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	My encounter with Prof. Pinching 

	Since Professor Anthony Pinching is Chairman of the Department of Health's "CFS/ME" Service Investment Steering Group UK, most heavily involved in the scientifically fraudulent PACE and FINE trials and directly associated in the wasting of over £11.1m of British taxpayers’ money in this regard and also Medical Director of the AfME charity that is being investigated by the NHS Fraud Squad, it would seem appropriate at this juncture to publish a Pinching encounter with a most severely affected ME/CFS patient. 

The irony of this account of dealings with Pinching will not be lost on ME/CFS watchers since the patient concerned was until very recently a trustee of the failing Myalgic 'Encephalopathy' Association (MEA) charity whose Medical Adviser is the now notorious Dr. Charles Shepherd. Shepherd and the also notorious Simon Wessely (psychiatrist) have long enjoyed a relationship together as is extremely well known and evidenced by the resignation statement of the previous MEA Chairman Mr. Chris Ellis.

Read up on how Pinching, Chairman of the Department of Health's "CFS/ME" Service Investment Steering Group and prime mover in the waste of £11.1m of British taxpayer's money in relation to the PACE and FINE trials treats a severe ME/CFS sufferer. 

The One Click Group 

--------------------------------------------------------------

From Ciaran Farrell
Ex-Myalgic 'Encephalopathy' Association charity trustee

My encounter with Prof. Pinching

I spoke to Prof. Pinching in 1998, when I was trying to get to see an ME specialist, privately. I needed to get a private referral because my GP would only send me to a psychiatrist, on the basis that my illness was precipitated/caused by a psychological trauma about which I was supposed to be in "denial" because I have "repressed" the memory of that event from my conscious mind.

My GP, however, wanted me to name the trauma so he could arrange the appropriate "help" for me from a psychiatrist. My GP at one time thought that I may have Hysterical Conversion Disorder. There was, and indeed is, no such trauma, but he would not believe that. If I went to his psychiatrist, then it would be on the basis of my confession to a trauma I did not have. I would be damned by that confession. If I had refused to play the "name the trauma game" with my GP, then he would simply have condemned me for not cooperating with him and would sever all support and assistance, including his refusal to answer letters from all and sundry, including local authority Councillors and even my MP.

This is why I no longer have a GP. I have to say that a greater absence of nothing over the past few years has not been any worse than the neglect I suffered at the hands of this GP, and his colleagues. The interesting point about this piece of my personal history for the broader ME community is that the self same GP would write ME on my Medical Certificates and reports for the Benefits Agency so I could claim State Benefits. I was therefore engaged in a struggle with my GP and his colleagues about what the term ME meant to the doctors who diagnosed it at that surgery, including my GP, and what they thought ME represented - a mental, or a physical illness.

I needed to be able to access various medical and social services to enable me to cope with the severity of my ME, so I was forced to look outside the NHS to gain recognition of my illness as a physical medical condition. My plan of action was to twist the arm of my GP and the other doctors at his GP surgery with testimony from an ME expert or specialist that I was, and I still am very severely physically affected by ME, which is a physical, and not a psychological medical condition. It would therefore become apparent to my GP that I did qualify for NHS and Social Service provision for the physically ill, and if he refused to do so, I would launch a formal complaint against him to the then Health Authority.

The point about my contact with Prof. Pinching is this - in order to get a private referral I had to see a private GP, with a proposal which I could put to the private GP for a referral to a suitable specialist. This had already taken up one expensive private consultation with the private GP. I started telephoning around. I was not particularly impressed by the various massed ranks of secretaries I had to go through to speak to Prof. Pinching himself. However I did!

The following is an almost verbatim record of our conversation :-

I related the above to him, but I did not mention the bit about the complaint, to which he responded, "Yes, well, GPs are not very well clued up about all this CFS business. I run a special clinic, I should know! The tales of woe I hear from my patients about their GPs would make your hair stand on end. Have you been hospitalised for your condition?" he asked.

"Yes. In May 1995, I was forced to see a psychiatrist, and it all went wrong from there."

His reply was "I see, well, there is a lot of it about, well you can't blame the GPs all the time, when the hospitals are not up to much can you?"

"No", I said, "I blame the lot of them; they ought to have more common sense, no proper tests and investigations, no dialogue with the doctors because they won't discuss my case with me, and then zit, psychiatry! It's like being sent to the Russian Front, you know!"

I thought I had overdone it at this point, but his reply was coolly professional, "Yees, I can imagine that, But don't let it worry you, help is at hand."

He told me that in response to my question "What is your view of ME, and how do you treat it?", was "I see ME as CFS, and that is my view, there is no difference between them, only the name. Everybody will come to see this in time."

"I err, see", I gasped, "and the err, treatment?"

"Now, then", he breezed, "It's really quite simple, you do a little more each day, exercise, you know, until you're back to your old self, again. But! It has to be done under strict medical supervision, that's the key! Some people don't take to it, they get fearful, and fret, you see, most of them get worse before they get better. There is a bit of discomfort involved in proceedings, it's not a bed of roses, puts some people off!"

I realised that I would have to respond positively to this or I simply would not get anywhere, or find out anything. I decided to take the tack that I was not afraid of either hard work or having to pay in pain in order to achieve any gain. I said, "Not me, I used to be a good amateur athlete. I did weight training. I'm not troubled by the body's response to physical exercise, racing heartbeat, aching muscles, pain! It was how I was trained."

His response was jubilant, "Excellent! That's the spirit, I'll have you better in no time!" "Look", he said seizing the initiative, can you come in and see me next week, we can talk more about it then, I can always squeeze in another one at the clinic."

I had not expected the doors to an appointment with him to open like sesame. I had a problem, and I needed to break my actual state of health and the severity of my disability to him gently, or I might loose the opportunity that had magically been dangled in front of me. "I'd love to, but I can't", I said, thinking it had all been going so well up till then.

"Why ever not!?", he was stunned.

"Well I have not been able to stand up for three months, now, and I don't think I am going to be back on my feet by next week, and even if I was, which I have to say is not likely, I would not be up to travelling to your clinic, I am afraid, sorry!"

He was both shocked and surprised, and his response was completely unqualified by the previous careful choosing of words that was evident in his tone. "Good God! Are you serious!?!"

"Yes, I am", I replied gravely.

"B.. B.. But, how do you.. I mean,.. How do you, look after yourself?" He was somewhat incredulous, and he did not seem to mind that it showed in his tone of voice.

I did my best to remain calm and to convey to him the truth of the reality of the situation I was in, "I crawl on the floor, between the kitchen, and the toilet, and then back, when I can, for food and water. I live on one of those blow up inflatable rubber mattresses, on the floor of my living room."

"And what help do you have?", his reply was very quick on the return, as if he expected the entire state of affairs that I had related to him to be annulled by copious quantities of medical and social services.

"None", I replied, "except my friends and neighbours sometimes go to the shops for me, without them, well I would starve, and I would not survive, quite literally!"

"This is your worst, then is it?", he asked, then, a lot of the bounce had gone from his voice, and I realised that he was only now beginning to grasp the reality I was trying to convey to him.

"No", I replied evenly, "sometimes I have to crawl on my belly, ..And there are times when I can not even do that."

The tension between us was palpable down the 'phone, and a note of desperation and incredulity was now noticeable as he said, "What happens then, surely you must get help, from someone?"

"No", I said, calmly, realising that the gravity of the situation was sinking in to him, and that as a consequence he had forgotten all about his previous sales pitch. "I have to grin and bear it until I get better, and then I can clean myself up, and then use a 'phone to get a friend to help me. I have to clean up first; it upsets my friends when they see me like that. They think I should have some help from the NHS, or Social Services."

He was indeed getting a bit desperate, and was grasping at the usual straws that there absolutely had to be somebody, "You must have a carer, a wife, fiancés, family...someone!" His voice had reached a loud and shrill pitch.

"No", I said calmly and emphatically. I had had this sort of conversation before, and most times most people did not want to know. I wondered if he still would, but I replied, "My family emigrated to Australia about ten years ago, I am a bachelor."

"Well it isn't CFS, that's all I can say, it can't do that to a person!" It is not possible!?!" He was getting panicky, and very prickly and I didn't like the sound of it, I wondered if I would get "the bum's rush", and as it turned out, I did.

"I..", I began, but he cut me off with "Him, you will have to take it up with him!" He demanded. I recognised from the tone of his voice that he was adamant, and that he had already decided on a final tack to take in our conversation, but he had skipped several steps in his verbal reasoning whilst his thoughts had raced ahead of what he was actually saying. "Who?", I enquired carefully.

"Your GP, with him, not me, there is nothing I can do, nothing to do with CFS, nothing to do with me, at all!" His tone was a loud flat bark of denial.

It shook me, "W - What", I stammered, in incredulity at this sudden turn for the worse. "Yes with him, your GP, not with me, with him. Busy! Got to go! Goodbye!" He hung up.

I concluded from this that Prof. Pinching was into the CBT / GE that many in the ME community know and have reason to hate because it is a psychological strategy to employ the methods and methodology of a Regimental Sergeant Major drilling slovenly habits and a perceived bad attitude out of soldiers on the parade ground. Such methods and the ideology behind them are cruel and brutal and would not be used against a genuinely sick soldier. This of course is the problem, doctors, even those who profess to be experts or specialists in ME still do not really believe that those who suffer from ME are actually genuinely physically ill.

I also thought, perhaps unfairly, that he was more of a salesman, or showman or politician in academic's clothes. I also considered that since he could not handle the seriousness of the situation I was in, that he was a bit of a plonker. Perhaps these judgements are unfair, and unkind, but they are the impressions I was left with. I have to say that I felt a complete rat for being able to ensure that I could make a verbatim record of the conversation.

Ciaran Farrell
Ex-Myalgic 'Encephalopathy' Association charity trustee
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