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I CAUGHT HIV FROM A BIRD WHO FLEW OVER ME

			This is a pretty unbelievable story but very true at the same time. I was a very quiet and reserved child growing up with not many friends, and very much what they call a loner. This reservation stayed within me until adulthood. For many, they grow into themselves and become confident in later life but for me that reserved and Peter Pan child stayed.

			I grew up staying away from smoking, drugs, alcohol and sex because it just had no appeal for me at all and many people often commented that maybe I should join a monastery and give myself to God but that life or that ‘call’ was not for me, either. I was just a guy who kept away from humanity and the planet I lived on – or the planet I did not live on, some might say. Some people called me Asexual (a person who never has sex); some people called me a homosexual (a person who has sex and is attracted to the same sex); some people said that I was just very quiet and timid and that a girl would come into my life when I was ready, and some people never saw me as a sexual person at all as they looked beyond all of that. But the truth was that I was repressed and I did have a very strong attraction to men but I was afraid of sex because, funnily enough, I did not want to catch a sexually transmitted disease or HIV.

			As I was growing up, I read in the papers and constantly heard of people catching sexually transmitted diseases through not using protection and having far too much sex. After all, many people deem sex as a part of life and it’s just what human beings do to each other to keep the world turning. I looked at life in other ways and not just being born to have lots and lots of sex. I looked at life being much deeper than this and more profound.

			I would watch people going out on a weekend to have lots of sex and drink lots of alcohol and maybe even the odd smoke of drugs in between, their lives full of stress and manic pressure during the week. To me, people looked as if they clung to the weekends to let their hair down and release their tensions out into the open world of the night life. It seemed to me that they woke up on a Monday morning clinging to Friday night, week after week, month after month, year after year, until they grew old and more relaxed with staying in and watching the weekend television and leaving the weekends for the next generation that they brought into the world.

			People like me were very few and far between. I could never really work that one out. All I understood was that we were all different, which made the world a more colourful place in which to live.

			I never used the toilets in school even when I was desperate and bursting to release my bladder or bowels into the urinal or a toilet as all human beings do. I never did, but I would wriggle on the floor or rock and back and forth on a seat to hold in any liquids or solids that wanted to come from me in desperation. I was afraid of contact with a public toilet seat because of other people’s urine or faeces.

			I would get home from school with a really bad stomach and a bladder that I thought had burst. The pain was intense but I went through all of this because there was no way at all I was going to use a public toilet that people had used before me and I did not even know them. I would only use my toilet in my house because I knew who had used it before me and I was far more comfortable in my surroundings.

			I often wondered about people who have sex with each other and then have sex with other people and how they cannot feel put off by this but just accept it at face value; how they do not stop to think about it but just doing it and becoming another sex object. I did not want to be another sex object, another quickie in the corner, another Saturday night shag. I was going to be nobody’s weekend shag or be infected by another person’s bodily fluids. I was whiter than white and I was clean living. I was pure and nobody was going to get me into their bed or get me to smoke a cigarette, or drink alcohol, or do any drugs. I was my own person and I was a perfect citizen and I certainly did not indulge in any recreational activities such as the above as I was far too strong a person and far too good a human being to be part of anything at all that gave so many people so much pleasure but very often heartache at the same time.

			I don’t know if I am a rare breed or not. I guess life is not all about sex, drugs and rock and roll but I believe the majority of humans do love these things. I was just the way I was and happy enough going about my business until that day… that fateful day when a bird flew over me and ruined my life.

			It was a lovely warm day. The sky was as blue as the ocean and the weather hot with no breeze. I could hear people around me laughing and joking and enjoying the summer months and the heatwave. The birds were singing in the trees and I was in my little back garden where I felt safe and comfortable, relaxing and reading a book.

			I was on my sun lounger and I decided to put my legs up, which would then make my whole body feel relaxed. There were birds on the next roof to me building a nest and I was watching them bring bits of straw and grass to the nest. I was not sitting under them but they were flying over me whilst heading back and forth to the nest.

			I was sitting there with them not really bothering me. In fact, it kind of fascinated me to see them building a home up there in the chimney and I just let them get on with it. Out of the blue, I felt a sharp pain in the bottom of my leg and I threw my book up in the air and shouted out in pain. I looked down at my legs and to my horror and worst nightmare, there was a dirty, used needle sticking out of my lower right leg. It must have been hidden within some grass or twigs that the bird picked up and dropped, and like a dart hitting the bullseye, straight into my leg. My body went cold and I could feel the blood drain from my face. My whole body went into shock and I thought, hoped, I was dreaming, but it was reality.

			I pulled the needle out of my leg and the first thing that came into my head was to drop everything and head straight off to Accident and Emergency, taking the needle with me. I was shaking and in utter disbelief that this could happen to me. If I had not put my legs up, then the needle would have missed me by inches. I drove to A&E trying to calm myself and drive rationally, but all that was going through my head was that the needle was infected and I was a victim. The needle could have been a hundred years old or a needle used on the same day, but in any case I was now an innocent victim who had been hurt and maybe even infected by a drug user out there, past or present, and I was now terrified that that drug user whose life was the complete opposite to mine had ruined my life and made my worst nightmare come true.

			I arrived at the A&E department of the hospital and stopped a nurse in her tracks. Shaking and stuttering, I said, ‘I…I have been pricked by a used needle and I need to check if the needle is infected.’

			The nurse went to get a plastic container into which I put the needle and she said she would give it to the proper people who would check it for me. I was asked to take a seat and wait for the doctor to call me. I sat there thinking how much bad luck this was and how misery came into my garden on this day. Something like this could only happen to me and what were the odds? I was hoping and praying that the needle was not infected and that I could go home with nothing to worry about and get on with my life, but if the needle was infected I did not have a clue how I was going to cope with it, let alone get on with my life as it would be my worst nightmare come true.

			It was not long before my name was called and I nervously went in to see the doctor and explained to him what had happened.

			He said, ‘The first thing we are going to do is wash the area where the needle went in with soapy water. I will then test you for HIV, which can take up to six months to come back with a result.

			I said, ‘You mean I have got to wait six months before I can get the results?’

			The doctor asked me to explain to him how the needle looked.

			I said, ‘Well, it was very bloody and I remember there being blood all around the needle.’

			‘In that case,’ he replied, ‘it was probably a recent needle that had been used as it still had blood around it. Anyway,’ he concluded, ‘we have the needle and we will test it.’

			I said, ‘What do I do in the meantime?’

			He recommended counselling while I waited in very slow agony.

			I went home in shock and I could not get my head around it. I looked out onto my patio and the chair was still on its side where I had jerked it over when I was stabbed by the needle. I looked up at the bird’s nest and I just wanted to buy a gun and shoot that bird out of the sky. It was anger coming out. I did not know if I wanted to shoot the bird or the person who might have infected me with HIV.

			For days and weeks, I was like a lost soul waiting in agony for my test results to come back as a negative or a positive. At long last, a letter came in the post for me to attend counselling sessions. It was just somebody I could talk to in an attempt to try and make sense of this nightmare I was living in total isolation.

			


	

MEETING MY THERAPIST - MONTH 1

			Therapist: Firstly, my name is Sonia and I am going to be your counsellor over the next six weeks. Whatever you tell me is confidential and does not go out of this room, apart from if I feel you are a danger to yourself or anybody else, in which case I have to report it.

			Me: I understand.

			Therapist: So where would you like to start? In your own time, now.

			Me: Well, what can I say? My life has been turned upside down by a bird who flew over me. The bird was carrying a used syringe in his pile of nesting material and the needle dropped from his beak and shot like a dart straight into my leg. I kept the needle and I now have to wait at least six months for a diagnosis of HIV positive or negative.

			Therapist: I once had to counsel a mother with a very similar story. Her son was playing on a beach and in the sand was a syringe needle which her son pricked his hand on. She took him straight away to the hospital with the syringe and she was going out of her mind just waiting for the results. It can be such a traumatic time. It’s insane though that a needle would come out of the sky! I always hear of people stepping on needles and being pricked by needles from bins and the floor, but never from the sky.

			Me: Yes, well it can only happen to me and now you have heard of a needle coming out of the sky and jabbing me. Oh god, why me of all people?

			Therapist: Could you touch more on that? I mean what you just said… why you of all people? Why shouldn’t this have happened to you? It could have easily happened to me or anybody. I mean, why not you, then?

			Me: Do you have a family? I mean do you have a husband and the full 2.4 children thing going on?

			Therapist: Yes, I do. I have twin boys and I have been married now for eight years.

			Me: I don’t drink and I don’t smoke and I don’t even have sex, let alone casual sex on a weekend. I don’t abuse my body; I even eat healthily. I go for long walks and I have never been involved in an anti-social crowd of people growing up. I live a very cautious life, never going to a public toilet when I am out of the house, and I have never done drugs. I have been the perfect citizen and here I am, sitting with you today having therapy because I feel dirty and my body might be infected by somebody out there who has the exact opposite lifestyle to me. Some dirty smackhead out there, leaving their needle lying about for some poor soul to jab themselves on.

			Therapist: You’re very angry!

			Me: Goddam right, I am very angry. I have every right to be angry. I am now in the same category as a dirty smackhead. My blood could already be infected. Wouldn’t you be angry if it were you or one of your kids? This should never have happened to me, not somebody like me. I live to please other people. I am the perfect citizen. I am well respected in my community. I keep up appearances. Yes, I am angry this has happened to me.

			Therapist: First of all, to answer your question, yes if it were one of my family, I would be very angry and if it was me, I would be very angry, of course I would be. On the other hand, I would not be brooding over it and spending my days thinking about the consequences of being HIV positive. It would obviously be on my mind but I would not be brooding over it. After all, you could be negative. The chances of your results coming back positive, I believe from research, are very slim anyway. But what I am going to say and what I am picking up on here is a man very bitter about life. Anyway, I think it goes deeper than being very angry with a drug user. I think what has happened to you has brought a lot home to you.
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