

  

    

  




  Dedication




  In memory of my father, Dr. Hans Freimann,




  who passed away on Saturday, June 24, 2023.




  Foreword




  You get more than 70,000 hits on Amazon when you search for the keyword "MS". An overwhelming number in itself. There are descriptions of the "disease of a thousand faces", medical works and biographies, tips, works on various treatment methods. Some even promise a "cure". Whatever this is supposed to look like, it is extremely rarely medically tenable. There are enough charlatans who claim to be "cured", even if you can see that they have the disease. My approach is to describe my life: I was diagnosed with MS in 1993, with the two symptoms required at the time (MRI and cerebrospinal fluid puncture). Nowadays, one of these indications is enough. I now (May 2023) have a GdB of 90 with the signs G, aG and B, care level 4 and an EDSS of 8.0 (on the Kutzke scale: 0 means "no restriction, 10 means "death from MS"). With this little letter, I would like to present one of the 1000 faces - to be continued. I'm not talking about friendships with girls, although I did have some - well into my student days. But they were rather short-lived friendships that then faded away, never ones that were important for the MS. That's why I've left them out here.




  Chapter 1




  Childhood and elementary school




  Even the birth was unusual: "He turned his head" (as my mother tells it) - immediate anaesthesia was the usual consequence. The amniotic sac had already broken before the birth (without anyone noticing). Mother and doctors managed it: I was born on July 10, 1969 at the Freiburg University Hospital. My parents (and then I too) lived in the Kappel district of Freiburg (at Schulerdobel 2). I subsequently received the usual vaccinations against measles, tetanus, smallpox, whooping cough and diphtheria; both I and my sister, who was a good three years younger, had mumps. Childhood illnesses are repeatedly cited as a possible cause of MS. Well, I had a viral illness as a small child. Apart from that, I underwent the scheduled examinations with my pediatrician. Of course, there were no indications that I would later develop MS. Today's memory (fortunately only slightly impaired by MS) only allows me to remember my childhood (lovingly shaped by my mother and father): it was a time of often agonizing nightmares. Like the one where we were out shopping together, then suddenly the parents were gone, and then the lights went out. Or the one where someone threw a pile of dirt at me, which then grew on my head. I'm sure there were many more, but 50 years later they have (mercifully) been forgotten.
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  How did Auntie I get into this device?




  I only have one vague memory of my first day at school (certainly with a big school bag) and the first two years of elementary school: a big fire drill during which the school had to be evacuated.




  When I was just 7 years old, my father was appointed principal at the Hebel Grammar School in Lörrach, a post he was to hold for an incredible 26 years. So we moved nearby, to a terraced house in Steinen, which was notorious as a brown nest. This was quite exciting for us children later on. There was a real forest in the garden, albeit a very small one (in which we siblings often played "Red Mountain Monkey", although I have no idea how the game worked); there was a ladder on the side of the house, which you could use to get to the roof if you were tall enough to reach the bottom rung (as far as I remember, I was quite trembling once at the top). From a tree, you could see straight ahead into the neighbor's bedroom (I climbed up and told my sister everything I could see, presumably the neighbor simply sawed off the necessary branch). Of course, my parents would occasionally want to go to an evening event, so a nanny was hired for us children. Mostly Edith, who we liked very much. Once it was a nanny who wore a T-shirt with the large inscription "22". Since then, we only called her "the one with the stupid twos". She kept threatening us with "I'll smack you in a minute", but nothing happened. I was a real loser at elementary school at first, we were almost a year behind the Freiburg school. To compensate for this, we had a very competent, demanding and supportive teacher in the 3rd and 4th grade, Mrs. W.. I shed many a tear in my last lesson with her. But I met her more often (she has since passed away). We learned a lot from her and treated her with great respect. I was often teased and teased by my classmates until Father H. noticed this in the third grade when we were preparing for First Communion and passed it on to my mother. I don't remember how it went, but it became more bearable. First Communion was a big event, and of course I got sick with excitement. My aunt (my father's older sister by 8 years) and her partner Uncle J. came and we children had great fun when he shamefully hid his picture newspaper under his seat cushion when the priest came for lunch. I started reading parts of the newspaper quite early on (especially "Aus aller Welt" and the soccer results page (I still avoid the business section most of the time)). I was anything but a great sportsman (see chapter 7 "Sport") and it was not unusual for me to have to go to bed at half-time of a soccer match, but at least there was no such bad habit of not letting matches start until 9 pm. I also started learning the recorder. The teacher, Mrs. F., could really scare you with her terrifying teeth and the repertoire was limited to baroque works, but I learned that quite well. Even the fact that my mother regularly had to drive me from Steinen to Schopfheim for lessons was manageable. The only thing I didn't want to understand was that she gave up every piece twice "on principle". "Out of principle", she also insisted that my mother was there. I understood this - probably not entirely wrongly - as a means of discipline. I also had to wear overshoes over my shoes. None of this was necessary, but this way she could be sure that I practiced regularly. To motivate me, I was entered into the "Jugend musiziert" competition at the age of ten. I promptly won first prize in the regional competition (a picture of me even appeared in the Badische Zeitung at the time, I was very proud), and at the state competition, which took place in Heilbronn at the time, I still received a commendation. After that, Mrs. F. was as if she had been replaced. However, it was probably more due to a certain age-related hearing loss that she no longer criticized many mistakes and concentrated more on whether and how my mother reacted. Under her influence, I also began to learn the piano with Mr. F., whom she introduced to me. I disliked him from the start and his financial expectations were not sustainable for us in the long term. At school, Mrs. W. recommended me for grammar school (no wonder, my grades in the exams were between "very good" and "good"), which made my future career clear.
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