Living with Arthritis 
Until my early-thirties I led a fairly active lifestyle - cycling, swimming, running and horse riding on a very regular basis. I also prided myself on having had about two days off sick from work in eighteen years and felt immune from any major illness. 

So it came as a great shock when over the period of a few months I went from three mile runs every lunchtime to having to move around the house holding onto any available furniture or failing that the walls in order to keep my balance. The pain and swelling in my joints was significantly worse in the mornings and the drugs prescribed by my rheumatologist at that time only offer temporary relief for two or three days. I struggled to button up my shirt or make my tie in the morning, opening a new container of milk was virtually impossible, walking down stairs was a mammoth task and I could only walk for a maximum of ten minutes before needing to collapse on a seat somewhere for a rest. 

My whole life was stirred up and a lot of my basic beliefs and outlooks on life came floating to the surface. I am not saying these were good beliefs but I think they are beliefs I must have held for a long time because when things got bad these beliefs shouted louder and more insistently than any other beliefs I held: 

Give your life to Jesus and nothing really bad will ever happen to you. 
When it became clear that the arthritis was here to stay I became increasingly angry with God and for a long time I refused to talk to Him. The reason being that for years I felt I had gone along with His view of how to run my life and had made quite a few sacrifices along the way. I felt that this was almost a contract between me and God – I made certain sacrifices to Him and in return there was a kind of a nod and a wink agreement that He would make sure my life was comfortable and cushioned. 

Accepting help from others is a real sign of weakness. 
I’m sure we have all heard the saying “It’s better to give than to receive”. But I know that “It’s 

easier to give than to receive”. When the arthritis kicked in I became increasingly dependent on those around me to help, I found this very hard to accept. I valued my independence and my freedom and I really wriggled against the idea of needing someone, anyone’s help. It is so easy for me to help someone else because it reinforces my belief that I’m strong and self-sufficient. But to accept help from another was for me a shameful thing, an admission of weakness. 

All things work together for good for those who trust in God, apart from a few obvious things like serious illness, poverty, etc. 

I really couldn’t see God at work in my illness. Not for a long time. I started to formulate the view that God was actually a bit vindictive, taking pleasure in my pain and discomfort. I would on occasion tell Him this. In fact at one time the only conversations I’d have with God revolved around me expressing my annoyance at His behaviour. 

Over a period of several years I struggled with these issues and for a long time, many years, refused to enter a church. I still believed that Jesus was the Son of God and that He wanted to maintain a real relationship with me. But I was so cross with God I felt He’d made me old before my time. 

Gradually over the years my health improved, mainly in my view because I eventually found a modern rheumatologist who encouraged me off of my old-style drugs and prescribed some more effective medication for me. Similarly over the years my anger with God simmered and turned to annoyance and then to a really painful feeling that I was missing Him. Missing the fact that He was always there to talk to and I felt so far away from Him. I wanted to renew my relationship with Him. Over a period of probably two years I tried, I remember on one occasion standing outside a church and wanting to go in but just finding the idea of it so painful. Eventually I did managed to get inside a church again and yes it did feel very painful but it also felt like I was coming home.

 I did feel a sense of regret at the wasted years, but then again I’m not sure they were wasted because hopefully through having arthritis I have become a less proud and arrogant person. Which is a good thing. 
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