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Ideas and reading to relax over at the end of the day

AFTER HOURS

Dr Mysterio

Despite the fact swine flu started in 
Mexico, it is politically incorrect to label this 
Mexican flu, so instead they blamed it on pigs. 
They were too scared to blame a nation who re-
joices in boxing as their national sport. Come 

on public health – muscle up and call it Mexican flu. If you are so 
keen for GPs to be snot-dodging stunt swabbers, the least you can 
do is show some backbone and hassle those sneezing Mexicans.

This week I had a flu experience that was definitely a once in 
a career event.

My nurse had triaged 170kg Darryl to the flu room. The 
fever, rigors, vomiting and cough all seemed to fit. As I walked in 
he looked at me over his face mask and moaned. Disrespectful 
bugger, I thought – I hate it when they moan when I’m late. 
But suddenly I sensed this was a different sort of moan, as it was 
coupled with his eyes rolling back and 170kg of pale, hot, sweaty 
Darryl falling off the chair unconscious onto me.

So, there I was getting crushed by a snorting, twitching, 
groaning 26-stone truck driver. Forget the urban myths of 
adrenalin charged 80-year-old grannies lifting D8 bulldozers off 
crushed infants, I couldn’t budge Darryl. 

Suddenly I felt my legs surge with heat...here we go, here 
comes my superpower, I thought. But, as my legs began to heat 
up, the expected strength didn’t arrive. What did come, however, 

was the realisation my new hot legs were due to the unconscious 
Darryl squirting double incontinence through his track suit pants 
and down my legs!

I should have known I was in for trouble. The sign was obvi-
ous – the tracksuit pants. Of course, tracksuits are made for the 
track. They are to be worn by people like middle distance icon 
Peter Snell and high jump innovator Dick Fosbury, not flu room 
doctor-squasher Darryl. There was not an athletic endeavour in 
the world Darryl was fit for when he pooed on my legs, so why on 
earth did he think he should dress up like an Olympic athlete? 
The only purpose Darryl’s tracksuit pants served was to save the 
larger particulate matter from going into my shoes.

Things were not going well. My new warm legs were getting 
weaker, the floor was like a slippery ice rink and I was getting 
closer to the lino. I needed to get Darryl’s hypotensive head on 
the floor, but it was fast evolving I was going to be his pillow. He 
was the last patient of the day and I had visions of me pinned 
under him all night without him ever gaining consciousness... 
or continence.

As I let out a blood curdling scream of “DARRYL!” he 
groaned and the sinking ship that was the S.S. Darryl abruptly 
righted itself! I let out a huge sigh of relief. Darryl took a big 
breath too, but alas not to sigh...Darryl did a vomit only a man of 
26-stone could do. 

When someone is vomiting it is stupid to stand in front of 
them. I am not stupid so I stood beside Darryl. I would now like  

to share with you when a patient vomits into an N95 mask stand-
ing beside them is actually not the place to stand. I suspect the 
“95” in “N95” actually denotes the 95 degree angle vomit will spray 
out of the mask and onto the GP. It was a magnificent cascade.

So, there I was dripping with poos, wees and, now, vomit.  
I suddenly wished I was a taxi driver – hell, at least they charge 
a soiling fee. The thought of a soiling fee suddenly seemed like 
there might be something good come out of this. Then the 
thought of a soiling fee triggering a fees review brought me back 
to reality. 

Time had come to examine Darryl. His blood pressure was 
90/60 and his pulse was about 110 and in new atrial fibrillation. 
Hallelujah, I thought – time for the ambulance...they’ll have a 
soiling fee I guess – lucky buggers.

As the ambulance woman wheeled Darryl out, his wife cor-
nered me. With her weighing in at around 120kg, I felt well and 
truly cornered. “I know I can talk, but he really should lose some 
weight,” she said. 

Now there’s the elephant in the room, I thought, albeit 
prompted by her wearing a baggy grey cardigan. I reassured her  
I had discussed weight loss at every consult and he gave me a 
food diary that looked like Karen Carpenter getting ready for 
bikini season. 

Darryl’s wife earnestly asked: “Did that lady eat a whole loaf 
of bread with peanut butter on it every night after dinner?” 

“No. If only she did,” I replied. 
Tears filled my eyes; it was a mix of mourning a 1970s pop 

star, suppressing my giggles and the overwhelming stench of my 
trousers. 

If you ever have to explain to your spouse why you have driven 
home in your undies, try this true story – it worked for me!        D
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The 10pm Question is one 
of those wonderful books for 
young adults that can be equally 
enjoyed by adults who enjoy a 
gripping story with well-developed 
characters.

Author Kate de Goldi convinc-
ingly gets into the head of 12-year-
old protagonist Frankie Parsons. 

Most people would recall seeing the world as Frankie does popu-
lated by characters such as the all-important best friend, Gigs in 
this case, bothersome siblings, an eccentrically likeable teacher, 
Mr A, and an assortment of pets and animals with diverse charac-
ters and temperaments.

This world is turned over by the arrival of a new girl in 
Frankie’s class. Frankie is captivated by the newcomer, Sydney, 
and they start a friendship that has all the intensity of unacknowl-
edged, pre-teen romance. Their friendship is doomed from the 
outset as Sydney’s mother is an unsettled figure who frequently 
up sticks and moves her three daughters around the globe.

The danger inherent in Frankie’s new friendship is worsened 
by the fact Frankie struggles with anxiety. His worries and fears 
mount every day to the point where the only way he can sleep is 
to pad down the hall at 10pm to his mother’s bedside and ask 
her the question that is most troubling him that day.

While she can set his mind at rest, the question that most 
haunts Frankie, and which is the mystery at the heart of this 
book, is why his mother will not leave the house. 

The reader’s own anxiety about how Frankie will cope when 
Sydney leaves, or whether by some miracle she won’t have to go, 
is what makes this book a real page turner.

The 10pm Question was deservedly judged book of the year 
and overall winner in this year’s New Zealand Post Book Awards 
for children and young adults, plus it recently won the readers’ 
choice award in the Montana Book Awards.        JY
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