
Phew, what a ride the last week has been! 
 
I had not been feeling well for a while. My appetite had totally vanished and I had not eaten for about four days. The very thought 

of food made me feel sick. Last Wednesday, I took Hudson out to the field for a walk. I managed about ten steps before I realised 

something was very wrong. I could not make my legs work and there was a nasty pain down the inside of the right one. I managed 

to struggle home and told Mrs. C. that I was going to bed. This was about 5.30pm. By 7pm, I was feeling awful and I suspected 

sepsis so Mrs. C. rang for an ambulance.  

 

I was admitted to hospital and all my vital organs were scanned and nothing was found to be wrong despite the consultant being 

worried about my kidney function. It turned out the problem was a virulent infection in the respiratory tract. I take 

immunosuppressants because I have had a liver transplant and can contract an infection without even knowing. This infection 

decided to take over my body and shut it down. All my organs began to shut up shop. Intravenous antibiotics soon kicked it into 

touch and I began to feel better.  

 

So, that is what happened and I am now fully recovered. However, the one thing about it all was an unexpected insight into 

isolation. I am shielded so my journey through the hospital was from one room to another. I eventually ended up in a nine foot by 

nine-foot room last Thursday morning where I was to stay for the next four days and nights. I could not even visit the loo. I had 

never before contemplated the consequences of being isolated in such a way but here I was. At first, I was too ill to care but as I 

got better I found myself doing things I would not even contemplate while at home. I spent hours on silly, boring, mind numbing 

games on the iPad. I watched endless funny animal videos on YouTube and had to stop myself ordering things I did not need from 

Amazon. 

 

I read a lot and that is when something strange began to happen. While engrossed in a book the room around me would change. 

My mind compensated for the lack of space by removing the room walls. If sunshine was streaming through the window, my mind 

removed the window, the chatter from the ward became a gentle breeze and I was outside on a beach or in a garden. Of course, 

the moment I put the book down the room reappeared but for a brief time my mind compensated for the isolation I was in. 

 

This gave me a small – no, microscopic – idea of how the likes of Terry Waite and John McCarthy endured their years of 

incarceration in a cell. My “incarceration” was only four days. What kind of compensation did their minds give them after years? 

 

There are certain decisions in life we never ever regret. In my life they are asking Mrs. C. to marry me; Deciding between us to 

have a child, which resulted in our lovely daughter; Deciding to study for and gaining my Masters at the age of 60; deciding to join 

Big Dave.  

 

Big Dave is a fabulous blog. There is no animosity at all. No raging arguments, a few civilised differences of opinion maybe but no 

rudeness. All are welcome whatever their level of ability. Also, it is the only blog that becomes concerned if one of its members is 

absent for a while. 

 

My grateful thanks to you all. 

 

 
 

“Come on in – Master is home” 


