
How My e-motion Therapy Tricycle Changed My Life with MS

More than 22 years ago, when I was 32, I was diagnosed with multiple sclerosis (MS). On the one hand, I felt relieved; on the other, my world came crashing down. For more than 10 years, I had been experiencing PAIN in my legs all the way up to my torso, and fatigue (severe tiredness as a side effect of MS) was my constant companion. No one could figure out why I was in such pain. Among other things, it was blamed on psychological factors (my parents’ painful divorce). I never took the medications I was prescribed. After all, I didn’t have any mental health issues; at 25, I was firmly established in life with two children. Some time and many sleepless nights later, I had an appointment with a neurologist. After the examination, I was given a new appointment for a consultation. Naively, I went to this appointment, which took everything out of me! Without warning, the neurologist immediately diagnosed me with MS and handed me a brochure. It knocked the wind out of me; to this day, I can’t remember how I drove home! The doctor didn’t care at all. Since I had already been in the midst of an MS flare-up for several days at that point, it would have been absolutely essential for the doctor to have advised me to come to the appointment not alone, but accompanied by someone. My younger son turned 9 that day, and for me, it felt like the end of the world.

A few days later, I was admitted to the hospital because, in addition to the pain in my legs, I had lost control of my bladder. Another test (a lumbar puncture) was performed. I had no idea I would be treated like that—like a piece of dead meat. It was terrible. I was at the end of my rope and had been pricked in the back 13 times. Then I said, “That’s it, I’ve had enough.” But they just placed a Temesta lozenge (a sedative) under my tongue and carried on. The person performing the lumbar puncture was a trainee, and the statement that one has to learn on people was of little comfort to me. I had heard that phrase so many times already; once was enough! Finally, the ordeal was over, and an anesthesiologist took over in the operating room.

The doctors then decided to admit me to a rehabilitation center. As if in a dream, I went along with it and hoped for improvement. I had a hard time finding childcare for my children, since my husband received no support from his employer. During this rehab, I was reminded every day of what lay ahead; it was clear it wouldn’t be pleasant. There, a wheelchair was measured and ordered. I never want to experience being locked away on a mountain with no options again.

When I was back home, things went on as before. I hadn’t even received therapy at the rehab center, just medication. There was one silver lining, though: an application for a wheelchair was filed with the disability insurance. But the excruciating pain remained, and I suffered constantly; the medication—20 pills a day—didn’t help at all, except that I dozed off more or less all day long.

It was foreseeable that my younger son would have problems at school, since no consideration was given to the fact that his mother was terminally ill and in pain at home. A few weeks later, after many low points, he was placed in a school outside our local community, where he stayed from Sunday evening to Friday afternoon. My older son was already in a special education school, as it wasn’t possible to accommodate him in the public school (oxygen deprivation at birth, medical malpractice). With a heavy heart, I had to let my younger son stay at this school outside our community, and he only came home on weekends. This time was very difficult and sad for all of us.

It was precisely during this time that an MS specialist told me I had 7 to 8 years left to live; SHIT, more bad news.

It was very hard for my husband, who had been in shock ever since my diagnosis anyway, since he could clearly see in rehab what was coming his way. And for the children, of course, it was very hard either way, since they could see how everything was falling apart. We had so many plans for the future that could only be realized if we were able to work and in good health. So I was literally useless. How was I supposed to go on? The pain was still there, after all.

How many times did I think during that time: Please God, deliver me. My cousin then said, “Come on, let’s go visit your father in the Caribbean.” She accompanied me (in a wheelchair) on this two-week trip. It was rather difficult to travel with someone who was in very poor health and in a wheelchair. A huge thank you to my cousin for taking this trip with me. Since I felt much better there, I repeated the trip about three times. Life is different in the Caribbean; the people there have time and aren’t in a rush. Of course, I loved the Caribbean music, the rhythmic dances, and the language. Since I had been to French-speaking countries at age 14 and really liked the French language there as well, this didn’t surprise me. I knew that if I wanted to learn the language, I’d have to communicate with people on the street and look things up in a dictionary. Soon I was able to chat with the locals without the apps that exist today. My attitude has always been that you should speak the language spoken in the country, and lo and behold, I was able to learn it—despite my MS. The locals, the police and military, who often conducted spontaneous street checks, and even the lawyer, were quite amazed that I had such a good command of their language. But all too often, my thoughts revolved around the few years I had been told I had left. Was that it now? Then I made a decision: Since I had much less pain in the Caribbean island of and the warmth did me good, I wanted to build a small house with a zinc roof here on my father’s land. I did a little research, as I wanted to find out why I had less pain here and could move my legs better. One possibility could be the proximity to the equator. MS was unknown on this island in 2007 and 2008. I looked for a doctor and wondered if he would know about MS. I was lucky that he was familiar with the disease and also knew how to respond in an emergency. I was very surprised, as there was a huge difference between Switzerland and the Caribbean back then.

After I returned home, things continued in the same old pattern: pain, medication, problems, stress. I wondered whether I should continue living like this for the little time I had left, or move to a warmer country where my health was better. A woman with a chronic illness and in a wheelchair? If not now, then when? To make this happen, I wanted my husband to be able to live his life the way he wanted, because no one wants a sick wife at home. There were many arguments, including about money, and then there were some people who questioned my trips to the Caribbean. Sometimes I wondered why the people in my village didn’t want to understand that I felt better there. Here I lay in bed all day with pain and strong numbing medications. It became increasingly clear that a divorce was necessary. Either way, it was for the best, since, according to a MS specialist’s prognosis, I didn’t have long to live. Of course, my husband agreed only reluctantly, but he, too, saw no other way. So I transferred sole custody to him and went to the Caribbean. I was there for a total of 19 months. To live independently, I had a small, barrier-free house built with a tin roof, a bathroom, three rooms, and a kitchen. To make this happen, my cousin gave me a loan of 30,000 Swiss francs. I am very grateful to her for that.

There I met a man and married him, as I believed my MS had gone into remission. This allowed me to immerse myself in a different life. What is normal for us is not normal in the Caribbean. Electricity was one of the daily problems I faced. I relied on a fan that allowed me to cool my hot legs at night. My nerve pathways were damaged, so my body couldn’t tolerate high temperatures (which led to almost unbearable, burning legs). In the cold, they felt like ice and were, unfortunately, almost unbearable as well. If I had anything in the fridge, there would surely be several days without power, so I had no choice but to buy ice from a small street shop and fill a box with my groceries. These small shops (called “colmados” in the Caribbean) had powerful generators, so they could operate for much longer without a power supply, but it was still very difficult. Water was another major problem. My father and his workers had dug a well specifically for this purpose.
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Since I needed water, I paid to have pipes run all the way to my little house. Now nothing could go wrong, I thought. But I was wrong, because there were still days— —when there was no electricity and my water tank on the roof was empty! Sometimes I bought drinking water by the gallon to shower, cook, and wash dishes. Of course, that wasn’t a daily occurrence, thank goodness. There was a time when my then-Caribbean husband came home from work and said, “You need to fill up your car with gas, because there won’t be any left tomorrow.” I asked him how that was possible, and drove off to fill my tank, hoping the nightmare would soon be over. It did pass, after about a week. But then a hurricane came, which had weakened somewhat as it swept across the island until it reached us. In the fall, you had to expect these storms, but I didn’t know that at the time and was already a little afraid that it might hit my little house. The storm passed through, and I was lucky, because 20 minutes away from me, several zinc roofs and power poles were swept away like toothpicks. When the storm was over, a crowd gathered on the street to take stock of the damage. I was very surprised that the residents took it all in stride and were glad that no one had been hurt. Their motto in life was: Live for today; whatever comes tomorrow will be fine! You have to imagine that very few of them had money set aside for an emergency, but they were happy with the way they lived, in simple, humble circumstances. They knew nothing else. For me, as a Swiss person, this was hard to comprehend between 2006 and 2008. From all these experiences—some of them very frustrating—I learned what it means to have WATER and ELECTRICITY. It opened my eyes to how good we have it in Switzerland. My illness remained stable, though the homesickness for my children caught up with me every day.

I was wrong once again… as always, the severe flare-ups came suddenly. One affected my eyes, causing me to go blind in one eye within a short time. It was very hard, as I was now completely dependent on my Caribbean husband and his family, who helped me immensely in managing my daily life. Of course, I had to consult specialists, and it became necessary to undergo infusion therapy with cortisone. It took a few weeks for my eye to recover (20–30% vision loss) and for me to be able to drive again on my own and manage daily life. No sooner had I regained control than the next ordeal began. During a checkup at the clinic, something was discovered in my abdomen. I had to undergo two abdominal surgeries (cancer ran in the family). In 2007 and 2008, the Caribbean was a third-world country, but I was advised against flying. Without complications and with great help from my Caribbean husband, everything went well.

Fortunately, it wasn’t cancer. Back home, I would have gone to a rehab center afterward; there, my Caribbean husband cared for me in the mornings before work. At noon, he picked me up and took me to his mother, who herself had an amputated leg and was confined to a wheelchair. I was very grateful to her, as she always stood by my side with advice and support. THANK YOU, Ana Mercedes. Over time, I was able to gradually reduce my initial dose of 20 pills a day to just 2. The pain became more bearable, but the fatigue remained. I felt homesick every day; my longing for my children was intense. I wanted to go back to Switzerland. As often as I could, I called my children (unfortunately, WhatsApp didn’t exist back then).

Eventually, I returned to Switzerland with my Caribbean husband. I was very naive to think this marriage would work. The children accepted him, and my ex-husband invited us over and cooked for us. But after just two or three months, it was clear to me that I had to get a divorce again. He went back to the Caribbean, where he could once again spend time with his beloved mother and his two daughters.

As God would have it, my feelings for the father of my children had never left me; it was simply LOVE. So I moved back in with my ex-husband and the children. It was very hard. Who goes back to a man who committed domestic violence? It happened once, and he was heavily intoxicated. You could say, “Yeah, yeah, alcohol.” People make mistakes. In my view, what matters is what you learn from it. But I had forgiven him, because he, too, was overwhelmed by the situation. And I saw that he had changed his outlook on life. Of course, I had learned a thing or two as well. I had to learn from a reliable source that some people didn’t think moving back in with my ex-husband stood much of a chance.

Nevertheless, we loved each other and we enjoyed the time we had regained together. The pain was still present every day and forced me to lie down a lot, and for years my thoughts had revolved again and again around work. How much I would love to work and be a part of society, but it was impossible to belong with this pain. Whenever I saw people working, including my family, I had tears in my eyes. Why couldn’t I work too? So I kept trying again and again to somehow manage my life without being a burden to my husband and children.

I had been under observation at a pain clinic for years. Until one day I had an appointment with a neurosurgeon and he suggested deep brain stimulation surgery. Finally, a ray of hope! This surgery is frequently used for Parkinson’s disease, but rarely for pain patients (as of 2012). So I looked into this risky procedure in great detail. By then, I had been living with my husband and my son again for 5 years; my older son no longer lived at home. I was still alive. So the prognosis of 7–8 years couldn’t be right. I was able to discuss the pros and cons of this surgery with my family. However, I had to make the decision myself.

It was clear that it would be challenging, but if I didn’t dare to do it, there would be no change. I must also mention that I had never taken any medication for my MS. It was suggested to me several times, but I always refused. My fear of the side effects was too great. My kidneys, liver, etc., were regularly checked . I’ve always used non-conventional medical products—that is, I took them and paid for them myself. Of course, I couldn’t do without conventional medicine entirely. During severe relapses, I sometimes experienced paralysis in my arms and legs and was blind in one eye, so I had to accept the cortisone infusions. I also still take muscle relaxants to this day.

In the end, I agreed to the surgery. The day before, I had to cut my hair, which was emotionally difficult, but my son helped me and cut it off with a hair clipper.

The day of the 10-hour surgery arrived. In the morning, a CT scan was first performed to precisely map the brain; then my head was secured to the metal ring of the bed with screws and lightly drilled so that I could no longer move my head. Four electrodes were implanted; they wanted to achieve the best possible outcome. Deep in my heart, I was grateful that my psychologist (who had originally trained as a nurse), who held my hand during the surgery and immediately relayed every change, was allowed to be there with me. In a nutshell: I would never put myself through such a surgery again. It lasted more than 11 hours and was a hellish ordeal that I hope I never have to experience again.

The flaps of scalp were folded back slightly in the front, and now four long cables were sticking out of my head, as they couldn’t be implanted yet because they wanted to see how the stimulation worked.
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I could adjust the stimulation using a handheld device. It was very hard to say that the pain had lessened, since I didn’t even have the strength to get up on my own, and my whole head ached from the surgery. I was so low—there were no words, only tears. My husband came as soon as he could the next day after work. The hospital was two hours away from our home. He came into the room, greeted me, and tears streamed down his cheeks; and so we cried together for a while. My husband had trained as a butcher in his younger years, and normally nothing involving blood, hospitals, etc., could shake him, but this was too much. But then he said, “We can do this!”

I was so grateful to him for driving so many miles on top of his demanding job just to give me the strength to keep going. I’m also very grateful to my mom, who was on vacation nearby during that time and visited me every day. Thank you, Mom. Three days later, the cables were threaded between my skull and skin on the right side and behind the ear toward my abdomen on the left side, and the batteries were implanted under general anesthesia. A few more days passed before I could go home. I looked at myself in the mirror at home and just cried. Had this procedure, which had demanded so much of me, been worth it? Then I had an appointment with my psychologist, as I was in a deep hole and couldn’t pull myself out of it. She advised me to postpone the answer to the question of why I had done this until later. That way, after a few weeks, I was actually able to drive again and take control of my life. I owe a great deal of the fact that I achieved all this to my husband. Thank YOU.

Unfortunately, I was now experiencing new, intense pain behind my ear and in the back of my neck, where the wires had been threaded. I visited the neurosurgeon countless times and described the intense pain, which was almost unbearable. My life was no longer worth living! He had no solutions, so I switched neurosurgeons. At the first appointment, we discussed the possibility of cortisone injections. He also mentioned similar cases where the patients could no longer hold their heads upright at all. Excuse me? No one had explained that to me before! Along the implanted cables, especially on the head and in the neck, there was scarring in the connective tissue (fascia) that was causing the pain. “Pull them out immediately, right now,” I thought to myself, but no, the scarring would remain. In a nutshell: I was even more trapped than before the surgery. Then it occurred to me that I had been receiving ozone and neural therapy in alternative medicine for years. In neural therapy, procaine (an anesthetic) drawn up into a syringe is injected. So I brought it up with my doctor during my next visit. He said it was possible to apply neural therapy to the affected areas. However, the injection had to be placed precisely and must not touch the nerve, otherwise there would be a risk of a full-blown infection. The doctor also told me that we would have to wait and see how my body responded to this therapy. But the good news was that there were no side effects. So I started this therapy, and lo and behold, it helped. Of course, I wasn’t completely free of the pain along the implanted cables, but life was worth living again. After 4 months, I started swimming, since I had found an indoor pool that was easily accessible by wheelchair. I had always loved swimming when I was healthy, so now I went to the indoor pool three times a week at 6:30 a.m. to swim. I met people who stood up for me when there was a problem, and even better: it was like going to work.

Then COVID-19 hit, and suddenly I wasn’t allowed in the pool anymore. Shortly after, I had a severe flare-up; I could barely make it to the bathroom by crawling on the floor and was bedridden. Without my husband’s help, it wouldn’t have worked. In the mornings before work, my husband would get everything ready for me so I could get through the day. It was during the pandemic, and I didn’t want any outside help because of the virus. Thank you, dearest. I had a very hard time getting my life back on track, but I managed it (as of 2020).

Perhaps some of you have already wondered what all this has to do with the therapy bike?

Yes, a new chapter in my life was beginning. I had actually already given up on everything. Swimming, going home, and lying down—that was my life. The fatigue hadn’t gotten any better, and unfortunately, the pain remained as well.

One day, as I was leaving the indoor pool after swimming, I saw a woman on an electric tricycle and thought, “Wow, that’s awesome.” A few days later, my husband came home and told me he’d seen a woman on an electric tricycle. So I’d been made aware of it twice in a row. I thought to myself: “If this is brought to your attention twice in a row, a higher power is trying to show you something.” No sooner said than done… I looked it up online.

A few days later, I found a dealer an hour away from us. At dinner, I asked my husband if I should arrange a test ride there. He immediately said, “Yes, go ahead, we’ll go there.” Then the day of the test ride arrived. I sat on the tricycle and rode a few meters. Then the saleswoman asked my husband, “Would you like one too?” Then we could take a little test ride. He agreed right away. Thank goodness he got on a bike from a different manufacturer. As I struggled to make it up a small hill, he called after me: “Honey, stop, I can see you’re having trouble; mine here is much easier.” We switched bikes, and wow—there was no comparison. I couldn’t put into words what I felt as we rode through a small patch of woods along a stream, together with the saleswoman who was riding ahead of us.

Back at the store, I said, “This is such a fantastic feeling on this e-motion tricycle.” She explained to me that this tricycle is manufactured abroad and is designed for people with disabilities. The nerve pathways, which had been disrupted by inflammation due to MS, found new pathways through cycling in nature. So it was a therapeutic bike. “Well, maybe so,” I thought, and pushed that thought aside without giving it much thought. One thing was clear: I wanted this e-motion tricycle, even though it cost a lot of money. The saleswoman then briefly explained that it was pure coincidence that this bike was here. The owner had passed away, and it had been brought in the day before. My husband and I discussed it briefly and bought it. On the way home, we stopped at a restaurant, and my husband said, “I’m going to buy an e-bike, too.” Our younger son had already bought an e-bike a year earlier and really enjoyed riding it. And sure enough, my husband bought himself an e-bike too. He already had his, and I had to wait because mine needed servicing, which took a very long time—far too long. The store manager, whom I had asked several times (in June) how much longer it would take, replied coolly: “We’ve been open since January!” So, now I had my answer. Why did I always have to accept everything, even though I had to endure so much with this illness? By the way, I wasn’t feeling well in January for health reasons (a flare-up), but I didn’t even try to explain that to her—her words hurt me that much. Because the manager wouldn’t care about that; the tricycle had already been paid for! Well, fine, the main thing was to spoil the fun. There was actually someone in my immediate family who said: “What, you’re going out on the street like that? People will see it negatively (jealous, envious) and talk about you. Well, with this vehicle, you’ll need some courage—it really stands out!”
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Excuse me? I was paralyzed; I would never in a million years have thought of something like that. My joy turned to fear. What would the people around me think? Then I said to my husband, “My joy has been taken away from me. I don’t dare go out among people if everyone is jealous and envious. How does that look! People will think, ‘You can go to work in that.’ Statements like that really hurt, because I can’t work and live on disability benefits, which everyone pays into.” My husband just said, “Don’t listen to them, call your neurologist—she knows your MS (she’s been treating me for 15 years)—and discuss the situation with her.” The next day I called her, and she made it clear to me that the e-motion tricycle is a therapeutic bike for me and isn’t comparable to working. Working means pressure, stress, and obligations—all the things that are very bad for someone with MS and lead to a worsening of the condition (losing independence). I don’t experience any of those things when I’m out and about on the e-motion therapy tricycle. It felt so good to finally have a positive assessment from my doctor.
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On June 22, 2022, a rainy day, my younger son brought me the e-motion tricycle, since he had a delivery van from his company and this tricycle couldn’t simply be put in a car trunk. I was as happy as a little child when he lifted it out of the van and showed me how best to get into the tricycle. Even today, three years later, as I write these lines, I feel such joy. I have achieved so much with this tricycle—not financially, but I have gained self-confidence and the courage to go out into society despite my disability.

In the meantime, my husband came home from work, and the sun was peeking out hesitantly from the sky. He, too, was full of joy and said, “Come on, let’s have dinner and take a test ride up the hill.” He knew it would take some effort for me, but we set off anyway. As we rode up the hill together like that, it felt like a new life. Since the onset of my illness, we had never again done an activity together outdoors in nature. When we were very young, we used to go biking together sometimes. It was great; we were back home by 8:30 p.m.—normally I’d already be in bed by then. I could hardly believe it.

Together with my younger son, we made plans for the weekend. So we organized our first little trip together on the tricycle.
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I was so nervous that I could hardly sleep, but it turned out to be just wonderful. You have to imagine that I’d never experienced anything like this before—being able to go cycling with my son in nature; the last time was when he was still little. That feeling was incredible—doing an activity together with my family. It went on like that for a month; whenever the weather cooperated, I was out and about on my therapy bike. Next, I called my insurance company to make sure my therapy bike would be picked up in case of damage. Everything was perfect, and I knew in the back of my mind that I’d get help if anything happened.

Since the pain was always there, I miraculously learned that I could still be happy and accomplish a lot in my own little world. But then there was a problem with the tricycle, and it had to go to the repair shop, which was an hour away. My husband and son took it there, hoping to be able to pick it up as soon as possible. But two weeks went by; now that the weather was great and I’d gotten a taste for it, it was very hard to stop doing my therapy outside and go back to using the exercise bike indoors. But the day finally came when my husband and son picked up the tricycle again. They had to go together because it was so heavy that one person could barely load it, and the shop was closed in the evening. Now I had it back, and I went on my little rides every day within a 30-kilometer radius. Now I could get around without needing the car, and at the same time do something for the environment. Soon I had the courage to buy fresh fruit at a spacious discount store using my therapy bike. Why shouldn’t I be allowed to do that? With the wheelchair, I also needed space, and above all, I could leave my car at home. So it was a win-win situation. I thank all the people who accepted me in this situation and treated me kindly. Of course, there were also some who snapped at me. For example: “Cycling is prohibited here.” Then I explained that this wasn’t a bike, but a therapy bike. Or: “You can move your legs; I saw it.” To which I replied: “Yes, normally I get around in a wheelchair.” Silence. It couldn’t be that I cycled home and then drove 15 kilometers back to the discount store in my car, because this way I could make a small contribution to the environment. A short time later, I actually went to the police, which I never would have imagined. But yes, I finally wanted clarity on what I was allowed to do and what I wasn’t. A friendly police officer at the counter said, “Of course I can see that you rely on a wheelchair. You’re allowed to ride where two-wheeled cyclists aren’t, just always with decency and respect.” “Exactly my line of thinking,” I thought. So now I had the certainty that no one could reprimand me anymore.

In my hometown, hardly anyone knew me, since I hadn’t really been around people much for the past 22 years. Some were quite surprised when I told them who I was. Old friendships were rekindled, and there were many encounters with positive conversations. I thank everyone who gave me so much positive feedback. That gave me courage every single time, since it’s always a challenge to go out among people. Even today, although my self-confidence has grown enormously. I was even able to go cycling with my mother and enjoy a coffee by the lake—it’s a great gift; I appreciate it very much and am grateful. During another meeting with my mother and her partner by the lake, a woman approached me and said, “You have a flat tire.” I thanked her for the information. I told my mother that I was insured and called the insurance company. The woman on the phone explained to me that I wasn’t insured. “That can’t be,” I replied, “I updated my car insurance with your colleague.” The friendly lady said that wasn’t the case. I was starting to get irritated, since I was at the lake, 10 kilometers from home, and at a loss. After a long back-and-forth, it became clear that I would have to handle it myself. Thankfully, my mother was with me and calmed me down . My younger son had already told me before I set out on my first trip (since I was always a little worried that something might happen along the way): “Call me if you have a problem!”

Suddenly it occurred to me that he was working nearby, and I hoped there was a solution. I could hardly believe it, but a few minutes later I actually explained the situation to my son, and he said he’d be there in half an hour. He came with his coworker, and they loaded the tricycle onto the truck. My mother drove me home, and we had a cup of coffee. Then she said, “It couldn’t have gone better—you weren’t alone, and now the insurance will definitely be handled properly.” Half an hour later, the insurance company called me. I was really quite tired by then, but I had to tackle this now if I wanted to ride my therapy tricycle worry-free again in the future. After I explained the situation, the agent said on the phone, “Oh, that was a misunderstanding. Yes, a healthy, able-bodied person can’t understand what it’s like to find yourself in such a predicament.”

That evening, the tricycle was delivered, and my sweetheart changed the tire. The next day, I was already able to ride again. I did have a queasy feeling, though, since I now knew what it could be like.

One day in the fall, my younger son said, “Come on, let’s go up to the Rigi together (with Dad).” So I asked him, “How are we supposed to do that?” to which he replied with a laugh, “I’ve already thought it through, Mom. We’ll take a rope with us, and when you can’t go any further, I’ll pull you!” So the day came when we rode up the Rigi for the first time. I was able to ride all the way to Klösterli without help, and from Rigi Klösterli to Rigi Staffel, he pulled me with a rope.
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My son pulled me up the steep section.

On the way down—oh my goodness—I realized just how steep it was. It’s unbelievable that he’d pulled me up here. Of course, I had to pedal at the same pace as him, otherwise I would have dragged him backward and we would have had a nasty fall. The three of us—my husband, my son, and I—could hardly believe it: we were on the Rigi together. In the meantime, the rope had been replaced with a tow rope. A short time later, the tricycle had another problem and had to be taken to the repair shop. It took seven weeks before I got it back. During that time, I realized how much my therapy tricycle meant to me—PURE JOY OF LIFE and a broader perspective. By then it was November, and the temperatures had dropped accordingly. I always have cold feet because the nerve pathways in my head are affected, but that didn’t stop me from getting on my therapy tricycle (of course it took some effort—you don’t just sit on it out of the blue). I was very surprised that, at 8 degrees, dressed warmly, I rode up the hill in my town. Yes, it was actually great. I saw people who greeted me warmly, and that was nicer than lying at home and brooding! Moving in harmony with nature and fresh air is sensational.

Spring arrived, and I saw an ad for an e-motion tricycle—from the same manufacturer, but without hill-start assist—for sale. My first one has hill-start assist, so you can manage inclines. We’d been talking for some time about buying a second e-motion tricycle, but around 7,000–10,000 francs was a lot of money. But considering that my current tricycle had been back at the dealer so many times and I’d struggled to come to terms with it each time, we decided we should buy it. The people who had to sell this bike following a death were very friendly. Meanwhile, my son had been studying my tricycle intensively at , watching YouTube videos, and much more. He took apart parts that had broken and that the dealer had ordered for us.
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In the first year, I actually cycled 10,000 kilometers. I couldn’t believe it, but that’s what the odometer said. On to the second year! Now I had two batteries and didn’t have to worry about how many kilometers I was covering. There was always enough power. Since I sometimes needed more assistance for health reasons, the battery ran out faster.

Thankfully, my MS remained stable, and the neurologist advised me to keep going. One day, I rode a few kilometers further than my usual loop—across the cantonal border. It was very hard; with every kilometer, I trembled more, and genuine fear spread through my body. I tried to overcome this panic and told myself, “You can do this.” If anyone had noticed me, they would have wondered why I was riding that strange bike while crying. Yes, tears were really streaming down my cheeks as I rode my therapy bike 10 kilometers from the state border. When I found myself in a wooded area with no one in sight and no idea where I was, I opened Google Maps. With a sense of unease, I saw where I was; as I realized this, that fear came back: “What if I get a flat tire now or the bike gets damaged in some other way?” Since I was always out on my own, except on weekends, and I couldn’t push my therapy bike, this was already a major challenge—and still is to this day. When my husband called at noon (which he always does to ask if everything is okay), I told him where I was. He was amazed and congratulated me. I received congratulations—it couldn’t be true, but it was. I was so happy when I arrived home safely. My hands were shaking as I realized what I had managed to accomplish. Was this reality? I could hardly believe it, but that evening I was the one with something exciting to share; people listened to me, and I received kind, encouraging words. Of course, I can only do all this because I have tremendous support from my husband. You wouldn’t know it to look at me, but in many everyday situations, I need help.

Just yesterday I was out riding my therapy bike again, and it struck me once more that I don’t just sit on the bike—I also need a very strong will. Anyone who thinks I have it easy, always riding my therapy bike, is wrong. It’s a struggle every single time, because the pain is always there—at night when I’m falling asleep and in the morning when I open my eyes. It would be nice to just stay in bed, break down in tears, and say, “Damn it, I can’t do this anymore.”

So every day is a struggle until I’m sitting on my therapy bike. But every time I manage it and complete a few laps, the joy is so great—it’s just PERFECT. I have my fatigue under control so much better now, and that’s really wonderful.

I’d wanted to go on a tour that was extraordinary for me for a long time. One morning I got up and said to myself: “Today you’re going to do it; you can stop anytime and ride home.” So I set off on my tour, mustered the courage to board the ferry, and crossed the lake. It was an incredible feeling; tears streamed down my cheeks, and someone asked if I was okay. YES, they were tears of JOY.

During the crossing, I wondered if I would see the bike path signs on the road. No, don’t overthink it—just start riding. When the ferry docked, I immediately saw the bike path signs 20 meters away. And off I went across fields, along the rivers, and next to the highway. I felt like I was in heaven; it was magnificent. I, who had been written off and had given up on everything, was out on my own, many kilometers from home. It was a MIRACLE, yes, a miracle. I had been given a new life and hope for many more hours with my e-therapy bike, which has taken me this far.
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Now I’m not just getting around in a wheelchair, but also on my therapy bike, covering countless kilometers. My MS is stable at the moment, and I’ve regained my self-confidence. I thank God for the strength he gives me every day, and my family, who supports me day in and day out. THANK YOU all.
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