
How to survive a GreenLight Laser Prostatectomy – with apologies for the graphic details 

“Good morning Mike” said (Dr) Guy Hannah as I made my way to   the Arthur Levin Building at Kings College Hospital having just alighted from  a 176 bus to attend my pre-op meeting only to discover that it had been cancelled.
	However, I did manage to speak to Emma, who was very helpful,  and who said she would call me at home later in the day,  but before I left the hospital I should have a blood test and produce a urine sample, both of which might have proved difficult  over the ‘phone.
	Emma duly called later as promised and talked me through what I could expect from  my GreenLight Laser Prostatectomy – designed to combat my prostate cancer – which was due to take place on December 23rd.
	A few days later Denise, whom I had spoken to on a number of occasions, called to say that the operation had been cancelled. 
	Shortly afterwards she called again to say that the op had been rescheduled for 12-50 on January 5th with a further call 24 hours before the op  to say that it would now take place at 7-50. 
	I was told that I could not eat anything after midnight nor drink after 5-30 a.m, and then only water, so got up at 5-15 in order to comply and left home an  hour later,  and when I boarded  another 176   was amazed to see how many people were on the bus at this  time of the day, almost certainly the real heroes of our community, the likes of cleaners, postal workers, bus drivers and hospital staff. 
	I got to Kings College shortly after 7-00 where  there was no sign of (Dr)  Guy Hannah  only to discover that entry was not permissible to the day surgery until 7-30, so wandered down the road in search of a paper  and, upon my return, discovered that  I was still the only person there –  others were obviously more au fait with the procedures than I and had spent an extra half an hour or so in bed. 
	Despite the fact that the hospital was closed to patients, a number of staff worked eagerly in preparation for the eventual  invasion,  although I did not recognise any fellow passengers from the 176 bus. 
	I noticed a ‘queue here’ instruction and duly obliged – very British.
	Gradually more people arrived and when the magic hour struck the invasion began, a bit like a sale – very British. 
	The staff ensured some order was maintained and we all sat patiently for our names to be called and, eventually, I was led into a ward where several people came to see me, including the anaesthetist, which is very comforting as the procedure I was about to undertake would have been very uncomfortable, not to mention painful, without her innate skills, 
	“Are you allergic to anything?” I was asked by the operation team.
	“Penicillin and the government”, I responded,  perhaps a little dangerous as experience had told me  that you have to be careful  as to whom you say the latter, but, on this occasion, I seemed to be in supportive company and the laughter seemed to be genuine rather than patronising. 
	Eventually my turn came to be wheeled into the theatre and my mind went back nearly 50 years to the day I broke my leg playing football for the OWs when, just as I was about to be operated upon,  someone proclaimed “There’s a queue.”
	There was no such alarm this time and, the procedure completed,  I came back to the recovery ward having, amongst other things, been fitted with a catheter and the relevant bag. 
Having such equipment inserted into the most private and sensitive part of your body is not the most pleasant of experiences. 
	Neither was the desire to urinate, knowing that you cannot do so in the traditional  way, and the fear crossed my mind that an unwilling incontinence would be added to my natural incompetence. 
	Nurse Michelle was the epitome of, well, the wonderful people that all nurses are, and although there was an unpleasant incident which a doctor described as ‘a bladder spasm,’  I was re-assured that this was not uncommon and that there was nothing that a nurse had never seen,  nor dealt with, competently and sensitively. 
	Soon got chatting to Melvin, the guy in the next bed, who lives in Chester but had travelled all the way to London – he stayed in a hotel in Coulsdon the night before – because he was not happy with the treatment he was getting locally and had heard good reports of Kings College.
	I was told I could not travel home on the bus nor remain on my own for  at least 24 hours and am forever  indebted to Old Wilsonian John Wysocki – years at the school 1964 -1971 -  and sister Yolanda, Peckham Girl’s School, motto “Keep well away from those Wilson’s boys,” who not only collected me from the hospital but then looked after me for virtually a week before my return to Kings College to have the  catheter removed and for the experts to be confident that I could return home.
	A nurse removed said catheter, a reasonably simple process and not painful at all,  although she did try and distract me by asking what I did for a living, which was very complimentary as I retired almost 12 years ago, as  she pretended that I did not look that old.
	The removal of the catheter reminded me that a) I could now pass water in the natural way and b) I had an immediate desire to do so and the nurse gave me a vessel that looked somewhat like a boot made of papier mache for the purpose  and then marked it ‘Michael P’ – always knew that my surname would be apposite one day. 
	Said vessel was then put in an adjourning room – handily next to the loo – and I was  told me to drink a cup of water every 20 minutes for the next two hours, 
	I also noticed a similar vessel marked ‘Melvin’ and soon spotted him and  we swapped experiences.
	I was into my fifth cup when I was instructed to “go for a scan.”
	“Congratulations” said the young man who carried it out, “You’re expecting twins” although, in retrospect, and as he had scanned my bladder,  he was probably explaining that he was happy for me to return home. 
	I called the ever reliable John and Yolanda and after a final meal with them – John is an out-standing cook – I returned home to fend on my own, albeit with continued support from these two dear friends via the telephone. 
	I write this nearly three weeks after the operation and am managing to cope on my own,  although confess that it has not been easy. I am extremely sore and pass blood occasionally but sleeping has become easier and as long as I do not try to do too much –  heavy  housework is currently not on the cards and  I dropped out of the January OW gardening stint – I should be ok. 
	I still have some way to go and the next stage is radiotherapy, so perhaps I can write about that in the future , although have no intention of becoming ill in other ways in order to complete  a future ‘Pikey’s Progress.’ 
	My sincere thanks to all of you who have called or sent messages of support and apologies for the graphic details I have used in this article,  but I hope it might be of use to some of you as prostate cancer is the most common form of this disease that men encounter and, once you get to 50, you should have regular, annual blood tests to make sure you are alright –  so do so tomorrow if that is not the case. 
	

