Kimberly Marshall Condon “My Gut”

I entered Regis College in 1992, right after graduating from Marian High School. Most of
my college life I lived in pain. A doctor told me I was a “nervous Nellie” and the pain in
my stomach was imagined. He also felt [ was “too young” to have this kind of pain. My
pediatrician knew me well enough to know [ wasn’t making things up in my head. My
diagnosis of Guillian Barre Syndrome in 1989 (age 15) was by this special doctor, so I
decided to consult him about my gut pain. He agreed that most likely I had an ulcer so he
prescribed Zantac and [ underwent an endoscopy to reveal a red, irritated stomach
lining, Thankfully the Zantac helped relieve the pain and nausea, but diarrhea began to
really put a cramp in my lifestyle as a sophomore in college. I thought it had to do with
weakness from the GBS paralysis, so I just “lived with it.”

[ was given the opportunity of a lifetime to sing in Rome, [taly for Pope John Paul II. At
one point I thought taking the trip was ridiculous, especially since [ never really knew
when the diarrhea would come, but my faith helped me to enjoy this wonderful trip.
Upon my return [ went trough many sigmoidoscopies, with the diagnosis of Irritable
Bowel Syndrome (1994). Years passed and so did my social life. I was scared to go out
and socialize, because so often [ would find myself in utterly embarrassing situations. I
remember one time being at a boyfriend’s house and having a “bathroom emergency.” He
and his mother were sitting in the kitchen, which was very close to the bathroom. I
stayed in that bathroom for two hours, mortified that I had an “accident™. His mother
kindly knocked on the door and said her son went upstairs, I never saw him again.

My life continued on, as | was mostly happy. I was blessed with a wonderful supportive
family, great friends and a very rewarding job. Though many times [ would decline offers
to go out with friends and co-workers, because [ was afraid of how my gut would react.
Most of my friends were patient with me, but I grew so tired of being afraid of my own
body. I remember finally one spring day agreeing with a friend to meet her and others in
Boston. On my way down the Mass Pike, I had to turn around, as I could feel the
churning and pain starting in my system. For some reason it seemed like my body was
rejecting me, why?

I graduated from college in 1996 and then went on to work in a long-term care facility.
The pain and diarrhea continued, as my social life went down the tubes. I rented an
apartment in August 1996 and lived alone for eight years, as I did not want to have to
explain my “bathroom habits” to anyone. Continued sigmoidoscopies continued to show
nothing, but the doctor told me I had “spasm” and I should “calm down”... what???? The
same doctor also asked me, “Do you drink, smoke or do drugs?” No, No and No. They just
could not seem to figure out what was wrong,

Finally in 2001, I switched doctors and chose a Gastroenternologist as my Primary Care
Physician, since my problem centered on my gastric system. She too thought [ was
“nervous” and should get a job that was less stressful. “I'm an Activity Director for Nuns”, [
said, “I'm not stressed!” She never once did a colonoscopy or blood tests to see if
something else was going on.

In March 2004, I took a trip to England/Scotland with the Regis College Glee Club. It
was eerie, because my trip to Italy with Regis College, was exactly a decade before. Both
trips were similar, in that I was singing/performing, but also feeling horrible and really
questioning whether or not I should go. This trip was very special to me, as I really
wanted to see Scotland, the land that the Marshall Family came from. No way was |






