Foxhall


3
Mr. Dalrymple

MR. DALRYMPLE

By Alexander S. Foxhall


Mr. Dalrymple had a problem. Actually, he had two. The second was that he didn’t know he had a problem. The first was that he was hard of hearing. Every morning at seven o’clock, his alarm clock would say, “Beep! Beep!”, but he would think it was saying “Sleep! Sleep!”. So he was always late - every morning.

On this particular morning, Mr. Dalrymple got out of bed at quarter to nine, got dressed and drove to the shops. On the way, he stopped at a red light, and a boy came up to his window.

“Would you like a paper?” asked the boy.

“No thanks, sonny,” replied Mr. Dalrymple, “I don’t eat wafers.”

“I said paper,” said the boy, surprised. “Is there something wrong with your ears?”

“No there is not!” yelled Mr. Dalrymple as he drove off. “My gears are working perfectly.”

When he arrived at the store, Mr. Dalrymple got out of his car and went inside.

“Hello, how are you?” greeted the shopkeeper.

“No, it’s Dalrymple,” Mr. Dalrymple corrected.

Mr. Dalrymple got a carton of milk out of the fridge, and went up to the counter to pay for it. 

“That will be $1.50, thank you,” said the shopkeeper.

Mr. Dalrymple gave him $1.50, and said, “Keep the change.”

“Have a nice day,” called the shopkeeper as Mr. Dalrymple turned to leave.

“I did pay!” he said angrily.

“Yes, you did,” agreed the shopkeeper, “$1.50.”

“Well, I never. If that’s your attitude, I’ll have my money back!” said Mr. Dalrymple, placing the milk back onto the counter.

By now, the shopkeeper was getting quite irate, and was only too happy to give Mr. Dalrymple his money back. “There you go,” he said, “$1.50.” He placed the money in Mr. Dalrymple’s hand.

“I am not shifty!” yelled Mr. Dalrymple as he stormed out of the store.

Outside the shop, Mr. Dalrymple met a good friend of his, Mr. Jones, who was walking past with a young man.

“Ah, hello Mr. Dalrymple,” said Mr. Jones. “This is my son, Gary.”

“Pleased to meet you, Harry,” said Mr. Dalrymple, shaking Gary’s hand.

Gary looked confused, but Mr. Jones just smiled. “Mr. Dalrymple is as deaf as a post,” he explained.

“White as a ghost?” cried Mr. Dalrymple, alarmed. “Come to think of it, I’m not feeling the best. I’d better go see a doctor.”

“There’s one just down the street,” laughed Mr. Jones.

“No thank you, I’m not hungry,” Mr. Dalrymple called back as he hurried off towards the doctor’s surgery.

Mr. Dalrymple sat down in the doctor’s waiting room, and began to read a gardening magazine. A little girl sat beside him, looking at him curiously.

“What’s wrong with you?” she finally asked him. He looked down at her and smiled.

“It’s just down the hallway, to the left,” he said. The girl looked at her mother, confused.

“I think the man’s got a hearing problem,” explained the girl’s mother.

Mr. Dalrymple raised his eyebrows. “Now madam,” he said, “I’ve heard of seeing eye dogs, but a ‘hearing goblin’? Poppycock! There’s no such thing as goblins!” And with that, he went back to reading his magazine.

“Dalrymple!” the doctor’s receptionist called out.

“Dalrymple!” the doctor’s receptionist called out a minute later.

“DALRYMPLE!” the doctor’s receptionist yelled as loud as she possibly could.

“No need to yell!” scolded Mr. Dalrymple as he got out of his seat.

“What seems to be the trouble?” asked Dr Evans

“Bubble? What are you talking about?” asked Mr. Dalrymple, getting annoyed again.

“Ah, hard of hearing,” said the doctor.

Mr. Dalrymple was looking quite agitated by this stage. “For the second time today,” he said, “there is nothing wrong with my car. The gears are fine, and so is the steering!”

By now, Dr Evans realised that it was useless to try to have a conversation with this very difficult patient, so he just grabbed his ear-looking tool and shone it into Mr. Dalrymple’s ear.

“Hmmm,” he said, scratching his chin, “have you ever worked with machines?”

“Sardines?” exclaimed Mr. Dalrymple incredulously. “Are they alive or dead?”

“Your ears are quite dirty. Do you wash them?” asked the doctor, who was beginning to look a little tired.

“Squash them?” Mr. Dalrymple said, turning to face the doctor. “My good man, who in their right mind squashes their own ears?”

Dr Evans sighed a long, drawn-out sigh. “I said your ears are dirty,” he said at last.

“No, they’re not hurting,” replied Mr. Dalrymple, “although I dare say they would if I squashed them.”

“I said dirty! DIRTY!” screamed the doctor, whose patience had finally run out.

“Well, they are hurting now, but only because you yelled right into them!” growled Mr. Dalrymple angrily. The doctor walked slowly to his desk, flopped himself into his chair and swallowed two aspirin.

Mr. Dalrymple could hardly believe his eyes. “What kind of a doctor are you?” he asked. “You give your patients an ear-ache, and then take the aspirin yourself.”

Instead of answering, Dr Evans began writing very slowly and carefully on a piece of paper. When he had finished, he handed it to Mr. Dalrymple. It said, “YOU ARE DEAF. GET YOURSELF SOME HEARING AIDS. NOW PLEASE LEAVE.”

Mr. Dalrymple walked out of the doctor’s office, his eyes fixed on the piece of paper in his hand.

The next morning, at seven o’clock sharp, Mr. Dalrymple’s alarm clock went off.

“Not so loud!” yelled Mr. Dalrymple as he reached over and turned it off. Switching his new hearing aid down a little, he proceeded to get ready to go shopping.

As he was driving to the shop, he stopped at a red light. A boy came up to his window, and asked, “Would you like a paper, mister?”

“Yes, please,” replied Mr. Dalrymple, taking the newspaper from the boy, and giving him a dollar.

At the shop, Mr. Dalrymple got a carton of milk from the fridge and took it to the counter to pay.

“That will be $1.50,” said the shopkeeper.

“Here you go,” said Mr. Dalrymple pleasantly, handing the man a $2 coin. “Keep the change.”

“Have a nice day,” called the shopkeeper as Mr. Dalrymple turned to leave.

“Same to you,” replied Mr. Dalrymple.

Outside, he met Mr. Jones and Gary again.

“Ah, Mr. Dalrymple,” greeted Mr. Jones, “how are you today?”

Mr. Dalrymple smiled for the first time in a long time. “Never better, Mr. Jones,” he grinned, “never better.” 

THE END
