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What really happens when

a woman has a facelift? =




To many women
it's becoming just
another routine
beauty procedure.
But most men wiill
never comprehend

why a woman would

risk her life, and
possibly something
of her soul, just to
look a few years

younger. To find out,

writer David Cohen

went along to watch

a facelift taking
place. His report
makes harrowing

reading

entirely satisfied with her appear-

ance. She is intent on taking action

to rectify it, action that some might

find hard to understand. To put it
plainly, she has arranged to pay for a
surgeon to cut open her face and rearrange
it so that it is more to her liking.

Doctors have a routine name for this
rocedure — they call it a facelift. Women in
eir 40s and 50s have them all the time, they
say, especially in America, but it has become
increasingly popular in the UK as well.

Men, too, they hasten to add, are increas-
ingly booking in for this ‘procedure’. To me,
a man about to enter his 40s, risking one’s

IKE most of us, Min Good is not
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life for the sake of a smoother face is hard
to comprehend. Why do people do it? What
deep need provokes a person to inflict an
act of barbarism on themselves?

When we meet, Min Good is sitting in the
Harley Street waiting room of cosmetic
surgeon Mr Jeya Prakash.

‘Min stands for Monica, but no one calls
me that,” she says, extending her soft hand
in greeting. She wears black sandals, khaki
trousers and a blue, ribbed top.

As soon as we start to talk, it becomes
amsarent that Min — a slim and fit 57-year-
old nurse — is not the sort of person I was
expecting. She seems very down-to-earth,
not at all the fluffy, superficial type

. obsessed with appearances. ‘This is not

about looking ten years younger than I
really am,’ she wants me to know. ‘I simply
want to look my age.

HENEVER I catch my reflection
in a shop window,’ she says, ‘I tget:
a f'olt.‘Do I look like that? I feel
young. I feel fit. But I look so old. I simply
want to look as young as I feel.’

Min’s logic is that a facelift will make her
look more like her real self; or rather, the

- internal image of herself she holds in her
- mind’s eye.

find myself

eering into her
face, examining it closely.

Ir Prakash had

described her as ‘a handsome woman but
very sun-damaged, perfect material for a
facelift’.

I am not sure what ‘handsome’ means
when used by cosmetic surgeons, but what
I see is this: Min has indeed aged prema-
turely. The skin around her cheeks, neck,
nose, mouth and brow is excessively
wrinkled and, yes, a little saggy. A facelift,
I have to admit, may help.

“The problem,’ I venture, ‘is that a face-
lift is like redecoratlnﬂour house — once
you start, it’s hard to know when to stop.’

Min smiles. “This could be the start of a
major makeover. Face, hair, wardrobe, the
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solution has been applie
her face, making her look pale. needle out only
Dr Chang, the anaesthetist, is backin, this time

lot.” She pauses. ‘But I am 57,
not 35. I will be happy to look
like a fit 53-year-old.’

To illustrate the difference a
facelift will make, Min runs her
hand over her cfxeeks, ently
easing the skin back. ‘Look,’
she says.

I watch her smooth over the
wrinkles, take out the worry
and smile lines, the crevices of
self-expression that are
unique hersi.r

I find myself worrying that a
facelift will make her face
smooth but devoid of personal-
ity, a kind of a dead zone.

I think of a friend who had a
nose job and how everything
else about her face conveys her
life force, but her nose, though
technically perfect, has been
rendered bland and ‘not of her’.

‘See?” Min implores me.
‘Quite a difference.’

‘I used to be a bikini-clad
sun-worshipper,’ she contin-
ues. ‘I spent every summer
getting' — she taps the dark

rown wood table in front of
her — ‘this colour.’

my teeth. ‘It’s all right, Min.

I HE next time I'see Min, TIy and relax,’ says Steve,
's;gletlslllym ign Eigosgi- c‘l;at!;‘lﬁ.rslk the Ligns will beat
FOLEY. Al an eg tg Australia tomorrow,” Chang

almly, as he slips the

says ¢

holding an enormous syringe. angle of entry. He has to be

‘How are you feeling, Mis
Good? You'll start feeling
ver-ree sleepy,’ he tells her. He
runs the needle, filled with
sedative, into her wrist. Sud-
denly her eves roll and she’s out.
Gone. Where has she gone, I
wonder?

‘I gave her t t anaesthe-
sia,” Chang explains. ‘She is
asleep but able to hear us.’

‘Can she register what we are
saying?’

‘Perhaps. But she won't
remember it because the seda-
tive makes her amnesiac.’

Chang takes another syrin%e
and slides it into Min’s face. It
goes in under her right ear and
comes out through her neck.
Min moans. I cringe and grit

careful not to sever key facial
nerves.

Min’s face starts to bleed.
‘This is not easy to watch,’ I
venture. Chang says: ‘You
haven't seen any%hlng yet.’

At 10am, Min is wheeled into
theatre to be received by Mr
Prakash. This is Highgate
Private Hospital, North Lon-
don, and Min is the first of five
patients — all women — having
cosmetic surgery that day.

Prakash is short, bald and
quietly spoken. He bends over
Min and draws lines on her
face with a purple marker,
drawing around her ear. This is
where he will cut.

The nurse continues with the
preFaration. She rubs brown
antiseptic solution onto Min's
face. Then she squeezes
lubricant into Min's eges to
keep them moist. Chang

crimps a nasal catheter around
her nose and clamps down her
tongue to keep her airway
clear. Min lies on the trolley
under the harsh lights. Her
mouth is open. She looks dead.

But the gently beeping
machine she is hooked up to
indicates otherwise: her pulse
registers 85, her oxygen satura-
tion is 95. ‘That’s good,’ says
Chang.

OW Prakash h{)lckz; up

his knife. This is the

main event. He makes
an incision in her flesh on the
right side where the forehead
meets the hairline. He cuts
towards the ear, then all the
way along and behind it.

I feel a wave of nausea. I
breathe deep and force myself
to keep loo! :

Prakash lifts the skin and
starts to sever it from the fat
and muscle tissue below.
Steven notices the colour has
drained from my face. ‘We ask
that if you faint to please faint
backwards so as not to disturb
the field of operation,” he says.

Snip, snip, snip. Prakash uses
scissors to tunnel into her face
from the ear towards her
throa!ti. llhfaténg the skin as he

goes. He m

attached to his spectacles that
blow up the tissue to three
times normal size. It makes him
look slightly comical.

He also wields a halogen light
retractor which makes it bright
as sunlight under her S0
that he can see clearly what
he’s cutting.

‘Min is a shallow-faced lady
and there isn't much fat to pro-
tect her nerves, so I have to be
very careful,’ he says.

Chang sits on a plastic chair
at the foot of the bed, head
buried in the Daily Mail cross-
word. Occasionally he turns his
neck in a slow arc towards the
monitor, clocks Min’s pulse
rate, and returns to his paper.

Painstakingly, Prakash cuts
until he has lifted the skin all
the way from the ear to the
neck. The right side of Min’s
face has become a glove. You
can slip your hand under her
skin and de her face.

While Prakash moves to the
left side of her face to repeat




