AN ACCIDENT
I’ve had it for years, and it’s not getting any better. Well it doesn’t, does it, multiple sclerosis? You just go gently downhill – or in some cases not so gently – until … well, until you get to the bottom I suppose. It’s not easy, but it could be a lot worse. And I suppose in one way I’ve been lucky.
Ken was always there for me, you see. I often used to wonder what I’d do without him. He did all the cooking and cleaning. He always made a lovely lemon cake and a grand tuna fish pie. But I did have to keep from running my fingers along the dust on top of the telly. And he pushed me everywhere. Never a word of complaint. And where he couldn’t push me he carried me. It worried me sometimes. It’s selfish, I know, but when you really, really need someone you do worry.
Anyway we went on holiday to Sandringham, royal Sandringham no less. Not the palace of course, but this place they’ve got there with rooms fitted out for people like me. We got there and it was great. Wide doorways, so you could get the wheelchair in, no trouble at all. Light airy rooms. I must admit I did feel just a bit like royalty. The only thing that worried me was the toilet. And I was right to worry.
They have this, what can I call it? – this special arrangement. You don’t need to wipe yourself, you know. There’s all these buttons. You just press the right one and this warm water spurts up and there you are. I suppose it was very nice when you got used to it, but I have to admit I was a bit suspicious at first. And as it turned out I was right not to trust it.
“Never mind,” says Ken. “I’ll have a go first.” And in he went. 
Well after a few minutes I heard some splashing and a sort of a roar. Then there was a bang at the door and it burst open and Ken spilled out, his hair all wet and his trousers round his knees. He lay on the floor, just sort of heaving and twitching. I was that worried. It’s a time like that you feel really helpless.
“Ken, Ken, what is it? Are you all right love.”

He rolled over. He was all red in the face.

“Ken,” I said, “Ken, love. What is it?”

He rocked backwards and forwards. His face was wet with tears. 

“Dear God, no” I thought. I did. I thought just those words. “Dear God, no.” I felt that helpless.

Then I realised what it was.  He couldn’t talk for laughing.

“Bugger me,” he said. I don’t like to repeat it, but that’s what he said as he tried to get up. There he was, wet through, in his underpants, his trousers round his knees. Well, you had to laugh.
“Bugger me,” he said, “I wanted to see how it works. I only went in for a shit, and I got a shower and a shampoo into the bargain!”
