WHAT IT FEELS LIKE...

.10 be awake during

g an OpeI‘athH

ALEXANDRA DRUMMONDTELLS VICTORIA LAMBERT HOW SURGERY TO SAVE
HER LIFEMEANT SHE HAD TO CHAT THROUGH THE SIX-HOUR PROCEDURE

b= surgeon held moy hand, looked into ney eyes and sid: *] don't want v
frighteniyou, bu you'ne going to'be awake in this operation.” My husband,

Jastin, looksd shocked, bui [ theoagght it was a joke. | was cenainly confiussd.
Four daps earler, [ bad Been diggnosed with a Brain tumour in the l=ft
frontal Jobe area and placed on.a oedktall of steraids, painkllers and antissizune
medication, which bad left me woozy. Bz even do my slespy brain, the 1dea
was incongroons. Yet the doctor condneed: “While I'm taling the bamour out, you wil
berre 1o be speaking =2 1lmow 1am not removing any brain cells that affea spesch. [fyou
siop speaking suddenty, 11 stop muiting.” & was orerwhelming. He ecplaned that the
tETeolr was not some simple free-foating mass that could be easily remored, as 1 had
Imagired. [nstead, it was 2 collestion of malignant cancerons cells that were snmeshed In

bredihy cres. [twould bave 10 be mipped out very carefully.

My wodd had been tumed upside down. Only awesk before, [ had been healthy and
carefpee. Aged 33, [was working In wealth maragement, spending nry fee dme sodaliing
and texrelling This particularweeksnd in kie May, 2007, usin, also 33, and 1 were taking
a break in SamtJean-Cap-Fermal, in the South of France, after attending a wedding in
Partofing, [taly. We were staying with nry brotherinlew [ason, and his fianofe, Helen, at
theirvila.

I'd spent most of the Tuesday o our private
pool, seimming and sunhathirg. That evening
Tustin was hawing a snooze before we went oot
and, haring showersd, [ lay down nert  him.
Sipddenly 1 had an epileptic fi. There bad besn
no waming sympioms, no blurred wision or
beadaches; [ jast fhng my hedy off e bed ontm
the marble oo, hitting mry bead on an iromsock
tahl= and giving mye=lf a Black sy [ was
corwulsing so hand, 1 kept biting my tongue, wndl
It swelled o thres Hmes lis nommal sike. lostin

CRANIUM

MY HUSBAND TOLD
MELATER THAT HE
HAD DECIDED NOT
ACTUALLY TO LOOK
INTO MY OPENED

wold be quite small, zo that, afters ards, nobody would know.

5o far, the experience had besn more shocking for [ustin
than it was for me. Threee years eadier, in 2004, my Eather,
Dupeid, was dagnossd with a rare trpes of canoer at the age of
62; b died nine weeks after diggnosis. Al te time | was
devastated, yet now his death grre me an inner strength. | was
g@ven a forther boost when the hospital announced it had
ordered a highrtech scanner from Norway, called a Sonowand,
which can distinguish between healihy and maligrant tissue
(whereas the naked =ye canmet). | was the first person In
Britain 1o be operated on with one.

My surgery was tmed for the first Friday in lune. hastin and
ny mether, Ehine, came o preopwih me and sald goodbye.
When they I, 1 #4 frightened, and when O TNeill said: "1 be
speaking io you soon” — he meant during the operation — It
finally hit mewhatwas about to happen and [ barst into tears.
Funnily emcugh, [ think the medics wers melieved by my
show of emotion. My prewious jgr conteol bad been
desmed unnaturcal.

1'war px under a general anaesthetic o the t=am
oould open up my shal, ten 1 was brought pandy
round. Bather than kring deswm, [ found nepsek propped
upiin a skting posidon, samounded by plastic shesting,
with mry bead damped into a fred posiion. | couldn't
hear any notse. [ couldn't smed] o fised amyrthing, buot [
was avare that the surgical team were behind me,
lmaning ower and abowe me as they worked

o fooot was Jusiin, wearng scrubs and bootees. He
wld me later thai he had seen blood everpwhers,

tied o Testrain me. He coumed five comecutve
episodes — known as grand mal seizures — that 1went
through. hson called a dodor | wvaguey recall him
smanding there in Gueci kafers and a mtin shirt
pronouncing: “She's hysierical.” Then 1 began fiting
again, and he= changed his disgnosis and called an
ambulases m taks me to Mice.

Afer a CT sean, [ustin was told [ had a tumour, [kwas
a brage shock, bux [ was physically wo drained to ke
It in. Jusin dedded 4o gt me= home; fiends bad
recormmeended the oeurcaangenn. Kevin OMNeill, based
ai the Crommwell hospital in west London. Lockily [ bad
privab: heakh Iomarance. My husbaod chartered a
private plans asd we = home on the Sunday.

That evening OTeill come o see me, waming that
the procedure bad v be performed with me partially
awake. Warm and friendly, he sad be hoped we'd
get a good result. He also told me he wouold only
share off a fraction of mry long hair, and the indsion

dihough he had dedded not achualy to keck info my opened cramiom. ONeill asked [ustin and
me io chai and so we did, jusi ordinary stuff about curbome and lves. The team had planned o
hare: Fremch and Spanish speakers present, as | sodied langoages at Exeter Lnboepsty, b
nobedy could be found, so | was asked m count in both, 10 check thar O'Neill wasn't aotting cux
the bits of brain where that Joowledge was siomed Had [ siopped speaking at any poin, the
operation would baee besn haked, and 1'd have bad dhemo or radictherapy bo kill what was let
of the umour. (o the end, there was no meed.) Finaly, ONeill told the anaesthetist 1o pox me
under again s bis team muld chose the wound, which they did using 50 staples. At Spm, afier
six hours, the operation was orer. The tumour had been the size of langes @ngerine.

My reovery was seambess. That night [ was taken back to my mom; | was dischaged the
folowing Priday. S monthly chechups since bare shown ne escumence, and although the cancer
rould come back, 1 fee] hopeful. Befome 116t bospital, 0Tl came o see me and asked 1£] had
‘plans for the weskend “We're going to Henley regatta,” ] told him. “Wealdyou Hie to come as cur
puest? 5o g wesk after life-sawing surgery, | found myself sitting on the bank of the Thames,
sipping champagne and laughing with fiends, who couldn'’t belierewhat had happened
I'mighi hare struggled, oo, had 1 not seen the sungery for oozl O

The Brah Taweosr Researdh Campagm i balding 5 awasal Awsbher Ball ar the
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