Waking
up
like
a
kid:
parathyroidectomy for the win
By Holly Lisle
Last night I put my head on my pillow, closed my eyes, and
fell asleep.
When I opened them again, it was morning.

The day is mine, and the
whole world in it.
That may not sound like much. So let me put it in context for
you.
I remember waking up one perfect summer morning in 1966 in the
tiny Ohio village where I lived. I was five.
I remember the movement of the white curtain blowing, the
smell of the air—which was green and sweet, with just a touch
of bleach—the sun cutting windowpane squares on the blanket
and my skinny legs. I remember the sound outside my bedroom
window, which was the sound of sheets and laundry flapping on
the line.

I remember bouncing out of bed, full of energy, ready for
life. My thoughts, whatever they were, are lost to me now, but
what I felt, summed up from the fifty years I’ve lived since,
was this: The day is mine, and the whole world in it.
Time lets you work for and earn things that pay you, and if
you work hard and with a plan, it pays you way out of
proportion to what you give up in the innocent exuberance of
being a kid: life and time have brought me a terrific husband
who is my best friend, three excellent kids, writing skills, a
ton of books with more still to come, and the mission and joy
of teaching the writers willing to work for it how to do what
I’ve learned to do and love so much.
But I thought that the days of waking up like a kid were
behind me. I thought the sheer raw delight of opening my eyes
on a new morning seeming instants after closing my eyes and
falling asleep the night before were gone forever.
I assumed that the price I paid for the joy I take from every
day and every minute I get to live, to love who I love and to
do what I fought so hard to get to do, would be paid for by
falling asleep in painful inches, waking up multiple times
each night, twisting and turning to find a comfortable
position, trying tricks to quiet my racing mind.
I assumed that life would be ever-expanding pain consuming me
in creeping increments, and I accepted that as part of the
price I had to pay for the privilege and wonder of getting to
be alive.
I’d forgotten what it felt like to feel good—feeling bad had
become my new good.
Turns out I was wrong.
It’s now been nine days, plus a few hours as I write this,
since I had that parathyroid tumor removed.

Pain free, with my mind calm, my thoughts clear and focused,
last night I climbed into bed, counted my breaths as I always
do, and fell asleep so quickly I don’t even remember counting.
And I slept like a kid. After what felt like minutes later, I
opened them. Sunlight outlined the verticals that cover the
window.
I sat up and grinned, full of energy, full of life. No pain.
No clouds. And this time, I can tell you exactly what I was
thinking.
The day is mine, and the whole world in it!

Fifteen minutes changed my life. Fifteen minutes was the time
it took my surgical team to make the 1.5-inch incision, remove
the parathyroid tumor and check the other three glands for
function, and close the incision.
My sincerest thanks to Dr. Norman, Dr. Boone, and Dr. Parrack.
And my thanks, too, to the amazing staff of the Norman
Parathyroid Center:
Jayme, who helped me get set up to have the operation,
the security guard who wished me good luck and pointed
my guys and me in the right direction as I walked in to
have my surgery,
the receptionist who was so brightly cheerful at notquite-five AM,
woman who set up my medical records and told me how much
she enjoyed working where she does (you know how rare it
is to hear people say that?)
the warm, friendly, wonderfully competent nurses who
talked me clearly and concisely through what would
happen,
the young woman who wheeled me down to have a scan and
with whom I laughed about the shocking cold of the

morning
the guy who did my sestamibi scan and with whom I had a
fun chat about video gaming and the superiority of the
XBox One controller but the better games and selection
available for Playstation 4 (including the upcoming No
Man’s Sky, though I couldn’t quite sell him on that)
and the anesthesiologist who took the time to reassure
me about the anesthesia, and who’s voice was the last
one I heard before I woke up to a future I could not yet
imagine.
I was an RN for ten years before I got the three-book deal
that let me quit to write full time. I worked in a number of
hospitals, knew all kinds of doctors, saw all kinds of medical
care. I’ve experienced medical services from the other end
too, as a patient and as the family member of people I love.
I never experienced — or even imagined possible — the
uniformly spectacular care and professionalism of Every.
Single. Person. I dealt with from the instant I contacted the
clinic until the day two weeks after my surgery when I
received a copy of the letter Jim Norman sent to each of my
doctors, explaining what he’d done and its ramifications on my
health in the future.
Dr. Norman told me, “This surgery will change your life.” When
he said it, I didn’t even realize how much my life needed to
be changed. I’m just now starting to figure that out.
Contents © Holly Lisle. https://hollylisle.com All Rights
Reserved

A
Sky
Full
of
Hyperparathyroidism
the Writer

Stars:
versus

By Holly Lisle
On Saturday, something happened as a result
parathyroidectomy that was totally unexpected.

of

the

My spontaneous story ideas came back.

I hadn’t even noticed they were gone.
I’ve been working hard for the past couple of years trying to
get the site fixed, I’ve been under a lot of strain both
physically and financially, and my processes for creating
fiction without having an idea in mind actually work, and I
really do use them, so I was still creating (the Longview
stories were all written from those techniques).
I didn’t think about the fact that I didn’t have spontaneous
story ideas anymore. Unlike most fiction writers, I’m not
dependent upon random ideas for my work.
So I didn’t notice when they disappeared.
But Saturday the mental clouds rolled away and suddenly things
that I saw and heard and experienced began sending little
pings to my right brain again, and my right brain began

building them into little spontaneous stories and sending them
across the corpus callosum to the left brain again.
And because it had been a long time since this had happened,
it felt like suddenly seeing a sky full of stars.
So add as a symptom of hyperparathyroidism: Spontaneous story
ideas disappear.
If you’re a writer and your ideas have disappeared, consider
getting your calcium and PTH levels checked. You might be able
to get them back.
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The Teenage Tumor and Me: My
Mini-Parathyroid Surgery and
the Norman Parathyroid Center
By Holly Lisle

Parathyroid
Tumor

I’m back following a parathyroidectomy and a couple days
recovery.
I’m tired, my neck is a bit swollen still and kind of sore,
I’m bruised (I’m an easy bruiser, though).
And I am happily rid of one thumb-above-the-distal-joint-sized
parathyroid tumor that was between twelve and fifteen years
old when Drs. Norman, Boone, and Parrack removed it in a
fifteen-ish minute outpatient operation that stopped it from
sucking the life out of me. The picture above is clickable if
you want to see the thing as close to life-sized as I could
make it.
I’m still recovering, and still tired (that thing had been
growing for a long time), but I’m putting this up now because
this is a big damn deal.
I developed the tumor when I was in my early forties. They
happen in people a lot younger. They’re more common in people
my age and twice as common in women.
The fact that the one above was messing with me for
perhaps fifteen years is probably part of why I have
tongue dysplasia.
Why I had bone pain in shoulders, elbows, spine, knees,
and right heel.
Why I had gastric reflux.
Why I felt tired all the time.
Why I couldn’t sleep at night.
Why my heart would often start racing for no apparent
reason.
Why my hair was thinning in the front.
Why my blood calcium was sky high and my vitamin D was
the lowest the OB/GYN who saw me had “ever seen in a
live human being” — it was 4.
It’s almost certainly the cause of all the damn
headaches, including the icepick migraines.

It could have been the cause of both miscarriages.
And maybe some other things.
I’ll have to have my bone density tested in a couple weeks,
but considering the screaming amount of calcium that tumor was
pulling out of my bones, I’m not betting they’re in great
shape right now.

Why do I think this?
These are all things parathyroid tumors can do. And I already
have early evidence that, with that damn thing removed, I’m
recovering.
The bone pain went away within a couple hours of the surgery
and hasn’t been back, and the headaches went away after the
last effects of the anesthesia wore off.
So I’m going to send you to the website that I found, which is
where I also went to have the surgery done.

Parathyroid.com
Go to the front page, watch the video, and even if nothing on
the page applies to you now, remember the symptoms. This is
something a BUNCH of doctors didn’t catch, and it could have
killed me.
Considering the dysplasia, I’m not out of the woods yet, but I
intend to get there.
But you… make sure that you’re the person who knows what to
look for so you can help yourself, or someone you love.
‘Cause…
Tiny, simple, FAST surgery.
BIG. DAMN. DEAL.
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