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Prologue

	 

	 

	Look in a mirror. What do you see?

	Okay, I know that you see you, but look closer. Look into your eyes. Look up your nose. Look into your mouth.

	Still can’t see any more than anyone else? That’s understandable. You see your eyes, and ears, and nose, and mouth and throat and stomach, and lots of other appendages that you ignore until one of them gets sick- then you ask yourself, “What’s going on inside my body?”

	You might just have an innocent hang-over from last night’s partying. Perhaps you’re battling through something more troubling, like a vicious bout of the Tangier Trots, brought on by something you munched during last night’s partying.

	Whatever it is that made you wonder what goes on inside you, let me dispel any ideas you may have that your bodily functions are being controlled by some biological, chemical, anatomical or physical reaction.

	Doctors spend many years studying and remembering the size, shape, location, orientation and function of every organ closely packed inside your skeletal frame and conveniently covered by a waterproof coating we call our skin. Those years are also spent studying other, more noticeable stuff; your nails and hair and fingers and arms and legs and toes and feet and lots of other attachments that all require care and attention to keep them in tip-top condition. Even more years are taken up learning how to repair your body, both inside and out, when something goes wrong with it.

	The truth is, your anatomy and physiology is far more interesting than you think.

	The doctors and nurses have all learned their stuff from books with intricate pictures of your insides, showing where your heart and your kidneys and your intestines and your lungs and your stomach and your brain, and everything else, is located. They learn what they look like and what all these organs and bones and joints do to keep you upright.

	Complex, eh? Not really, because what the doctors and nurses learn from books and lectures and endless homework sessions long into the night is only half right!

	It’s true...

	“Why?” I hear you ask.

	Well, what you don’t realise is that there is a whole community of tiny workers managing your bodily functions. A really, really tiny community of people with the singular purpose of keeping your anatomy and physiology working in first class condition. They rarely go on strike for more pay because they don’t get paid. They don’t need money or credit cards or bank accounts, because they have everything they need inside you. They have food and somewhere to sleep and regular changes of clothes. So, for them, what’s the point of having money? No point at all. An absolutely useless commodity. They’re happy as they are… Until something goes wrong.

	Okay, you still have kidneys, and a brain, and lungs, and a bladder and everything else that doctors and nurses learn about from their books, but I can assure you that a miniscule community of people are managing those anatomical assets. They shovel and pump and inflate and mix and clean and dispose of the rubbish - just like a colony of ants in their nest. A busy factory. Everything the same as what we, as grown-up humans, do. They watch where you’re going to make sure you don’t bump into things and they hear the noises that are being made outside their environment. But this colony never leaves its nest. The community is inside you for life. You were born with it and it grows with you.

	Still not convinced?

	 

	Okay, read on and you will be persuaded.


Chapter 1

	(Average Sid)

	 

	Before I delve deep inside your body, just remember one thing… All your organs are dependent on each other. If one system goes down you can bet your big toe that others will follow pretty quickly, unless you can help your inside community put right that which is wrong. Okay?

	Okay.

	I suppose that the logical place to start is with your brain.

	Yes, you do have a brain, although I know one or two blokes whose brains consist of just two brain cells. As long as there is a spark between those two brain cells those blokes seem to function normally, but it doesn’t take much for them to adopt a tangential path away from normality - usually a few pints of beer…

	Anyway, back to your brain.

	Your brain detects and processes sensory information, activating bodily responses. Simply put, the brain regulates whole-body physiology, functions and movements. Your very own internal computer.

	This is an important job, yes? So it is labour intensive. With millions of miles of wiring (you call this wiring your nerves), regulation of body movements, muscle control and lots of other functions to manage, you cannot survive without your brain unless, of course, you are in the two brain cell league of idiots previously mentioned.

	Brian, the brain manager, knows this and he has a staff of forty or fifty tiny operatives sat in front of their PC consoles, busily tapping away on their keyboards to control all the anatomical and physiological functions of your body. They continually monitor the thirty computer servers that communicate with the other departments inside you.

	 

	*

	 

	Outside, Sidney Smethers - Sid to his mates - is an average type of guy. He is the subject of my exploration of your insides.

	Everything about him is average. He got average marks from the exams he took during an average education. He’s got average intelligence, and an average height and weight - and an average physique. He has average eyesight and he is far from handsome because he has an average face, with average features and average ears protruding from his average sized head. During PT, at school, he was always chosen in the middle of the choosing sessions. Never first choice because he wasn’t good enough, but then, never last choice because he was better than the losers. Just average at sport. His style of clothes is average. Not loud and colourful but, again, not plain and boring. Just average.

	Sid is so average he is almost invisible. In fact, so invisible that you might miss him if he was standing on a box and waving at you with a big flag from the middle of a field, even though he is the only person in that field.

	Like I said - an average type of guy.

	He lives in an average semi-detached house situated on an average estate with his wife Sara.

	Now, Sara is far from average.

	She is gorgeous. She has a gorgeous figure that is coveted by almost every woman she meets. She’s got a film-star face, she spends a lot of time making her gorgeous hair just right to please Sid, and she wears clothes that complement her bright, sunny, outgoing personality.

	Sid is the envy of all his friends and acquaintances because Sara is so gorgeous. There isn’t any one of Sid’s mates who wouldn’t swap their present wife for Sara. Quite what she saw in Sid when they first met is anybody’s guess, but they both worship each other and neither would let anything come between them.

	Anyway, we’re going to look at Sid’s community of really, really tiny people.

	It is tea time at Sid’s House and he has decided to give his beautiful Sara a night off, from cooking, by getting a take-away meal from his local Chinese take-away shop. He returned home with two plastic bags containing trays of pre-cooked roasted duck breast with ginger sauce, egg fried rice, chow mein, aromatic king prawn stir fry, pan fried scallops, six sticks of pork satay and two crunch spring rolls. For dessert he took home a bowl of sherry trifle and two large cream-filled eclairs.

	For Sara, he got a couple of crispy pancakes with some egg fried rice and a small yogurt…

	Watching Sid tuck into his take-away, Sara decided to remind him about the folly of gorging on so much high cholesterol stuff. She never nags Sid, but sometimes he just needs a gentle reminder that his present healthy condition will not last forever.

	“You do realise that you’re going to have a heart attack after eating all that fatty food, don’t you?”

	“Nah. This is just a snack,” smiled Sid.

	“Okay, have it your way,” she sighed. “I hope you’re not expecting me to visit you in hospital with tubes entering every orifice you have. You know I don’t like hospitals.”

	“I won’t be going to hospital soon,” he replied, trying to appease Sara’s concern, at the same time stuffing a King Prawn into his mouth.

	“Can I have that in writing?” she asked. “Talking of which, have you renewed your life insurance policy? I’m going to need some help paying off the mortgage.”

	“Don’t worry,” Sid smiled. “I’ve got a few years in me before you’ll need that.”

	 

	I wonder if Sid knew what was actually going on inside…

	




Chapter 2

	(Incoming…!)

	 

	Most people ignore their eyes… Until they get something in one of them. This could be a fleck of mascara, or an eye lash, or some dust, or somebody’s angry finger.

	Believe it, or not, your eyes are not as incredibly complex as the professionals would like you to think. They will try to persuade you that there is stuff called Vitreous Humour, and Macula, and Choroid, and Retina, and all sorts of other stuff inside your eyes that merit long passages and colourful pictures in textbooks. Not so… 

	Inside Sid, Lee, the lookout manager - not to be confused with Lee, the listening manager - sits in front of a PC console that is attached to a pair of huge binoculars inside each one of Sid’s eyeballs. From here he controls the direction and focus of both of Sid’s eyes. From his lookout station Lee keeps watch on where Sid is going, and what his hands and feet are doing, and what other people are doing, and how far away that lamp post is, and where the puddles of water are and how incredibly fast that bus is travelling towards him as he crosses the road. In fact, anything that is likely to have any kind of effect on Sid’s forward facing, vertical status. From Sid’s perspective, vertical is good. Unless, that is, he is on the cusp of falling asleep or he can feel Sara’s roving hand interrupting his thoughts of tomorrow’s breakfast as he slides into dreamland...

	Lee transmits his observation status to Brian, the brain manager, to enable Brian to make the important decisions about Sid’s movements, and he also copies the data to other parts of Sid’s body to keep the managers of those parts updated on events appertaining to Sid’s environment.

	When Sid poured the contents of the take-away trays onto a plate for his tea Lee sat up, his eyes wide at the enormity of Sid’s meal.

	Hurriedly picking up his microphone he made an emergency announcement over the Tannoy system to all departments.

	“This is an emergency announcement to all departments. INCOMING! All departments prepare for an excessive input of nourishment…”

	Piers, the pump (aka heart) manager, opened the taps on the barrels of Adrenalin, kept in the Adrenal store for such events, to regulate Sid’s cardiac output. He worried that he may not have a sufficient supply of Adrenalin to activate an anticipated rapid acceleration of Sid’s pump beat and maintain its speed, brought on by an overload of excessive nourishment...

	 

	*

	 

	Outside, Sid happily tucked into his feast, not knowing about the flurry of activity inside him as he chatted about nothing in particular to Sara.

	One thing he did notice, however, was a slight increase in his heart rate as he munched through his enormous meal. Bump, bump, bump, bump, Sid’s heart banged against his ribs in protest at the extra work Piers, the pump manager, had made it do. Sid thought nothing of the increased work that Piers had initiated…

	 

	 

	Suzy, Sid’s daughter, is a precocious young girl. We’ll come back to Suzy much later, when she gets a blackhead, but she gets her good looks and intelligence from Sara and she is able to wrap Sid around her little finger any time she likes.

	“Mum?”

	“Yes, pet?” answered Sara.

	“Can I stay over at Stan’s house tonight?”

	“Why?”

	Now, Sara knows precisely why Suzy wants to stay over at Stan’s house tonight. Suzy is, after all, a ‘woman of the world’, as she likes to think of herself, even though she has never been any further than Margate. Sara knows that Steve and Stella, Stan’s parents, are away on a long weekend in some far off balmy climate, sipping fluorescent looking drinks while they sat at a bar on the beach - and Stan will be on his own while they are away. Sara is also aware of what teenagers do when their parents can’t see what they are up to. Parents are always keen to interrupt any ‘goings on’ that should not be going on, aren’t they? Sara remembered that she was once a young sixteen year old herself, and she had some good memories of Spencer, a class friend from her own schooldays, and herself rolling about in a hay barn. Sid doesn’t know about Spencer ‘cos he’s never asked.

	Suzy thought up a good reason.

	“Well, we’ve got a lot of homework tonight and I don’t think you would like me to walk home when it’s late, would you?”

	“No, that’s true. I can come and pick you up when you’re ready.”

	There was a pause for some more thought from Suzy, during which Sara thought to herself ‘Homework, my arse. The only homework they’ll be doing is playing mummies and daddies…’

	Suzy proffered a contrived response. “I’m sure you won’t want to be disturbed from your film tonight. Can I, Mum? Can I?”

	“I don’t know, Suzy. I’ll think about it.”

	“Oh, mum. It’ll be too late, soon. There’ll be no point in going and I won’t get a good mark for my homework if Stan doesn’t help me.”

	Then Suzy had a flash of inspiration.

	“Anyway, this homework is a joint project so I won’t be able to finish it without Stan ‘cos he’s the partner chosen for me by my teacher. Can I?”

	Turning to Sid, Suzy pleaded, “Can I, Dad? Can I?. Pleeeeease.”

	 

	Sid had been listening to this conversation…

	




Chapter 3

	(A rock and a hard place)

	 

	 

	You’ll never believe this, but you don’t actually have what the professionals call a Tympanic Membrane.

	There are microphones attached to stands that are bolted to the floor of your ear canals, in front of walls dividing your ear canals from what the doctors call Eustachian Tubes. 

	Actually, there is a long flight of stairs inside each of the Eustachian Tubes leading down to your Nasopharynx, an area between the base of your skull and the soft palate at the back of your throat. Sitting on top of the soft palate, within the Nasopharynx chamber, is a platform that connects each of the staircases in the Eustachian Tubes leading up to your ears.

	Inside, Lee, the listening manager (not to be confused with Lee, the lookout manager) sits in an office located in an area right at the top of one of your Eustachian Tubes. This is where the professionals think your Malleus, Incus and Stapes are located. It’s also an office. From this office Lee monitors all the sounds picked up by the microphones attached to the stands that are bolted to the floor of your ear canals.

	The sounds are then digitally transmitted from Lee’s PC to Brian’s terminal. Brian is, we should all by now know, the brain manager. I reckon Lee and Brian have got something secretive going on between them. Lee has been seen furtively lurking around the platform in the Nasopharynx chamber, as if she is waiting for someone. More than just a tete-a-tete, I would say, but I can neither confirm nor deny that because they have never been seen together.

	Anyway, Lee has just picked up on a conversation between Suzy and her mother about Suzy wanting to stay over at Stan’s place.

	*

	 

	Outside, Sid tried not to intrude in Sara and Suzy’s conversation as he munched his way through his meal, but Suzy gave him no choice.

	“Can I, Dad? Can I?. Pleeeeease.”

	That particular look on Suzy’s face is usually too much for Sid to ignore. Suzy stares at him with puppy-dog eyes that would melt the heart of the most hardened serial murderer and she smiles the sweetest, most endearing smile that could easily be confused with the genuine and gentlest of smiles from an innocent Nun who has just received a massive donation from you.

	This look always puts Sid between a rock and a hard place. A sideways glance from Sid to Sara confirmed that he had better not agree to this proposal - but neither did he want to upset the apple of his eye.

	 

	*

	 

	Back inside, Lee, listening manager, quickly typed out an urgent message to Brian:

	 

	URGENT MEMO

	From: Lee in listening

	To: Brian in brain

	This message was sent with High importance

	 

	Urgent!

	 

	Sid is being manipulated by Suzy… Again!

	Suzy wants to sleep over at Stan’s place but Sara       is not in favour of this proposal. You’d better       think of some way to get Sid out of this, or there       will be Hell to pay if he agrees.

	 

	Lee.

	 

	Stabbing the send key on her terminal, Lee sat back and hoped that she had not been too late to warn Brian.

	Not so. At light speed, the message arrived on Brian’s screen almost immediately Suzy finished making the request. Brian gave urgent instructions to Merv, the message wires manager, to send a spark of inspiration to Sid’s ideas chip to give Sid a way out of the hole that Suzy had dug for him.

	The spark in Sid’s ideas chip fired.

	 

	*

	 

	Outside, Sid suddenly thought up a solution to his ‘rock and a hard place’ conundrum.

	“Tell you what, my love, how about I pick up Stan after tea, bring him here, and you can both do your homework in my study? I’ll take him home when you’ve finished your project.”

	Now this remedy hit Suzy like a runaway bus. It wasn’t what she expected. Sid usually caved in to her charms at times like this and it certainly was not the response she wanted.

	With a sigh and a somewhat sour look at Sara she acquiesced.

	“Okay. Thanks Daddy.”

	Sid was sure he detected a hint of sarcasm in the ‘Thanks...’ part of Suzy’s response, but another glance at Sara confirmed that he would not need to read his book in bed tonight. He wouldn’t be able to if the look on Sara’s face was anything to go by…

	Conundrum over, Sid attacked his pan-fried Scallops.

	 

	*

	 

	Inside, Lee in listening breathed a sigh of relief that she had averted a possible disaster in Sid’s life, but she couldn’t shake that feeling of impending doom that always seems to descend upon her when something bad is about to happen.

	 

	Piers, the pump (aka Heart) manager, was a little concerned about Sid’s slightly irregular pump beat. Perhaps he should look into this, sometime…

	




Chapter 4

	(Excessive input of nourishment)

	 

	I bet you don’t know that you’ve got some triplets inside you.

	Yep. Three really, really tiny people, all brothers born on the same day within minutes of each other at the same time as Sid was born. These guys manage what is referred to as your Gastrointestinal Tract.

	A big phrase, that, but don’t panic. I’ll explain what it is for you right now. Sit back and learn...

	The Gastrointestinal Tract is just a posh word made up by some long dead anatomy boffin who liked to give simple things, like ‘food passage’, big words. Let’s start at the top.

	You cram your nourishment into a big hole in the front of your face. This hole is called the oral cavity, or mouth if you prefer the simpler version. This is the place where you masticate.

	Now don’t go getting hot under the collar. I know that word - masticate - sounds a bit lewd, but you are confusing it with an entirely different word with an entirely different meaning, requiring an entirely different activity... Settle down and pay attention!

	Mastication is the action of chewing your food. You need to masticate so that the chunks of food that you shove into your oral cavity doesn’t get stuck in your Gastrointestinal Tract and choke you.

	Too technical? Okay, let’s start again...

	Mick, Fred and Kevin are triplets. They all work in harmony with each other to manage the nourishment that is forked into your mouth.

	Mick, the masher, has the job of managing the mastication mechanism inside your mouth. This contraption shuts the hole in your face and then chews up, mashes, pummels, crushes and fragments the nourishment (aka food) you have just shoved in. The mastication plant requires a lot of maintenance by way of regular washing and scrubbing to clean out all the particles trapped in the teeth of the masticator. This exercise is carried out by Sid each night before he goes to bed - he brushes his teeth.

	The next step in the process of providing nourishment for your body is implemented by Fred, the food shoveller.

	Fred and his team gather all the masticated nourishment into a pile and they then shovel it onto a conveyor belt that carries it to the back of your mouth and tips it into what the professionals call the Oesophagus, another complicated word, but put simply - your throat.

	In the outside world, your Oesophagus is approximately 25cm long, but in the inside world this pipe is really a very wide chute a few hundred yards deep. In Sid’s life there have been only two fatalities from tiny people falling into this chute, despite the numerous signs warning them of the danger of getting too close to the edge.

	The nourishment freefalls down the chute and lands at the bottom with a great thud on the floor of a huge closed tank in your stomach. Access to empty and clean the tank is via a small hatch at the front, at floor level.

	Kevin, the kitchen (aka stomach) manager, is responsible for managing your stomach, the insiders call the ‘kitchen’. This is the place where the nourishment is further processed on tabletops by Kevin’s team. There is an assortment of pots, pans and kitchen type implements available to all staff in that department. The processed nourishment is then packaged and distributed to the various organs of your body via the nourishment tubes, small pipelines you call blood vessels.

	 

	So, there you have it. Your Alimentary Tract.

	 

	*

	 

	Let’s now jump back to about fifteen minutes before Sid poured the contents of the take-away trays onto a plate for his tea.
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