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Professor William Doe: The interview 
Michael Claydon 4th Year Medical Student 
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U nless one does something naughty enough (and 
gets caught) or something clever enough (and gets 

noticed), one is unlikely ever to meet the Dean.  In-
deed, ask your average undergraduate medical student 
(not renowned for intelligence) what a 'Dean' actually is 
you'll be lucky if you get much more than a perplexed 
expression.  
 
Faced with the realisation that I actually had no idea 
what a 'Dean' is or does I decided to go on a mission to 
discover the answer to this deep and potentially life 
changing question.  I had heard a rumour from a dodgy 
looking BMedSci that the Medschool did actually have a 
'Dean' and that it was kept in a cage in the basement- a 
search of the aforementioned basement yielded nothing 
more than a few skeletons in a few closets and a half 
crazed security guard.  A more knowledgeable 5th year 
told me that "you don't find the Dean, the Dean finds 
you", despite this, your intrepid truth hound was not 
dissuaded by this scary stuff but hot footed off on the 
trail of this mythical creature. Perhaps Fidel Castro 
might have been a better project? 
 
 Our very own Prof. Doe 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Turning to that fount of all knowledge otherwise known 
as the World Wide Web I discovered that the Medschool 
not only has a Dean but that this Dean can also be con-
tacted by e-mail (as of 2004 Fidel is not accessible on 
the old electronic mail). 
 
Having cornered the aforesaid Dean in his oak paneled 
office I proceeded to grill him about himself, the Med-
school and the meaning of life… 
 

The great man himself 
 
Professor Doe grew up in the outback of Australia, north 
of Sydney.  Born into a family of academics Prof. Doe 

decided to pursue a career in medicine, reading 
medicine at the university of Sydney.  After 
graduating the newly qualified Dr Doe worked 
briefly as a junior doctor before winning a research 
scholarship in New Guinea.  Our young hero 
stepped off the plane in New Guinea to be greeted 
by the news that the hospital's anaesthetist had 
been injured in a car accident leaving the hospital 
with an adjusted anaesthetist count of zero.  The 
superintendent of the hospital upon hearing that 
our intrepid adventurer had just done a 6-week 
block in anaesthetics asked him to work as the 
hospital’s only anaesthetist. 
 
After a few weeks of this heady stuff Dr Doe settled 
down to doing a bit of medicine.  Unlike your 
average SHO in the UK this involved a bit of 'flying 
doctoring' with ailments slightly more exotic than 
angina including things like snakebites.  It was in 
this dangerous country that the Prof. learnt the 
dark arts and skills of survival that would qualify 
him for the post of Dean of Birmingham Medical 
School.  Following all this adventure Prof. Doe 
decided to wind down the pace a bit and become a 
GP in an outback hospital. 
 
Prof. Doe does the UK 
  
However, as all adventurers know the love of 
adventure does not die easily.  With the whole of 
the southern hemisphere conquered Prof. Doe 
looked to the northern hemisphere for more 
adventure.  Against all the accepted principles of 
furthering one’s career Prof. Doe arrived in UK with 
a couple of letters of introduction and promptly got 
a house job at Hammersmith Hospital, becoming a 
Consultant five years later. 
 
The conquering hero returns home 
 
Prof. Doe went back to Australia after doing a bit of 
research in sunny California and set up a clinical 
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