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PREFACE

The human body is an amazing machine. Stop for a 

moment and imagine, if you can, the millions upon 

millions of tiny little parts, cells, tubes, germs, hairs 

and other paraphernalia, all working in perfect unison 

to keep you kicking along each day with little to worry 

about other than taxes and the possibility that someone 

will create another series of Big Brother. Every single part 

of your body is currently harmonising with every other 

single part of your body to ensure you don’t just stop one 

day and keel over. It is such a major operation, such a 

fantastic construction, that it’s hard to believe the human 

body keeps working as brilliantly as it does, as often as 

it does.

Of course, it also often doesn’t. The tiniest problem 

can set off a chain of events that will leave you emptying 

yourself from both ends, excreting sweat from every 

pore, gasping for air and wishing with all your heart that 

you hadn’t touched that door handle in the men’s toilets 

at the train station last week. And when those sorts of 
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problems do present themselves, most men face a terrible 

choice: ride it out or go and see a doctor. But there really 

isn’t much of a choice. Quite simply, real men don’t go to 

doctors.

Now, in case it needs saying — and perhaps it might 

during the chapters that follow — let me state up-front 

that I am not a hypochondriac. Okay? According to 

common definition, a sufferer of hypochondria is 

convinced that they’re ill despite having symptoms that 

are neither present nor likely. But I’m talking here about 

symptoms that are present. They are not perceived or a 

manifestation of an overactive imagination. Me, I’m just 

a regular guy who has an unnatural fear of dying and I’ll 

do whatever it takes to avoid death for as long as possible. 

And yes, that might mean having to seek medical help 

occasionally. 

Just so long as we’re clear on that hypochondria 

thing …

Anyway, being a man, there’s a bit of a stigma attached 

to visiting a doctor. It can be seen as weak or unmanly 

to admit you have any sort of ailment, so most guys will 

ignore whatever illness they are suffering through and 

simply hope it simply disappears over time. Even in the 

event that an electric saw has slipped from his grasp and 

sliced through the wrist clear to the bone, there’s a good 
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chance your average male would just discard the limb and 

proceed with the task at in front of him. Unless a woman 

is present, of course.

Frankly, in the above electric-saw misadventure, if 

there wasn’t a rational-minded female around to spout 

the magic words, ‘Maybe you should go and see a doctor’, 

most men would probably just figure, Hey, I guess I’m left-

handed now. I’d better start practising my new signature. It’s not 

really about machismo, nor any sort of embarrassment. It’s 

more the simple fact that we’re just lazy.

Going to the doctor is a hassle. It’s a pain in the 

butt, and one that will probably go away if we ignore it. 

Women, on the other hand, will suggest visiting a doctor 

for the most minor of ailments. A simple sniffle of mine 

has often resulted in the following discussion with my 

beautiful partner:

‘Honey, maybe you should go and see a doctor.’

‘A doctor? Why?’ I ask, pointlessly.

‘Because I just heard you sniffle. It could be the start 

of something.’

‘Or the end of a sniffle.’

‘No, seriously — it’s better to find out early on, before 

it sets in.’

‘Before what sets in?’

‘Well, it could be anything.’
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‘Like what?’

‘Well, it could be influenza, sinus, hay fever, a deviated 

septum, inflamed lymph nodes, colon cancer, the black 

plague, scarlet fever, Scarlet Johansson fever, osteoporosis, 

acne, dengue fever, a trick knee, malaria, bird flu, scurvy 

… or that weird thing Lou Gehrig had.’

‘Lou Gehrig’s disease?’

‘Yeah, that’s the one.’

‘It’s just a sniffle! I’ll be fine.’

But inevitably they talk you into going to see a doctor, 

who, after making you wait for an eternity to ponder the 

possibility of all those possibilities, charges you $100 to tell 

you that it is, in fact, just a sniffle. Then the doctor has a 

joke with the nurses at your expense once you’ve left. (I’m 

sure of it.)

The other thing about guys and health is that we don’t 

actually have doctors. Women do. Women have doctors 

who delivered them at birth and continue to treat them 

until they’re no longer practising medicine. They know 

everything about their patients and talk to them in front of 

you, if you happen to be present, like you’re a third wheel. 

It’s very awkward.

Personally, I have rarely been to the same doctor 

twice. There are two reasons for this. One, because I 

don’t want another person knowing everything about me. 
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I like to spread the information around. And two, because 

who has the energy and commitment to forge this kind 

of bond with another human being? I can barely keep a 

girlfriend; I certainly can’t keep a doctor. I’m not there to 

make friends, I just want someone to tell me the problem 

and that it can be fixed by taking something twice daily 

before meals. Keep it simple — I’m a guy.

I remember once when I was dating a girl and became 

slightly unwell for the first time in our relationship. 

‘Maybe you should go and see a doctor,’ she suggested 

— to which I begrudgingly agreed. My distain for such a 

notion was quite obvious, however.

‘Fine, I’ll call him for you,’ she said eventually. ‘Do 

you have the number?’

‘What number?’

‘Your doctor’s number.’

‘Which doctor?’

‘How many do you have?’

‘None. I do all right financially but I don’t keep anyone 

on staff, if that’s what you’re asking.’

‘Well, who’s your regular doctor, then?’

‘Whoever’s there at the medical centre.’

‘Fine. And which medical centre do you go to?’

‘Whichever is closest when I’m sick.’

At this point, she promptly lost her mind.
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At the risk of repeating myself, if there isn’t a 

woman nearby at the time of illness or injury to utter 

that wonderful phrase — ‘Maybe you should go and see 

a doctor’ — then guys probably won’t even consider it. 

Going to a doctor just doesn’t make sense to us. If it 

falls off, then we’ll make do without it. If it makes us ill, 

we’ll somehow soldier on. And if it kills us then, damn 

it, we’ll just have to miss The Simpsons. All up, I can’t 

help thinking that most doctors wouldn’t have a job if it 

weren’t for women.

Now, don’t get me wrong, all you medical types out 

there, I’m all for what you do. I’m a huge fan. But, for 

the life of me, I can’t imagine why anyone would choose 

to rummage around inside someone else’s body or be near 

sick people for a living. Still, without doctors we’d all be 

dying a lot younger, I realise, and suffering through things 

we never want to be suffering through. So thank you, 

doctors, for all your hard work. Personally though, if I 

never have to experience first-hand any more of this hard 

work of yours, I’d really appreciate it …

And to my fellow men, if you do have a problem that 

needs to be checked out, then it’s probably best to seek 

professional help as soon as possible. Going to the doctor 

can be embarrassing and hurt the ego a little, but it could 

be worth it just to live a few extra hours. You never know 
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when something cool is going to happen in life, and it 

would be terrible to miss it.

Having said all that, this book is about some of the 

times when a woman was present during one of my many 

illnesses or injuries, and therefore about the multitude of 

times I, as a man, have actually been to the doctor. And, 

quite possibly, why I may never, ever go back again as long 

as I live.
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CHAPTER 1

THE BOT TOM LINE

No guy wants to tell a doctor that he has a problem with 

his backside. It is so far down the list of things men would 

ever choose to do that it’s actually preceded by ‘Buying 

tampons’ and ‘Talking about our feelings’.

There’s some irony in this. A fair proportion of guys 

will drop their trousers at the drop of, well, a pair of 

trousers, to bare their arse to every stranger in a public 

place if the event calls for a mooning. They’ll hang their 

naked cheeks out of a moving car window for the world 

to see, if the lighting is just right and the urge takes 

them. But ask any of those same blokes to show his back 

passage to a qualified medical professional and suddenly 

it’s one of the most intimate acts that could ever take 

place. Personally, I’d rather exhibit my bum in a crowded 

museum than show it to one man with a torch and a 

lubricated finger, but sometimes you just don’t have a 

choice.

I’d been seeing a girl for almost two years when this 

situation occurred, so any discussion about my bottom 
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wasn’t too outrageous between us. Okay, so it wasn’t the 

chosen topic over breakfast, but it wasn’t taboo either. 

It’s not like we were having conversations every morning 

along the lines of:

‘How’s your muesli, darling?’

‘It’s all right. A little dry. How’s your bum?’

‘Oh, about the same — a little dry. How’s yours?’

‘Better than ever. I don’t know why people go on about babies’ 

bottoms so much — mine is so much more impressive. Smoother 

and more pleasant in photos.’

That kind of thing just wasn’t happening. But we were 

well past the awkward moments and open to talking about 

things that troubled us. Well, almost.

For some reason, I lowered my guard a little too much 

one day and made the kind of comment that women long 

for while men question themselves for making the rest 

of their lives. When you discuss such intimate matters, 

women think they’re breaking down another barrier in 

the relationship. To me, conversations about bum trouble 

aren’t barriers that need to be broken down. There are 

some things that could happily remain sacred. But there I 

was, early in the morning, and not thinking too clearly.

‘Morning, honey,’ my lovely partner remarked as I 

exited the bathroom. ‘How are you today?’

‘Fine,’ I replied. ‘Except, my bottom’s a bit sore.’
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Yikes! It just slipped out. Thank heavens I wasn’t at 

the office when that little gem tripped from my lips. Just 

imagine:

‘Morning, Troy. How are those reports going?’

‘Oh fine. I’ll have them on your desk by five, boss.’

‘And the charts? Have you done the charts yet?’

‘Still looking at them, sir. They’re taking a bit of time. 

Between that and my sore arse, I’m really snowed under.’

‘Your what?’

‘My sore bottom, sir. I just have a lot to do — charts, reports, 

dealing with a sore bum — deadlines are tight.’

‘Troy, you might want to consider seeing a doctor.’

‘What would a doctor know about these reports, boss?’

‘Good point, Troy. Carry on.’

Of course, when you admit to your partner that you’re 

suffering from the same affliction, the resulting discussion 

is very, very different.

‘Your bottom is sore?’ she asked. ‘What’s wrong with 

it?’

‘My … um … Oh, no, it’s fine. I don’t know why I 

said anything.’

‘No, tell me. Why is it sore? It could be the start of 

something.’

‘It isn’t the start of anything. I shouldn’t have 

mentioned it. Everything’s fine.’
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‘Well, maybe you should go and see a doctor, just in 

case.’

And there they were. Those magic words. Sure, the 

conversation went on at length afterwards, during which 

swearwords were possibly muttered under my breath — 

but what was the point? When a woman utters that phrase, 

you’re going to see a doctor whether you like it or not. But 

who would the lucky doctor be?

‘I’ll call Dr Smythe,’ she announced. ‘You saw him 

last time.’

‘I don’t like Dr Smythe,’ I replied. ‘He made me feel 

uneasy.’

‘Uneasy? How?’

‘He asked me if it hurt while he was prodding my 

stomach, and when it actually did hurt, he looked at me as 

if he knew it hurt — so I told him it didn’t hurt, to prove 

him wrong. But I reckon he knew I was lying, so now I 

think he doesn’t trust me.’

‘Well, Troy, you were lying.’

‘Yes, but he should’ve trusted me from the start.’

‘But you were lying!’

‘That’s beside the point! My point is, he makes me feel 

uneasy and I’m not going to see him.’

‘Fine. What about Dr Michaels? You saw him that time 

you had the sniffle.’
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‘Dr Michaels saw me in my old underpants and smirked.’

‘He didn’t smirk!’

‘He smirked … And his stethoscope was cold.’

‘Well, what about Dr Rice?’

‘Dr Rice is a woman! I don’t want to show my butt to 

a woman!’

‘I’m sure she’s seen one before.’

‘Not mine — and mine might be unique. You never 

know.’

‘So who will you see?’

‘Whoever’s at the medical centre when I get there.’

These days, this final sentence is usually said in 

unison with my partner. She’s almost reached the point of 

acceptance. Bless her.

So off I went to the medical centre closest to my 

apartment in the hope that the doctor on call that day was 

not only male but also one that had seen a bottom or two 

in his time. I’d have hated to surprise him.

A quick side note on proctologists — those men and 

women who have elected to practise a branch of medicine 

dealing solely with the rectum and the anus. For the life 

of me I cannot imagine why anyone would actually decide 

to make the arse their career. What kind of mindset does 

that take?
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I mean, there they are at university with their 

colleagues, all of whom have chosen to study medicine, 

and the day comes when they’re forced to pick the area 

they will specialise in for the rest of their lives. What goes 

through their heads during the selection process exactly?

Hmmm, I could choose podiatry. But then again, would I 

want to deal with feet all day? Feet are so smelly and I’d hate to 

have to touch a stranger’s foot region. No, that’s not for me. What 

about surgery maybe? Let me think … It seems fairly disgusting. 

You’d be covered in mess all the time. Mind you, I do like the 

rubber gloves …

So when they decide on the proctology route, they 

must be thinking purely about the money. And so they 

should! 

Bless you, colon people. While I don’t envy you one 

bit, I thank you. (I’d shake your hand, in fact, but … 

well, you know.) Because I can’t even imagine what your 

working day must be like, nor your average night at home 

for that matter …

‘Hi honey, how was your day?’

‘Oh, so so. Most of my clients today were just arseholes, but I 

did find some loose change up the back of old Mr Johnson.’

‘Oh dear. Well, make sure you wash up before dinner. We’re 

having bolognaise.’

‘Er … bolognaise … Y’know, I might pass on that.’
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‘Really? Well, I made sticky date for dessert.’

And so it goes.

Of course, the difference here is that these people 

have chosen to make a living out of the rectum. When 

someone walks into their practice, proctologists expect 

to see a person’s arse. In fact, they encourage it. General 

practitioners — one of whom I was just about to see – are 

a different story altogether.

Imagine yourself to be a GP for just one moment. 

You’re waiting for your next patient and it basically 

becomes a game of craps; you’re rolling the dice, hoping 

for a win. Will they have hiccups or will you have to 

handle their wang? Will their eye need some drops or 

will their explosive diarrhoea haunt your nightmares for 

weeks to come? Who knows? You simply have to wait and 

see what will present itself when the patient’s name is 

called.

And while I was thinking this, the next available 

doctor entered the waiting room and read a name off the 

list in front of him.

‘Troy Harvey?’

Snake eyes, doc! You lose.

Just telling a GP you have bottom troubles isn’t easy 

for a guy. The phrasing of this statement was something 

that had rattled about in my brain for quite some time. 
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Bum issues, sore arse, crack rot, something not right with 

the back door … what exactly do you say? 

I decided to opt for the childish ‘I have a sore 

bottom’ — and instantly felt like a moron. You feel five 

years old when you speak those words aloud to a trained 

professional. And as soon as they slip out, you wish you’d 

just said ‘hiccups’ and been done with it.

‘Well, we’d better take a look then,’ the doctor replied 

without an air of concern.

‘Sure,’ I muttered. ‘Uh … I’m sorry.’

‘Don’t be. It happens all the time. Hop up on the table 

there on your hands and knees and we’ll take a look.’

Now, I don’t know if you’ve ever had someone look up 

your arse with a torch at close range before, but it’s truly 

a unique experience. Warm, a little mysterious, and by far 

the only situation I never want to be in ever again so long 

as I stand on the face of this planet.

‘Yep. It does seem to be a little chafed. I’ll give you 

a cream for it,’ said the doctor as though he’d seen it all 

before. And there I was thinking mine was unique.

So I did up my pants and immediately regretted having 

been sent to the doctor’s in the first place. Here I was, in 

the afterglow of one of the most humiliating experiences 

of my life (so far), being told that the condition I was 

experiencing would’ve cleared itself up over time 
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— just as guys always assume it will. I needn’t have come. 

I was sent.

The doctor handed me a prescription for a cream 

that to this day I’ve never bothered to pick up from the 

pharmacy. Why? Well, let me make this clear. If anyone 

reading this works for the manufacturer of a cream that 

heals rectal itches and pains, could you please not use the 

word ‘anus’ in the name of the product? It’s a minor detail, 

but one for which almost all your customers would be 

eternally grateful.

The truth is, cute girls work in pharmacies. Sure, 

I’d most likely never see them again after picking up a 

prescription, but the fact that they’re cute is enough to 

stop me purchasing anything that draws their attention to 

my damaged anus. End of story.

And just for the record, my bum did get better all on 

its own. So keep the wise cracks to a minimum, people. 

Okay, so cracks might not have been the best choice of 

words, but you get my point. Your turn will come.
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CHAPTER 2

THE NIGHT I  DIDN’T DIE 
OF A HEART AT TACK

At 3.12 on a random Tuesday morning some years back, 

I awoke suddenly with a searing, stabbing pain in my 

heart. It was as if a vindictive ex-girlfriend was performing 

voodoo on a small doll bearing my likeness. I could narrow 

it down to two possibilities, but as I hadn’t seen either of 

them in several years, I felt it might be a little inappropriate 

to call at this hour and ask them to stop.

Slowly the pain subsided, though, and I reminded 

myself not to eat so close to bedtime in the future. I 

began the descent back to the land of slumber and saucy 

dreams, only to then be wrenched into reality once more 

with another stabbing sensation exactly where I assumed 

my heart was located. I’d seen it there on Valentine’s Day 

cards, after all.

This activity continued throughout the morning until 

I decided to do something about it. I climbed out of bed, 

showered, and went to the office where I worked to see 

what others thought of my condition. Sensible, eh?
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Over the course of the day I made loud mention of 

my impending doom, in the hope that my workmates 

would dismiss it as a mere heartburn or some sort of flu 

symptom. But this was not to be. A female colleague of 

mine, fed up with my moaning, decided to do some 

internet research and finally declared — without a shred 

of medical knowledge — that I should probably go and see 

a doctor. I quickly phoned my mother for a second opinion.

My mum, I believe, was once a nurse. Either that or 

she was just a big fan of M*A*S*H when we were kids, 

I’ve never really been sure. I told her my problem and, 

in true motherly fashion, she completely overreacted and 

began dialling 000 on her other phone. I calmed her down 

with the promise that I would go to the medical centre 

immediately and have it checked out. And I did. (If by 

‘immediately’ you mean four hours later, after work.)

The doctor was kind enough at first. A bit of gentle 

prodding and a few nonchalant questions later, however, 

and she was thrown into a ball of panic. So far I was the 

only calm person in this whole heart-condition fiasco.

After hastily scribbling a note on a formal-looking 

piece of paper, she jammed it into an envelope and advised 

me to phone a family member or friend and have them take 

me to the emergency department of the nearest hospital 

and give them the note. Right away.
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This was all a bit serious, for two reasons. Firstly, 

because the only person who would be available was a girl 

I’d recently broken up with and I didn’t wish to give her 

the satisfaction of thinking that she may have, literally, 

broken my heart. The other reason was that The Simpsons 

was on in twenty minutes. I hate to miss The Simpsons.

I ducked back home and set the timer on my video 

recorder before deciding to call on the most reliable 

person I knew to get me to the hospital. Myself. Of course, 

had I died on the way due to heart spasms, my reputation 

as a reliable guy who always comes through would’ve been 

shot to hell. But it was a risk I was willing to take.

I sped off to the emergency area, parked my car in 

the hospital’s car park — which was the equivalent of 

three days’ hard ride from the reception desk — and then 

made my way to the appropriate place. Seriously, it was a 

fifteen-minute walk from the car park to the emergency 

department. (That might need to be addressed; a man 

could have a heart attack walking that far.)

Inside the entrance to the hospital I noticed a plethora 

of bleeding, screaming, crying and broken people waiting 

to be called up. I felt embarrassed, walking in with no 

visible signs of injury. They all looked at me with varying 

degrees of pity — because, as everyone knows, the serious 

cases are treated first in an emergency department, while 
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anyone showing no visible signs would usually have to wait 

until sun-up.

Having handed the doctor’s note to the nurse at the 

triage desk, I took a seat. She read it then quickly proceeded 

to show the note to five other nurses behind the desk. They 

gathered in a huddle, mumbling and occasionally pointing 

in my direction. Maybe they had heard about the sit-ups I’d 

been doing recently and were fighting over who would be 

the lucky one to see me with my shirt off.

Then, with the kind of urgency I have only ever seen 

in an episode of ER, all five nurses came running at me, 

demanded I sit in a wheelchair and, as a team, proceeded 

to ignore every other patient in the room and elevate me to 

celebrity status. What the hell did that note say?

Immediately after entering a side room, I was stripped 

to my underwear and questioned from every direction 

about my dietary and exercise habits. (Hey — I was naked. 

Could they not see I’d been doing sit-ups?) With even more 

vigour now, they soon began applying weird and exotic 

stickers all over my body.

The ‘exotic’ nature of the hospital sticker is one rarely 

described, but allow me to indulge in it for a moment. 

These stickers had press studs on them — that’s right, the 

type of studs you find on ladies’ chambray shirts or down 

the side of a male stripper’s trousers. It seems I was about 
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to die wearing the world’s least fashionable combination: 

underpants and press-studded body stickers. The studs 

were connected via other press studs to wires that further 

connected to monitoring machines — which were 

(possibly) then connected to the mind of someone who 

knew what the hell all these wires, machines and press 

studs were for.

Moments before, I had been strolling through the 

main door of the emergency department feeling sorry for 

the obviously injured who were gathered there, waiting 

in agony. I hadn’t even considered what might actually 

be wrong with me, the severity of the situation, or what 

would take place next. Now I was caught up in a whirlwind 

of activity and serious medical urgency.

I was advised by one of the nurses that they were 

running an ECG. If I’d actually known what that meant or 

even what ‘ECG’ stood for, I probably would’ve been quite 

concerned. But my ignorance served me well. Meanwhile, 

one of the other nurses continued to ask me about my 

eating habits.

‘Terrible,’ I responded.

She looked at the ECG printout and said, ‘Well, 

perhaps this will serve as a wake-up call.’

I had a very good clock radio beside my bed at home, 

but this nurse probably didn’t want to hear about that right 

Diagnosis Male sampler.indd   21Diagnosis Male sampler.indd   21 1/02/11   1:08 PM1/02/11   1:08 PM



22

now. She seemed far too engrossed in the reading material 

my heart had provided her.

With press-stud stickers still fastened to my body, I 

was then whisked through a series of tests and x-rays, scans 

and blood tests, questionnaires and probing, followed by 

more x-rays, scans, questions and blood tests. And then, 

after two hours of chaos and madness, I was placed on a 

bed and told to lie still and relax. As the word ‘relax’ came 

out of the doctor’s mouth, a male nurse arrived with one 

of those machines you see in movies — you know, the 

one with electro-shock paddles attached, accompanied by 

some passionate medic yelling: ‘Clear!’ 

For a place that wanted me to relax, they really were 

doing a lot to make me very, very tense. A man could have 

a heart attack with this much excitement.

Then suddenly it was as if I was no longer the new 

toy in the playroom. Without warning, everyone had just 

left me to lie there, counting ceiling tiles and wondering 

whether I’d taped over something important when setting 

the video recorder at home. It reinforced the idea that if 

these were my last thoughts in life then, man, my life had 

been crap.

Another two hours later, after I had successfully 

completed my ceiling tile-counting task, the doctor came in 

to advise me that all my tests were clear. She admitted she’d 
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never seen a healthier specimen of a man. (Clearly she had 

noticed the sit-ups.) ‘Only,’ she continued ominously, ‘there 

seems to be a strange anomaly with your BSK counts.’

Okay, the doc may not have actually said ‘BSK’ — it 

could’ve been ING or AMP for all I knew. But whatever 

the BSK counts were, and no matter how high, low or 

unimpressive they managed to be, she didn’t seem to be 

too concerned. And neither did I. In fact, I hadn’t really 

been all that worried about my chest pains the entire time. 

I was only here because a woman (or three, in fact) had 

sent me to a doctor.

So, feeling awkward about occupying a bed that could 

better serve one of the screaming, bleeding patients 

still waiting for their diagnosis in the reception area, I 

suggested I leave. The doctor was hesitant at first but soon 

came around to my way of thinking. Her final words — 

and I remember them to this day — were as follows: ‘Go 

home and get some rest. But if you do suddenly die of a 

heart attack in the middle of the night tonight, be sure to 

call us. I’d love to find out what was causing it.’

And with that kind message of love and support 

echoing in my mind, I made my way back into my pants 

and back out of the emergency ward. It was 1 am and I 

had to get home and out of those press-stud stickers before 

anyone saw me.
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Today, I am proud to announce that I didn’t die of a 

heart attack that night. My clock radio served as a morning 

wake-up call and I rolled out of bed to begin my new life. 

Which is exactly the same as my old one, but with fewer 

sit-ups. A man could have a heart attack doing that much 

exercise, you know.
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