The Surgery
by Gala Baranchuk
Prólogo en español
Escuchar a los pacientes. La major forma de aprender.
A menudo, los agentes de la salud nos olvidamos que nuestras acciones, son sobre otros seres
humanos; que a su vez, tambien tienen el derecho de decidir sobre sus cuerpos y mentes.
La rapidez del acto medico, que reconoce diferentes causas, nos lleva a escuchar menos y a actuar
con mayor celeridad.
El relato que sigue, fue escrito en su totalidad por Gala Baranchuk, una nena de 11 anios, que vive
en Kingston, Canada, mas precisamente en mi casa.
Es mi hija.
Lo que sigue, es como ella vivio la experiencia de ser diagnosticada con sindrome de WolfParkinson-White y sometida a una ablacion por Radiofrecuencia, bajo la direccion de Bob
Hamilton, un experto electrofsiologo infantil.
Esto lo escribio espontaneamente para un trabajo de la escuela llamado "Memorias". Asi lo vivio
ella, asi lo conto, y yo; con su permiso, lo comparto con todos Uds, porque creo que nos puede
ayudar en el ejercicio de escuchar al paciente.
Adrian Baranchuk
Kingston, Ontario, Canada, Octubre 2017.

It was a nice cool morning of May. The alarm went off, and I woke up. I went downstairs
to eat breakfast. I did not feel well. Even though there was a delicious smell of pancakes, I
felt too sick to eat them. I laid down on the couch and told my mom I did not want to go to
school. I was so cold, I wanted to grab a blanket. When I stood up, I had the feeling that
the room was turning in circles around me, and all of the sudden everything went black. I
woke up to the voice of my mother asking in a worried tone “what was that really loud
noise?” After seconds, I realized that I had fainted. My forehead was hurting and I didn’t
know why. I touched it, and it felt wet and warm. I looked at my hand and it was covered in
blood. I was scared. I called my mom, she helped me to get to the couch, and settle down.
My mother phoned my dad who was at work, and asked him to come home, and take us to
the
hospital,
because
my
mom
thought
I
would
need
stitches.
When my dad came, we got into the car. I sat in the back seat, and my mom sat beside
me. I felt the coldness of the leather of the seat when I sat down. The movement of the car
made me feel even worse than I already felt. The only thing that comforted me, was my
mother holding my hand. The trip was quiet. Occasionally, my father broke that silence by
asking me if I needed anything. I just wanted this day to end, but I knew my dad could not
give
me
that,
so
I
always
answered,
I
was
fne.
When I arrived at the hospital the frst person that saw me was a nurse. She took my
temperature, blood pressure, put me on a scale, and asked me too many questions that
luckily my mom answered for me, because I felt too dizzy and sick to respond. When the
nurse fnished with me, she sent me on a wheelchair to the frst booth of the row to wait for
the doctor. My mother closed the curtains, so I could have more privacy. I still was scared,
so my father tried to distract me by touching all the doctor’s tools which were near my bed,
and making funny faces while he was using them in a wrong way. After waiting a long time,
the doctor came and sat beside me. She checked my stomach, ears, and throat, and
asked me some questions that this time I could answer because I was feeling better. What
I had was a stomach bug. My cut was not deep enough for stiches. The doctor gave me a

pill to feel good again. When I thought I was ready to go home she explained to me that
she was concerned because I had fainted, therefore, she had to take an
electrocardiogram, ECG for short, to check if my heart was working fne. The name of the
test was long and alarming, but I felt secure knowing my dad was there, and he is a good
cardiologist. The ECG is a painless test, but the stickers the doctor put all over my chest,
arms, and legs made me feel like a human scrapbook. While the test was going on, the
adults in the room were chatting and everything was going well, until my dad suddenly
looked at the monitor, and his face turned pale. I knew immediately that something was
wrong. I asked my dad what was happening, but I did not get any answer. He left the
room, followed by the doctor, and my mother. I was left alone with my fears and my
worries.
Minutes later the doctor came back and told me that my heart was not working well. I had
a syndrome called W-P-W, Wolf Parkinson White, and it could be pretty serious. It was
hard to believe, because the name sounded cute, it made me think about a little white wolf
called Parkinson, but I was being too naïf. Right away she connected me to a Holter.
Another machine! More stickers! And I had to carry that machine with me, for 24 hours! It
was heavy and uncomfortable. I certainly was not looking forward to going to sleep that
night, because the machine reminded me of a big cold brick and I would prefer a small,
warm pillow for falling asleep. Also, they booked me for another test. In that test, I had to
run on a treadmill. At least that sounded a little bit fun! When the tests were done, the
doctors had the results and they wanted me to hear and understand what was going on
with
my
heart.
The doctors suggested for me to have a heart surgery at the Sick Kids Hospital in
Toronto. They explained what was wrong with my heart, but I did not understand a single
word. I am not sure, if that was because they used very complicated words, or because my
mind went blank after I heard the word “surgery”. Later, at home, my mom talked to me
with easier and warmer words and I fgured out what it was all about. I was born with an
extra “cable” in my heart, that was bad for me, because could make my heart beat at a
dangerous speed. The doctors wanted to take it out as soon as possible. Well, they were
not taking it out, they needed to burn it! The idea of burning something in my heart
shocked me. I did not trust that it could be possible without making more harm that I
already
had
in
my
heart.
The surgery was planned for late June. While I was waiting I went back to my normal life,
studying at school, training gymnastics, and going to track and feld practices. Most of the
time I did not think about the surgery, but some nights while I was laying on my bed all my
thoughts were there again in my head. Shyness is in my nature, but I thought if I shared
my feelings with my friends it could make me feel a lot better. It was sad and disappointing
when one of my friends did not believe me and accused me I was a liar, but happily the
rest of them supported me. Talking to them was very nice, I felt like freeing something that
was
stuck
in
the
middle
of
my
chest.
The beginning of the warm and sunny mornings announced me the day was there. We
loaded the car with our suitcases, and my dad drove us to Toronto. I remembered how
anxious and scared I was during that trip, but surprisingly I didn’t want it to end, nothing
could
be
worse
than
the
surgery.
When we arrived at the hospital everything happened very quickly, they assigned us a
room, gave me a blue gown to wear, reminded me not to drink or eat anything, and asked
us to wait there until the surgery room was ready. Someone would come for us. I wanted
to run, escape from there, go home, and cry, but I was not able to say a word, and I felt
like a scaredy-cat not wanting to speak up. A woman opened the door, and asked us to
follow her. We got into another room where my mother had to put on a clean white suit
over her street clothes, because I wanted her to be with me when I would get the
anesthesia. My mother looked as a bee farmer with that suit. Though her appearance was
funny, I could not laugh. My mother held my hand tightly and together we went into the
surgery
room.
The room was an awful, cold, and terrifying place for me! The big bed, the monitors, the
beeping sounds petrifed me. The nurses were talking to me, I saw her mouths moving,
but I couldn’t hear them, it was like silence but not really silent. I felt the plastic mask over
my mouth and nose, the cares of my mother on my head, the distance sounds of the
machines, and suddenly I couldn’t breathe, I felt dizzy, sleepy and the idea of dying

invaded
my
mind.
Hours later I woke up, and the frst thing I saw was my parents beside me. I had a sense
of a big relief, I was alive. I had to spend a night at the hospital, so the nurses could check
on me every two hours. I was sore, and tired, but I knew after that night everything would
be
over,
and
that
gave
me
the
strength
I
needed.
The following morning, after eating soggy crackers and drinking warm apple juice, the
doctor said I was ready to go home and he congratulated me for being so brave. I was
happy with the complement, but also a little bit confused. Then, on our way to Kingston I
thought about what the doctor said, and I realized he was right. I was being fearful but that
did not mean I was weak. I confronted a very diffcult situation, and I trusted people by
letting them handle my heart, the part of my body that makes me who I am.

