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You gotta ride. You just gotta. Even, especially, if you're getting a bone marrow
biopsy

	This was not the way it was supposed to work out. A couple months ago I scheduled my first bone marrow biopsy. You know, that

thing on everyone's bucket list right? I mean doesn't everyone want one? More on that later. But the original appointment was for a

Tuesday morning at 10:30am. That meant things were going to be tight, since I'd normally get back from the Tuesday ride at

9:40am, but I had it worked out. No problem taking a shower, getting dressed, leave (by bike, of course) for the shop at 10am,

switch to the shop bike, ride to Kaiser, lock it up and get registered by 10:30am.

And then, a few days before the appointment, I get an automated reminder call, telling me the appointment's at 9:30am. What? I was

sure it was 10:30. Even had a mailed reminder on the kitchen table that said... 10:30. Logged onto the Kaiser website and I find a

SECOND appointment, scheduled an hour ahead of the first. I guess for prep? So plans change, no way to do the full ride, I'll ride as

far as I can up the hill until 8:15am, then turn around and head back home.

Really unfortunate to miss the whole ride this morning. Another stunningly-beautiful morning, and I found myself actually engaging

in conversation, rather than gasping constantly for air, with Kevin, Kevin and George.

Everything else went according to plan, although there was no real reason I should have had to be there so early. Well, maybe one.

Figuring out how to tie a hospital gown behind my back. There's got to be a better way; I suggested Velcro to the nurse, but she said

that had been tried but the Velcro snagged on everything else.

A bone marrow biopsy is not the most-painful thing someone might have to endure, but it will create pain in places you didn't know

you had. You're numbed up with lidocaine first, but even that, well, it's not like the way it works at the dentist. The initial jab at the

surface is good and deadens quickly, but then the needle's pushed further, literally to the bone and a bit into it, and oh yeah, you feel

that. She warned me about it, but you really don't know how it's going to go because there's really nothing else like it.

Oh, forgot to mention you're lying on your stomach, head staring downward towards the floor, while the doctor is explaining what

she's doing mostly to an assistant learning the ropes, the nurse, and occasionally, to me. What's fuzzy is the timeframe. How long

will each step take. Is she going to start jabbing me with something (after very, very, very thoroughly cleaning the area with alcohol,

or maybe it's a numbing agent?) without warning? Yes, she warned me.

Nothing's terribly remarkable until she starts extracting bone marrow. That creates a peculiar and uncomfortable sort of pain you

can't put into any sort of context. The best you can do is detach yourself a bit from the experience and think that it's only a matter of

time and it will be over. How much time? What are the variables? That's what goes through your mind, especially when she's first

feeling around for a softer piece of bone, something easier to pierce, and not finding anything. Apparently I don't have an issue with

bone density anymore. The ideal bone is found in a post-menopausal women, she says.

The doctor and nurse both claimed I had much less trouble with the procedure than most, but I mentioned they couldn't have missed

how tense my legs were during the procedure, and at one point, the doctor asked me to try and relax my back. I laughed at that.

She eventually does get through though, the extraction process completes, things are cleaned & sealed up and we discuss how long it

will be before we get results from the lab (about two weeks) and what to expect for the next day. The nurse is not happy that I'm

riding a bike back to work; in general, the idea is that you get driven home and take the day off. Well, that might be how it works for

some, but I didn't require anything other than the local anesthetic so I wasn't at all "loopy" and I'm not the type to pass up work in

favor of "rest." And the bike thing? That was a bit weird. It didn't seem to make much sense to them that someone would ride a bike

as transportation. Fortunately my doctor knows that's just who I am and told the others it would be fine.

Of course, my blood pressure went way up, likely from the lidocaine causing an adrenalin kick. The nurse wanted to see that come

down and couldn't believe I felt fine on my feet. She said she'd find the doctor to make sure it really was OK for me to ride back to

work, and I waited, and waited, and waited... ok literally for almost an hour... until I finally self-released myself and left. I did find
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my doctor in the hallway and made sure she was good with me riding away, which she was. And then, 50 minutes later, I get a

phone call from Kaiser wondering if I made it back in one piece. :-)
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