
Dear Gillian,  
 I am writing to tell you about the way I was told I have MS.   
 I feel like some sort of oddity in the world of MS because I didn't go through the 
horror stories I've heard and read over the last three and a half years. There was no long 
illness, no being sent from doctor to doctor, no we think it's this or that. It was simple. 
Well, as simple as diagnosing MS goes.  
 It was July 15, 2010. I remember it like I remember my anniversary or my son's 
birthday. I was encouraged to go to my doctor after a few days of back pain, weakness 
in my legs and numbness while going to the restroom. The next fifteen hours are 
something I remember vividly. The day consisted of urgent care, two hospitals, an 
ambulance ride, countless neurosurgeons and neurologists. I believed I had hurt my 
back and I sent my husband to his weekly baseball game. I told countless family and 
friends not to worry about me. The last memory I have of the day was a neurologist 
telling me this was more than a back issue.  
 I was awoken from my restless slumber at 5:45 the next morning, by a nurse who 
prepped me for my second MRI in as many days. This is my first real memory that 
something was truly wrong. I thought, "Why on earth are they waking me with the sun 
for a backache?"  It felt like an eternity over the next few hours while awaiting results. A 
doctor and his nurse appeared at 12:58 in the afternoon. He introduced himself and 
shook my hand. His hands were cold, similar to his personality. He said, "You have 
Multiple Sclerosis and you will need to follow up with a neurologist."  He handed me a 
brochure and left my room.  
 As tears filled my eyes my husband took my hand and I began to sob. I had no 
idea what MS was, what it meant for my future, how it would affect me or how that 
doctor could drop a bomb like that and just leave the room?  My hospital nurse came 
into the room to find me sobbing. She showed concern and empathy but was puzzled. 
When I informed her of the happenings just moments before her arrival she chased 
down the nurse who had accompanied the doctor when he gave me my diagnosis. A 
short time later that nurse returned. She apologized for the doctor and his lack of 
bedside manner, sat on the edge of my hospital bed and began to explain MS. The nurse 
was explaining myelin and I recall something about my body attacking itself. All the 
while my mind wandered. Little did I know at the time, concentration issues are a side 
effect of MS. I had so many questions but didn't know what to ask. Confusion, too, is a 
side effect of MS.  
 I spent a week in the hospital receiving IV steroids, working with physical 
therapy, going through the painful process of a spinal tap and explaining what little I 



knew of MS to family, friends and my employer. Three and a half years later, I'm still 
answering questions I don't always know the answers to. I, like MS, am a work in 
progress.  
 It was a month later when I was able to see a neurologist who specialized in 
Multiple Sclerosis.  As I looked around the waiting room I saw old and young people 
alike. I saw people in wheelchairs, people with canes, and people who looked perfectly 
normal. I was convinced he would tell me there was some sort of mistake, but it wasn't 
meant to be. He looked at me, my husband and my parents and said the words, "You 
have MS."  Again, I cried. I felt sorry for myself but mostly I felt sorry for my dad and 
mom who, I was certain, blamed themselves. I felt sorry for my husband who didn't 
sign up for a wife with a chronic disease for which there was no cure. And, I felt sorry 
for my three and half year old who would grow up with a "broken" mommy.   
 In one month I went from an active wife, mom, daughter to an uncertain future. 
A two-sport college athlete who was still participating in softball, golf, and basketball 
competitively. A mommy who threw countless whiffle balls and blocked soccer balls 
from going in the goal. An employee who managed sixteen future managers. Now I 
prayed MS wouldn't take my legs, my mind or my eyes.   
 As time and my disease have progressed, I'm hopeful in many ways and I've 
educated myself enough to know I will always have a lap for my son to sit on and that's 
a future worth fighting for.  
 Sincerely yours, 
 Karrie Anderson      Grimes, Iowa 
 
 


