post-op

A

FIRST PERSOM [
A Fine Specimen

B BY AMY PATUREL

was 23 when a three-pound tumor made
me a medical celebrity 1 hadn't menstru-
ated in more than two vears, Thick, black
hairs were cropping up all over my body
And T was pumped with maore male hoe-
mones than a champion bodvbuilder, The
mll‘:lur.il'll:ﬂugii.t di'.lp'u'nzd an |:||1|:r||-|:_y'l.il: afrenal |:||:i|-|:l]=.'5m ol
indeterminate potential, meaning *You could have cancer, We
pust dhon't kenow vett.” Anad my surgeon worried that the tomor
was invading nry hang and lver, endangering my life.

e didn’t fir the SUFREON STETEOTYPE. I'e weemead o take s

r|1r:|.-.i=] mieredt m my case, |1-:r]'|.l|:|~:. becase T was wn vinng,
But he was also fascinated |:_g." the n.n'r_v of the mass pttached
to my right adrenal gland that was churning out two male
hormaones, testosterone and DHEA. Mine was the secondd
largest oncocytic adrenal tumar on recond; fewer than 2o
similar cases haad ever been docomentedl

T:luring thee mext two months, docitors |1nu1:r] OVET My bnrl:..
[ had exams followed b:r more cxams, with a crowd E;I:l'i-
ered around Iy naked bnd}l cach tme. The l:qr.tru:ripnhgi“
even called in o medical student to inspect the size of my
clitoris (s the student could see it had grown from exposare oo
exressive amiounes af male hormaones). | had been rechoced tooa
sr.u:;imr.-n pirml:rl tor o tzhle = not unlike the Fn:tg_l had deseci-
etlin high wizhioed hirﬁ;ﬂ—c:{.:-pt 1 wes sl alive. [ coobd heear
their comments as they poked and prodded my body parts.

Comparcd with what the doctors had anticipared, the sur-
pory was simple, My vital organs were displaced but remained
surprisingly intace. The surgeons sent reminants of the mass to
medical centers across the country for analysis

Three howrs later, | awoke to 25 residents and medical spu-
dents fring questions at me, “Have you been fecling more
aggressive? Have vou experienced an increase in endurance
or physical strengeh? Whiat has vour sex life been like? 1s your
libido through the roof*
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They cared about my symptoms, my diagnosis and my
tumor=not about me. Mo one asked i 1 was uncomfore-
able, or scared, or if they could do anvihing o make this
humilisting process easier. MNever was thar mare obvious than
when the kindhearted surgeon called & week later and asked
mee: wo come 0o his office 1o review the resulis.

When | entered the cold examination roeom, he said,
“Your tumor was malignant based on size; it could recur. You
don't want to meet the man of vour dreams, fall in love and
wonderifit's fair to marry him knowing vou may not be around
in three vears” (There are several critenia used o devermine
whether a tumor is malignant or benign, What | deserved o
hear was “the mass was benign on all counts cxcept for size.™)

My surgery was an experiment for himg it lefe me feeling
more akin o thar dissecred frog than a patbent with mecds,
Even today when [ visit the endocrinologise for my owice-
yearty hormone check, 1 get the sense that he fecks Tacky 'm
his patient, Mot because [ abwiys comply with doctor’s orders
(thowgh [ try), but because T'm part of his rescarch,

It has been more than 1o years since my surgery My
mensorual oycle has revumed o normal. My femdininicy has
been restored. There's even a slim possibility thar the DHEA—
the so-called fountain-of-youth hormone—has racked a few
extra vears on to my life, And like a celebring with every passing
show, I'm even getting comfortable under the microscope. &
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