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After your Affair

Imagine…

You lie on your back, naked: eyes half-opened but sightless.

Prone, your hands cupped, palm upwards, unmoving; penis curled innocently in its nest of hair. Remember how you filled her with your hard deceit? It’s over now.

The stainless steel table on which you lie is sterile, cold, unadorned. Gutters drain either side of it. Above your feet is a whiteboard with a black marker pen hanging alongside it on a chain. There is a list of bodily organs - brain, liver, lungs, kidneys, pancreas, and adrenal glands with the expected weights for both males and females. Your details will be written on this board. You are no longer a man, just a collection of sexless parts.

The pathologist is gowning in an adjacent room. Her assistant, already green-clad and wearing the white gumboots beloved of mortuary assistants, surgeons and meatworkers, approaches you. His steps squeak across the floor to your side.

He has sharpened his knife; imagine his intake of breath as he caresses your cheating hide with his blade. He starts at your left shoulder, cutting diagonally to the point where your lowest ribs meet, then from the right shoulder to meet the other incision, forming a V. Now he creates a Y-incision by cutting from your breastbone down to the pubic bone.

Next he prepares your head. He lifts it gently – this man has more respect for the dead than the living – onto a vinyl-covered wedge. On this angle he can saw through your skull, peel your scalp forward over your face, and allow the pathologist to examine, photograph and weigh your brain.

You were so proud of your brain and quick wit, your ability to deceive. How disappointed you would be could you hear her pronounce this organ as average in size, weight and appearance. Just as well you can’t hear her document the ordinariness of your pride and joy.

Her assistant has the bone-cutters. He snips up your sternum, and opens your rib cage like creaking French doors. Now the soggy balloons of your lungs can be lifted clear, commented on and dissected.

Then the heart – your heart – yes, despite all evidence to the contrary, you do have one. Stilled now, its chambers full of clot where once your dishonest blood pumped and flowed. Your heart rests in its tough pericardial sac. It too will be dissected, weighed, examined.

Your liver now: do you know how many litres of expensive wine – shared with her – this organ detoxified?

Your guts. You had those; I’ll give you that. Have you any more than the average male? No. Your thirty-two feet of intestines are average. Average!

The Pathologist slices and segments; cuts and comments. All your details, secret and known, are dictated into the small recorder around her neck.

I can’t help but laugh. 

You always said that no woman would ever have the measure of you.

Darling…

