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Chapter 1 Revelations

My GP is attractive and extremely vivacious. I’ve had dinner with her and her entrepreneurial husband. She’s funny and compassionate. But right now, she’s wriggling her rubber-gloved finger up my anus in a somewhat discomforting manner. I doubt she enjoys it any more than I do, or that we’ll be having a return dinner engagement anytime soon.

I’m facing the wall, pretending that it’s quite common for people to apply gel and explore my rectum. In truth, I’m struggling with the fact that the probing is producing a sensation similar to the prelude to defecation, an outcome that could prompt a messy ending to our friendship.

Finally, it’s over, and I’m allowed to retrieve my clean underpants and my soiled dignity.

“Well,” she tells me, “I can’t feel anything out of the ordinary.”

I’m not sure whether to feel relieved or insulted. I opt for taking a chair opposite her, thereby planting my nether regions safely out of danger of further violation.

I remind myself that most women of my age will have had any number of medical men inserting fingers and cold steel implements in their vaginas without charges being laid.

“Just the same, we’ll need to get the urinary problems sorted,” my doctor says.

I nod, but not too vigorously, for fear that mention of urine combined with movement rippling through my bladder might provoke a sudden leakage. It’s my old man’s problem with peeing that has me making this rare visit to the lovely physician.

[image: A concerned man lies on a examination table in a medical office, while a nurse prepares for a procedure.]

My PSA score has been creeping up. A few months ago, it was 8; now it’s 9.4. I’ve always been of the opinion that a higher score is better than a lower one in any human endeavour, so I’ve been relatively chuffed at the trend. Apparently, I’m out of step with medical opinion on this.

“I imagine it’s BPH,” I opine, demonstrating my knowledge of the acronym for benign prostate hyperplasia and simultaneously my dexterity in using Google for self-diagnosis.

She gives me her practised frown for bush doctors, one eyebrow slightly arched.

“I’ve done a referral for the urology department at the hospital,” she says. “With a bit of luck, they might give you a rebore.”

She laughingly explains that rebore is a specialised medical term for what we laypeople might call a transurethral resection of the prostate, or TURP. I nod wisely. My brother had a rebore done on his 1952 twin-spinner Chevvy after it did a piston ring. So I’m not completely ignorant of such matters. In fact, a piston and a piss tin are not completely dissimilar.

It looks like I’m destined for further investigation at the hands of our public health system.





Chapter 2 Into the Breach

The appointment comes two months later. A letter instructs me to proceed to our local hospital’s urology department.

Somewhat appropriately, the service is located deep in the bowels of the hospital. On this day, ironically, it is temporarily closed because of sewerage problems. I’m redirected.

I’ve been instructed to drink copious amounts of water in the hours leading up to my appointment—a dangerous experiment for someone with a bladder like mine. But it’s needed because I’m about to have a flow test.

The process involves peeing into a toilet bowl with some sort of measuring device attached that records both the quantity and velocity of my urine stream. As I’m dribbling into the electronic latrine, a printer beside it chatters out the results in real time. I give it my best, which I fear is less than adequate.

I return to an adjacent room, where a nurse rubs my lower abdomen with gel and performs an ultrasound. What is it with gel in medical practice? Medicos must be the best consumers of KY around. Apparently, the point of the procedure is to examine my bladder and see what’s left in there.

I’m shunted back to the waiting room and eventually called for a session with a man in a white coat. He’s an enthusiastic Chinese man who reveals his status as a registrar. We end up in a small consulting room, where he admits he’s not done much of this sort of medicine before.

He has a form with numerous questions on it, and we work our way through it. I do my best to be candid about my abysmal performance in the toilet arena. He shuffles through the paperwork and eventually finds the results of the recent flow test.

He looks at me with due scepticism and suggests I try to do better next time. I feel a little chastised, despite my secret knowledge there’s no better available.

We then arrive at that time we both know is inevitable. He instructs me to lie down on the bed, lower my pants and turn to face the wall. I do so and listen to the sound of rubber gloves snapping. At this point, the registrar realises he can’t find any gel and goes looking for some. The room I’m in must be the only one in the entire hospital without it. I’m left for five minutes with my rear end facing the door, hoping no one calls in to say hello.

My man returns with gel and proceeds to join the throng who’ve already found interest in probing my rectum. After several minutes of investigation, he mutters to himself and turns back to his computer, having mercifully removed the gloves.

Mumbling to himself and his screen, he consults it for wisdom. I eventually roll over onto my back, feeling a little neglected, and observe him researching prostate on Doctor Google. I recognise some of the pages I looked up in the week preceding the appointment. His online scrutiny does not fill me with confidence.

After some time with the oracle and a few questions about my symptoms, he turns to face me. He agrees that the prostate is a problem. There are two possible ways forward, he suggests. One would be an MRI to clarify what’s going on; the other would be the rebore I was hoping to get. He seems uncertain, and I get the feeling he’d flip a coin if I weren’t present.

After a considerable amount of umming and aahing, he disappears down the corridor to speak with his supervising consultant, again leaving me stranded still with my pants down. A nurse calls in at one stage, realises she’s in the wrong room, and hurriedly departs.

I hang on in there with my sail in the wind until the plucky registrar finally returns with a decision. A biopsy will be performed with the intention of seeing if a TURP is the best treatment.

He gets me to sign a consent form, even though my nether regions continue to remain exposed. The medical team needs to be certain that I’m not harbouring a certain antibiotic-resistant infection. He’ll need to take a swab, he informs.

I nod and open my mouth. But it seems the swab is destined for an orifice further south.

Finally, I’m allowed to reclothe myself and gather my dignity, or what’s left of it. The registrar gives me a cheery smile and wishes me on my way.
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