HEART TO HEART

Three years ago, after tests, X-rays and scans I was diagnosed as
having Marfans Syndrome. An echocardiogram had detected a leaky
aortic valve; I also had scoliosis reducing my lung capacity
which would give added complications to open heart surgery. My
films, X-rays and notes were sent to Glasgow for the
cardiothoracic surgeons there to have a look at; they decided it
would be too risky to operate. They anticipated problems during
anaesthesia and, after the operation, difficulties coming off the
ventilator. I was very disappointed.

One year later in August '91 I set off on holiday with friends
and while cleaning my teeth on the second morning felt this odd
sensation come over my back, head and down over my face, but with

no pain. I just knew this was something new and serious. The
local G.P. had me admitted to Preston Hospital when I had an
echocardiogram which showed a dissection. I was transferred to
Wythenshawe Hospital in Manchester and told I would need an
Aortic Valve replacement operation. I knew the risks but my
first meeting with the surgeon, Mr. Robert Lawson - also a Scot -
and his team, filled me with confidence. My son and daughter,

both in their early twenties, arrived to be with me and were
given accommodation in the nurses' home.

Feeling very much under the Caring Eye of God I was very calm and
at peace knowing everything would be all right. The days
immediately after the seven hour operation are a bit hazy, but I
remember great joy and happiness to have it all behind me, not
realising the long and difficult work ahead. The next step was
to wean me off my ventilator.

In these early days, communication was difficult as my ventilator
was attached to a tracheostomy tube making speech impossible. I
was provided with pen and paper, but was disturbed to discover my
writing and spelling was worse than a four year old's. This
improved later. A speaking trachea tube was inserted but proved
to be unsuccessful because of my Marfan-shaped neck.

A weaning programme was begun to get me off the ventilator - this
was a difficult time. It was dispiriting to see other patients
leaving I.C.U. for the wards only days after their operation. I
was glad for their sakes but I did get very low at one point.
Mr. Lawson would come to see me every morning and he was always
S0 encouraging, never more so than the morning he told me he was
arranging an air ambulance flight home for me and a bed in
intensive care at Ninewells Hospital, Dundee, only two miles from

my home. This great news made me even more determined to come
off the ventilator as I could only make the journey if I was able
to breathe on my own for a day. Six weeks after my operation,
accompanied by a doctor and nurse, I was flown to Dundee Airport
on a lovely September morning. Unfortunately, almost on
arrival, I went down with a serious chest infection and was back
on the ventilator all day as well as night. On recovery Dr.

Clark, my Chest consultant, charted out a new weaning programme
for me and it seemed a bit easier this time round. I was






