THE FIRST TIME I HAD A SURGERY
BY: TRAVIS PYLE

I was around six years old.  It was not my first surgery according to my mother, but it was the first surgery I would remember.  My mom and dad would be taking me to Cooper© Hospital around six o’clock in the morning. I was having a surgery that from what my mom said would help correct my walking and help me get rid of the cerebral pausy (cp) for a while.  My walking would be improved for a little bit.
I would be able to walk all because of a little machine they called a Backlaphin pump that I was having trouble to say at my age.  My mom said the pump would be inserted into my body.  That scarred me; I thought they would insert it while I was awake.  Okay so it was bad enough that they were going to hurt me on purpose, mean it, but being alone without my parents was even worse then taking my Gameboy© away.
I was horrid because they were not allowing me to stay with my mom when the surgery is being preformed, I mean she was the one I had trusted, the one who knew it all, who was always there and now she’ll be just waiting.  I didn’t want to go.  Well, I wanted the chance to walk, but I thought and I thought (I might have though a little too much) and said to my mom, “can’t they do the surgery here, this way I don’t have to leave, and we can be together FOREVER!”
My mom told me no because it is illegal to perform in a home and it would be a complete disaster, and the house would have to be very cold and we don’t like the cold, and besides I’ll be there when you wake up.  My mom had thought she had made me feel better but, in reality she had only made me even more depressed and things worse.  I had spent the weekend dreading each day that came and went.  Either way Monday still came.  I faked a small smile when my parents asked me whether I was alright and I told them yes I didn’t want them to worry.  The smiles seemed to make my parents proud in a type of creepy way.
It made me feel like a fraud, acting like something I wasn’t, I was just a coward…yes that was it, and I’m a coward.  Acting all brave when I was just eight hours away from my dooms day. Eight hours away from the thing I had feared the most.  The next day awoke at five in the morning.  We had to get to the hospital early; I was the first patient my doctor was taking to the operation room.  My dad kept saying we are getting you your new legs, trying to be funny.  My father was always like that, he thinks he’s a comic genus.  Usually he can turn the worst thing into a laugh feast as I say. Although sometimes you just don’t want to hear it and this was one of those times.  Sometimes people do stuff to you to lighten the mood, to make you feel better, like tickle you or hug you, and sometimes you just want to be alone.  Sometimes when people do these such things it just vexes you when the person does these things.
I did a fake laugh the kind you see on television when the actor is hiding something, and a small smile. My dad was trying to get me in the car, by saying if I didn’t hurry they would skip me and I wouldn’t get to walk normal.  That got me, I forgot all about the way I felt and got in the car and told mom to get to the hospital.  I fell asleep on the way to Cooper© Hospital, which from the way I was looking at it looked so much different.  So I asked my mom if we were at the hospital and she said yes.  I said okay.  I fell behind a few steps on purpose.  My dad followed he asked if I was alright I gave him the classic yes from the movies.  He picked me up and started to reassure me and this time it worked.  My scared feeling began to leave.  My mom talked to the nurses while dad and i played cards.  Then a nurse came to me and asked a whether these were my parents and at this time I thought that was the stupidest question in the world (I still do) because my mom had the same color hair so obviously they were.  We got our room and I was prepped for surgery.  My mom held my hand the entire time until I had to go to the operation room.  The doctors put me to sleep and when they woke me up I found my mom sitting next to me in the recovery room, and in a weird way I was kind of unharmed. And I found that things aren’t always what you expect them to be and that overreacting makes them worse, my mom told me that my dad had told my mom that I was scared and she told me that if I trust what she says everything will be alright and I still do today.
