
Dragging my self upright there is a void in my chest.  My heart skips a beat then electricity stabs
across it. Legs buckle; once exceptional balance long since destroyed as I stagger to the living
room.

Porridge, again. It is neutral, unlikely to flare the constant food intolerances that swell my
insides with a poisonous torment for weeks at a time. It has marked birthdays and Christmases. I
am fond and grateful for its warmth.

Then a hastily swallowed handful of the latest miracle cures.  Hundreds of broken promises
languish in empty jars in the garage. At worse they make me more ill, at best they are useless. I
have spent tens of thousand on them because there is nothing else.
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I attempt my daily stretching regime. It prevents complete muscle atrophy and although agony I
never miss a day. If I stop I will never get out of bed again.

The shower is treacherous; the room spins as my feet scrabble for grip.  Struggling to dress I
collapse onto the bed.

Lunch. I am confused, disassociated; my voice seems to come from the salt cellar, then the soup
bowl. My words are jumbled, incorrect.  I need to sleep, but today I have a reprieve, a brief view
of the outside world. The first in weeks. Time is fractured and slips. Sometimes I am not aware
of weeks at a time. I must seem normal. No-one likes illness -  it makes for uncomfortable
conversation. No friends remain. My illness had erased them all. I rely on parents.

I cannot keep myself upright in the car seat. My hands and feet are blue, stabbing with an icy
deadness. Poison streams through my veins. Every jolt in the road tightens the torment. Then I
must totter with my stick to the café. I talk too much, adrenalin rescues the failing system. My
bladder had gone, every five minutes full again. Then it loses control, overwhelms my stuffed
padding. How can I face people? I pull my coat down. They will not notice. Then back to the
car. Outside the world fades and I sink to my knees. Convulsions embrace me.

I cannot eat. My stomach spasms, a hundred punches delivered without mercy.
It is many years since I tasted what people take for granted: onions, garlic, bread, tomatoes,
pasta, milk, alcohol, pleasure.

Too weak to sit, I am propped, broken on the sofa until the clock shows that it must be time to
sleep. Except it isn’t and it will not come. Lightening rages though my brain. In the early hours
you think of everything lost. Family, friends, career, dignity, hope, dreams, travel, independence.
All totally and irrevocably ripped away. Then there is pain again,  a metronomic pulsing
measuring the dawn.

How many days like this is it humanly possible to endure?  This is M.E.
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