
On the morning of February 6th, 2023, at 04:17, we woke up with a terrible noise and

threw ourselves out of the house. People on the street were filled with fear,

uneasiness, and worry. There had been an earthquake. After confirming that my

family was safe, I quickly got ready and went to the hospital. The emergency room

was very crowded, and it had been about two hours since the earthquake. The

patients coming in were those who fell, jumped, or had traffic accidents while trying

to escape the earthquake, and patients were now starting to come out of the debris.

On the first day, my orthopaedic colleague and I were on duty. While I was in the

emergency room, he was in the operating room, and while he was operating, I was

constantly working in the emergency room. Aftershocks continued. The emergency

room was getting more and more crowded. Ambulances were constantly bringing

patients, and people were bringing their loved ones that they had rescued on their

own. There were many patients with fatal outcomes, open fractures, comminuted

fractures, traumatic amputations of limbs, burned patients who were exposed to

explosions under the debris, and patients with compartment syndrome in their upper

and lower extremities. We tried to evaluate the patients quickly, provide them with

admission to the ward, and prepare them for surgery. A patient who was rescued

from under the debris was brought to the emergency room by an ambulance. I had

detected a comminuted fracture in the patient's right femur on the X-ray films taken,

so I had admitted the patient to the ward before surgery to ensure hemodynamic

stability. While I was performing an open reduction for the fracture under spinal

anaesthesia, and trying to reduce it, the tremors that had started at 13:24 began to

increase gradually. Everyone in the operating room had suddenly seen themselves

running to the safe area. There was no one left in the room except for me and the

patient. The tremors were getting stronger and stronger, and the patient's screams,

the shaking of the operating table, and the almost tipping of the scope machine

under me had scared me. I couldn't leave the patient like that and leave the room.

With one hand, I tried to hold onto the table where the patient was lying, and with

the other, I tried to hold onto the scope machine so that it would not fall on me and

the patient. The sound of oxygen cylinders falling inside the room had increased my

fear even more. Eventually, the tremors of the earthquake had stopped. The team

had come back into the room to complete the remaining operation. 
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After that, every time I went to see the patient, he was constantly thanking and

praying for me. February 6th had been a very long day. I and my colleagues had

hardly slept for 24 hours, taking care of patients, and performing surgeries. Later,

I learned that the neurosurgery department on the lower floor was also operating

when the earthquake had struck. Putting our own lives aside and trying to save

the lives of the patients was a very heavy feeling, and it's very difficult to express

it.

The experience that she underwent on the 6th of February
is one that we hope no one ever has to endure. SICOT WIO
is deeply grateful to this anonymous female orthopaedic
surgeon for sharing her invaluable experience with the
world. Despite facing immense challenges and defying the
prejudices that have hindered many women in the field, she
remained remarkably humble, deflecting praise and
recognition. Her actions are nothing short of heroic, and
her story serves as a powerful inspiration for us all. Even
in the darkest of times, her resilience and unwavering
dedication to her work and patients remind us that hope
can prevail. As fellow female orthopaedic surgeons, we are
proud of her and hope that her story encourages others to
never give up and to always stand up for what is right.
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