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Hey friends,


Please forgive me for having spelling and grammatical mistakes in my texts. At least in the German books, laugh. I grew up speaking and writing English since my childhood. German spelling and grammar was never my forte. I never wrote any books before 2021/2022 either. Thank you and happy reading.


Your, B. E. Wasner.




B. E. WASNER


RÉSUMÉ- OR THE STORY OF MY LIFE/


IT’S JUST PLAYING THEATER!!


IT’S TWO BOOKS IN ONE JUST AGAIN!


BOOK ONE- AUTOBIOGRAPHY


BOOK TWO ARE ROLE PLAY STORIES!


ONCE AGAIN WRITTEN AND TRANSLATED FROM GERMAN BY B. E. WASNER.


AUTOBIOGRAPHY




Special thanks to my wonderful girlfriend in the United States for proofreading this book for me. I love you sis. [image: ]


And thanks to my wonderful bookstore ladies, for telling me where to go to with my stories to get them printed. With the help of which I could get many great books over the years!
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ABOUT 1975





BOOK ONE



CHAPTER ONE


Hi my name is Berta Edith Schulz, I was born on March 30th. 1953 at 8:10 am in Frankfurt/Main, West Germany, as the daughter of a nurse and a US Army soldier. When I was about six months old, I went to the USA with my parents. From 1953-1956 we lived in Connecticut, USA. My father was around this time in the Korean War. In 1956 we moved to the Panama Canal where I contracted meningitis in 1958 at the age of about 5 1/2. The disease is almost like polio, only much worse because this disease attacks the brain cells deep in the head and destroys them forever. At the time I became ill, almost nothing was known about it other than that there were different variants and that it was almost always fatal. We were 5 children that got sick at the same time. The only one who survived is me, despite of being blind for 7 weeks, despite of having a tracheotomy using a breathing tube to get air, despite of the fact that I was totally paralyzed from the neck down. I was taken to the death room and my mother was told that the child would not live much longer. In spite of all the medication I've been given. I saw the light at the end of the tunnel and was almost there; could feel the warmth, then I was pulled back into life at the age of 6. But not as the healthy child I once was that could even read and write. No, I came back as a newborn that can't even hold its head up or has a solid spine, but like a baby that first has to learn everything it needs to live. Because the love of a mother was stronger than death. God took me back, gave birth to me a second time. In 1959 he went to San Francisco, California, USA. A doctor once said to my mother when I was only 6 years old, "The child will never walk alive, it would be better if she were dead." I proved the doctor wrong. A little later, my father said to me, "If you don't start using your right hand as well as your left hand, I'll get the ax and chop it off, then you don't need it anymore. Then you can get a hand prosthesis. So I learned how to use that hand. In 1960 I started school and for the first two years I had lessons and physiotherapy together on the timetable. In 1962 I was in the 3rd grade and didn't want to go to school any more, my stupid teacher wanted us all to be able to write perfectly in cursive, and I was glad that because of my disability I was just able to use block letters. Then I would be transferred back to the second grade. The best thing that could happen to me. In 1960 my grandmother died in California. On New Year's Eve 1962 we flew to Frankfurt/Main. We lived in Giessen until 1966. Where I went to the American Elementry School from 1963 3rd grade, to the end of the 4 th grade. Then I went to Miller Hill in the 5th and 6th grade until April 1966.
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