
Dear Gillian, 

 I am writing to tell you about the way I was told I have MS.  

 I was told in February 2003 by a neurologist during a clinic visit. I was asked if it would be okay 

if students sat in on the consultation and I agreed. He proceeded to tell me that I did have MS, had 

probably had it for many years but that my symptoms were caused by anxiety as his colleague had 

previously stated. I was delighted, furious, relieved, frustrated and upset. He then said he was 

discharging me.  

 I asked to see the MS nurse and he asked how I knew there was an MS nurse. I told him I’d been 

at school with her and knew that was now her job. He reluctantly referred me to her. 

 This was the end of an almost five year journey. My first major relapse was 11th May 1998 when I 

was admitted to hospital twice within a couple of weeks. When my GP sent me back a third time I was 

seen by a doctor, who I heard speaking to a nurse outside the cubicle I was in. He said that it was 

obvious that all my symptoms were in my head as I’d previously seen a psychologist. This was agreed 

later by yet another doctor who said he’d, “Eat his hat,” if I had something like MS and wanted me to 

see another psychologist. 

 I refused, my GP (my saviour and my sanity) said I should go and prove them all wrong. I went 

and the consultant who had referred me decided there might be some neurological issues and they 

would probably never find out what they were. He did concede that it was not, “all in my mind” after 

this psychologist’s report. 

 No one took the time to ask why I had seen the first psychologist. I wasn’t referred; I had asked to 

see someone. If they had taken the time to ask I would have told them that I had an uncle who liked 

wee girls and I grew up believing I was a bad girl who caused him to touch me. I escaped by marrying 

at 16 but then my husband touched my daughter. I could see it wasn’t her fault; it was his fault, so 

therefore it hadn’t been my fault. Every decision I had made was based on my belief that I was the bad 

one, and then I found out that I wasn’t. In order to help my daughter, I had to fix me so asked for 

counselling instead of being medicated to cope. The social work department helped my daughter, while 

I tried to sort me, but sadly that first psychologist was useless. Then I found Central Scotland incest 

survivors group.  

 Now ten years later, a divorce, a sorted me, two sorted daughters, and believe it or not, a new 

husband, the fact that I had once asked for help prevented my condition from being taken seriously.   

 When I was finally diagnosed, the neurologist agreed with the previous one that I was anxious, 

paranoid, whatever, but pigeonholed me into a category I didn’t belong in. I found out later that these 

two men golfed together. 



 Luckily, the day after my diagnosis visit, my GP had arranged to see me. He told me that we 

didn’t need to bother them again; we had what we needed - a diagnosis! 

 Since then most of my journey with MS has been with the MS nurses and my GP. A new 

neurologist came to Falkirk many years ago and my MS nurse referred me to him for disease 

modifying drugs but he refused after a cursory examination stating that as far as he was concerned the 

course of my disease was benign! 

 That was 2006 and I never saw him again until a few weeks ago, as my MS nurse, my GP and I 

believed my MS had changed to secondary progressive. I told my MS nurse the full sorry story of why 

I was so averse to seeing him. She must have filled him in as he was nice as nine pence and couldn’t 

believe that I was so well (apart from MS). She had told him that I ride, for core strength and my love 

of horses. I’ve qualified as a Nutritionist to eat properly for my condition, and I write for my sanity! I 

won’t be scared to see him again but it’s taken from 1998 to 2014 to get them to realise that I really do 

have MS and the only anxiety I ever had was that they wouldn’t believe me. 

 

Anne F. Brown 

 


