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To L.D.






Under the increasing sunlight the colours of the doctor’s
complexion, the pattern of his tweeds, grew and
expanded outrageously.

G.K. Chesterton, The Man Who Was Thursday (1908)






Three Minor Complaints

I suffer from shooting pains in both my arms, midway between
the shoulder and elbow, so that whenever I pick up something
heavy, it hurts. I mean really hurts. After a few minutes I get
pretty dizzy.

This is unfortunate, as I am required to carry this immense
antique cloche at all times. A family heirloom, betrothed by my
great uncle, along with its contents: a tureen of water and a pygmy
hippo that stares out through an imperceptible veil of holes the
same way we might look up at the stars. A local artist (Neil) has
painted a mural of an intricate still-water afterlife onto my lounge
ceiling and I must hold the cloche up as close as possible to this
staggering trompe d’oeil, otherwise the creature will become
disillusioned and die. In his will, my great uncle claimed I was the
only family member he could trust with the continuation of this
work: a project which I'm afraid to say was directly responsible
for his death earlier this year, when a blood clot finally entered his
brain, like a sheriff entering a disreputable saloon.
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I have always cringed upon hearing the phrase ‘At the end of the
day’, which I have always thought betrayed a thoughtlessness
in the user; a hackneyed device designed to selectively ignore
whatever truths lay before it.

This is unfortunate, as these are the only words of English that my
captors appear to know, and scream at me throughout the night,
thrown with buckets of ice-cold water and the occasional ten-man
pile-on. I have a complex relationship with my captors, and the
phrase must operate as a placeholder for a variety of commands,
including (but not limited to) Stand Up, Move Over Here and
Cry Into This Telephone. Under most circumstances, I would use
my captors’ facial expressions to distinguish the orders, but their
Dracula masks mean that I often make mistakes, and have to ask
them to repeat the order, usually between ten and twenty times,
before I finally get it.
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If I had to pick a part of your body that I liked the least, then I
would choose — your blood. I don’t want to have anything to do
with it! This is a clever answer, I think. Surely, there is no offence
in wishing to avoid contact with that.

How unfortunate then, that I am your doctor. And we are halfway
through a complex calvopulmonary shunt. Forgive me, but even
if the operation is a success, I don’t think I will be able to forget
the lies it took to get myself into this operating theatre; all those
forged medical papers and bribed/chloroformed nurses. Not least
now that a huge billboard of your face has been erected opposite
my flat, so now all I can see at night when I do the washing up is
a huge framed map of your neck, like something one might see
hanging on the office wall of a cackling, gap-toothed prospector.
I am so so so sorry but I think I am now destined to always be
your doctor, terrified though I am; that whenever we meet you
will fall open right in front of me, like the spine of a book that I
have creased at the sex scene.
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