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children and he resides in the Sutherland Shire.  
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after having been diagnosed with Parkinson’s disease in 2005. 

Writing a book about his experiences dealing with Parkinson’s was a 

natural progression for him. 

This is Colin’s second book, following up from his first, Time 

Traveller. Living with Parkinson ’s disease is a book about how Colin 

was diagnosed and his subsequent symptoms and how he deals 

with the effects of this debilitating disease. It is a positive, uplifting 

book that aims to give those sufferers with the disease some hope, 

simple coping strategies and even a few smiles. 
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Living with Parkinson’s disease 

Chapter 1  

 

The year was 2005. 

I was 50 years old.  

I was diagnosed with PD! 

I was shattered! …… 

Initially, anyway.
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Chapter 2 

The Diagnosis:  

When I was diagnosed with Parkinson’s disease in 2005 I was 

literally shattered. How could this be? There must be some 

mistake! Hell, I didn’t even know what it was. How could I 

have it? I didn’t feel sick, I didn’t feel any different. There 

must be some mistake! 

There wasn’t. 

But it wasn’t the end of the world. Life goes on. Mentally and 

physically you seem to come through the tunnel and come 

out of it on the other side. In reality what else can you do?  

I had trouble with my shoulder; in so much as it would ache, 

so the rheumatologist doctor who I had seen suggested I see a 

neurologist, in case there was a nerve problem. When I 

innocently visited the neurologist, not really expecting to 

come out any the wiser as far as my shoulder ache was 

concerned the diagnosis tore through me like a lion feeding 

on an antelope. My stomach became a black hole. Let me tell 

you news like this knocks the stuffing right of you. I need to go 

back a little in order to give you an understanding of how I 

ended up in the room of the neurologist. A little time 

travelling back about six to nine months is needed to set the 

scene. 

My first inkling of a problem came about on a family holiday 

when we drove out through South Australia up into the 

Northern Territory finally arriving in Darwin. On this particular 

holiday I did a lot of driving and by the afternoon, especially 

after long drives my neck and left shoulder would just ache.   
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I would beg my wife and son or daughter to give me a 

massage.  I was consistently rebuffed and their response to 

my request was usually something along these lines: “Get lost 

dad, I am not giving you a massage! Go and bother someone 

else!” 

So I was unable to get relief even though my left shoulder was 

aching, as well as the back of my neck. The family just looked 

at me and then went about their business. The next day was 

another day on the road and I drove hundreds of kilometres 

while my shoulder and neck continued to ache.  After 

surviving the trip to the Northern Territory, clocking up more 

than 10 000 kilometres I returned home but still with a sore 

neck and shoulder. 

However I should clarify my situation; I was not in constant 

pain and after our family holiday I returned to work and life 

continued as normal. But my shoulder did give me a little grief 

from time to time so over the next few months I did seek 

different medical assistance in a bid to relieve the ache in my 

shoulder and neck. My regular doctor sent me off to a 

specialist where I had a variety of tests and examinations to 

find an answer to my neck and shoulder problems. There 

seemed to be a little arthritis in my shoulder and neck and this 

seemed to be the initial diagnosis. While searching for 

answers I was subjected to an EEG, a Nuclear Medicine Bone 

Scan, a CT scan, an MRI and a bone density scan. There may 

have been other tests, but they have escaped me presently. I 

certainly got my money’s worth of tests.  

My next stop along the medical road was to get a quarter 

zone injection into my neck. This was one I wasn’t looking 

forward to as I am a bit of a scaredy when it comes to 
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needles. After a few different doctors had examined me I was 

sent to a rheumatologist as he looks into arthritis in bones. 

The rheumatologist sent me to see a neurologist in case there 

was a nerve dysfunction. So there you have it- I had journeyed 

along a number of medical paths and I still hadn’t reached my 

destiny yet!   

When I visited the neurologist I was booked in to see the 

technician who was going to do a test on me. (I cannot 

remember what the test was.) The technician asked me to sit 

up on the side of the bed and I think she was doing that little 

reflex test using the little hammer that you tap on the knee. 

As I sat there the technician noticed that one of my dangling 

legs was shaking. 

“How long has your leg been shaking like that? She asked, 

looking a little concerned. 

“I don’t know,” was my non-chalant reply. “Not sure, maybe 

six weeks or so. Why, what does that mean?” I asked, 

becoming a bit more interested. She didn’t answer me directly 

but indicated that she thought the doctor should have a look 

at my leg. No big deal I thought to myself- what could that 

possibly mean?  So a short time later the doctor came in and 

saw me. The doctor did a variety of tests on me, including 

wobbling my wrists, watching me walk, observation and 

getting me to move my thumb across my fingers on both 

hands. Then the doctor hit me with it and with both barrels. 

His statement was clear and straight-forward: “I believe you 

have Parkinson’s disease.” There it was – Wham! Bam! 

Whack!  The words kept ringing in my ears- Parkinson’s 

disease…..Parkinson’s disease……Parkinson’s! I sat there 

dumbfounded, numb, in shock. 
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I sat there….and simply blubbered. The tears welled up as the 

waterfall opened. I sat there not knowing what to do. I sat 

there stunned. I came at lunchtime expecting to hear” 

Arthritis and there’s nothing we can do about it. 

I sat there and thought “What the hell is Parkinson’s 

disease?” I knew Mohammad Ali had it and I knew Michael J 

Fox got it at a ridiculously young age. But that’s about all I 

knew about Parkinson’s disease. 

I was brought a cup of tea and given a few comforting words 

from the doctor, then I was left alone to try to come to terms 

with this. It’s funny- when in crisis bring a cup of tea. This, I 

guess is left over from the British….when in trouble ‘keep a 

stiff upper lip’, or ‘things are bound to improve’. Rally round 

the troops or in my case rally round Colin as he deals with the 

shock. 

I obviously wasn’t going back to work in the afternoon, so my 

school principal was called and she was then able to take me 

home. My wife Mali was called and she came home to 

comfort me. Comfort at that stage was something I couldn’t 

console myself with because when the doctor told me I had 

Parkinson’s it was like he just took twenty years off my life 

and threw them in the bin. I tried to analyse the situation but 

it was hard. This disease is ‘an old person’s disease’-why did I 

have it?  

I kept thinking there could be a mistake, the doctor could be 

wrong. It is difficult to diagnose Parkinson’s as there are no 

pathological tests to give or identifying markers to confirm the 

diagnosis. But as it was there seemed little doubt that the 

diagnosis was a correct one and I had Parkinson’s disease! 



6 

The next few weeks were a time when I had to come to terms 

with my predicament. My initial reaction was that I had to get 

a second opinion to confirm that my diagnosis was, in fact one 

hundred percent correct. So I arranged through my GP to get 

an appointment with the top Parkinson’s doctor who was 

based at Saint Vincent’s hospital. He confirmed my doctor’s 

prognosis and also indicated that he knew my doctor and he 

assured me I was ‘in good hands’.  

I don’t know whether this was a good or a bad thing. It was 

good in so much as I was assured by one of the city’s best 

neurologists that I was in the care of good doctor, but on the 

flipside unfortunately it appeared certain that I had the 

disease. You can imagine my feelings- I was riding the roller 

coaster and I had climbed steadily to the top and was now 

tipped over the edge and spiralling towards the bottom. The 

diagnosis was set in stone. My die was cast; I was on the long 

road of Parkinson’s.  

One interesting sideline when I was visiting different doctors 

to find out what was my problem with my shoulder and neck 

was the fact that I mentioned that my handwriting was 

getting smaller and I was having some trouble with my wrist. 

Surprisingly no one picked up on this symptom even though it 

is a very common symptom of Parkinson’s.  

Where to now? I now had the diagnosis and now I was going 

to have to deal with it.  I must say that being given the 

diagnosis of Parkinson’s disease I was completely shattered 

and devastated. I knew very little about it, but the most 

haunting words were simple; it is a disease that has no known 

cure. Once you have it, you have it for ever- there are no 

tablets or injection that is going to take away the debilitating 



7 

symptoms of this crippling disease. You simply have to come 

to terms with it and then deal with it the best that you can. I 

now had the answer to my neck and shoulder problems, and 

to my diminishing handwriting- it was a case of how to deal 

with this problem now and how to get on with a normal life 

with Parkinson’s lurking in the background.  


