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WIN!

S ay ‘so long’ Starbucks and ‘no thanks’ Caffè Nero with this 
Bialetti Moka Express 6-Cup Espresso Maker. This iconic
stovetop pot will produce rich, authentic coffee in minutes.

That’s a promise!
Simply fi ll the bottom of the pot with water up to the mark, pop 

the ground beans into the central funnel, put it straight onto the hob 
and wait for the good stuff to collect in the top, then pour – mmmm…

In a nutshell, it’s easy to use, a breeze to clean, and produces 
perfect drinks every time. Only trouble is, once the word is out that 
you’ve got one of these, you’ll have your friends and neighbours 
queuing up to come round for a latte or two – just make sure they 
bring the biccies! We’ve got three to give away. Simply answer the 
prize question…

A Bialetti 
stovetop 
coffee pot!
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FOLLOW FLO TO PAGE 45

For your chance to win, simply answer 
my prize question below. See p47 to enter.

PQ1: The line, ‘Got your lipstick mark still on my 
coffee cup’ is from which Take That song?

A) Back For Good   B) These Days
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Real
people

But how on earth did you tell 
strangers your medical condition 
turned you into a streaker?

Still, it didn’t put David Lyon 
off, who I met through friends 
when I was 30.

When we fell for 
each other, it was 
awful having to 
tell him about my 
problem, in case 
I stripped when he was with me! 

Luckily, rather than dumping 
me as a freak, he promised to 

stand by me. We 
even had two kids 
together – Kieran, 
in 2005, and Megan, 
three years later.

David and my 
friends were all used 
to my seizures, but 
strangers were 
totally shocked. 

So now, coming 
round in 

And I never bothered to explain 
myself. Who would?

When I found myself  naked 
in public, I was so embarrassed, 
I was desperate to get away.

‘I’m surprised I haven’t been 
arrested for indecent exposure,’ 
I joked to David.

I’d learned to make light of  it, 
but I hated having no self-control. 

Once, I had an episode when I 
was in hospital for routine tests.
I stripped off  and ran around my 
bed, swearing loudly!

Another time, I was at home 
folding some laundry… Then 
I came to, finding myself  starkers 
apart from a pair of  my toddler’s 
pull-up pants! 

‘Silly Mummy,’ I laughed 
nervously as Megan looked at 
me, confused.

I’m not sure why my episodes 
turn me into an exhibitionist.

When I was well, I wouldn’t be 
seen dead naked in public! 

My kids became so used to 
seeing me have one of  my ‘funnies’, 
as we called them, that Kieran 
started filming me on his mobile, so 
I could see how bonkers I’d been! 

Because of  my seizures, I now 
have a permanent 
carer – my cousin, 
Kerensa Hill, 35.

Either she, Mum, 
David or the kids must 
be with me at all times.

I can’t drive or even cross the 
road with the kids in case I black 
out, and I can’t take them out on 
my own in case we get into danger.

If  I do sneak out alone – like 
when I went to Wilkinson’s 
– I normally regret it!

I’ve even lost my handbag and 
phone when I’ve passed out, and 
had no idea where they’ve gone. 
They could have been stolen for 
all I can remember.

Partly due to my condition, 
me and David recently split up, 
although we’re still living together.
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� As told to Andrea Leebody & Nick Pritchard
(features@realpeoplemag.co.uk)

Leanne Lyon, 41, 
Duston, Northamptonshire

Me and David with 
Kieran and Megan

I don’t want my kids to end up 

with the job of caring for me

My mum has 
been a great 
support to me

I often get the 
urge to strip 
in the aisles!

I’m trying to raise 
£95,000 
to have 
surgery

so bizarrely that 
I’d end up laughing 
madly, swearing, 
wetting myself, and 
generally acting 
a bit loony!

After being 
diagnosed, I tried 
to get on with life 
as best I could but, 
sadly, my episodes 
grew worse with age. 

In my teens, I’d laugh 
for a few seconds and get 
a funny feeling in my 
arms. But, by my late 
twenties, I started wetting 
myself  during seizures, 
forcing me to wear thick 
incontinence pads.

Mortifying, it was a bit 
like sleepwalking, and I 
had no idea what I’d done 
during a seizure till I came 
to seconds or minutes later.

In my twenties, I’d 
started an admin job for a 
bank, and while I loved the job, 
I dreaded it, too, going through 
countless office chairs because 
I was always wetting myself.

‘How can I live like this?’ 
I’d wail to Mum. But despite 
numerous tests and medications, 
nothing seemed to control my fits.

So, imagine my horror when –
as if  wetting myself  wasn’t bad 
enough – I started stripping off, too! 

Doctors simply told me that 
the condition made sufferers 

act oddly. 

Mum Leanne’s rare brain 
condition had a very 
unusual side effect…

IN THE BUFF!
Research into HH is limited in 

the UK, but treatment is available 
in the US, so I’m trying to raise 
the £95,000 I need for life-changing 
keyhole brain surgery. 

So far, I’ve raised £2,500 through 
local karaoke and disco nights. 

I don’t want my kids to be 
saddled with being my carers, 
and I want to be independent. 

I just hope that one day doctors 
in this country will find drugs that 
can help me.

In the meantime, I’ll make sure 
I’m always wearing nice knickers, 
just in case I strip off  in public!

What is 
hypothalamic 
hamartoma?
Hypothalamic hamartoma (HH) is 
a non-cancerous brain tumour found in 
the hypothalamus – the area of the brain 
which produces hormones that control 
thirst, hunger and sex. 

The lump is formed while growing in 
the womb and symptoms usually start in 
early childhood. These include gelastic 
seizures (laughing, giggling, smirking) or 
dacrystic seizures (crying or grunting), 
developmental delays, early puberty, poor 
social skills and emotional difficulties.

Although the cause is still not known, 
the condition is extremely rare, affecting 
just one in 200,000 people worldwide.

Since the tumour is deep within the 
brain, it is difficult to treat, and sufferers 
normally try to control their symptoms 
through medication. In the US, new 
treatments include keyhole brain surgery 

to remove the 
lump.
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I often get the 
urge to strip 
in the aisles!

I 
loved Wilkinson’s 
– it was one of  
those shops where 
you could find 
anything… even things 

you never knew you needed!
So, here I was, on a Wednesday 

afternoon, taking a peek at what 
was on offer down the pressure 
washer aisle.

Uh-oh, a familiar feeling 
had started to tingle through 
my body…

Maybe I had time to make 
a mad dash for it. But no. It was 
too late…

Giggling uncontrollably, 
I dumped my shopping basket 
on the floor, before dropping 
my trousers and knickers!

Fellow shoppers stared at me 
aghast. I guess it wasn’t every day 
that you caught a middle-aged 
housewife in her birthday suit in 
the middle of  a high street store!

I hadn’t been drinking though, 
and I wasn’t after attention… 
even though this wasn’t the first 
time I’d done it. 

In fact, I’d been getting my kit 
off  in shops for 15 years! 

The reason? I had an extremely 
rare brain condition, known as 
hypothalamic hamartoma (HH), 
which I’d suffered with all my 
life – although my diagnosis had 
finally been made, after scans, 
when I was 29.

Similar to epilepsy, the 
condition caused sufferers to 
have sudden fits.

Caused by a 6mm lump lodged 
deep inside my brain, medics 
explained it was too risky to 
remove it through surgery.

I simply had to live with it 
and take medication to reduce 
the number of  attacks.

If  only it was that easy!
The seizures made me behave 

Wilkinson’s, 
in the buff, 
I wanted the 
ground to 
just swallow 

me up!
‘Are you OK?’ 

the store manager 
asked as I turned 

beetroot red. 
Thankfully, he 

realised I was ill 
and didn’t call the police.

But I didn’t hang around 
to provide an explanation, 
stammering, nervously, 
‘A-absolutely fine,’ before 
quickly pulling my clothes on 
and rushing out of  the shop.

On the bus home, I phoned 
David. 

‘I bet you gave them 
a right eyeful!’ he mocked, 
playfully, when I told him 

what had happened.
He was getting used to my naked 

performances…
Three years ago, I’d had a fit 

when I’d popped into my local 
taxi office to order a cab, laughing 
maniacally and tearing off  
my clothes!

Of  course, I had no idea what 
people said when it happened, 
as I was oblivious to everything 
until the ‘attacks’ were over. 

Most people were pretty kind, 
though…

A couple once helped me when 
I started stripping in the middle 
of  the road!

Thankfully, I was pretty well-
known in my area, so most locals 
knew I was having a funny turn 
– although there were bound 
to be people who just thought 
I was mad! 

Shoppers were 
staring at me!
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