





                           Hydrocephalus
                	    Linda Monnahan Peterson      
       I thought I was done with hydrocephalus when, as an infant or toddler, the top of my head fell in. Let me explain. Shortly after I was born, my head began to swell at an alarming rate. My parents took me to our family doctor, Doc Dalmage. Seeing something he thought he couldn’t handle, he hurriedly referred me to a specialist in Mason City.
         After examining me, this doctor gave my parents the devastating news: “This child has hydrocephalus, commonly called “water on the brain. Most likely, my parents were told, I would become a water head, and would need to be institutionalized for my care. Stents, the now normal treatment for this condition, were yet to be invented.
          My parents were told to take me home and love me until they figured out the next step. They had already lost three other children.
          Within a few days or weeks, my mother walked into the bedroom where my bassinet stood. One glance at me told her something was desperately wrong. “Burch,” she screamed to my dad, “Linda’s head has fallen in.!” Quickly, I was taken to the doctor. 
          After examining me, he explained. The pressure on my brain must have released. He prescribed Homecebrin, a vitamin supplement which, it was hoped, would help to strengthen my skull.
          After all these years, I can conjure up the taste and the feel of that stuff. It was thick, with the texture of egg yolks, and had a very strong orange flavor. I was fed this preparation for a very long time, years even. I was always led to believe, after that experience, I was done with hydrocephalus.
Fast forward, to last October, October fourteenth, to be exact, some seventy-six plus years later. I was getting ready to leave a weekly coffee at our local Senior Citizens,
when my toe caught the leg of another person’s chair. Whack! I fell flat on my face. On    my way down, my first words were, “I’m on Coumadin.”
	Before I knew it, Lorie, the Director of the Senior Citizens, appeared with a cold pack for my head. I was unaware, in the fall, I had opened a small gash in my eyebrow.
When I tried to get off the floor, Lorie placed her hand on my back and said, “Lie still. The paramedics are on their way” Except they weren’t. Northwood’s very small, but very well-equipped squad were out on another call. In their place, a female deputy appeared.	My immediate reply was, “I don’t want to go to Mason City.” (The EMT’s usual destination). “My insurance isn’t good there. “
            
	Sharyl, a friend of mine in the group volunteered, “I’ll go get Gordon.” He was coffeeing with some guys down the street. When he very quickly appeared with our car, Lorie and the deputy picked me up off the floor and escorted me to the car.
	Upon arriving at the ER, we found the ambulance bay opening for us. Again, I was escorted to a wheelchair, and ushered into the waiting room, while Gordon was instructed as towhere to park our car.
 	The waiting room was teeming with people waiting to be seen; a child with severe croup, several people in wheelchairs, still others lining the walls. Despite this, I was seen fairly quickly. First on the agenda were lab tests, then x-rays of my back, my left shoulder, and my right knee, as well as a CT scan of my brain.
             The scan showed large, fluid-filled ventricles around my brain, as well as an arachnoid cyst in front of the brain. I told the x-ray tech, as well as the provider, this might be explained by my having been born with hydrocephalus.
	I was discharged from the ER with the usual instructions and precautions. I was also told to see my family physician within a week. Because my regular family provider was unavailable at that time, I was instructed to see my physician who regularly gives me Prednisone shots in my knees.
	When she saw the CT scan of my head, she became very agitated.
The ventricles in my head were very large compared to what they were supposed to be.
She then put me through various reflex tests, made me walk across the floor. She became even more excited, saying, you need to see a neurosurgeon, 
     I don’t think she even heard me explain the hydrocephalic condition I’d been diagnosed with as an infant, on her way out the door to make the appointment with neuro.
      A couple of weeks later, I found myself in the office of a PhD neurosurgeon who 
looked young enough to be my granddaughter. She visited with us, as well as sat in silence as we described some of the things I had been able to do in my life ; extensive gardening, farm bookwork, farmers marketing, home health work, to mention a few.
      She talked with my husband and me, as well as my retired nurse sister, whom we had brought along for her knowledge, as well as moral support.
       After the back and forth, she said, “You do have very large ventricles, but you and your body have compensated for them all these years. If we tried to go in to correct your situation, we would be doing more harm than good. I see no need to see you again unless you have further problems.
          Replying to her with many thank yous and thumbs up, I shook hands with her and bid her good-bye.
         As we left the doctor’s office, Randi turned to me and said, “I wouldn’t be surprised if you turn out to be the subject of one of her lectures.
          And that’s all she wrote.
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