I N PRAISE OF THE NHS  and what happens when you get old 
	

	I have a poster in my window, which I bought some considerable time ago to support those who have gone above and beyond the call of duty during the pandemic,that contains a simple message: 
“This home supports a pay rise for NHS heroes” to which, and following the government’s response to this plea, I have added: “Albeit more than 1%!!” 
	I have always had total admiration for the NHS and respect for those who work in it,  and  I have been lucky and have seldom had to use it. I have broken a number of bones  over the  years – a leg, playing football at the Club; an arm, hit by a cricket ball at the Club – must stop going there – and sustained a broken nose after being attacked by the National Front, but my general health, thankfully, has been good but, as I have got older, I realise that I am probably going to need the NHS more often 
	When I got to 70 I was asked to have a BMI (Body, Mass, Index)  test which, amongst other things, concluded that I was slightly overweight, introduced me the ‘the traffic light’ markings on food products and concluded that I needed to take Statins on a daily basis, a medication that was put  on repeat prescription and which I collected from my local ‘Boots’  
	Every year I had to see my doctor for a medical MOT to ascertain whether or not  my condition had altered – one year it had even improved which, presumably, was the intention - and this year my doctor suggested that I also had a blood test  for prostate as well,  and about a week later she informed  me that there had been no change in my cholesterol – the reason for  the Statins – but my PSA levels,  relating to my prostate, were  ‘quite high at 128’ 
“It might be an enlarged gland or you might have a tumour, “ she explained and I would need an MRI  (Magnetic resonance imaging)  scan to establish which so, on one cold Sunday morning  in March,  I made my way to Kings College Hospital
	On arrival there was a form to fill in with a number of pertinent questions to answer, some being  easier than others, ‘Are you pregnant’ being one of the easy ones 
However, ‘Have you ever had brain surgery’ was more problematic for, at the age of three days I had a brain  haemorrhage   - I know, that explains a lot – so I was advised not to go ahead with the scan but to have a brain x ray to determine whether or not anything had been left there 
	The brain x ray completed – No, they didn’t find anything!!!  - I could now return for the MRI, which was quite straightforward ; they put you in a hospital gown,  and you lie down for about 40 minutes whilst the scan takes place;  it’s a bit noisy, that’s all
	My next visit was for a bone scan “to establish whether or not the cancer has spread to the bones” and this entailed having an injection and then a four hour wait for it to become effective,  so I spent the time reacquainting myself with the  area I had known so well during my time at Wilson’s when it was based in  Camberwell 
	The  old school building  is now occupied by the Camberwell School of Arts,  and its basic structure is virtually the same but now, instead of having one Art room,  almost all of them are used for this purpose 
	I walked round the block, then through the park behind St Giles Church and gradually made my way back to the hospital where I availed myself of the Marks and Spencer  inside to purchase a sandwich and then walked round Ruskin Park before returning for the scan 
	Thankfully this showed there was no sign of cancer in my bones – it did pick up my broken leg but not the arm nor nose – and the next stage was a biopsy, which necessitated a Covid swab  a few days before, after which I needed to self-isolate,  thereby causing  me to miss the 1st Xl’s first league game of the season – thanks for covering Jane  
“I’m going to make you cry,” said the nurse who administered the swab – I had quite liked her up to this point, and, No, she did not succeed in her ambition 
	And so to the biopsy itself, performed under local an ascetic,   which certainly makes your eyes water. The nurse who had administered the swab was again on duty and this time her job was to take my mind off what was happening. She asked me what I had been doing since retirement – how did she know that I had retired?   I mentioned the OWs and its wonderful sporting prowess and it turns our she is a Chelsea supporter and a great fan of Josie Mourinho   
	The surgeon was Egyptian,  and took some stick about the merits of  Mo Salah, mainly from the nurse; you tend to keep quiet when someone is in a far more advantageous position than you  
	A week later the surgeon called me to confirm that I do have prostate cancer and at level 7 which, and,  as he put it,  “Is at a medium level.” 
	The next step was  a Pet/CT  Scan –  a complete body scan from top ‘the top of the  hair to the bottom of your  toes to establish whether or not the cancer has reached any part of your body, ’ which I have only just had  and will not receive the results until mid June when, and depending on the outcome,  they will decide what to do with me next  
	I am now on three types of medication, four if you include the Statins,  all of which have various side effects, including exciting prospects like hair loss, indigestion, hot flushes, constipation, flatulence and a heart attack 
	They can also adversely affect your sex life – no change there then 
	(Not sure whether this is supposed to be comforting or not but there is a note at the end which states: “Do not be concerned by this list of possible side effects; you may not get any of them”) 
	I was also given a 64 page pamphlet which has such comforting headings as “Am I going to die?” 
	I am not overly concerned about my condition - many men die with prostate cancer as opposed to of it – and simply consider it  to be something that happens as you get old 
	My respect for NHS workers is even higher than it was 12 months ago, which is more than you can say for their wages 
	Who will join me every Thursday evening at 8-00 p.m. and ‘Clap for our MPs’  rather than advocating that they get a pay rise ? 

 
