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Cheer up! It’s only Parkinson’s (it won’t even kill you)

Hello, and welcome to this collection of my popular newsletters, Parkinson’s for Beginners. 

If you’re a new sufferer, I sympathise with you but not too much. You can’t die from it, and there’s much worse you can have – chronic halitosis, or flatulence (though at least that’s funny!) But here we are, nonetheless. 

I was diagnosed three years ago, at 61. You won’t forget it. One day, you’re relatively okay, the next you’re going, “What, or who the hell is Parkinson’s?!” All I had was a couple of stiff fingers, and a lazy arm.

Well, the neurologist can tell you that it's the dopamine deficiency, but beyond that they haven't really got a clue, which is great when you just heard you’ve got an incurable disease!

And anybody you talk to about this momentous news, looks at you with a face thinking, “God how many months?” 

But if you’ve caught it relatively early, as I had, it’s not so bad (yet), said the infernal optimist.

The truly annoying thing about Parkinson's is that you really can't shake it off. It’s like walking around, with a small grey cloud on your shoulder. Think Charlie Brown.

Every now and then though, there’s a glimmer of sunlight—then you get a leg cramp at 3am, “F***!” 

I thought I would publish these newsletters separately to Substack where they live, so fellow sufferers could read them in one go—and get really depressed! 

I hope these columns cheer you up, a little bit. As the title suggests. If not, try a bit of Charlie Brown – followed by PG Wodehouse.

Happy reading, Tony Parkinson (close relation)

September 2025 
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I’ve got Parkinson’s...
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...welcome to the great unknown

And Paul, the neurologist, seemed like such a nice polite chap to begin with.

It had been a long day. I had started in rheumatism with another specialist who said, “I don’t think I can help you.... but I know someone who can.” 

It was October 2022.

I’d gone to the hospital with a stiffness in my fingers on the left hand — just the two — the ones that are crudely typing these letters on this laptop. 

Parenthetically, I now prefer a desktop keyboard which has raised keys that you can deliberately press down. Sounds nothing, but it helps.

Anyway, I’d had this issue of stiffness for about 18/19 months, since about the start of Covid. 

I have no idea I had Parkinson’s from then, and no one really knows. It’s already infuriating, isn’t it?

But if you have stiffness in fingers, it may not be RSI. Get it checked. Initially it was thought after a consultation with a GP that I had arthritis.

My only other symptom in hindsight was a left arm that wasn’t swinging along normally. Did I notice that? Did I what!

Welcome then, to the great unknown, my new friend, Parkinson’s.

To be fair, there’s a lot of what I would call “tea & chat”. Admittedly, there’s a lot to get your head around, especially with family. I will talk about that in later posts.

For now, back to the neurologist Paul.

“I’m afraid, you have Parkinson’s...”

“Great...” I replied, almost cheerily.

I had a keen sense of relief that it wasn’t something worse.

Will I die from it? I asked.

“You die with it, not from it,” he said, again matter-of-factly. I’m fine with that. 

Interestingly my wife was more upset than I was. Admittedly, I was still in shock.

I was sent for a brain scan, in case it was something nastier, and I returned a week later.

It was a rather silent walk to the car park that day.

“At least it wasn’t something worse...” I offered.

“Yes, you’re right,” she said.

She has been incredibly supportive, always helpful.

The great unknown? Well, there are no answers to any of the important questions.

Why me? How did I get it? How long will I live? Should I quit work? Shall I tell everyone?

If you’re a philosopher, you’re in your element.

The rest of us just battle on.

I will try to write weekly. Ish.
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Who should know about the “unknown”?
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...the family?

There’s nothing easy about this.

You never think you will have to pass on news like this.

You never thought you would have Parkinson’s anyway. Now six months down the track, I’m much better able to cope.

But on the day when nice neurologist Paul passed on the news so perfunctorily, I too had to relay the news to my three children.

But the “great unknown” tends to rear its head again.

What will they want to know? The obvious ones, stupid! Only they’re the ones without an answer.

I’d resolved to tell them as soon as I got through the door. “I’ve got Parkinson’s,” I said. There would be tears, then questions.
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