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INTRO



In what might be the shittiest marketing move of all time, I’ve decided to write a book detailing a bunch of events you specifically don’t want to know about.


Why? Well, other than the honest answer above (shit at marketing), I’m hoping there are enough wrong ’uns in the world who are morbidly curious to read about topics such as: ‘for ten years the Swedish thought Russia was invading their territory with submarines but it turned out to be herring farts’; or: ‘there’s a good chance you’ve made out with a woman who drowned over 100 years ago’, and think ‘Yeah, OK, I need to know a bit more about this.’ Considering you’ve picked up this book and are now reading this sentence, I was clearly right to believe that such perverts exist. (If there’s one thing I do know, it’s my audience.)


There will be tales from science, medicine, history, incredibly recent history, and wherever weird facts lurk. To help ease down the grotesque information, I’ll be making jokes the whole way through, like an inappropriate vicar at a funeral cracking gags about your gran.


So wherever you are – be it on a bus, a train, or curled up on your favourite toilet – sit back, relax and yet somehow brace yourself as you take in 75 tales about things you really don’t want to know.










THE EXPLODING WHALE OF OREGON
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In November 1970, an eight-ton sperm whale beached itself just off the Oregon coast. As far as send-offs go, blobbing your way onto a beach isn’t the most dignified of affairs. For instance, if it happened to your nan you wouldn’t say ‘You know, this is just what she would have wanted.’ But things were about to get a lot worse for the old whale, as is usual when several tonnes of dynamite gets introduced into a funeral.


The corpses of whales, due to some quirk of US law, fell at the time under the jurisdiction of the highway division. If you ever come across a whale carcass I’m sure you’ll note how similar the problem of getting rid of it is to telling a driver to fix their tail lights, please, or doing some racial profiling.


In their wisdom, and following a call with the navy (who are world-renowned for solving their problems by blowing the shit out of them), the highway division decided to solve the whale problem by blowing the shit out of it. The plan was to get a big pile of dynamite and obliterate part of the whale, while firing the rest into the sea. The theory was that the dynamite would blow the bulk of the carcass far enough that it would drift into the ocean, leaving any smaller, more digestible (and let’s face it, cooked) bits of delicious whale corpse scattered around the beach for smaller animals like seagulls to guzzle.


So far, so grim, but hardly anything to write home about. People blow up whales all the time in America, probably.


Now you’d think if you were going to bomb a whale to smithereens in front of the press (because of course they turned up), you’d sit down and have a bit of a think about how much dynamite you’d need, rather than just sticking twenty crates underneath it and saying ‘That’ll do.’ Or maybe you’d at least listen to somebody with explosives training when they told you, ‘I think you’ve over-done the old dynamite if I’m honest.’ Well, you’d be wrong, and you’re embarrassing yourself, quite frankly. Grow up.


Enter businessman and explosives guy Walt Umenhofer. He was on a drive around Florence, Oregon in a brand-new car he’d bought a few days earlier from a car dealership offering a ‘whale of a deal’ promotion (yes, really) when he happened upon the scene. Umenhofer had received explosives training during World War II and was not convinced the highway division – being, as you will soon discover, fucking idiots – had their calculations right.1 He told them they either needed a lot fewer explosives to gently push it out to sea – he suggested twenty sticks, where they were using twenty crates – or a hell of a lot more to completely obliterate the carcass into tiny, chewable endangered whale nuggets for the birds.


The head of the project dismissed his advice, and Walt retreated as far as he could to watch the inevitable disaster. He went up to the road where his shiny new car was minding its own business and being generally whale free – which, to be fair, he should have found ominous. Joining him, alongside the local journalists documenting the whole debacle, were citizens who just fancied a bit of a gawp. Look, I’m a vegetarian, and I’m not saying I’m proud of myself, but if someone told me, ‘There’s a bunch of people at the beach who have never blown up a whale before and they’re going to try and blow up a whale,’ I’m not not pushing my way to the front.


All that was left to do before the grim spectacle unfolded was for project manager George Thornton to tell reporters – and this is a direct quote – ‘Well, I’m confident that it’ll work, the only thing is we’re not sure how much explosives it’ll take to disintegrate this thing.’ At this point, I’m going to take this book multi-platform and beg you to go to YouTube, because there’s a video.


You back? Good. If you didn’t do as I recommended (why do I bother?), the explosion caused massive pieces of blubber to rain down from the sky onto buildings, cars in parking lots, and unsuspecting people who had previously been minding their own business and enjoying being whale-blubber free.


‘Explosions in the movies usually look like a blast of fire and smoke,’ one journalist in attendance that day, Paul Linnman, later said about the incident. ‘This one more resembled a mighty burst of tomato juice.’2


The whale debris travelled so far that it hit Walt Umenhofer’s new car, completely caving in its roof – the very same car that you’ll remember from a few paragraphs ago he’d bought in a whaley good deal. ‘My insurance company’s never going to believe this,’ Umenhofer reportedly said as a highway worker removed the blubber from his car with a shovel.3


After all this, the project manager told reporters that ‘It went just exactly right.’ Which is true, except of course that it’s not.










THE WAR OF THE HERRING FARTS



In the 1980s, a major diplomatic incident between nuclear superpowers could have been triggered by some farts that came out of the anus of a fish. In fact, Russia and Sweden nearly came to blows (yes, that’s a fart joke) over fish farts, though neither of them knew it until long after the event. But before we move on to farts (patience, you deviant), some background.


In 1981, a Soviet submarine ran aground on the south coast of Sweden, just 6.2 miles from a Swedish naval base, beaching itself like a whale you really don’t want to explode. The Soviets claimed that they were forced into Swedish territory by severe distress exacerbated by navigation errors – an excuse so bad they may as well have rummaged around in their backpack saying ‘I’m sure my map’s in here somewhere.’ Sweden saw this as proof that the then Soviet Union was pissing around in Swedish waters, in the same way that a child will insist they aren’t going to eat the cake, they just want to hold the cake. It didn’t help calm things down at all when Swedish officials secretly measured for radioactive materials and detected what they were 90 per cent sure was a shitload of uranium-23 inside the sub, indicating that it might be nuclear armed. I should clarify at this point that this was a real submarine, not a fart.


It didn’t look great. The submarine, despite supposedly being in distress, had navigated its way through some pretty ropey waters and rocks to reach the base.4 As far as excuses go, ‘I was just going for a bit of a ramble in the country’ stretches your credulity if you notice the rambler’s carrying a massive bomb right into MI6 HQ.


After interrogating the captain for a bit, the Swedish returned the submarine to international waters by tugboat. No record survives of the awkward ‘So, any holidays planned, or are you too busy thinking of nuking the shit out of us?’ chit-chat that took place in the cab while the sub was being towed.


The Swedish government remained on edge following the incident, convinced that Russian subs could still be operating near their territory. Right on cue, they began to pick up elusive underwater signals and sounds that seemingly confirmed their suspicions. In 1982, several of Sweden’s subs, boats and helicopters pursued one of these unidentified sources for a whole month, only to find nothing.5 Whatever technology these subs were using, they were tricksy, and appeared to disappear like a fart in a bath.


This carried on for well over a decade. Every time they picked up an acoustic signal, they would search and find nothing but a few bubbles on the sea’s surface, in operations whose costs ran into millions of pounds, or whatever it is that Sweden used back then.


Sweden was worried about the intrusions, and couldn’t think why, with the Cold War now over, the Russians would continue to provoke them in this manner, like a man two days after a badminton match that never happened hiding outside your house waggling around a big knife.


But Russia wasn’t trying to provoke them at all. It was farts.


In 1996, Magnus Wahlberg, a professor at the University of Southern Denmark, became involved in the investigation of the strange signals, to try and figure out how the submarines were so elusive. ‘We were brought into this very secret room under the naval base of Bergen in Stockholm,’ he explained in a TEDx Talk in 2012.6 ‘We were sitting there with all these officers and they were actually playing these sounds for us. It was the first time any civilian heard the sound.’


He had been imagining it to sound like the ping you hear in films when a submarine is detected, or just the noise of a propeller. ‘It was nothing at all like that,’ Wahlberg said in his talk. ‘It sounded like someone frying bacon. Like small air bubbles releasing underwater.’ He and a colleague headed home and put their heads together to figure out what could be making bubbles on a scale that would make Sweden think it was dealing with a potential nuclear war.


‘It turns out herring have a swim bladder, and this swim bladder is connected to the anal duct of the fish,’ Wahlberg said. ‘It’s a very unique connection, only found in herring. So a herring can squeeze its swim bladder, and that way it can blurt out a small number of bubbles through the anal opening.’


In layman’s terms, they let one loose. Herrings swim in gigantic schools that can reach several square kilometres and up to 20 metres deep. When something gets near them – say, a hungry school of mackerel or a big fucking submarine on the lookout for Russian spies – it can frighten them, causing them to generate a lot of ass farts. The theory was that the Swedish government were roaming around the ocean looking for Russian submarines, scaring the shit out of the fish and then chasing the bubbles. They were trapped in a fish fart loop.


To test his hypothesis, Wahlberg bought a herring from a shop and applied pressure to the sort of area you’d expect to make a fish fart, and sure enough, it made a sound that was at once very amusing and also confirmation of a scientific theory, like if Archimedes had farted the word ‘Eureka’. He took footage of his test to the navy and played it back to them in the secret war room. It was a perfect match for the noise they had been hearing.


The good news was that Sweden wasn’t under threat from Russia; the bad news was it had spent ten years deploying its fucking military in pursuit of fish farts. They thought they had been living under nuclear threat, but they had merely embarrassed some gassy fish, chasing them down after they let one out.


Since they figured out what was and wasn’t fish farts, there have been zero reports of hostile intruders in Swedish waters. Thus ends the story of Das Toot.










WHEN PUSH COMES TO SHOVE, YOUR CAT WILL DEFINITELY EAT YOU
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You should probably know that your cat, though s/he refuses to eat the delicious premium cat food you buy it, will happily chow down on your corpse the second you don’t have a pulse.


‘Yes, your pets will eat you when you die, and perhaps a bit sooner than is comfortable,’ forensic anthropologist Carolyn Rando told Buzzfeed News in a 2015 story on animals eating their owners,7 implying that these jerks aren’t even that hungry. ‘They tend to go for the neck, face, and any exposed areas first, and then, if not discovered in time, they may proceed to eat the rest of you.’ In one particularly horrible case she mentioned, a man’s body was found days after he had died, in 1994. His head, neck and part of his arm had been defleshed ‘right down to the bone’.8 Nearby, his ten cats, who had evidently treated him like a buffet, also lay dead. The police figured out he had died of a prescription overdose, which had also poisoned his pets when they consumed his decaying corpse.


We’re going to take a detour and talk about body farms now. For those of you only interested in cats eating corpses, feel free to think about them chomping away on Grandma for the next two paragraphs.


Body farms are places where forensic scientists investigate the decomposition of corpses, largely to help with criminal investigations. The idea is fairly simple: you take a bunch of corpses and put them in a situation that will affect their decomposition which you’d like to study, be it leaving them out in the open to rot or inside the boot of a Ford Mondeo – which, due to their ample boot space, are the go-to choice of car for knife-wielding maniacs. You then sit there watching the corpse decompose and study the results. Before these ‘farms’ existed, the law really had no idea of the basics, such as how long it takes somebody to rot or how the process differs when they are underwater.


They’re a surprisingly late invention, having not sprung up till the 1980s. Police thought they’d found a recently murdered body because American anthropologist William M. Bass mistakenly ruled that the corpse in question had died two to six months before. Actually the corpse was that of a Confederate Civil War officer whose body had been amazingly well preserved due to his cast-iron casket and very neat embalming. Bass realised that humanity, through not really being in the habit of staring at corpses for months on end, basically had shit-all idea of how bodies decomposed. And so he set up the world’s first body farm in order to do just that. It’s a testament to how good his idea and reputation was that when he pitched ‘I want to watch people rot’, security wasn’t called immediately, and the idea went ahead in 1981.


Enter cats, looking hungry.


Body farms are generally outdoor areas, fenced off from ramblers with razor wire, or at least indicated by a big sign informing you it’s not a nice place to hang around if you’re already dead. Occasionally body farms will study the effects of scavengers on the bodies. And sometimes they won’t, but scavengers will get in anyway.


In a particularly grim case study in 2020, two cats were seen breaking into the Forensic Investigation Research Station in Whitewater, Colorado.9 The first cat ambled into the farm before feasting on a 79-year-old woman, going for anything soft and fatty. It returned night after night to feast on the woman, ignoring other corpses to finish its meal, over the course of thirty-five days. The second cat did the same, though targeting a 70-year-old man. The cat then left the man alone for a month before returning to eat some more, as though it was waiting for the man’s flesh to age like a side of beef.


‘What appeared to be the same cat was seen [on the camera traps] throughout the facility but showed no interest in any of the other 40-plus adjacent donors,’ the researchers wrote in the study, in particularly horrifying detail. ‘The cat did not scavenge new donors placed around the time of scavenging and in a similar stage of decomposition.’


Cats seem to show a preference for corpses in a state of decay. If they were just eating out of desperation I’d understand, but I draw the line at them being fussy. Next time somebody asks you whether you prefer dogs or cats, feel free to mention that dogs, though they require more walks, at least won’t think of leaving your corpse for a few months to really bring out the flavour.










CHAINSAWS WERE ORIGINALLY INVENTED FOR CHILDBIRTH



Before the Caesarean section was widespread (or – oh sweet Jesus – anaesthetics), babies still had to find their way out of their mothers in emergencies. Even the really tricksy ones who looked at what was going on in the world at the time and decided ‘Thanks but no thanks, wake me up when you’ve invented sanitation at the very least.’ Caesareans have been around for millennia, but in the 1700s weren’t particularly satisfactory if you’d planned on starting motherhood by not being dead.10


Well into the mid-nineteenth century, surgery involved so much cross-infection that Victorian episodes of House were ruined by every conclusion being the same: ‘you got that dead guy’s blood and accidentally put it in that guy and then he fucking died’. Surgeons operated while wearing coats which had been stiffened by the blood of previous patients. Not the most reassuring thing when someone comes in to operate on you and their manoeuvrability is clearly being compromised by the blood they evidently failed to keep on the insidey bits of someone else. Amongst surgeons, doing something like washing the blood of the dead off your coat was seen as being a bit prissy.


Where Caesareans were successful – and records are sketchy – it was more likely to be out in the country, where operations took place with clean(er) equipment and on tables that hadn’t been used for other surgeries. Basically, far away from maniacs who didn’t think it was necessary to wash knives even after their thousandth unsuccessful surgery on a gangrene patient. Instead, you’d be performed on by the kind of maniac who would give complex surgery a crack with a kitchen knife, because at least the table was clean.


If you wanted to keep the mother alive, your options were somewhat limited. For a long time, doctors would increase the pelvic diameter by dividing the cartilaginous muscle connecting the left and right side of your pelvis. While the woman was still conscious, the surgeons would whittle away with a knife and then throw away the spare bits like they were a burger wrapper or an old battery or a third example of something that isn’t a part of your actual crotch. This procedure was somewhat deceptively called a ‘symphysiotomy’. I say deceptively because if someone tells you they’re going to perform a symphysiotomy you probably picture the baby being lured out with a lute, rather than having your bone chipped away like a particularly busy waiter shaving down parmesan.


This system was both extremely painful and, oh god, messy, but worse was to come.


In the early 1780s, doctors John Aitken and James Jeffray put together a small chainsaw, powered by a hand crank like you’d see on a fishing rod. Now, instead of a painful procedure where your surgeon would cut at you with a knife, you’d look and see the reassuring sight of a surgeon spinning his hand around and around like he was sharpening a pencil down there. This hand-cranked nightmare tool was used throughout most of the nineteenth century. It wasn’t until after numerous women had gone through this harrowing ordeal that people thought, ‘Huh, this bad boy might be better suited to trees.’11


The worst part is, surgeons using a rudimentary chainsaw on your vagina was actually a vast improvement on what had taken place before. When you feel low about how the world is at the moment, remember you could be living through a time when strapping you down and grinding away on your crotch with a hand-cranked chainsaw was a step in the right direction.










CORPSES ARE USED AS ROAD SIGNS ON EVEREST
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There’s nothing more reassuring when going for a stroll than seeing the path littered with the dead who went before you. I imagine, I’m not much of a rambler.


Now picture climbing up the most treacherous mountain you’ll ever be able to tackle here on Earth and having to pass by piles of people who – just like you – thought they’d have a crack at it, perfectly preserved in the ice with their optimistic smiles fixed on their face and maybe even doing a thumbs up. Now imagine that, occasionally, they’re butt naked.


There are over 200 dead bodies on Everest. Recovering the bodies is expensive, at around $40,000–80,000 a pop. With no one willing to foot the bill, they are left up there, scattered around like the least appetising Calippo you’ll ever see.


Some of the bodies are now used as landmarks by other climbers. For example, you’ll know you’re near the summit if you see the green boots of a climber who died under an overhanging rock on his way to the top in 1996. The boots are still on his feet. Even worse, in 2006, English climber David Sharp came across Green Boots during his descent from the summit (just as an aside, imagine thinking you’re going to achieve the impossible and climb Everest, only to be named after the footwear on your corpse).12 Sharp climbed into Green Boots’ cave to rest his body (I’m guessing it doesn’t rest your mind too much when you’re near the top of a mountain and hanging out with a corpse in the dark), but, with his supplementary oxygen running out on one of the coldest nights of the year, things were not going well.


You probably picture Everest as an isolated place where you’re alone for thousands of miles, but it’s recently picked up more of a rush-hour-on-the-M5 vibe. While Sharp was huddled in the cave needing to be rescued, over forty climbers passed him from several different expeditions, all of whom assumed he was dead. It’s that common a sight on Everest that even experienced leaders didn’t blink or remark, ‘Oh look, a fresh one.’ He was eventually spotted by the leader of a Turkish expedition who, on the way up, believed Sharp to be newly dead, but on the way down noticed he was still breathing and moaning. Several teams attempted to rescue him after that, but – how can I put this delicately – Green Boots made a permanent friend.


If you’ve been waiting for the last three paragraphs for me to explain why some of the dead have their various genitals on display you should be ashamed of yourself, but here we go. These aren’t people who were trying to join a more challenging version of the Mile High Club, nor victims of fresher hazing that got out of hand. The hikers appear to have reached a point where they were about to freeze to death and decided to take off their clothes and walk out into the snow, a phenomenon known as ‘paradoxical undressing’. In around 25–50 per cent of deaths from hypothermia, in the final stages the victim will become confused, disorientated, hostile . . . and naked. They take their clothes off, either due to damage to the hypothalamus (the area of the brain that regulates temperature) or because the muscles contracting the blood vessels in their limbs become so exhausted they relax, sending blood to the extremities, making the sufferer believe they’re actually boiling hot. This is when they generally take their clothes off, usually starting with the trousers.


Victims who experience this often go further and start exhibiting ‘terminal burrowing’ behaviour, in other words they try to hibernate like a badger in any small space they can find. Acting this way is believed to be caused by an autonomous process of the brain stem. Away from Everest, this is often why a corpse found in a similar naked-burrowing situation is thought to have been murdered, because it’s not often you see a naked dead body that’s hidden itself in a trash compactor and think ‘natural causes, that’.


Back to the naked dead on the mountain: if your relatives can’t afford to recover your body, the closest thing to dignity for you is if other hikers take pity on you and throw you off the main trail down from the mountain, or cover your face so you’re not staring out at everybody who walks past. Until, that is, climate change defrosts you like Jack Nicholson in The Shining, or an abandoned choc ice at the bottom of the freezer.










TRIAL BY GETTING WANKED OFF BY STRANGERS



In medieval times, if you married someone and then found out they were an insufferable jerk on a par with Piers Morgan, there weren’t many routes to divorce. You were stuck with him for evermore, until one of you put the effort in and finally fucking died.


There was, however, one way to get your marriage dissolved, and it was a doozy. For at the time, there was no bigger crime for a married couple than not banging. The Lord, who got quite annoyed if you went to pound town before the marriage office, was absolutely flabbergasted if after getting married you refused to really plough each other. The law in parts of Europe agreed, and so intercourse with your spouse wasn’t just encouraged, it was mandatory. If your husband was impotent, you could end the marriage.


Proving impotence to a court was even more humiliating than you’re picturing in your sick, depraved mind. In England, sometime between December 1433 and February 1434, one William Barton went about proving he could get a boner.13 He was stripped down and had his dong inspected by physicians, lawyers and a bunch of other random men and women who were up for it (and had been asked to come in as witnesses, sort of like how a blood spatter analyst may be called in for a trial today, but for stiffies).


About a dozen women and men testified that he did indeed have a magnum chopper, stating that he ‘appeared sufficient to serve and to please any honest woman’ and that it was larger than many of the men’s own penises, which must be pleasing to have as a matter of legal record. However, the trials weren’t over. As part of the legal proceedings, he was also about to get wanked off. ‘The women made the same William remove his clothes down to his vest’ – sexy – ‘[and] with cold hands they touched his yard’ – I told you it was big – ‘which because of coldness and the women’s excessive and rough touching, and yet still on account of embarrassment, the said yard withdrew into his body.’ Like a shy tortoise.


In the 1440s, John Skathelok was subject to the same test, with several women also showing him their breasts and genitals while giving him medieval dirty talk, of which there sadly is no record, but was probably along the lines of ‘Hark! Thou art most pleasingly engorged!’ That technique failed, and they instead turned to mocking him for not getting an erection.


In France, up until the revolution, things were even wilder and you could go through a ‘trial by congress’, where you would show a big room full of witnesses that you could, in fact, do a fuck.


Men who had had their marriage dissolved due to impotency, particularly amongst the richer aristocracy who could afford it, were willing to pay the hefty lawyers’ fees involved to prove that they were potent. This wasn’t to win the wife back like a teddy bear at the ‘do a fuck, get a wife plush toy’ stand at the fair, but more to show society that everything was just fine in your pants. As in medieval England, during the trials, the man would be prodded and poked to check whether he could get a hard-on on cue and come on command.14


‘The experts waited around a fire,’ one account of a trial in Rheims read. ‘Many a time did he call out: “Come! Come now!” but it was always a false alarm. The wife laughed and told them: “Do not hurry so, for I know him well.” The experts said after that never had they laughed as much nor slept as little as on that night.’


In one particularly high-profile trial in 1659, Marquis de Langey was accused of being impotent and demanded to have the right to prove he wasn’t. In front of a jury of fifteen people including matrons, surgeons and physicians, he attempted unsuccessfully to have sex with his ex-wife, finally giving up after two hours despite the clearly very romantic feel to the proceedings. He was mocked throughout France for this, despite not actually being impotent. He went on to have a second wife, and seven children.


I’m not saying the test is inaccurate, but if I wanted to get a divorce, even if we’d had loads of sex I’d fancy my chances that my husband wouldn’t get a big old boner in front of a group of court-appointed strangers staring at his penis going, ‘He sure looks impotent to me, this looks like a man who cannot for the life of him get an erection.’










PEOPLE WAKE UP DURING OPERATIONS. A LOT



[image: Illustration]





You’d hope that your surgeons know more about general anaesthetics than ‘if we put this gas in you, you go bye bye’, but for centuries that pretty much was all they knew. We assumed that it somehow reduced communication between your brain cells, but if you pressed your surgeon for more information, they’d have told you ‘Haven’t got a fucking clue,’ right before they gassed you.


Eventually we figured out that certain anaesthetics (we still don’t know how the vast majority of them work) weaken the transmission of electrical signals between neurons in the synapses. We learned that in 2020. Apart from not having a fucking clue how they work, we’re also not exactly perfect at using them. For the most part, it’s pretty simple – you gas someone and they’re knocked unconscious, then the surgeon plays around with their insides for a bit until they’re either fixed or dead.


But for an unlucky cohort, the anaesthetic doesn’t work as well as was intended, usually because the wrong dose is given. In these situations, you can be conscious during your own surgery. In some cases, you may be able to make the anaesthetist aware that something’s not right, by moving an arm perhaps or flipping them off. It’s made oh so much worse if you’ve been given neuromuscular blockers to keep you still during an operation, so that you can’t actually move. In these situations you really are relying on one of the medical staff looking over and noticing: ‘Oh look, Janet’s eyes are screaming.’


Take, for instance, Carol Weihrer. Carol had been living with a chronic condition in one of her eyes for years, at which point she was advised to go for an ocular enucleation. That’s medical speak for ‘we’re going to scoop your eyeball out with a spoon’. There’s a reason why they use medical jargon, and I imagine it’s because it’s a lot more reassuring than a doctor smiling at you with a melon-baller saying ‘Scoopy scoopy.’


She went in for prep, and was given her general anaesthetic and sweet, sweet paralysing neuromuscular blockers. Out went the lights. In what felt like seconds later, she came around and, seeing the lights of the hospital, assumed her operation was complete. However, this was one of those few instances when it feels like seconds have passed because that’s literally how much time has passed. The operation hadn’t started yet, but Jesus Christ was it about to.
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