
Dear Gillian, 
 I am writing to tell you about the way I was told I had MS. 
 However, before I tell you this I need to tell you a few other things first. 
 First of all I want to tell you that my diagnosis of MS was actually something that made 
me glad. At the time of my diagnosis I was a 46-year-old woman working as a project manager 
with a 16 and an 18-year-old son.  
 Ever since a virus at the age of 18 I had, every now and then, been very tired and 
experienced aches and pains in different parts of my body that for the most part disappeared 
again or got I used to. 
 This was no longer the case in 2010. After a sudden increase in dizziness that 
progressively got worse over a few days I reported myself ill at work and made an appointment 
with my doctor. He said I should make an appointment with a specialist at the hospital. It was a 
busy time at the hospital due to the many of the staff being on vacation, so it took more than 
three weeks before I could get an appointment. All this time I felt increasingly worse due to 
problems with my legs, arms and sight. However, the day of the appointment came and after 
some simple neurological tests I was told, by a very kind doctor about to go on vacation himself, 
that I urgently needed more tests and consequently was admitted on Friday to a special 
program with a whole day of tests including an MRI.  
 After the end of that day I was told, by a doctor I had never seen before, that I had many 
metastasized tumors in my brain that could not be treated. She wanted me to come back on 
Monday to find out what kind of cancer I had. During my consequent hospital stay two things 
became clear: they could not find the source of the cancer and I was slowly feeling better by the 
day. All they could think of at that point was a brain biopsy in another hospital.  
 To make a long story short, the biopsy showed it was not a tumor and I received a 
referral back to the first hospital (with a suggestion I might have  MS). It took another two 
months and more tests before the first hospital was willing to confirm the MS diagnosis; I guess 
this time they wanted to be very, very sure. 
 Looking back I have learned a lot… The saying ‘don’t assume, it makes an ass of you and 
me’ is true… Why ? because 

- ‘positive’ is not always good news 

- doctors are not called specialists for nothing - they look at symptoms through eyes that 
filter out everything that is not their specialty 

- mistakes are made since we are all human and thus not perfect 
 Regards, 
 Jenny 
 
 
Jenny is from the Netherlands. 
	  


