Pikey’s Progress:  The camera never lies  

Back in the days when the Old Wislonians’ Dramatic Society was at it’s zenith  – they won the Lambeth Drama Festival with their production of Arthur Miller’s  ‘A view from the Bridge’ – another of their successful ventures was ‘I am a Camera’  by John Van Druten, a play adapted from Christopher Isherwood’s stories of pre-war Germany and follows the adventures of said Isherwood and his flamboyant friend, Sally Bowles, during the rise of the Nazi party, although the story is probably better known from the 1972 film, ‘Cabaret’ 
In those days cameras were simple affairs and not integral parts of mobile ‘phones’ and were only used rarely for the likes of family gatherings and holidays, but these days they tend to be everywhere – ‘There’s always someone looking at you” explained the Boomtown Rats in 1979 and George Orwell ‘s 1984, albeit written in 1948,  and nowadays cameras are used for all sorts of things and, as I have found since contracting prostate cancer, are now put where cameras really should not go.  
Having had day surgery last March under general anaesthetic and endured a rather painful recovery period which lasted around 10 days,  I was informed that I would now need a local anaesthetic to try and cure the problem that should have been cured last time!
The ‘procedure’,  as it was euphemistically called, was booked for 10-00 a.m on the Wednesday of cricket week and I naively anticipated undergoing said ‘procedure’ before rushing to Hayes for  a 1-00 p.m. start, with Dave Welch kindly agreeing to cover the initial overs 
I arrived at Kings College hospital on time and was seen virtually straight away 
One of the doctors who was performing the ‘procedure’ – Abby -  had called me a few days earlier and was the fifth person to ask me my full name and date of birth  – it was a bit like registering players for the cricket club -– and I now eagerly anticipate at least 5 birthday cards come my next birthday!
Not to put too fine a point on it – and please skip this part of my article if a) you are a prude, b)of a nervous disposition  c) squeamish,  d) are under 104, I have a urine flow problem and this ‘procedure’ was designed to improve said flow and involved inserting a camera where cameras are not designed to go – certainly not the family cameras referred to earlier – but so-called ‘progress’  has now enabled them to invade the most private of one’s parts. 
Now, there are many men, particularly of my age, who would consider having their genitalia handled by a young female doctor  – on this occasion the aforementioned Abby  –  a dream come true,  and when she said, and on a number of occasions, 
“You are doing really well”, I reflected that this was not a response I had heard many times during my life if, indeed,  ever!!
This process lasted for about 30 minutes and I have to confess it was a relief when it was over. My bladder had been ‘intentionally filled’ during this period,  so the need for evacuation  was urgent and although there was a lot id blood in my urine, I expected that as I  had experienced it before 
I nowhad to go to the hospital’s pharmacy to pick up some antibiotics to “prevent a urine infection’ and the longer I waited the nearer the start of the cricket match hastened and, disturbingly, the more I realsied I was not going to be able to score and,  shortly after 2-00 p.m,  I called Dave Welch  who kindly said I should  not worry and that he would stand in for me and exactly the same thing happened on Thursday Friday and Saturday so, again,  I failed the cricket club. 
The inevitable soreness abated after ten days or so and I was then back at the hospital again and having informed the perky receptionist that I had an appointment at 9-30 she asked: :
“How are you?” 
This is always a difficult question to answer in such circumstances  for the reply “I am very well, thank you” could well activate the response
“So what are you doing here, then, wasting our time and denying others the opportunity of being treated” but at least she did not ask me for my date of birth 
The purpose of my visit was  to undergo training to insert a catheter into myself, “otherwise you will have to  have the same procedure two or three times a year for the rest of your life.”
This time a nurse instructed me as to how to insert said catheter which was designed to         empty the bladder and this procedure was to be carried out twice a week for six weeks and once a week subsequently but now I was going to be on my own I have to confess the prospect was somewhat daunting, but I determined to be brave and completed the process which was reasonably successful 
Another hospital appointment letter arrives this time from the Ophthalmology clinic and, Yes, I confess that it is a dangerous thing for a cricket scorer to confess that his eyesight is deteriorating and although I have to admit that sometimes I have difficulties in identifying fielders who take a catch in the deep, this is something that others have also had difficulty with,  and my batting and bowling figures always add up and I can still manage to thread a needle, although  I have to admit that my body, which has never been in the best of conditions,  is  now staring to full to pieces.
During my recovery period I got many calls and messages of support for which I am extremely grateful,  and  my sincere thanks to every one of you
I have now had so many appointments that I am confident that I can now give guided tours of King’s College and in an attempt to prove this, here goes: 
As we approach the hospital from Bessemer Rd, 
the first department we encounter is the dental clinic,  which is renowned for its training practices 
Next in line is ‘Day Surgery’ where patients with minor surgery are operated on and, hopefully, can return home once the surgery has been completed 
We now come to the Normanby Building, the Ophthalmology clinic, which deals with optical issues.
Next door we find the Willowfield Outpatients and their expert team of Urology specialists, and although patients visiting this area are usually there for a short time,  they also perform what are called “minor procedures” and the likes of biopsies 
Moving across the road and going into the main building  and turning a sharp right, we find the blood test unit, and although it is not essential to pre book,  doing so will almost certainly mean you will be seen at your appointed time. 
There are about 12 nurses performing these tests and on arrival you will see a monitor with the names of the patients on them,  some with the initial PB beside them,  and on inquiring what the initials stood for I was told “pre-booked”
“Thanks goodness” I responded “I was concerned that if I did not run 100 metres in less than 10 seconds you would refuse to see me”
So now we know what a camera can do,  and you no longer have to take your holiday snaps to the local chemist to have them developed! 

