
 Hi I am Grace and I am 13 years old and I have had a broken hand, foot, elbow and 
strains and sprains, and this is my story of the journey I went through with a labral hip tear.  
 Last year when I was twelve I tore my labrum doing gymnastics.  I had been a gymnast 
since I was five, therefore, I had done gymnastics for seven years.  When I was doing a round-off 
on the balance beam my hip dislocated and then popped back into place causing my labrum to 
tear.  I can still remember that little pop and it hurt, but as typical of a gymnast, I ignored the 
pain.  It got so bad that I ended up telling my coaches after awhile of doing a few more round 
offs.  At first I didn't think it was that bad so I cut back on doing any type of tumbling and splits 
(which singled out a lot of things).  When my coaches noticed that it didn't seem to help, they 
told me I should go see a doctor.   

The first doctor I went to said I probably strained my hip, but eventually told me to get an 
MRI just to make sure.  The MRI was pretty easy, I couldn't feel the shot they put into my hip, it 
just tickled but it didn’t really hurt.  When I got the MRI results back they said that I had labral 
tear in my hip.  Then we decided to go see Dr. White.  He suggested that we wait for a month or 
so to if it would heal with just resting.  After a month of just conditioning and resting my hip, it 
still hurt.  So we decided to try crutches to see if that would help. After about a month I still 
could feel the pain in my hip. That's when we decided that surgery was the best thing. 

  To tell you the truth I wasn't scared of the surgery that much,  because I saw people on 
TV  and my mom go through it and they were better then ever after a few months.  I think the 
most important things that got me through this were Dr. White, my family, my coaches, and my 
true friends.  Even though most of them didn't know what I was going through, they still tried to 
help me and it worked.   I did feel a lot better with them at my side. The week of my surgery I 
had school, and also it was the week before spring break. I ended up not going to school at all 
that week because I went home sick and never returned.  Truthfully I was starting to get shook 
up and I couldn't sleep at night because it really finally hit me what I was about to do and I was 
getting scared.   

I have to say though when I got to the hospital at about 4 am the morning of my surgery I 
was all smiles but a nervous smile.  Of course my dad just had to take picture of me because I 
was on pain medications.  I knew that it was going to be a tough road a head of me but I was 
going to be okay in the end, and to me that was all that mattered.  When I went into surgery they 
put a shot in my spine to numb the lower half of me (I didn’t feel it at ALL), because I was all 
loopy.  The last thing I said was "mommy why is the ceiling spinning?" and then after that the 
last thing I remember was lying down.  The next thing I know it's all over with and I was in the 
recovery room eating plain ice with a spoon and an orange Popsicle with my stuffed animal 
giraffe named Gaffy.  Then they wheeled me to the hospital room and a couple of my friends got 
to visit me.   

If I learned one thing about hospital food it is don't order the chicken stir fry, lets just say 
it isn't the best food I have ever tasted... Even though I was all drugged on pain medications I can 
still remember being woken every hour or so to take medications.  The next morning they tried to 
get me out of bed but I was too light headed and too loopy to do so.  After breakfast and a little 
encouragement from my coaches over the phone I finally got up, got dressed and headed home.  
It felt great to be home again even though I was only gone one night.   My friends came to visit 
me at my house and it made me happy every day.   

I know I will always remember that spring break both good and bad.  Good because I was 
able to heal, but bad because I did absolutely nothing but lay in bed icing, being in the CPM 
machine making up homework I missed and watching too many movies to count.  When I was 



ready, I began physical therapy, and I have to say, it truly isn't fun… AT ALL.   It's strength 
training, stretching and icing.  My physical therapist was amazing though, he made it the most 
fun it could be, like making funny names of the exercises and making me smile and excited to 
actually go to physical therapy.  Also being on crutches for my birthday wasn’t fun either, but 
my friends made it fun for me.  

I was on crutches for about a month after surgery and in my hip brace for a month and a 
half to two months.  Once your on crutches for awhile you become a pro at them... At least I did.  
The hip brace was a BIG pain, but I had people sign it and it wasn't that bad after all, and I found 
ways to hold my phone and iPod in the brace.  Trust me I felt like a total freak when everyone at 
school was looking at my big brace on my hip, but as my physical therapist said, people will 
watch out for you and won't bump into you.  He was very cautious of me and he wouldn’t let me 
do “dangerous” things.  Like he didn’t let me go curling in Alaska or skydiving when I was still 
recovering (I was kind of tired of doing nothing and I was just joking about the curling and 
skydiving but it was fun to see what he would say about them).   

When I was all the way healed, I was a normal kid again.  The hardest part of this 
experience was probably the surgery and having to quit the sport I loved because my parents 
were done watching me beat myself up in gymnastics.  It was hard, but it gave me a great 
opportunity to do different sports.  I ended up doing diving which I love and my team is nice and 
caring, I couldn't ask for anything more.  After tears, patience, hard work and love I finally 
recovered from my injury and I am brand new thanks to Dr. White, my physical therapist, and 
my friends and family.  That is my experience of my surgery I will never forget.  I hope if you 
get the same surgery I did you will be back to normal and be doing what you love again, or at 
least find something new that you'll love just the same. 

 
Yours truly, 
 
Grace 


