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Before you read
this text, you may be interested to know that approx 300 years ago,
there was a backroom meeting between the church and the medics. It
was decided that the body was the responsibility of the medical
establishment, whilst the mind was the ‘property’ of the
church.

That’s why it’s
unprofessional to laugh in a hospital if you’re staff, as laughter
is a healer and a pick me up.

Enough
said.

 


***

 


This work is dedicated
to Arthur and Albert, two 80 year old Crusty Dusties (OAPs) on the
Heart Ward who kept me amused. They knew they were born, and I,
apparently, didn’t! I hope you’re both alright guys, and I hope
those pacemakers don’t blow next time you’re masturbating.

(In you’re
dreams boys! Leave that to the Young Uns like ME! LOL!!)

 


***

 


Who said old
Crusty Dusty people were/are useless eh?!

 


Well. I mean.
As far as the hospital goes, they:

 


1. Keep the
refrigerator efficient if there are ‘enough o ‘them’’ in the
morgue.

 


2. They are
useful if the nurses have any excess syringes of drugs, just inject
them into the Dusties, and if they die … well … ‘It was obviously
‘their time’’

 


3. They don’t
complain about the food, because they can’t taste it anyway because
their taste buds have packed in long ago, and, hospital food beats
rations any day! That’s if the staff can be arsed (bothered) to
monitor their eating?

 


4. If a German
plane comes to bomb the hospital to start the next war, ‘they’ will
sense it halfway across the channel, and therefore everyone can
evacuate the hospital. They will never get the oldies (‘they’ …
THEM!) out because they will refuse to come from under the beds,
so; even the firemen get some valuable fun in the rubble.

 


Fireman 1:
“I’ve found one! I’ve found one! Hey look, he’s got an antique
Swiss watch on! Finders keepers!”

Fireman 2:
“Hey! I’ve found one too! A female! Oh WOW! Gold neckchain with
what looks like a huge diamond hanging from it! Oh God! I LOVE this
job!”

 


5. Their teeth
are no use after they die from drugs overdoses (see point 2), or
are found in the rubble (the firemen give them to the docs as they
can’t be arsed with anything under £500.00) so these can be sold on
to dentists or dental technicians to be used again (waste not want
not). Some are sold to companies who make them chattering clockwork
teeth, so be careful … your son’s toy may have been your Grandad’s
chompers? (Always ask for a detailed product history with
chattering false teeth).

 



CHAPTER 1.
THE GOOD NEWS!

 




About 3 to 4
months ago (October 2007), I noticed I was getting out of breath
fastening my shoelaces. I’d always known I had small lungs (was
never too good at cross country at school, and it’s a good job I
wasn’t a racehorse). As the weeks crawled on, it began to get
worse, and climbing the stairs began to get laborious.

I live in a
shared house. One week we had the radiators moved in each room. The
large one in my room was to go in the top room … 3 flights of
stairs! The engineer had no one to help carry it, so I volunteered.
It shouldn’t have been a problem, but when I reached the top, I had
great difficulty getting my breath back.

Soon, one
flight to the shower was difficult, as was walking to the shop … I
was slowing up to ‘old man’ speed.

“Doctors? Don’t
be silly, it’s a lung infection. It will clear up!” After all,
everything else had in the past; which it had.

I even tried
exercise, on my bike, to clear the obvious congestion in my lungs …
I was coughing a lot too, obviously there was some mucus there, and
infection; and, I hadn’t exercised much lately either. But it
didn’t work, and exertion got harder.

No worries
though, it’ll get better. There again, my state of mind had been
very negative for quite a while, so, was natural healing possible?
(No).

 


SCARED TO
SLEEP.

 


The next step,
and the scary one.

I got to the
point when dropping off to sleep, I would have a thought (never an
altogether crazy one), or begin to dream, and then panic would set
in, and I would sit up abruptly in bed and begin gasping for air.
Some weeks previously, I’d been sat on the edge of my bed (mattress
on the floor, space saving) leaning on the settee, when suddenly I
would be short of breath, and my lungs would feel like there was an
eggcup of space available in the left one to ‘fill up’ with air …
not good.

 


DOCTORS?

 


Of course,
those you allow close to you nag you to go to the doctors, but, I’m
certainly no doctor’s fan; pills with side effects, and antibiotics
… who wants to take something labelled as anti life? These things
use what I call the Longshanks effect; remember him as the English
King in Mel Gibson’s Braveheart? He said something like “Have the
archers fire arrows” (into the midst of the battle). “But sire,
we’ll kill our own men”. To which Longshanks replied “Yes, but
we’ll get some of theirs too”… he lost that one, and so do anti
life drugs. Chemotherapy does the same thing … destroys everything
to get the culprit.

So. I tend to
ignore friends who irritate me with doctor’s (prescribers of
dangerous chemicals) stuff …

BUT … it got
too much to handle, and seeing I’m a big boy, I made my own
decision to doc it. My friend Yvonne made the appt, as sometimes
it’s nice to have someone do something for you …

The doc came to
see me because I’d probably not have got there, and of course, the
universe decided to take the piss out of ME; God’s kicking boy (God
gets bored, I get in a ‘fix’ to amuse her).

The scene goes
like this:

 


Doctor turns up
just after the electricians who have turned off the house lights.
My room is dark at the best of times (25w bulbs don’t help). The
doctor enters, trips over my mattress (bed), and falls onto the
settee (landlord’s crap sofa bed which I use as a settee). I’m glad
he doesn’t hurt himself, cos I’m a crap doctor, and have nothing to
make a splint or a neck brace.

I navigate
expertly, but only because I don’t have anything to spill. You see;
God doesn’t trip his kicking boys when they try and navigate over a
mattress when they’re not carrying a drink or a goldfish bowl … so
where’s the fun? Crashing headfirst into drawers without liquid
flying everywhere isn’t that entertaining, obviously.

 


BLOOD
PRESSURE

 


He described
mine as ‘deplorable’, after not being able to find a better word. I
helped by holding my bike light so he could see the mercury busting
reading. Ok, ok, I’m anxious, and I have hyper hypertension … I
should possibly be dead, and nearly was. Is God keeping me alive
for some selfish amusement fix? Is there nothing quite as
interesting as ‘ME in crisis’ in his realm?

The Doctor said
he didn’t know why I couldn’t breathe, but it was probably due to
the height of my hypertensive blood pressure … thank you old
relatives! It had to be genetic!

“I’ll need you
to have a blood test at the hospital, and a chest X ray. He gave me
the blood test packets.”

I did, and made
an appt for the following Monday, to give the tests time to reach
doc.

 


RESULTS.

 


They weren’t
good. A lot of gobbledygook, and the words HEART FAILURE, or better
still CHRONIC RENAL FAILURE.

 


Doctor: “Well.
I can’t do anything, you’ll have to go in, so, as it’s usually a
two week wait …do you want me to write you a letter to get you in
via accident and emergency? Or get an ambulance?” asked my doctor.
“They will take you in and gradually lower your blood pressure and
‘then’ introduce the drugs you’ll be taking (I detest taking
pills); I can’t do that. The stuff I would give you would be too
much of a blast on your system, and as your kidneys are working
under par …

 


I looked at my
friend Yvonne … Questioningly. I didn’t fancy the fuss of an
ambulance myself.

Letter? ... or
ambulance? Hmmmm?

“Well.” I said.
“Accident and emergency can’t be that bad on a Monday night; can
it? Write the letter please ….
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ACCIDENT AND
EMERGENCY

 


By my estimate,
there were about 40 people sitting around in A&E, and a
thankfully short queue at the reception. The receptionist wasn’t
smiling … Welcome! Oh welcommme to the NHS(S)!

Above the
reception desk was one of those signs with the moving LED letters …
4 hours wait.

Great!

Mind you, the
problem seemed to have cleared up all of a sudden … doesn’t it
always in such circumstances; you’re safe see i.e. the real cure;
relief. I was now fine and ready to be discharged. From this I
concluded that illness must therefore be in the mind, and hospitals
should be turned into shopping centres.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/64885
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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