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HS WHY MEN ARE FAT AND DON'T THINK 
Men’s Health has been a big issue in 2005. According to the 

statistics most Aussie men are too fat, unfit and strangers to fruit. 
Governments around Australia are concerned. This year there have been 
men’s health conferences in every state, a major survey (Vic), a task 
force (SA) and an advisory network initiative (WA) all aimed at 
increasing life expectancy for blokes. But men won’t listen. Apparently. 
Why? I found the answer in a women’s magazine. As women read these 
magazines and live longer we must engage men in the type of thinking 
whereby poor exfoliation is a more serious issue than, say, invading Iraq. 
And if you did invade Iraq you would need a backpack of extreme skin 
products just to stabilise your complexion for the duration. 

 Nevertheless, this women's mag did tease out a small thread of 
truth about the typical Aussie bloke. Men and women think differently. 
Apparently, men compartmentalise. Women scan. Men’s brains work 
through issues like a CD stack. Sports. Sex. Cars. Stomach. Repeat. 
When they are thinking sex that is all they are thinking and they are 
thinking about it most of the time. A bloke could have a heart attack 
during sex and he is still thinking sex. Maybe one little neuron at the front 
of the left ear thinks for about 1 nanosecond ‘I’ve got a bit of a stitch’ and 
then he thinks about sex again.  

Women do not think like this. They think of a thousand things at 
once. They have the radar on scanning for emotional information all the 
time. Even during sex they are thinking ‘Oh. Yes! Yes! Sex. Must paint 
the ceiling. And the kids’ rooms. It’s hot. Damn Global Warming. And 
Summer clothes. I’ve got to lose some weight. Maybe I’ll try J Lo’s diet.’ 
She’s gone from sex to global warming to a crash diet in 5 nanoseconds. 
Needless to say, for a woman the thought of bad hair can interfere with 
sex let alone a heart attack. 

When it comes to health blokes don’t think about it too much. 
There are too many other things to think about. Sports. Sex. Cars. 
Stomach. Besides, men only have two compartments for health: good and 
dying. They can be overweight, drink, smoke and almost cough up a lung, 
but when asked ‘How are ya?’ the answer is always ‘Good, mate’. He’ll 
go jogging with a pain in his chest. It’s just wind. But if a bloke gets a 



little sniffle, he’s dying. He limps in the door, collapses in a chair and 
expects his girlfriend/wife/mum to morph into Florence Nightingale and 
nurse him back to good health.  

Blokes won’t go to see a doctor. We, girlfriends/wives/mums, have 
to nag them. We’ve got our feelers out all the time sensing when 
something is wrong. And when we are worried we treat the blokes in our 
lives like 6 year olds. ‘You’re not well. I don’t care what you say. You’re 
sick. Now go to the doctor. I’ll make the appointment. I’ll drive you. I’ll 
hold your hand if you want. Alright. You can manage. Good. But go.’ 
And they do. Mostly. And live.  

But the problem is women today have too much to think about. Not 
just sex, global warming and crash diets. There’s work, speed cameras, 
mobile phones and the kids and their education and driving them places. 
Women are busy. Our heads are cluttered. And, according to some 
reports, we’ve stopped nagging men about their health. Besides, if he is 
45 years old and won’t wear sunscreen or a hat or a shirt, we’ve decided 
to let him burn! For women, it is enough to worry about the real 6 year 
old in the family.  

Now that women have stopped nagging men about their health, 
governments are worried. And all sorts of schemes are being proposed to 
interest men in health issues. One suggestion was to put doctors in pubs. 
But you know how long you have to wait at the doctors, by the time the 
pub doc was ready, the patient might be rat faced. Then again all those 
pub-style brags, bets and brawls would entertain the other patients. 
Governments could put more health ads on TV. But blokes are masters of 
the remote. First sign of a health ad and, click, they’d be watching golf. 
Anything. Imagine the commentary: ‘And the prostate 
examination’ ...click... ‘Requires a long iron and a spectacular finish with 
13 bunkers dotting this monster!!!!!!’ 

They could put doctors in MacDonald’s. Then a bloke could rock 
on down to his local McMedicare surgery for a drive thru Prostate and 
Vasectomy combo with coke. And he wouldn’t even have to get out of 
his car.  

The truth is, however, if blokes want to be healthy they have to get 
in touch with their feminine side. She worries. She nags. But she lives 
longer! How about it, fellas? 
 


