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A WORD FROM THE AUTHOR

If you haven't read The Sacred Diary of Adrian Plass, aged 37 3/4 you 
ought to. I've read it several times, once while in hospital not so long 
ago. Enjoyed it immensely and gained a tremendous amount.

When back in hospital ten days later, this little diary was born of 
similar stock. Not in maternity, but in the surgical wards of Calvary and 
Royal Canberra hospitals, Canberra. It started as a personal amusement 
to bide away the hours. When a portable computer appeared on my 
bedside table, I simply got carried away.

Approximately 47.24% of what you read is based directly on personal 
experience at the time I was diagnosed as having probable Multiple 
Sclerosis. Since then further tests have caused the diagnosis to be 
changed to possible MS, the real cause of my problems remaining a 
mystery.  Although the remainder of the diary is fictional, it could have 
happened to me, and will probably happen to you the next time you're 
in hospital. In the real world, I have a lovely wife, Margaret, and four 
terrific sons - Andrew, Steven, David and Matthew.

If you are in poor health right now, I trust you receive from your family 
and friends the same terrific support I have received from mine. I hope 
also that you will know the care and love of the same great God who 
has looked after me for nearly forty years.

Ian Kerr
                                             Canberra, Sept '90



5 Berkland Crescent
Garfield 2843
October 4

Dear Derek and Jan,

Thank you for your letters while I was in hospital - and for the flowers 
you sent Julie. She really appreciated them. Andrea and Damien loved 
the chocolates - you should have seen Damien's face when they opened 
the packet!

It's great to be home again. The past few months have been a bit of a 
drama but hopefully we will get back to normal again - as normal as 
possible anyway given the diagnosis.

Yes I did keep a diary while I was in hospital. Trust Julie to let the cat 
out of the bag. Yes I have enclosed it, on one condition - that you don't 
show it to anyone else. Especially anybody from our church. I can think 
of a few people there who would have a heart attack if they got hold of 
it - especially Alf Friedenbacker. He's the big bloke who was sitting in 
front of us when you were down. Remember I pointed him out to you.

It's funny reading back over the diary now. At the time it was the only 
thing that kept me sane, semi-sane anyway. Please remember that I 
wasn't thinking straight the whole time. I think the anaesthetic must 
have affected my brain! I didn't really write it thinking that anyone else 
would ever see it, so please keep that in mind when you're reading. 
Don't judge me too much for what I said -  when you're in the situation 
yourself it's much different to what you think it would be.

We haven't forgotten your promise to visit. Make sure you do. The 
garden's looking better than it ever has - the bloke next door did it 
while I was laid up. Better come soon, before the weeds take over.

Love,
Ian & Julie +2

P.S. Thanks for praying for us all. We really needed it - still
       do.



TUESDAY, SEPT 6

10.00 pm
Couldn't "wee" tonight no matter how hard I tried. I'm trying to ignore 
it. Haven't told Julie yet but she got suspicious when I was standing in 
the ensuite with the tap running. Prayed about it. I've never said "wee" 
in my prayers before. Hope God doesn't mind.

WEDNESDAY, SEPT 7

7.00 am
What a night. Still no success. Tried not to wake Julie. Lasted till six 
this morning, then had to tell somebody.

Julie thinks I should phone casualty. Not likely. Last time they made me 
report to the hospital and have a catheter put into my bladder. Wish I 
hadn't had that cup of tea. Got dressed in my work clothes as an act of 
faith.

God's getting used to me using that word now.

8.00 pm
Julie phoned the specialist at 8.30 this morning. He said I had to go to 
casualty. When we arrived I overheard the doctor telling the sister I had 
to have a catheter. Ducked out to the men's once more - just in case. 
Julie reckons I was there for half an hour. Heard her telling the doctor 
to dangle a vanilla slice wrapped in a $100 note under the door to get 
me out.

Julie's not very funny sometimes.

I'm glad to say it's over now and I'm home. A catheter is draining my 
bladder into a little bag which I carry round everywhere I go. It's not 
very comfortable but much better than the "about to burst" feeling I had 
before.

The doctor said my condition is very unusual for a thirty-seven year 
old. He wanted to put me in hospital but there were no beds available. 
Doesn't worry me. I hate hospitals.



THURSDAY, SEPT 8
10.00 am
Didn't sleep much last night. At least I wasn't in hospital. Julie asked the 
prayer chain at church to pray for a bed. When she phoned the hospital 
they said there probably wouldn't be a bed until Saturday. Tried to look 
concerned when she told me. Told her that God always gives us what we 
need, not what we want.

Don't know why she packed my case before she went off to Bible study.

Managed to hide the bag from Andrea before she went off to school. Didn't 
have the same success with Damien. Three year old's have the unfortunate 
knack of discovering every hidden secret. When he asked I just told him it 
was something special that doctors only give to Daddies. Somehow I don't 
think that explanation is going to last for long.

Phoned the office and said I wouldn't be in again today. They think I've got 
the flu. Couldn't bring myself to tell the switch girl what the real problem 
is.

11.00 am
I can't believe it. The hospital just phoned and said that a bed will be 
available after 1.00 pm. Got off the phone and said "Damn". Then 
remembered what we've been praying and said "Sorry, Lord. Thank you."

Julie had made me promise to phone her as soon as I heard anything. Felt a 
bit guilty interrupting her Bible study. She didn't gloat. Didn't sound 
surprised either.

Hope she didn't tell the ladies what's wrong with me!

4.00 pm
I'm in hospital now. Going in wasn't too traumatic. Except for all those 
questions they ask. I'm sure the man in the next bed was listening through 
the curtain. His pretence at sleep was a bit thin. His wife came in just as 
the nurse was asking me about the state of my bowels. Told her that to my 
knowledge they never move. When she looked surprised, I said "No, 
they're right here under my navel where they've always been."

Heard that one in one of those "Carry On" movies.

Obviously nurses don't go to the movies much.

Julie brought the kids up after school and said that Alf Friedenbacker had 
phoned to say he was coming up to see me. I don't know how he even 
found out I was in hospital.



10.00 pm
It's hard getting to sleep in a new place. I've been praying a lot. For Julie 
and the kids. And the man in the next bed who seems to be in a lot of pain. 
Found out his name is Dik Heitink.

Gee I miss Julie.

And the kids.

FRIDAY, SEPT 9

6.00 am
Didn't sleep all that well last night. Seemed to be too many noises. I'd like 
to do a little exploring but haven't found a satisfactory method of hiding 
the bag yet. It's still two hours to breakfast. I don't know if I'll last that 
long. Must remember to tell Julie to phone the office and tell them I 
probably won't be in until Tuesday.

Unless of course I get let out this afternoon. Or on the weekend.

11.00 am
Andrea did. Tell the ladies what is wrong with me, I mean. Not the ladies 
at Bible study, her teacher. Julie has just been up and told me all about it. 
She said she nearly keeled over when she heard what Andrea actually said. 
Fancy a seven year old knowing all the right  anatomical words. I never 
knew about those things until I went to high school.

That's the last time I'm picking Andrea up from school!

I hope my doctor comes to see me today. The sooner he finds the cause of 
my peculiar problem the sooner he can find a cure. And the sooner I can 
get out of here.

2.00 pm
My own doctor didn't show up, but Dr.Corette came in his place. 
Apparently he's a Urologist. He said he'd like to leave the catheter in until 
Monday at least. "Just to let things settle down." How nice. I wonder how 
I'm going to tell the office about that. There's probably a limit to how long 
people will believe I'm in hospital with the flu.



SATURDAY, SEPT 10

6.00 am
I'm tired and grumpy and fed up with hospitals. If I wasn't a Christian the 
man in the next bed would be dead. He would have to be the most annoying 
man in the whole hospital. Last night he spent the entire night doing 
impersonations of a chain saw played through a loud hailer.

I tried to be patient and think about Colin in Botswana. I bet none of the 
missionaries have to sleep beside natives as loud as that. I was patient until 
12.30 am and then gave in and pushed the buzzer. When the nurse came I 
calmly asked for another pillow. When the pillow came I asked her to please 
put it over the face of my foreign friend in the next bed. She declined. Then 
she offered sleeping pills. "Yes please", I said, "Two of the largest ones 
you've got - one for each ear!".

That makes at least  two nurses in this hospital who don't have a sense of 
humour.

Can't write down what I prayed for Dik. Told God I was sorry later.



3.00 pm
Just took a trip down to the TV room. Hid the bag as best I could under my 
dressing gown. The TV wasn't working but I met Frank who used to be a 
light aircraft pilot in outback New South Wales. He told this amusing story 
about the time he was given the task of flying a blind Scotsman to one of the 
remote stations near the border.

Apparently after landing at a country airstrip to pick up waiting travellers, the 
Scotsman asked Frank if he would take his guide dog for a walk. Being an 
obliging sort of fellow he agreed, struggled to lift the hefty Labrador down 
onto the tarmac, and started walking towards the waiting passengers - 
wearing his pilot's uniform and dark glasses, and allowing the guide dog to 
lead him as he went. As he walked closer to the waiting passengers he was at 
first puzzled by the bewildered looks on their faces, Then it suddenly dawned 
on him that they thought he was blind. Seeing this as a good opportunity for a 
spot of harmless amusement, Frank apologised for being late and gave the 
excuse that his dog had gone to sleep and caused him to overshoot the 
airstrip. Apparently he kept up the deception for several minutes. Realized he 
might have overdone it when it took more than twenty minutes of hard 
talking to get even the first of the paranoid travellers to take one step towards 
the tiny plane.

I wish I could tell stories like that. Our Sunday School Superintendent always 
seems to be able to think up interesting illustrations for his talks. All I can 
ever come up with is flannel graph stories where the bits of flannel keep 
falling off the board before I'm finished.
8.00 pm
Julie and the kids just came up tonight.

Damien ran straight up to see if I still had my bag. He wants to know if he'll 
be able to have one when he grows up. Andrea just wants to know when I 
will be getting out so she can ride her bike which I had promised to fix today. 

Julie told me that Janet from our church is a nurse at this hospital. I thought 
she was a doctor's receptionist. Oh well, she's not likely to be assigned to my 
ward.

I hope I get a better night's sleep tonight. 



SUNDAY, SEPT 11

7.00 am
Today is Sunday. I'll miss going to church. No doubt they'll all be thinking of 
me this morning and asking Julie how I'm  going. I can just picture the whole 
congregation with heads bowed and eyes reverently closed as Dexter prays 
"We beseech you Lord to lay your healing hand upon our dear brother Ian, 
and in thine infinite wisdom restore him quickly to once again take his place 
within this thy earthly fold. And bring him again heavenly Lord to that place 
of good health wherein he may once again take his place among the deacons 
of this church and fulfill that special ministry to which you alone have bid 
him come".

Dexter is our church secretary. He always uses old English language when he 
prays. I don't suppose God minds, but it must sound strange to people who 
hardly ever go to church.

Got quite carried away thinking about all this and drifted off to sleep. Dreamt 
that I died and the church organised an enormous funeral for me. George 
Garnet gave the eulogy and went on for fifteen minutes about how I had 
faithfully served the Lord in our church and in the community, and how I had 
been a real inspiration to all the other deacons.

Woke up with a shock when a nurse pushed a thermometer between my lips 
and said she wanted to take my pulse. "It's dangerous to take a person's pulse" 
I said.  When she looked surprised, I explained "Because if a person didn't 
have a pulse they would be dead".

Don't any of these nurses go to "Carry On" movies?

Just had a horrible thought. What if Julie tells them what is really wrong with 
me at church?  Even worse, what if Andrea tells her Sunday School teacher? 
If just one of those kids snickers when I get back I'll throttle her!

Or what if Janet talks to the other nurses at the hospital and they tell her my 
problem.  Or what if she sees my name and reads my medical record?

I'm becoming a nervous wreck!

2.00 pm
I expect a lot of people from the church will come up today, being Sunday. I 
think I'll hang the bag on the other side of the bed and try and look as if it's a 
bad bout of flu. I'd better make sure my Bible is in an obvious place in case 
they think I'm not reading it.

Just remembered that Alf Friedenbacker said he was coming up to see me. 
Not Alf Lord, please! I'll have a relapse.



9.30 pm
So much for the hordes of visitors. Apart from Julie and the kids only two 
people showed up. Mrs Hitchenbrook. And the dreaded Alf.

Unfortunately Julie and the kids hadn't left when Mrs H. arrived. This meant 
she had to wedge her large frame between Dik's table and my bed - with her 
left knee almost touching the bag. Didn't say anything but I think she knew. 
Just in case she didn't I tried to look as congested as I could. Prayed that the 
nurse wouldn't choose that moment to come in and empty the bag.

Mrs H. is a faithful old soul. Quite nice really. "Whatsoever you do to these 
the least of my brethren you doeth also unto me". That's her motto and she 
puts it into practice by visiting the sick and the dying every spare moment she 
has. Must be well into her eighties by now.  Still catches buses up to the 
hospitals and homes in her area no matter what the weather.

I've never really taken much notice of Mrs H. at church - we always sit up the 
back with our kids who get very noisy if the service goes on too long. But it 
was nice to be on the receiving end of her special ministry. "You just 
concentrate on getting over your little problem Ian (I'm sure she knows) and 
leave Julie and the kids to us. After all, the good Lord made us into one big 
family when we joined his church didn't he."

Felt quite good about Mrs H's visit. Sort of warm inside and special.

Had another long prayer time before battling with sleep. Even 
prayed for Dik. Had to really, after what Alf said this afternoon. Too late to 
write about that now. Wonder why nobody else from church came up?

Maybe they know what's wrong with me and are too embarrassed to come.

MONDAY, SEPT 12

9.00 am
I can still feel the dread I felt when Alf came yesterday. Actually I felt it even 
before he made it to the ward. I knew it had to be him when I heard an off-
key version of "Onward Christian Soldiers" being whistled very loudly at an 
ever decreasing distance down the corridor.

Unfortunately Julie and the kids hadn't left when Mrs H. arrived. This meant 
she had to wedge her large frame between Dik's table and my bed - with her 
left knee almost touching the bag. Didn't say anything but I think she knew. 
Just in case she didn't I tried to look as congested as I could. Prayed that the 
nurse wouldn't choose that moment to come in and empty the bag.



Mrs H. is a faithful old soul. Quite nice really. "Whatsoever you do to these 
the least of my brethren you doeth also unto me". That's her motto and she 
puts it into practice by visiting the sick and the dying every spare moment she 
has. Must be well into her eighties by now.  Still catches buses up to the 
hospitals and homes in her area no matter what the weather.

I've never really taken much notice of Mrs H. at church - we always sit up the 
back with our kids who get very noisy if the service goes on too long. But it 
was nice to be on the receiving end of her special ministry. "You just 
concentrate on getting over your little problem Ian (I'm sure she knows) and 
leave Julie and the kids to us. After all, the good Lord made us into one big 
family when we joined his church didn't he."

Felt quite good about Mrs H's visit. Sort of warm inside and special.

Had another long prayer time before battling with sleep. Even 
prayed for Dik. Had to really, after what Alf said this afternoon. Too late to 
write about that now. Wonder why nobody else from church came up?

Maybe they know what's wrong with me and are too embarrassed to come.

MONDAY, SEPT 12

9.00 am
I can still feel the dread I felt when Alf came yesterday. Actually I felt it even 
before he made it to the ward. I knew it had to be him when I heard an off-
key version of "Onward Christian Soldiers" being whistled very loudly at an 
ever decreasing distance down the corridor.

"Well hallelujah and praise the Lord if it's not our good brother Ian all laid up 
in bed and feeling sorry for himself", he said. "How are you son? Still 
looking upwards I hope". This kind of talk went on for several minutes before 
he suddenly turned his attention to Dik in the next bed. "And who have we 
here", he said. "A man with more tubes coming out of him than a pipe organ".

I almost said, "Well actually, no. It's the Dutch symphony orchestra with the 
music removed" but caught myself just in time.

Alf Friedenbacker is one of those people who say whatever they think, no 
matter who is listening. He and his wife spend all their time thinking about 
"end times" prophesies and conspiracy theories and casting out demons and 
the like. On one very rare occasion they invited me to preach at our Sunday 
evening service. I happened to say that I hoped the Lord wouldn't come just 
yet as I didn't think our church was ready for it. Alf took me aside for about 
forty minutes over supper explaining about all the signs that showed that it 
was just about to happen. Made me promise to read the three books he thrust 
into my hand. Been avoiding him as much as possible since then.



The part I dreaded most came just as Alf was about to leave. I knew he was 
going to do it when he stood up and put his hand on my shoulder. "Well 
brother Ian I suppose I ought to pray for you before I go, hadn't I". I was just 
trying to work out what I could say to avoid it when his hand tightened on my 
shoulder and he started off at full volume.

"Yes Lord, we just pray for our dear brother Ian here, who has got himself 
caught in Satan's snare, and in the strong name of Jesus we just cast out that 
spirit of infirmity which has him in its grasp. We ask Lord that you will show 
him the sin in his life that is causing this infirmity that he might repent of it 
and once again experience that blessing you want to pour out on him and on 
his good wife, Julie...... And Lord if there are any sinners in need of a Saviour 
in this hospital we ask that you would grant Ian opportunity to minister to 
them and to tell them the precious words of eternal life that they will be 
brought out of the kingdom of darkness and into his glorious light so that 
they too will be ready for the return of our Lord Jesus when he comes again 
in judgement maybe even this week, maybe even today, to pluck his precious 
ones from the lake of fire and from the second death".
With each new point he gripped my shoulder afresh until the pain going down 
my right arm became almost unbearable. When he finally finished and made 
his way down the corridor to the steady beat of "Fight the good faith" I sank 
back into my pillows exhausted and confused. I know he means well. And I 
know that much of what he says is true. And I know that he took the trouble 
to visit when many others stayed home.  But somehow I just couldn't 
reconcile his picture of Jesus with the one I read about in the Bible.

I know Jesus is going to come again in judgement. But I can't help seeing him 
crying when he heard Lazarus had died or feeding the crowd who hadn't 
eaten for several days. The Jesus I know is all about love and forgiveness and 
wanting people to love him and follow him because of who he is. Not just 
because of what they're trying to avoid.

Goodness knows what I'm going to say to Dik in the next few days. He must 
be a nervous wreck after Alf's little session. I suppose I ought to try to talk to 
him about Jesus. Haven't got a clue where to start.

9.30 am
I wonder why they've never asked me again? To preach at church I mean. 
Must remember to ask Pastor Jack when he comes to visit.



3.00 pm
The doctor has just been in. Said he would have the catheter taken out 
tomorrow morning and if everything works OK I will be out on Wednesday. 
If it doesn't, I'll have to have surgery on my bladder on Thursday. I won't of 
course, but they have to say these things just in case.

Spent most of the day down in the TV room avoiding Dik. Got a bit 
embarrassing when the bag slipped from under my dressing gown and landed 
at the feet of a teenage girl with a heavily bandaged knee. Fortunately I 
managed to retrieve it before she carried it off to the sister's desk. I don't 
think she knew that it is attached to a very tender part of my anatomy!

Couldn't help thinking of that passage in John's Gospel where it says "And 
they will lead you in places where you do not want to go".

11.30 pm
Haven't been able to get to sleep properly yet. I've got the curtain pulled 
round me so I won't keep Dik awake. Although come to think of it that would 
be one way of cutting down the noise around here.

Phoned Julie after dinner, on the red phone down the corridor. Tried to 
pretend it was back in the days when we first started going out. Told her I 
couldn't wait to hold her in my arms again. Said what I was going to do when 
I next have the chance. I think she quite enjoyed it really.Had a good prayer 
time earlier. Asked God especially for an opportunity to talk to Dik about 
Jesus.  Decided I would take a sleeping tablet this time so I'd be fresh for my 
big day tomorrow. Drifted off for a little while. Managed to have a terrible 
dream about all the elders in our church standing around my bed asking me to 
reveal which sin had got me into hospital.

TUESDAY, SEPT 13

5.30 am
I hope it's my diary I'm writing in, I can hardly see a thing. No hope of going 
back to sleep. Today is my big day. In about an hour they will take the 
catheter out and I will be free again.

Today is also the day I'm going to talk to Dik. I think the way to start off will 
be to try to find some things we have in common. I've been racking my brain 
to try to remember what we were taught about Holland and Dutch people at 
school.



8.30 am
Phoned Julie again after breakfast. Told her about my dream about the church 
elders. She said that if sickness was due to sin I'd have been dead a long time 
ago. 

There's no question that Julie is devoted. It's what she's devoted to that 
worries me most!

9.00 am
It's out. It's out. It's out. I'm free once more. No more bag to carry round. No 
more spending half the night trying to arrange the tube in a comfortable 
place. I'm free. Free to "wee". I probably shouldn't have put that but it's how I 
feel right now.

The process hurt a fair bit but it was worth it. I think it must be a bit like 
having a baby. There's the pain and then the joy when it's all over. Must tell 
Julie that I know now how it feels.

9.30 am
I can't believe this is happening to me. I've just got back to my bed and 
realized what I just said to Dik. I can't believe that I actually did it. I've never 
been so embarrassed. I can't think straight. No wonder he looked at me so 
strangely.

10.30 am
Still keep thinking of what happened with Dik. I was standing beside his bed 
while he was shaving, looking out the window, and thinking how much better 
it is to have a beard. What I meant to say was "I love watching people shave. 
I haven't had to do it for fourteen and a half years". What actually came out 
was "I love watching people wee. I haven't had to ...... for fourteen and a half 
years".

I think this hospital is sending me bonkers.  Any plans for telling Dik about 
Jesus today have just been cancelled. I'm trying to concentrate on too many 
things at once.

Still no joy in my other goal for the day - to empty my bladder normally. Still 
it's only an hour and a half since they took it out.

Read Hebrews 11 again. The bit about faith being sure of what we hope for 
and certain of what we don't see. Felt comforted.

By the way, I told Julie on the phone last night that I now understand what it 
is like to give birth to a baby. She says it takes only a few seconds to have a 
catheter out but several hours to have a baby. Said I could have the next one 
if I liked.

Thank you Lord that men can't have babies!



1.00 pm
I did it. I actually did it. Called the nurse straight away and told her. Felt so 
proud. A bit like when I phoned my parents straight after Andrea was born 
and told them they had their first grandchild.

I feel like phoning a whole heap of people from church. Don't suppose I can 
really. What would I say?  "I won't keep you long. Just wanted to phone and 
tell you that I'm in hospital and have just managed to empty my bladder. Bye 
for now. See you at the service on Sunday".  The mind boggles.

I'd love to do it to someone. What about Mrs Friedenbacker. I can just 
imagine the look on her face. Just before she fainted!

It's a good thing I have the gift of self control, even if I do get a little carried 
away sometimes. The only person I phoned was Julie. She was quite pleased 
really. Said she'd phone the office and tell them I was getting over my flu. 
Told her what I'd said to Dik. For a moment there I thought she was going to 
have the opposite problem to what got me in here in the first place.

Maybe I should have another go at talking to Dik. The way I'm going I'll be 
out of here before I've had the opportunity.

9.30 pm
It's good news and bad news I suppose. Good news in the water works 
department. Everything working like clockwork. Not so hot in the "telling 
people about Jesus" department.

Spent a lot of time thinking about what I know about the Dutch. Could only 
come up with the story about the boy who put his finger in the dike, and the 
Boer war. Couldn't really bring up about the boy and the dike because of 
memories of primary school. We used to call the toilet a dike and a Dutch boy 
in my class was always getting told to go and wash his finger because it 
smelt.

Kids are cruel, aren't they?

Eventually got talking to Dik over afternoon tea. Asked him if he had ever 
been in the Boer war. If he had, he didn't want to talk about it. A lot of 
soldiers are like that. Not wanting to talk about the war I mean. Probably hit a 
sensitive nerve. I'll have to try a different tack tomorrow. Time is running out.

Just heard Janet's voice in the corridor. I think she's been put onto my ward. 
Glad I'm getting out of here tomorrow.



WEDNESDAY, SEPT 14

6.00 am
Today is the day I get out of hospital. Feels great. Just had a great time 
reading the Bible - all about having the joy of the Lord. I can relate to that. I 
think I'll send some flowers up to the nurses here when I get home. They 
really have been good to me.

8.00 am
I'm going to write down as much as I can about today. Probably won't have 
time to keep up my diary once I'm back at work.  Anyway it was only meant 
to be a kind of "medical" diary. A testimony to God's healing power and the 
way I have looked to him in faith through adversity, and been victorious.

Managed some small talk with Dik over breakfast. Still keeping quiet about 
any war experiences he might have had. I know that if the Lord wants me to 
speak to him I'll have the opportunity. Anyway we don't always have to be the 
last person in the chain do we?

Haven't actually been able to empty my bladder this morning as yet, but I'm 
not worried. I probably would be if I wasn't a Christian. 

10.00 am
Still no joy in the water works department. Must admit I'm starting to feel 
uncomfortable. Read Hebrews 11 again. Had the feeling that God is putting 
my faith to the test. He does that sometimes. Still, when the victory comes it 
will seem all the more worthwhile.

I keep thinking "Only one wee and I'm home". How silly of me. I think pain 
must be affecting my brain. I had better go down to the TV room in case any 
of the nurses notice anything. The doctor never comes before three so there's 
plenty of time.

1.00 pm
Only two hours left and I think I'm going to burst if something doesn't happen 
soon. Managed to eat a little lunch. Told the nurse that the excitement of 
going home made me lose my appetite.

2.00 pm
This is probably the last thing I'll ever write before I die. That stupid 
Dutchman keeps wandering past my bed on one of his regular trips to the 
toilet. He leaves the door open on purpose just so I'll be agonized by the 
sound of rushing water.

I'm fed up with hospitals and I'm fed up with writing stupid diaries.



THURSDAY, SEPT 15

9.00 am
I'm feeling a lot better today. Mentally and physically. Bit ashamed of how I 
was feeling and thinking before. Yesterday seems like a long time ago. A lot 
has happened.  The catheter is back in and I'm scheduled for surgery late this 
afternoon.

Yesterday didn't really go according to plan. So much for my Bible reading 
and living the victorious Christian life!

9.30 am
Told Julie last night that I had started to talk to Dik. She said that the Boer 
war finished in 1902. No wonder he looked a little puzzled. I do hope I fare a 
little better today.

The nurse just came in and said I will have to have a shave. "Didn't you 
notice my nicely groomed beard?" I said. "Most women do!"  "It's not your 
face we're talking about my sweet", she said. My face must have glowed red 
for about ten minutes when I realized what she meant. She's going to be back 
in a few minutes to do it.

I wonder if anybody has ever jumped out of a hospital window before?



10.15 am
Didn't jump. None of the windows would open because of the air-
conditioning.

It's over now but I never want to go through that again. The nurse was quite 
understanding. Stated quite calmly "Mr Kerr, if we keep holding our breath 
like that I think we're going to pass out before we're through, don't you?"

I suppose I was a bit tense. Kept looking straight up at the ceiling trying to 
picture the time that young fellow backed into the side of our new car. And 
praying that nothing embarrassing would happen.

At least I've had one prayer answered this week.

11.00 am
Only five hours to go. I'm not frightened. Why should I be? I imagine that a 
lot of people would be in my situation. Even Christians. Think I'll try to sleep 
a bit.

11.30 am
Can't sleep. Let's face it, I'm frightened out of my brain. I could never admit 
that to my friends at church, but a diary is different. At least diaries don't 
criticize people for lack of faith.

I keep thinking I'm going to die. I don't want to die. At least not yet. My mind 
keeps going back to my old flatmates, Gary and Jonno. They died one night 
when they were out on their motor bikes after a party. By a strange 
coincidence I wasn't with them or I'd have been killed as well. If God kept me 
alive then, when I wasn't even a Christian, surely he will keep me alive today.

I think a heavy prayer time is in order, and then I'll be able to sleep.

12.00 pm
This place is getting worse. The nurse came back a few moments ago and 
said I had to have a suppository. After all I've been through I said I couldn't 
care if I had to have a frontal lobotomy.  When the suppository came out of 
its wrapper I told her straight that the chances of my swallowing it were as 
about as high as Richard Nixon becoming President again. "You don't have to 
swallow it Mr Kerr" she said, "It's more like an in-u-end-o".

The subtlety of the medical profession leaves a lot to be desired.

12.25 pm
Suppositories work.



1.00 pm
Still can't get to sleep. Tried having the proverbial heavy prayer time. Didn't 
work - at least not in terms of making me sleep. I'll have to think of 
something else.

Dik had chicken sandwiches for lunch. I'd give my life for a chicken 
sandwich right now.

Why did I write that?  I must have life and death on the brain.

I don't want to die. Let's face it, who would look after Julie and the kids?  If I 
was single, things might be different. But I have a wife and two children to 
think about.

Julie's been good to me really. I can still remember when she first came to our 
office. Seemed different somehow. Lots of fun to be with, but had something 
more than the other girls. Appeared to know what she wanted out of life but 
wasn't pushy.

Caught her heading off one lunchtime and asked where she was going. 
Nearly fell over when she said she was off to a Bible study. Vowed I'd never 
swear in front of her again. Seems funny thinking about that now.

Speaking of swearing, I've heard that some people swear a lot when they're 
going under anaesthetic. I don't swear much now, except when I hit my finger 
or nearly have an accident. But I might when I'm going out to it.

What if Janet is on theatre duty?  Or what if the nurses talk to one another? 
"You should have heard the bloke with the Bible from 4B mouthing off when 
he was in theatre yesterday!"

I must remember to recite some memory verses just before they put me under. 
Just imagine if I was quoting the Bible when I was going out to it. Maybe one 
of them will get converted.

1.30 pm
Must have drifted off for a while. Dreamt that I was standing up in church 
during the sharing time telling the people how my doctor had been converted 
when he heard me preaching in theatre. A lot of people came up to me 
afterwards and asked if I had ever thought of going into evangelism full-time.

2.00 pm
Can't believe what just happened. The nurse came in and asked Dik if he'd 
been able to pass wind. Having been treated to the best of Dutch flatulence 
for the past five days I only just prevented myself from answering on his 
behalf.



The next bit was even harder to take. "You really ought to Mr Heitink, as 
often as you can. It helps to relieve the pains in your tummy after surgery".

I'm not even consulted and I live only two metres away!

2.15 pm
Was just chuckling about what the nurse said to Dik. About passing wind, I 
mean. Tried to picture her asking my approval. "Would you mind terribly 
much Mr Kerr if Mr Heitink passes wind whenever he feels the need?" "Why 
no Sister, that would be fine. At home we have a German Shepherd who does 
the same. I'm quite used to it."

I've got to get out of this place. It's sending me round the twist!

2.30 pm
The nurse just came in and gave me my theatre gown to put on.  I told her I'd 
seen gowns like that at the theatre, but only on stage. The instructions were 
simple enough: "Just go and have a shower Mr.Kerr and then slip this on with 
the straps at the back."

The shower was no problem at all. I'm quite good at taking showers. The real 
challenge lay in the exercise which followed.



The gown went on easily. But the method of tying up more than one of the 
straps at the back was beyond me. This meant an awkward trip back to the 
ward, trying to carry all my things and ensure that the back of the gown didn't 
fall open. If it did, the sight of my slightly overweight posterior might be 
more than most members of the visiting public could cope with.

The gown however was not the only item the Sister left me. Inside a little 
plastic container was an elastic sided cap. With it was something which was 
square, with four straps, and made out of the same flimsy paper as the cap. 
It's purpose is beyond even my fertile imagination. I think that maybe it has 
got in there by mistake.

2.40 pm
It didn't. Get in there by mistake I mean - the flimsy thing with the straps. The 
Sister just came back and assured me that it goes between my legs like a 
nappy and would I like some help getting it on. She said not to worry too 
much as I wouldn't have it on long once I got to theatre anyway.

I wonder if these nurses are trained to encourage or is it just a natural gift?

3.00 pm
Just had another close shave. Wish I hadn't written that. Janet came in to our 
ward and headed for my bed. First time I've ever talked to anybody from 
church, dressed in a mini-skirt and nappy. Hope it's the last! At least she 
didn't come to give me a needle or worse. Just said she hoped everything 
went well and to be assured that she would be praying for me.

One good thing - if she's on our ward she can't be on theatre duty. At least I 
hope not.

It was good of her to say she was praying for me I suppose.

Unless of course it means she's not all that sure I'm going to make it!

3.15 pm
The Sister just came in with my "pre-med". I rolled over on my side again but 
then discovered to my relief that it was to be three little tablets instead. I told 
her it would take bigger tablets than that to make me relax. She said that six 
of them  would make a large elephant relax.  She then made it clear I wasn't 
to get out of bed now but just to wait until they "come to take you away".

I don't like the way she said "come to take you away".

Maybe it's a lot more serious than I think.

I think I'll just try and rest a little and then do some more writing.



FRIDAY, SEPT 16

10.00 am
The hospital has stolen half a day of my life. At least it seems that way. I 
vaguely remember two wardsmen coming with a trolley. And I do remember 
one other incident just before I went into theatre. A Sister who I didn't 
recognize asked my name and what I was allergic to, and then said I would be 
going into Theatre Two. I can remember asking her what movie would be 
showing but nothing beyond that. What happened between then and when I 
woke up back in my bed at about 7 pm, I have no idea. It seems that I spent a 
long time drifting in and out of sleep, and then all of a sudden it was morning. 
I must have been dreaming that I had gone to sleep during one of Alf's visits 
because I vaguely remember talking to him.

For some reason they have moved me into a new four-bed ward. The Sister 
introduced me to the other men but I can't remember their names. I'm fairly 
certain the man opposite me is called Ted. He looks about eighty not out. 
There is an equally ancient woman who sits constantly beside his bed. I think 
it must be his wife. The man on my right looks much younger, probably only 
about seventy-five. He is completely bald except for a neat row of dark hair 
encircling a shiny speckled pink dome. Probably an ex-monk. If he ever 
wakes up I'll ask him. The third man is still a mystery figure.  He keeps his 
knees up all the time so that the remainder of his body is completely hidden 
by the sheet. From where I lie it looks like a white mountain range from 
behind which protrudes a multitude of plastic hoses. I presume there is a 
person behind the facade. If so, I can only surmise that he too is approaching 
what is referred to as the twilight years in the old people's home beside our 
church.

I just had a horrible thought. Maybe this is an old people's home I have been 
moved into. Or worse still, maybe my room mates were all about my age 
when they came here and are still waiting to recover!

At least I have a bed next to the window this time. This provides me with a 
panoramic view of the external brick wall of the  building next door.  Blank 
except for one small door which leads onto a set of metal stairs. Presumably a 
fire escape. I've tried counting the bricks in the wall. Got up to one hundred 
and twenty-eight when I lost track of where I was up to on the fourth row.

I can't say I feel all that comfortable. In my left wrist is a needle attached to a 
tube which is in turn attached to a plastic bag suspended above my bed. I 
found out that's called a "drip". I discovered that the hard way when the Sister 
came in and asked how my drip was going and I thought she was talking 
about something else and it all got quite complicated.



The other plumbing equipment I am attached to also appears very complex. 
The tube going into my lower abdomen is called a "supra-pubic catheter".  
This is attached to another bag to allow antiseptic fluid to flow into my 
bladder. The other catheter then drains this fluid out into a separate bag 
attached to the side of the bed. The contents of this bag are blood red and I'd 
really rather not look at it.

I suggested to the Sister that she should just join the two bags together with 
the hose and leave me out of it. Somehow I think she is convinced it's a 
blessing I never tried to enter the medical profession.

10.30 am
The man in the bed opposite is definitely called Ted. I'm fairly certain his 
wife's name is Mildred. The man on my right can't be dead. I just saw the 
Sister take his pulse and she didn't look alarmed.
11.30 am
I've been thinking about last night. I'm fairly certain Alf was here. But then 
again I'm fairly sure that Julie was here too. I can't remember the kids, but I 
can remember seeing the curtains around my bed parting and Julie's very 
welcome face appearing between them.

Just realized that I am back in my pyjamas. I wonder who did that? I wonder 
what else went on that I wasn't aware of.

I wonder if I really did swear when I was going under the anaesthetic? 
Nobody has said anything. But then I don't suppose they would, would they?  
I hope Janet wasn't on theatre duty after all, especially given what I must 
have been wearing at the time.

12.00 pm
Julie definitely was here last night. I'm positive about that. I'm fairly certain 
that Alf was here also, and have this vague recollection of throwing up all 
over him. I expect this is just another one of my nightmares.

2.00 pm
It wasn't a nightmare. Throwing up over Alf I mean. Julie just came in and 
told me the whole sorry tale. I wish she hadn't. We'll probably have to find a 
new church!



Apparently Alf had arrived first, not knowing that I had gone to surgery. 
When he arrived at my bedside I must have still been under the effect of the 
anaesthetic and giving the appearance of being half drunk. According to a 
nurse, Alf was just launching into a little sermon on how the Lord heals 
through natural means when I launched the contents of my stomach into an 
orbit which came to a sticky end on the front of Alf's suit - AND his Bible. 
From what I can gather from the nurse and Julie, Alf quickly abandoned his 
sermon and stole discreetly down the corridor where he was unfortunate 
enough to meet Julie on her way up to visit. No longer did he sing a victory 
song. Instead he gave the appearance of someone who had just gone fifteen 
rounds - and lost!

The next few days could prove quite interesting. I don't suppose Alf could 
possibly come back after what I did to him. I wonder if he'll tell the folk at 
church what happened?



4.30 pm
The man behind the mountain range is called Clarence Caranagy. Apparently 
he has had a stroke and can only communicate through grunts and slight hand 
gestures. According to one of the nurses, he's over eighty. The staff treat him 
very well - even have to hand feed him. Hope I never end up like that.

8.30 pm
The man on my right actually talks. His name is George Handlewood. Comes 
from somewhere in western New South Wales where most of his life was 
spent working as a stockman. Never married - not surprising if some of his 
strange anecdotes are true. I think I'm going to enjoy getting to know George. 
Maybe I could even tell him about Jesus.

Saturday, SEPT 17

7.00 am
Slept a bit better last night. Would have been better if I didn't have so many 
tubes connected. The Sister woke me at 5 am to give me an injection. Told 
her I don't normally wake until the crack of noon but I'd forgive her just this 
once. Had a terrible nightmare during the night about a giant who kept 
coming towards my bed with a jug, wanting to take away my blood. It was 
worse than the vampire movie which Julie and I were silly enough to stay up 
and watch one night.

9.00 am
Just had another go at counting the bricks. Got up to two hundred and forty 
when the Sister came in to check my blood pressure. Tried not to look too 
annoyed.

Managed a short conversation with Ted and Mildred. It was a bit difficult as 
they can't hear very well and I'm not allowed out of bed on my own just yet. 
Ted always refers to his wife as "young Millie", even though she's actually 
eighty-two. Because they live out of town Mildred has been given 
accommodation at the hospital in rooms provided  by one of the local service 
clubs. A good idea really, except that it means she stays at Tom's side for 
almost every moment from eight o'clock in the morning until ten at night.



11.00 am
Just had my first shower since the operation. It was wonderful. At least the 
shower was. Not the journey to the bathroom. I don't know how it is possible 
to get so weak in just a few days - I can hardly walk. Especially when I have 
to push around a two metre high trolley with two bags hanging off it.  Still it 
was worth it just to be able to sit on a chair and feel the warm water flowing 
all over my aching body. I don't think I'll ever take a shower for granted 
again. The nurse insisted on staying with me the whole time. Even dried my 
back after I had failed on the third attempt. I can't remember the last time 
anyone did that for me. At least not in the last thirty-five years.

12.30 pm
Janet just popped in briefly to say she's been transferred to maternity for the 
next few days. Hope I looked sufficiently disappointed. Said she would ask 
them to pray for me at the evening service tonight if she makes it. Hope she 
doesn't get too detailed.

1.00 pm
George is much more talkative now. I think he must be recovering. He kept 
me entertained with his horse riding adventures while working as a stockman 
in outback Queensland back in the fifties. I told him that I had done a bit of 
horse riding myself. Thought it would help him to see that Christians did 
more than work in offices wearing white shirts and black ties. I think he was 
quite impressed with my wide knowledge of the rural scene. Laughed for 
ages when I told him how I fell off when the steering strap got caught in a 
tree and snapped.

My new found friend has an absolutely endless arsenal of amusing, 
sometimes off colour, army stories - mostly collected through his service 
during the second world war. Managed to land somewhere between 
uncontrollable laughter and maintaining an air of mild amusement, all the 
time hoping that Mrs.H. or Pastor Jack wouldn't turn up while George was in 
full flight. I can just imagine how some of his outlandish anecdotes would go 
down with some members of our church.

My favourite was about the men who had to dig the pits and erect the tents 
for women's ablution blocks, somewhere in the middle of the bush during one 
of the regular field training exercises. When the women arrived at the 
compound after several bumpy hours of travel on ancient army buses, they 
were greeted with the welcome sight of conveniences so new that the men 
were still in the process of gathering their tools and evacuating the area. 



As soon as the tents were vacated a number of young ladies moved quickly to 
capture the privilege of christening these virgin powder rooms which the men 
had apparently taken such care to construct. According to George, the scene 
which followed soon left them envious of those who had waited patiently in 
the queue.

Within seconds of disappearing behind the hessian curtains the first battery of 
these brave female recruits retreated hastily from the tent,  blushing fiercely 
and swearing that they had heard men's voices crying for help from the pits 
below. Apparently the source of this noise proved not to be from men who 
had failed to heed the officer's clear call to depart, but a series of loud 
speakers attached to the underside of the toilet seats and connected through 
wires to an amplifier and microphones in the adjoining men's shower block.

George enjoyed telling it so much that I couldn't help thinking that the whole 
hoax must have been his idea.



Please Note:
The story continues with further amusing accounts of 
hospital life.  The gospel is brought out through 
dialogue with a hospital chaplain.   Notes on a sermon 
in the hospital chapel challenge the reader to consider 
their own position with God.  Later in the book the 
central character is faced with the challenge of a 
diagnosis of Multiple Sclerosis.  Those in similar 
situations will identify with the crisis of faith which 
follows. 

By the close of the book Christians will have been 
encouraged to face life with  honesty and to trust God 
even in the most difficult situations.  Non-believers 
will be reminded that there is a God who cares for 
them and wants to be a central part of their lives.

What the critics said...
The whole experience of being ill is not handled well by most of 
us.  I read It Only Hurts When I Laugh during a recent stay in 
hospital and found, amidst the laughs and occasional tears, lots of 
helpful wisdom and encouragement.       Dr. Jim Rawson

Director, Scripture Union of Qld

Great hospital humour in the style of Adrian Plass.  If you have 
stitches, read this book at your own risk!

    Bill Gilliver
Former National Publisher

 (School Division) Jacaranda Wiley
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