things that cause friends to look at m
e 

and I suspect silently tut. Consultants and nurses roll their eyes, 
but I usually get a laugh and that’s what m

atters. It’s m
y chronic 

illness and I’ll take whatever pleasure I can from
 it.

Anyhow, jum
p ahead a couple of years and I’d started to 

#nd walking di&
cult and falls were becom

ing m
ore frequent. 

M
y legs had sti"ened up, controlling them

 was becom
ing ever 

m
ore wearisom

e. !
e usual tests; two consultants, plus an M

RI 
and I’m

 awarded the title of ‘M
AM

 w PPM
S (M

iddle Aged M
an 

with Prim
ary Progressive M

S)’. Hurray! I rem
ain disappointed 

that there isn’t a badge, som
e form

 of certi#cate and m
edia 

recognition.
W

ith legs that were always tired, I elected to use a stick to help 
m

e keep m
obile and hopefully m

ore stable. Rather than burden 
the NHS and innum

erable physiotherapists and Occupational 
!

erapists, who I suspected have better things to do, I ordered 

an adjustable stick through the Internet. It arrived and it was 
reasonably successful in enabling m

e to walk short distances. 
Accepting I was now ‘M

AM
 w PPM

S W
ho Needs a Stick’ was 

slightly harder to com
e to term

s with. I needed to shake o" this 
pride thing. It seem

s this is a com
m

on experience and is the 
subject of m

any ‘do whatever you need to do to get by and stay 
strong’ articles all over the Internet. Due to a rapidly weakening 
le' leg, I soon becam

e M
AM

 w PPM
S W

ho Needs Two Sticks. 
Isn’t life grand?

W
alking short distances was now possible, although m

y m
ean 

m
inded M

S, probably reasoning that I was getting around far 
too well with m

y two sticks (with cushioned hand grips no less), 
elected to introduce severe vertigo for good m

easure. So, I now 
#nd I’m

 walking with two sticks across the deck of a ship, during 
high seas, wearing roller skates. Superb. Incidentally, I was once 
visiting our Doctor, with m

y two sticks and severe vertigo, for a 
series of blood tests. I was discussing weight gain with the nurse 
and the fact it’s hard to exercise when you have two sticks, weak 
legs, and vertigo, as you do when som

eone is sucking buckets 
of blood out of your arm

. “Have you tried a treadm
ill?” says 

the nurse. Fortunately, she’d #nished extracting blood and was 
concentrating on #lling buckets and applying a useless cotton 
wool bandage to each of m

y shoulders, so didn’t see m
y wide-

eyed stare and, although I do say so m
yself, m

agni#cent eye 
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roll, com
bined with m

y m
utter of ‘Jesussssssssssssss’ under m

y 
breath. Som

e people have very little idea of how lucky they are 
to go hom

e without having been hit by an o&  ce chair.
So,M

AM
 w PPM

S W
ho Needs Two Sticks now has a further 

issue. Stairs. I have com
e to detest stairs. ! ey have the ability 

to hurt m
y knees in a uniquely painful m

anner. I attem
pt to 

m
inim

ise this by using m
y arm

s on the bannisters to take som
e 

of m
y weight. ! is only really works on the way down. On the 

way up it’s m
ore a m

atter of hauling m
yself along whilst trying 

to lessen the weight on m
y legs and the searing pain in m

y knee 
joints which it causes. I can’t use m

y sticks as I need to hold 
on to som

ething, rem
em

ber the vertigo. I suppose I could try 
a treadm

ill…
‘You need a stairli' ’.
‘W

hat is it I now need?’
‘A stairli' ’
So M

AM
 w PPM

S W
ho Needs Two Sticks becom

es M
AM

 with 
PPM

S W
ho Needs Two Sticks and a Stairli' . Excellent. To be fair, 

I rate the stairli'  as one of the best inventions m
ankind has ever 

com
e up with. OK, there’s the wheel, the car, sliced bread, gin, 

and the Internet but really, I can now get up and down the stairs. 
It does however com

e with a few tiny issues.
Issue one, stairli' s are generally designed for the elderly and 

even m
ore in# rm

 than I. ! eir operation re( ects this. Incidentally, 
I have nothing against the elderly. Som

e of m
y oldest friends are 

elderly and I hope to survive to join their ranks one day, PPM
S 

perm
itting. Anyway, I press a button to go upstairs and .…

 (pause 

to count grains of sand,) nothing happens for what I’m
 told is # ve 

seconds. It seem
s in# nitely longer. Nothing, apart from

 a very 
loud screech from

 the unit, no doubt to warn any other passing 
elderly persons in the vicinity that som

ething is about to happen 
and that they should dive for cover. ! is screech is loud enough 
to hurt m

y ears. Dogs run down our road to get away from
 the 

sound, whilst bats, no doubt attracted by the high frequency, try 
to get in the windows. Being of a practical nature, I’ve rem

oved 
the cover, voided the warranty and uncerem

oniously jam
m

ed an 
earplug into the speaker. It’s dulled the screech a bit, but I can 
still hear it, as I suspect all the dogs in the neighbourhood can.

Issue two, a' er the # ve second delay and the eardrum
s have 

perforated, we’re m
oving. As far as I can detect, there are three 

‘speeds’: very slow, slow, and a bit less slow, like m
y walking these 

days. W
hen the engineer cam

e to # t and program
 the unit, I was 

watching as it m
ade its way leisurely up and down the stairs, 

con# guring the m
otor for all of the clim

b and corners. “Can 
you m

ake it go any quicker?” “Nope, sorry. ! at’s it.” I’m
 in no 

position to argue. W
ithout it I’m

 con# ned to one ( oor, adm
ittedly 

it would be one of m
y choosing.

! ird issue, speaking to the com
pany which m

akes the stair-
li' . Again, don’t get m

e wrong here, I know they’ll have a speci# c 
dem

ographic they target for sales and that’s grand. W
hat they 

do not appear to acknowledge is that not everyone who needs 
a stairli'  is stone deaf and has a m

an with a red ( ag to walk in 
front of their car. Indeed, I have the hearing of a bat and until 
recently owned an extrem

ely large and very fast m
otorcycle. ! at 
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was another casualty of the M
S progression. Anyway, I digress. 

An exam
ple would be the call to let m

e know when the engineer 
was arriving to install the stairli'.

“Hello, is that M
r Daly?” !

e lady is speaking clearly, and 
louder than I would have ordinarily expected.

“It is”. I #nd m
yself shouting a little, as if trying to join in.

“M
r Daly, we’re arranging for our engineer Adam

 (not his real 
nam

e,) to attend tom
orrow. W

ould you prefer an AM
 or PM

 visit?”
“ AM

 please”
“Great, would eleven o’clock be a good tim

e? !
at should 

give you plenty of tim
e to get washed and dressed and have your 

breakfast”.
“Err…

OK that’d be #ne”. I am
 not used to this level of interest 

or consideration. Like m
ost people, I norm

ally have to endure the: 
“W

e’re unable to give you a tim
e, am

 or pm
 is the best I can do”. 

Appointm
ent #xed, I wonder if I have tim

e to nip out to get the 
engineer a gi'. Nothing extravagant you understand, just a token.

“W
hen Adam

 arrives he’ll show you his identi#cation badge. 
If you’re not com

pletely happy please give us a ring to con#rm
 

his ID is genuine. He won’t m
ind waiting”.

“If I’m
 not happy I’ll bounce Adam

 down the drive”.
“I beg your pardon”.
“Nothing. Eleven o’clock tom

orrow then”.
You see, everyone m

ust be elderly if they have a stairli'. 
I’ve done the thing where you ask for a note to be put on your 
account. You know the sort of thing; please do not treat Ian as 
an elderly gentlem

an. He is not elderly, neither is he a gentlem
an. 

!
is m

akes not a blind bit of di"erence. It is extrem
ely annoying 

though until, that is, there’s a problem
 or you need som

ething.
About a year ago I was cruising up to the #rst (oor, co"ee in 

one hand, m
otorcycle helm

et on, in order to deaden the sound 
and m

y #nger on the requisite button. I arrived upstairs where I 
spent som

e tim
e playing with the Internet and drinking co"ee. 

On attem
pting m

y return journey, nothing. !
e whole thing was 

as dead as a Dodo. So I telephoned the com
pany to advise them

 
of m

y dilem
m

a.
“I’m

 trapped upstairs.” I thought I’d go straight for the dra-
m

atic introduction that would raise a level of m
edium

 to high 
panic.

An em
inently reasonable and professional sounding lady 

began to slowly talk m
e through a list of resolutions that m

ust 
have previously worked. Not today though.

“Are you able to get downstairs, Ian?”
“Of course”. M

y sarcasm
 nerve has now kicked in. “!

at’s why 
we spent four and a half grand on a stair li'.”

“I beg your pardon?”
“Nothing, just thinking out loud. Not really, I’m

 pretty stuck 
here”.“OK, there’s som

ething we can try”.
!

e #x turned out to be opening the footrest and then slam
-

m
ing it closed “as hard as you can”.

“Really?”
“Yes, really”
!

is I did. Everything lit up like a Christm
as tree and the 
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warning bleep felt com
pelled to join in. All sorted. W

ell alm
ost. 

Adam
 Not His Real Nam

e turned up the next day to replace the 
m

ain circuit board, and at a pre-arranged tim
e.

A' er a lot of inane ram
bling m

y m
essage here is that if there’s 

som
ething, anything, which can m

ake your life a little easier, then 
for the love of God go for it. W

alking sticks, crutches, stairli' s, 
car adaptations, grab rails, false lim

bs, parachutes, they’re all 
there to enable you to be you, or at least a sem

blance of you. Use 
them

. W
alk or shu)  e to the park, point at pigeons with your stick, 

m
ake sarcastic com

m
ents to call centre sta" . ! e possibilities are 

endless. Life with M
S is hard enough.

I was showering the other m
orning and dropped the soap. 

Such a trivial thing for a non M
AM

 with PPM
S. It’s only a sm

all 
shower cubicle, so I bent double to pick up the soap, slipped and 
becam

e wedged, corner to corner and, to all intents and purposes, 
upside down. It was like being water boarded. If it wasn’t for 
the grab rail I’d have probably drowned. How m

y partner and 
I laughed.

Ia
n

 D
a
l
y

.

A M
iddle Aged M

an with PPM
S W

ho Needs Two Sticks, and 
a stairli! , and a non-slip m

at in the shower, and grab rails in 
said shower, plus a grab rail to get on and o"  the toilet and 
a stool for the shower.


