
    Chapter 1

    This Is Me and This Is My Family

    I was born without complications on February 24, 1997, at 11:45 a.m., during a very cold winter, in Schwäbisch Hall, Baden-Württemberg.

    I wasn’t born on my due date, but two days later.

    I am my parents’ second child.

    Early in the morning, my mother went into labor; the contractions grew stronger and stronger, and she couldn’t take it anymore.

    My mother called Dad at work to tell him to come home as soon as possible because labor had started.

    Dad found out from a coworker that he had to leave work right away because of his pregnant wife.

    Half an hour later, my father picked up my mother from home, and they drove to the hospital in Schwäbisch Hall.

    Meanwhile, my aunt picked up my brother from home so he wouldn’t have to be there for the birth—it would have been really boring for him at the hospital.

    My brother didn’t understand why he was now at his aunt’s house and why his mother had to go to the hospital with Dad.

    At first, he screamed and cried because he wanted to be with his mom, but my aunt and uncle, along with my cousins, calmed him down and played with toy cars with him.

    Half an hour later, my mom and dad arrived at the hospital, and the midwife picked them up from the emergency room at and went straight to the delivery room on the tenth floor, while my dad parked his car in the parking garage.

    Ten minutes later, my father arrived in the delivery room and spoke with my mother.

    The midwife spoke with my parents and checked the monitor to make sure everything was okay with me and my mother.

    Shortly before noon, at 11:45 a.m., I was born, and the midwife assisted with the delivery.

    My parents were very happy and even shed tears of joy.

    The pediatrician and the midwife examined me after the birth and told my parents that I had no disabilities and that the birth had gone well and without complications.

    During the examination, my father took pictures with his camera and showed them to my mother afterward.

    I stayed at the hospital for a few days, and when my brother saw me for the first time, he was so proud that he was now a big brother and I was his little sister.

    My father and my brother picked me and my mother up from the hospital, and we drove home to Sulzbach, where I lived.

    I settled in well at my new home, and my brother lovingly took care of me the whole time whenever my mother had to do housework and my father was at his job.

    I always slept well at night. When I was hungry, I would cry, and my mother would take care of me and breastfeed me.

    During the day, I stayed at home or went with my mother to pick up and drop off my brother from preschool so I wouldn’t be home alone.

    Every week, I went with my mom to the pediatrician in Gaildorf for a checkup. The pediatrician did various exercises with me and examined me, but most of the time I just cried because I didn’t like it or because he woke me up.

    The doctor was very nice and friendly, and the medical assistants were also very nice.

    I went to that pediatrician until I was 18, and then I was very sad that I wasn’t allowed to see my favorite pediatrician anymore once I turned 19.

  
    Chapter 2

    The Baptism

    A few months later, in May 1997, on a very hot Mother’s Day, I was baptized at the Protestant church in Sulzbach. My relatives were also invited, and I had two godparents.

    The baptism began in the morning, and I was baptized by a pastor.

    My brother stayed with my grandparents during the baptism because my parents were with me—they couldn’t take care of both me and my brother at the same time on that special day.

    After the baptism at the church, we went to a restaurant in Röthenbach and had something to eat and drink there.

    I slept through lunch, so my parents didn’t have to take care of me.

    At one point, I cried out really loudly because I was hungry, which startled my parents and relatives. My mother took me into another room and gave me a bottle of milk.

    Half an hour later, my mom and I came back, and I lay in my stroller playing with my toys while my mom ate dessert.

    After dessert, my cousin asked my parents if she could hold me, and my parents gave her permission.

    My cousin took me out of the stroller and # and she played with me, and my cousin played with us, too.

    My aunt sat next to my cousin and watched us to make sure nothing happened to me.

    Meanwhile, my parents were talking with our relatives and catching up with each other.

    My parents then announced that we were leaving the restaurant and heading to a clubhouse.

    My parents and the relatives split up, and we drove to a clubhouse in Sulzbach and continued celebrating there.

    My mom and my grandmother got everything ready in the kitchen.

    Meanwhile, the relatives picked out their seats, and my father set everything up to watch the Formula 1 race on TV. My mother, however, wasn’t thrilled that the Formula 1 fans wanted to watch the race because she doesn’t like Formula 1.

    The Formula 1 fans watched the race on TV anyway, though, because it was on that day and because the men were interested in Formula 1 and were also Formula 1 fans.

    During the Formula 1 race, we ate various cakes and pastries from a buffet.

    There were so many different kinds of cakes and tarts. One of my aunts baked five to ten cakes and tarts for this special day, and my parents couldn’t believe that my aunt had brought so many cakes and tarts for this special day—and the other relatives were speechless, too.

    It was a surprise—my parents hadn’t known anything about it.

    In the afternoon, Mom and a few relatives took me for a walk, and my dad stayed at the clubhouse with my brother.

    I fell asleep during the walk, and my relatives wanted to push the stroller I was lying in, so they took turns pushing it.

    A few people asked my mother where she got the name, and she replied that she had read my name somewhere and then named me that because she really liked it and my father was okay with it, too.

    I also had a middle name: Jessica. My father liked the name so much that he wanted “Jessica” to be my first name, but my mother didn’t like it and refused to use it as my first name; however, she made an exception for my father and let it be my middle name.

    The walk lasted an hour, and we arrived back at the clubhouse exhausted.

    At the end, there were various kinds of ice cream. Some people had ice cream, and some didn’t feel like having any because they were still full.

    My cousin and my brother, in particular, really wanted ice cream and ate different flavors because they love it.

    In the evening, my parents gave a speech, and they were overjoyed that everyone had come to celebrate my baptism together.

    After the speech, the relatives said goodbye to my parents, my brother, and me, and then they headed home.

    It had been a great day, but it had also been exhausting for me because there were so many people and so much noise.

    My parents walked home with my brother and me. We were so tired that we went straight to bed.

    The next day, my parents, along with my uncle and my grandfather, cleaned up and tidied the clubhouse. Meanwhile, my brother and I were at our aunt’s house with our cousin and our other cousin.

    In the afternoon, my brother and I were back at our parents’ house. My parents unwrapped the presents, and my brother played with me the whole time.

    I received lots of different gifts from my relatives, and my parents were thrilled with the gifts.

    My brother was sad and jealous of me because I had received so many gifts and he hadn’t, but my parents talked to him and explained that it was his sister’s special day.

    After that, my brother wasn’t disappointed or jealous anymore.

    That day was so exciting and special, especially because it was my baptism, Mother’s Day, and Formula 1 all at once.

  
    Chapter 3

    Developmental Delay

    When I was a little kid, I started talking very late.

    During my early years, my parents worried that something was wrong with my development. Especially because I was slow to develop and different from my brother and other children.

    I didn’t say a single word, but I started walking at a normal age.

    My parents took me to my pediatrician in Gaildorf, and the pediatrician suggested that my parents take me to the Center for Pediatric Neurology and Social Pediatrics in Maulbronn , because that center specializes in children with developmental delays.

    The pediatrician gave my parents the contact information, and my mother called the Center for Pediatric Neurology and Social Pediatrics that very same day and made an appointment for me.

    A few weeks later, early in the morning, my parents took me to the Center for Pediatric Neurology and Social Pediatrics in Maulbronn, and we were told to wait in the waiting room until it was our turn. We waited for a very long time, and I got bored, so my father walked around the hallway with me until it was our turn.

    Luckily, the nurse finally called us in, but then we had to wait in the professor’s office until he arrived.

    Ten minutes later, the professor arrived, and my first impression of him wasn’t so bad.

    The professor first introduced himself to my parents and me and asked why we were there, and my parents told him everything about me—what problems I have.

    During the conversation, the professor typed everything into his computer and discussed the process with my parents—what I would need to do.

    After that, the professor examined me and conducted various tests to determine why and in what areas I have a developmental delay.

    I also got to play with different toys, and I enjoyed it.

    After the examinations and tests, we sat back in the waiting room, where I played with other children. During that time, the professor reviewed the examination results and test data, and it took a very long time again before it was our turn.

    The nurse called us in again. The professor was already waiting in his office and then told my parents the results.

    Diagnosis:

    Mental developmental disorder, motor coordination disorder, and speech development disorder.

    My parents were shocked and couldn’t believe that I had a disability.

    The professor said that I had a severe disability, that I needed round-the-clock care from my parents, and that I would spend my entire life in places ranging from a special kindergarten to a special education school to a workshop for people with disabilities.

    I can’t lead a normal life because I have a severe disability.

    But the professor had been very unfriendly and unsympathetic toward my parents.

    After the follow-up appointment, m , and one of my parents drove me home, and I fell asleep in the car on the way home.

    A few hours later, we arrived home, and my mother called the pediatrician. She told him what had happened, and he said we shouldn’t believe everything the professor said about the results because he knew the professor personally. The pediatrician also said that other families with disabled children had had bad experiences as well and that the professor had said similar things to other families before.

    The pediatrician had known me since I was a baby and was aware of the problems I had, whereas the professor had only seen me once briefly and then spoke only negatively about me, even though it wasn’t true at all.

    My parents were so relieved when the day at the children’s hospital was finally over. Unfortunately, we only heard bad news from the professor; my parents had imagined the day would go very differently.
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