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Rachel Stroud

THERE AREN’T MANY
places on earth less
comfortable than doc-

tors’ waiting rooms. 
Actually, there probably

are. The edge of any fairly
sizeable cliff and/or the liv-
ing room of Goran Nilsson
(the man responsible for
introducing the IKEA phe-
nomenon to the U.K.) would
probably constitute two fair-
ly good examples, but even
allowing for this, doctors’
waiting rooms are right up
there. I’m not talking neces-
sarily about the quality of
furniture provided by the
NHS - the chairs in my local
surgery seem to be fairly
well-designed - but about the
general unease that you can’t
help but notice, and be
affected by, as soon as you
walk into one. 

You know the drill. You
walk in, give your name and
appointment time to a fraz-
zle-haired and dragon-like
receptionist. Once you’ve
managed to survive her
flaming breath unscathed,
you are faced with a new
challenge. You dare not dis-
obey her order to “take a
seat”, but the problem is that
she didn’t tell you which one
it was safe to take. Despite
the higher-than-average con-
centration of trained health
professionals in your imme-
diate vicinity, you are expect-
ed to work out for yourself
not only which patient
sounds and/or looks to be
the carrier of the most horri-
ble and contagious illness,
but also to appraise with
lightning speed and accuracy
what exactly constitutes a
‘safe distance’ from which
the dreaded bacteria cannot
reach you, and which at the
same time does not give an
impression of the sort of anti-
social rudeness which might
antagonize fellow patients
made potentially volatile by
more-than-usually-extended
waiting times.

Following the successful
negotiation of this dilemma,
you can only flick through so
many pages of the March
1976 issue of Hello! before
you start to notice that every-
one around you seems to be
in a significantly worse state
of health than you are, at
which point you begin to
seriously consider a bolt for
the door as you realize that
you are in fact nothing more
than a hypochondriac fraud
and that, once exposed as
“wasting the doctor’s time”,
you will be subject to the
eternal wrath of that same
terrifying receptionist.

If all that stress doesn’t

give you a heart attack on the
spot, one thing remains cer-
tain: you won’t be a fraud for
long. Even if you weren’t ill
when you went into the doc-
tor’s surgery, you will be by
the time you leave. 

What’s more, according
to the details of the latest in a
long tradition of hyped-up
health scares, encounters
with other patients are not
the only aspect of a visit to
the doctor which could
potentially result in the con-
traction of something nasty.
Investigations by David
Graham of  the U.S.’s Food
and Drug Administration
have sparked concerns about
the possible effects on
patient health of a handful of
drugs currently being pre-
scribed as solutions to com-
mon ailments. Among these
is Serevent, which is used in
the treatment of asthma.
According to Richard Irving
in The Times, the drug “might
increase the chances of death
among acute sufferers.” Prior
to reading his article, I was-
n’t aware that human mor-
tality was a matter of chance,
or that the probablility of any
of us popping our clogs
could be reduced from a fair-
ly fixed 100 percent.
Presumably the lesson we
are meant to take from this is
that you learn something
every day and that if you
don’t take Serevent you’ll
stand a better chance of con-
tinuing to do so. For eternity.

Which brings me to what
is currently a bone of con-
tention in my house. All this
taken into account, I can’t
really blame one of my
housemates for her unwill-
ingness to fill in the doctor’s
surgery registration form
that, at the last count, had
been sitting on her desk for
eight weeks. I say this strict-
ly off the record, and on the
vital condition that you do
not, under any circum-
stances, repeat my comments
to another of my house-
mates, whose unswerving
conviction in the importance
of the matter leads her (with
some justification) to
harangue our Reluctant
Patient at regular intervals
about her apparent reticence
toward the completion of the
necessary paperwork. 

In light of this situation, I
think it best not to tell my
doctor-shy friend about Mr.
Graham’s warnings. Until
further evidence can be
found to offer us a more con-
crete basis for concern, I
think it’s best to take such
warnings with a pinch of
salt.
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THE UNIVERSITY HAS based its
latest initiative for world domi-
nation in PLU houses, it emerged

this week. The headquarters for newly
conceived ‘Project BB’ are currently sit-
uated in vacant houses in Canley,
which, understandably, were avoided
by student tenants.

Following bitter accusations by the
Union upon the early opening of the
PLU website, this Boar hack realised
that there was more to the acrimony
between the Union and the University
than was immediately apparent. This
week, we can exclusively reveal the
University’s plans to forge ahead into
television and internet broadcasting,
following the installation of CCTV
cameras in all its PLU houses over the
summer. 

The Boar managed to acquire a
secret internal memo circulating in
University House which revealed the
hideous and deplorable extents to
which Warwick would go to ‘get the
brand name out there.’ Said document:
‘By installing CCTV cameras in all PLU
houses, we will be able to broadcast
our own brand of reality programming
over both the internet and our new TV
channel, DVD-TV. Imagine the possi-
bilities. Nerdhouse: a group of five
Computer Science students dealing
with acne, MS-DOS and never having
girlfriends. Or Pretensions Palace: six
Film students talking about phallic
imagery in movies and smoking roll-
ups. Or Risqué Ranch: six over-sexed
students sleeping with one another,

randoms and themselves. How about
House MJ: a house full of Michael
Jackson look-alikes singing Billie Jean
and moonwalking and touching small
children. People will love it. And the
Warwick brand name will become cult
and permeate global consciousness,
like Burberry. We will be one step clos-
er to complete and utter world domi-
nation. Ha ha ha ha ha!’  

Emu Smith, a professor in the
Philosophy department, came forward
to speak to the Boar after he learnt of
the plans. “Naturally, the University
wouldn’t inform the students they
were being filmed, thereby escaping
any financial remuneration and pock-
eting all the profits for themselves. As
Nietzsche once said, Warwick
University are a bunch of money-hun-
gry pillocks.”

Armed with this knowledge and a
concealed weapon, this reporter spent
a day hiding in the filing cabinet of
Helen Haddock, the small one who
walks around the Union a lot, to dis-
cover just exactly what the fuck was
going on. I can exclusively reveal that
Union hacks feel discombobulated
about University plans because they
themselves had intended to start a real-
ity program about the drunken night
Score! Haddock was heard to say:
‘Score! was a great concept for a reality
TV program. Sports team dunderheads
sloshing purple about and pulling each
other and their hockey sticks. Kind of
like Club Reps but less classy. But now
the bloody University has pipped us to

the post and made it part of the condi-
tions of the Union grant that we can’t
go ahead with our own program. So it’s
either money for all our societies and
clubs, or our own reality show. I say the
reality show, but I doubt everyone else
will agree with me.’

Somewhat alarmed by these revela-
tions, the Boar further investigated the
potential impact of Project BB. And the
results spelt trouble for us, and success
for the University’s evil plan. Observe.
Shelly Kablonsky, second year English
and Theatre Studies Student said: ‘I’d
love to watch CompSci students crying
about not having girlfriends. That
sounds ace!’ Genesis Jones, third year
Film student, said: ‘God. Imagine the
phallic imagery potential.’ Jetaime
Snodgrass, a second year Tantric Love
student, said: ‘I like porn. Will this be
free?’ 

Thus, the lesson for today: don’t go
PLU. Till next week, children.

GAY MEN ARE about 90 times
more likely to be living with
HIV than other people. This is

why the country’s top doctors say that
men who have had sex with other men
are not permitted to give blood.

However, the Students’ Union
have given their backing to Warwick

Pride’s childish campaign of handing
out leaflets telling students that the
blood service is discriminating
against homosexuals. How this can be
of any benefit to the blood service is a
bit dubious since last time they pulled
this stunt, the nurses had to get them
removed from the building because
they were putting people off giving
blood.

All blood goes through tests to try
and ensure that the patients who
receive it do not contract any form of
disease. Unfortunately the HIV test is

not completely accurate and there is a
small chance that HIV-positive blood
will not be picked up, so higher risk
individuals are banned from giving
blood. This is also important because
a third of those infected do not know
they are carriers.

Men who have had sex with other
men are high risk. According to a 2003
study commissioned by the National
Blood Service (NBS), allowing these
men to give blood would increase the
risk of HIV-positive blood reaching
patients by 500 per cent. Even abstain-
ing for a year after having sex with
another man increases the threat by 60
percent.

The study concluded that even
with the use of contraceptives, the risk
involved was unacceptable and the
extra blood donated would be mini-
mal compared to the increased risk.

How the Students’ Union can chal-
lenge this is disturbing. Do they seri-
ously think that they and Pride have
any credibility at all in questioning
years of scientific research from some
of the best minds in the country? They
seem to be very misguided, especially
as there is no basis for calling the serv-

ice discriminatory.
The ban is not even related to sex-

ual orientation as  Advice and Welfare
claims. For a start, there are no restric-
tions on homosexual women, nor men
who have not had anal sex. The ban
also includes any bisexual men who
have had sex with another man and
victims of male rape.

Other groups who are similarly
restricted don’t have any problem at
all. While gay men are by far the
biggest carriers of the HIV virus, the
majority of new cases are seen in het-
erosexuals who contract the virus
abroad. Therefore the NBS bans dona-
tions from travellers to, or natives of
the most high-risk areas, which can be
for life, depending on the region. This
doesn’t provoke calls of racism
because again, this is fair.

The most important concern has to
be that ill people are not infected
when given blood. Even the mistaken
campaigners at Warwick would agree
with that. The NBS is not homopho-
bic, nor racist, nor even ageist in say-
ing that under-18s cannot give blood.
The Union should not waste money
chasing this cause.

Blood Donation needs immaculate care, argues DDoommiinniicc  TToobbiinn

There is no basis for
calling the service
discriminatory
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