
MY WLS STORY


To begin, I'm a 26 year old married mother of one (a beautiful daughter, Bryce). I've always been a little overweight, but nothing major until after I had my daughter. I slowly ballooned up to around 290 lbs. I was around 200 lbs. when I got pregnant with Bryce five years ago.

Back in January of 1997 I saw a program, 20/20, about obesity surgery. It concentrated on the Fobi pouch procedure and I got to see the good and bad of obesity surgery. What really got me was a girl I saw on the program (my age) who had the surgery and lost TONS of weight. When the program was over, I called my dad and asked if he had watched it and he said yes (he and my mom are obese also). I asked him what he thought of it and he said it looked too risky. However, I knew immediately that this surgery was the answer to my prayers and I told him if I had the money, I WOULD HAVE THIS SURGERY TOMORROW!

Well, at the time, I was not covered under any insurance. So off I went looking for an insurance company that would cover this surgery in case I decided later to have it. I also started searching the internet for every piece of information I could find on the surgery...I especially liked the before and after pictures of people who had the surgery! I found a place called Lite Life in Houston and a lady there by the name of Beth was so helpful. She gave me all kinds of information, including names of insurance carriers who have approved the surgery for other
patients. At the time I was talking to her, I did not realize that there was more than one type of surgery. I just thought the name of the surgery that everyone had was "gastroplasty".

In May of 1997 I signed up with State Farm insurance for health insurance. I knew that I would have to let the policy mature a little bit before pursuing any elective surgery, so I let it go for 6 months and tried for approval through Lite Life. I was turned down. They said I had to wait until the policy was at least a year old. Well let me tell you, during the next 6 months, I ate like a hog! It's like I was already approved for the surgery and was just waiting for a date. I literally ate every meal like it was my last, but I kept praying on the inside that I would get approved. All the while, I was still frantically searching the internet for more information on the surgery. Come to find out, there were several types and variations of obesity surgery. There was the VBG, the RNY, the VBG Gastric Bypass, the Fobi pouch, etc. There was proximal and distal RNY and there was a LAP or OPEN procedure for surgeries. I mean, so much information, I was completely lost, so I had to find out more. I had to know EVERYTHING!

Come to find out, many people I talked to about the surgery knew someone who had obesity surgery and gained most or all of their weight back. THAT SCARED ME TO DEATH. Well, once I found out all the particulars about the different types of surgery, I found some information about the VBG and the RNY that made my mind up for me and also cleared me of the fear I had of weight re-gain. I found out that the VBG surgery only has a 50% success rate, whereas the RNY has between an 80-90% success rate because of the malabsorbtion from the intestinal bypass. The VBG, however, is supposedly safer than the RNY...so there's a good and bad side to any surgery. Well, knowing me...I will sabotage anything, including surgery, if I can. So I decided, if approved, I would have the RNY.

I found a couple of doctors close to where I live (Louisiana) that did the RNY and started my journey. I went to see Dr. Mando at Surgi Lite in New Orleans for the first time in June of 1998. I found out by the beginning of July that I was approved and my surgery was scheduled for August 4, 1998.

I was SOOOOO excited when I got the approval notice through my answering machine. I was jumping up and down and screaming...LITERALLY! But then, after I calmed down, I realized how frightened I was about have the surgery. I e-mailed everyone on the ossg list (the best thing I found on the internet while doing my research!) and told them how stupid I felt for having this surgery. Here I was...a relatively healthy young woman with a beautiful child and husband I adore. Why couldn't I just lose the weight on my own...after all, I had the two best reasons to do so. I felt too young, I felt the surgery was too drastic...etc. Well, I got back tons of e-mail from list members who congratulated me on having the surgery now, rather than suffer through 10 more years of fat hell. They also reminded me of the real reason why I was having the surgery to begin with...to live a longer life to spend with the two people I love the most. Those e-mails were so helpful in releasing my anxiety. Of course, I was worried, like everyone is, about dying on the operating table. Those fears were dispelled somewhat after I posted a message to
the members. They just reminded me that everyone had those fears and that they were valid, but not to worry....every surgery has risks, and this was no different. Of course, I worried anyway and I treated everyday as if it were my last..just in case.

A couple of days before the surgery, I ate like a PIG. I ate all my favorite foods...and I ate A LOT of it! That was fun! The day before the surgery I had to prep myself by drinking a gallon of some disgusting stuff called Go-Lytly (lightly). It cleared my plumbing better than Roto Rooter!

The morning of my surgery, a Tuesday, my dad and mom picked up my husband, my daughter and myself at 5:00am and we headed for New Orleans (2½ hours away). Thankfully enough, I was very calm and relaxed. I even felt excited! We got to the hospital and I was admitted at 7:30am. My doctor requested I start my IV before surgery so that I would be "good to go" once they wheeled me in. So, I had an IV started in my neck (by the most wonderful and caring anesthesiologist..he was great...he even came to see me every day in the hospital!) I was holding back the tears so much. My dad came in an sat with me before they wheeled me in. I couldn't even bear to see my daughter, because I knew I would break out into tears in front of her and I didn't want to scare her. So, I asked my dad to give her a big kiss and hug for me and that I would be right back...I told them to tell her that I was just going get my stomach fixed real quick (which she already knew). Next thing I know, I'm being wheeled off into the operating room.

First they set me on this wonderfully warm operating table and then began to run the drip that would put me to sleep. It was the most calm and relaxing feeling in the world...HONESTLY! I wasn't scared or anything. I just remember thanking the people in the operating room for taking care of me.

Next thing I know, I'm awake and trying to scream because the pain is soooo bad, but I can't...my stomach is in too much pain, I can't even scream. My doctor doesn't do epidurals, so his patients wake up in a little more pain than others. I kept asking the people in the recovery room for pain medicine and they said I was getting it, but I didn't feel
it. After about a couple of minutes or so, the pain subsided and I was OK. This was, by far, the worst experience I had from the surgery. However, like childbirth, it is something I would go through 100 times to achieve something so great.

Once in my room, the nurses ran me a morphine pump. Don't ask me why, but the morphine doesn't do anything for me. I stayed in pain most of the time in the hospital, but it wasn't anything I couldn't handle. The weirdest thing was the stomach spasms I started to have about a day after surgery. They were very painful, but I got through them by taking deep breathes when I felt them coming on. They only lasted for about
15-30 seconds each and I usually had them about once every half an hour or so.

The one thing I can tell you that helped me TREMENDOUSLY was breathing. I never really thought of breathing as a pain reliever or stress reducer, but it was a life-saver! Every time I would get out of my hospital bed (excruciatingly painful!) I would take in a deep breathe while getting out of bed and exhale once I sat up. WONDERFUL, WONDERFUL PAIN RELIEVER! I usually walked the floor of the hospital about twice a day. Each time would get easier, but I definitely needed the help of a nurse or my husband, which, by the way, was wonderful. I have the most wonderful husband!

Another thing that happened in the hospital was I started my period, which I hear is normal. It got a little messy, so watch out. A couple of things you might want to consider taking with you to the hospital is
your personal pillow and a small oscillating fan. I didn't have a fan, and I was miserably sweaty. My back and legs were always sticky feeling from laying in the bed too long. The guy down the hall from me had a little fan and he said it felt great. Also, don't bring too much with you as far as clothes. They have big gowns and you don't need underwear until you go home. You also might want to get an oversized loose dress
to wear home so that you pants don't rub on your incision. A bra was out of the question for me.In fact when I went for my one week check-up after I got out of the hospital, I wore my regular bra. Needless to say, it rubbed on my incision way to much and the top of my incision line started to open after my staples were removed. I got my husband to go get me a loose fitting sports bra after that.

Once I got home from the hospital, I was on clear liquids for a week, then just liquids, like strained soups for another 2 weeks, then soft foods for 1 month, and pureed foods for another month. Like I said before, my incision opened about a week after my surgery (just after I got my staples removed) and I also "sprung a leak" a little further down
on my incision. The leak was normal and it went away after a few days. The opening in my incision (about ½ inch) had to be treated by a local doctor at a wound care center. It healed in about two weeks.

I lost 17 pounds in the first week, and 25 by the end of my first month. I am now 4 months post-op and I have lost about 73 pounds. My incision has healed well, however, I had to have my gallbladder removed on December 3, 1998, so I still have a little healing to do. The funnest part is seeing my attitude change and seeing the looks on people's faces when they see me. I even went and got a cute little short hair cut and contacts. Just this October, I went to the party store here in town to get me and my daughter matching M&M costumes for Halloween. I feel confident enough to strut around as an M&M with white tights!...By the way, I'm blue, she's yellow! I'm trying to get my husband to be red, but he refuses! I guess I can live with the that...I can see where he wouldn't want to wear white tights!

As you can see, I'm long-winded. But, I have to tell you, writing letters to others is very therapeutic for me. I like that I can now help people who were once in my situation, just like so many others did for me. I hope this helps any pre-ops out there and please feel free to e-mail or call me if you have any questions. I don't mind sharing my experiences....obviously!

Take Care!
Jessica Aniksdal
hereiam@bellsouth.net
(318) 269-9600 (home)
(318) 981-5800 (work)

Open RNY August 4, 1998
Height: 5'7"
Starting weight: 271
Current weight: 198
Dr. Wagih Mando
Surgi Lite, New Orleans, LA

P.S. My dad is so impressed with my success that he's having the surgery December 29, 1998. He's already talking "Corvette" at this time next year! I'll keep you posted on his progress.

