EDGAR STENE PRIZE 2015 TAKING CONTROL OF MY LIFE:
WORKING TOGETHER WITH HEALTH PROFESSIONALS TO ACHIEVE MY PERSONAL GOALS

Triin Pobbol

Joy from walking in any weather

With my mother Liive

Loves me,
loves me not...
Triin Pobbol
Estonia
My name is Triin
Pobbol. I am 30 years
old and work in a local
county of Estonia as a
director of the
development and
planning department. I
am currently single and
live in Paide which is
my hometown.
I read about the contest from
ReumaKiri which is published
once a quarter and issued by
the Estonian Rheumatism
Association. After reading about
the contest, I decided to share
my thoughts and feelings about
the disease.

“He loves me, he
loves me not. That’s
what daisies were
made for” sang a
beloved Estonian
singer a couple of
decades ago. The
daisy was one of my
favourite flowers
during my happy and
sunny childhood. I
loved running around
in meadows and
sometimes I would
squat and pick
daisies. There were
times when I plucked
the petals off the
flowers to see
whether I was loved
or not. Many years
have passed and it
may be strange, but
I miss squatting
more than I miss
picking daisies.
Squatting is actually
where the story of
my illness started.
Loves me, loves me not…
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“There’s nothing
wrong with you”
It was summer 2012. It was just
like any other Estonian summer
– warm and sometimes rainy. I’d
gone to discover southern
Estonia with some family and
friends, and one evening I went
to tuck in my little cousin. I don’t
know what made me squat as I
was holding the child in my arms,
but the pain that jolted through
my left knee was unspeakable.
Once I’d stopped crying, I
decided to immediately show my
aching knee to a doctor and
that’s how I ended up in A&E for
the first time. The very first visit
among many… I was injected
with a painkiller which allowed
me to sleep peacefully, at least
that night, and given a simple
diagnosis – “there’s nothing
wrong with you”.
Loves me, loves me not…
There are actually several doctors
who have given me this simple
diagnosis – “there’s nothing
wrong with you”. Even before I
ended up seeing a
rheumatologist, I tried showing
my knee to an orthopaedist and
a surgeon. One day, I ran into a
friend as I was leaving the clinic.
“What’s the matter with you

then?” my friend asked. “Well, I
was told again that there’s
nothing wrong with me,” I
answered as tears started rolling
down my cheeks while I was
standing there in the middle of
the street. Because there’s one
thing that’s worse than pain, and
that’s not knowing what’s
causing it.
Now I know that polyarthritis is a
disease that doesn’t start by the
book. Every person is different
and that’s why the way the
disease progressed was also
different. Almost every book
about rheumatism says that the
disease first affects small joints
and the joints ache in pairs but, in
my case, it took a long time
before 10-odd joints became
affected by the disease instead
of just one knee.
Loves me, loves me not…
It was a long road that finally took
me to my present doctor and this
doctor’s wonderful nurse. I have
the best family doctor possible,
who has written me mountains of
different referrals and constantly
keeps an eye on my progress.
Even after I hadn’t been able to
sleep properly for nights (my
joints were stiff because of the
arthritis and it was bothering me)
and it was plain to see that I was
limping, some doctors still

Needles are uncomfortable, but I
am not afraid to inject myself

Family support is very important: with my brother and cousins on my
grandmother’s 100th birthday

wanted to convince me that there
was obviously nothing wrong
with me. The computer scan
showed no injury and the blood
test showed no inflammation. If
the textbooks say that everything
is fine, then everything IS fine.

knowing what the future may
hold – were (and sometimes still
are) unbearable to me.

“Everything
IS fine”
Later on, fluid started
accumulating in my aching knee
so I had to have the fluid
removed. The doctor who carried
out the procedure looked like he’d
watched the scariest horror movie
the night before and was now
eager to try something horrible on
me. It really hurt so much that I
almost passed out. Although I’ve
had this procedure done to me
several times since then, it’s never
hurt again. So it does depend on
the doctor, after all.

And then there’s the pain. The
all-encompassing pain. I can say
that my doctor started to
understand me. Yes, they also
did tests, looked at images and
assessed my joints. But they
listened. Once, there was a long
queue behind the doctor’s door. I
thought it looked like a conveyor
belt and I wouldn’t have the time
to tell the doctor about my
concerns. But no, they listened to
me and dealt with my concerns.
Thanks to them, I’ve been
receiving biological treatment for
six months and, earlier today, I
signed my consent to take part in
the tests of a biological drug for
the next 266 weeks of my life. I
trust this doctor with my life.
Loves me, loves me not…

Loves me, loves me not…

The husband is the head and the
woman the neck in the family
and, likewise, every good doctor
needs a dependable nurse who
supports and helps the doctor.
My doctor’s nurse Kati seems to
be just like that.

Things have to get really bad
before they can get better, and
this is why I finally ended up
seeing my present doctor. This
doctor’s determination and
desire to help me has given me
back the joy of life that I was
about to lose. The symptoms of
polyarthritis – the extreme fatigue
and the weight increase caused
by medication – as well as not

The first time I met Kati, she
learned that I hated having my
blood taken. I just passed out in
her room. After that, she has
tried to hit the thin veins in my
arms dozens of times. But if the
blood doesn’t want to come out,
it won’t come out. One time I
noticed that Kati was seriously
worried that she would hurt me
and I would get dizzy again and

“It does depend
on the doctor”

maybe we should go to the
blood centre, as the only thing
the nurses working there do all
day is stick needles into people
and draw out blood. “But you’ve
always done it, so you can do it
today as well,” I said to console
her and, indeed, she managed to
take my blood once again. I trust
her with my life as well.
Loves me, loves me not…

“This doctor
was determined
to help me”
My journey to biological
treatment and the hope that one
day I may wake up and feel no
pain at all has been a long one. I
know that, although I’m only 30
years old, I’ve found myself a
“lovely companion” in the shape
of inflammatory polyarthritis and
this companion will stay with me
until the end of my days. Yes, the
biological drug makes it easier,
prednisolone and diclofenac and
other drugs also make it easier,
and I have the support of my
doctors, but… One Sunday
when I was laying in bed and
going crazy with the pain and the
exhaustion, I made a decision: I
would become my own biggest
critic, friend and lover.

everything in you is in pain
except for the nail on your left big
toe and the seventh hair in your
right eyebrow makes it
particularly difficult.
One of my friends urged me to
go for walks in the morning to
kick-start my days. This morning
exercise with the stiffness of
joints is even more difficult – it’s
not just sleep trying to hold you
back, the pain also gets in the
way. My friend promised to come
with me the first time, but she
was still fast asleep at the agreed
time. I have managed to
kick-start my days with these
walks on several mornings, but
being mobile in the evenings is
still more my thing.
Today, I will also go for a small
round of Nordic walking in my
hometown to celebrate the start
of the biological drug tests that I
will be a part of for the next 266
weeks. I don’t care about the
snow and storms and the dark
Estonian winter – I feel that my
good doctor, the drugs that work
a little and my will to love myself
give me some hope. I’ve decided
to live my life as well as possible
with the disease I’ve got.
Therefore, loves me, loves me
not… I LOVE!

I decided to move every day. The
hardest and longest step for
anyone trying to exercise is from
the sofa to the front door, but
doing it when it feels like
17

