The Heart of Service

| often divide my life with MS into two parts: BC (Before Chair) and AD (After
Disability).

| was diagnosed with MS in 1988, the beginning of BC. At the time, | think | was in denial. |
dealt with problems as they came up, and | pushed it to the back of my mind. It wasn’t until
1993 when | had a particularly bad exacerbation that AD began. That’s when | went into a
wheelchair.

| was mourning who | was. | was worried | wouldn’t have a good quality of life. | was worried
how I'd be a good wife, mother and woman in the community. | was scared | couldn’t fulfill
these roles. | didn't know where my footing was in life or my sense of purpose.

Gradually, | realized that while my life was different, it didn’t mean it was void of purpose. |
began to get more involved in my community. | got more involved with the MS Society amd
advocated for accessibility. | realized serving others gave me a sense of fulfillment like never
before.

On August 26, 2017, Houston was hit with one the worst natural disasters in America:
Hurricane Harvey. My husband Mike and | lived across from the George R. Brown Convention
Center. Because of the flooding, the city was inaccessible, so my neighbors and | were a
lifeline to get supplies together for the shelter that was to be set up at the Center. Disaster
relief organizations like Red Cross hadn’t arrived yet, so it was on us to take action.

| helped organize donations from our building. Blankets, clothes, supplies for babies, you
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name it. The first night, 500 people stayed at the Center. Within 48 hours, there were 10,000
people. | worked 12-hour days at the shelter for 10 days.

In helping with Hurricane Harvey relief, | realized a lot of crisis situations follow a similar
pattern. At the beginning, everyone is there to help. It’s all hands-on deck, and there’s a
sense of togetherness. But once the initial shock wears off, that’s when it can start to feel
lonely.

After the initial flood of support for my own MS-crisis back in 1993, the dust settled, and | was
forced to deal with the realities of life with this “crisis” on my own. People brought food for
me in the beginning, but it was trying to find someone who’d drive me to the store weeks or
months later that got tricky.

After initial Hurricane Harvey reliefs, | didn’t want people to feel alone, because | knew what
it felt like to navigate the aftermath of a crisis alone. So, | gathered the contact information of
as many people as | could. As of now, | have adopted 27 families and check on them regularly
to address any immediate or long-term needs.

MS has been a unique gift. It's slowed me down to ponder what | really wanted to do with my
life. For me, life would have no true meaningful purpose without serving others.

Before | was diagnosed, | was preoccupied with my children, my social life and felt | didn’t
have time to do anything for anyone else. MS changed my focus—I realized there’s no better
time than now to do something for others. It really put in perspective what matters.

MS is also a mixed bag of emotions. | do wish | had my old body back. | wish | could ride a
bike with my husband or climb a mountain. But to get rid of my MS would mean | would have
to give up the wisdom, resilience and experiences I've learned in living with this disease. |
want to keep the experiences and | want the physical body, but life doesn’t work that way.
And to be honest, the lessons | carry in my heart and head outweigh all the negative
thoughts in my mind.

| know in my heart when I’'m giving back, I'm right where I'm supposed to be. I'm at peace.

Editor’'s Note: To find a volunteer opportunity near you and to learn more, visit the Society
website.
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