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MEDICAL ADVICE

Everyone, and I mean everyone, wants to give you medical advice. It’s not exactly clear why this is. Everyone, of course has some medical experience. There is no one it seems with no medical experience at all. So consider everything from bruises to broken bones, from hang nails to heart surgery. No matter what may be ailing you, chances are there is someone in the nearby vicinity who has had it, or knows someone who has had it, or thinks they know something about your condition from surfing the web, with no direct experience of any kind. This, of course, makes them superior. They know something you don’t. They know what it’s like to go to bed with a bloated stomach after hernia surgery because your wife’s friend’s former boyfriend’s great uncle went through exactly that in the 1930’s and survived only because her great Aunt Mildred squirted chicken soup up his nose. So now you’re supposed to go get chicken soup and squirt it up your nose. 

The truth of the matter is that I can’t stand medical stuff. There is one simple reason for this. It’s disgusting. I find nothing interesting at all about what lies under my skin. I am perfectly happy with what the surface looks like. Blood and guts gross me out. I have no interest in any disease whatsoever, even diseases that I currently have. Contemplating the pantheon of future possible diseases is a complete waste of time. There are many positive things in life to experience and not a single one of them involves a doctor.

Medical shows are another thing that I hate. Why would anyone want to watch people being shot, maimed and crushed by a helicopter, and then dragged into a looney toons emergency room where everyone runs around frantically shouting “40 cc’s of imuno-heparin. NOW. Where the fuck is the imuno-heparin.” While in the background people’s arms are falling off and being put back on with duct tape. The notion of morbid fascination is just that… morbid. And, as depressed as I have been at times in my life, I have never actually been morbid.

And, finally, I hate medicine because it is not real science. I grew up wanting to be a scientist. Being a doctor was the highest possible thing to be in my family. But I wanted to be a scientist. And the reason I wanted to be a scientist was because, in science, when you do an experiment, it more or less comes out the same way each time. With medicine, you are completely dependent, not on replicable experimentation, molecules doing the same backflips over and over, but on what cranky old people tell you about where it hurts. “I have this shooting pain that runs down my leg and out the door,” said the 60 year old mother of quintuplets. “What do you think it is, doctor?” My answer would be it’s me leaving for another profession….

So when I have a medical problem, I prefer to be left alone. The doctors will tell me most of what I need to know. I will figure the rest out by trial and error. People can be kind to me by making me dinner, bringing me things in bed, and rubbing my back. But the last thing I want is medical advice. So if you’re thinking of giving me medical advice, do what my friend’s great Aunt Mildred did. Stick it up your nose.

