The Terrible Wrath of G0THG

Do you believe in divine retribution? If you had asked me that a month ago, I would have replied, “Certainly not,” but now I am not so sure. 
In my regent article about aerials, I made a remark which suggested that Jill Dando may suffer from gout. Unbeknown to me one of our club members, G0THG, appears to hold this J. Dando in very high esteem. According to him, she has the shape of what is left of the Venus di Milo combined with the blue eyed innocence of the infant Samuel. I was unaware of this at the time so, as you may imagine, I was very, surprised when I heard from the legal representative of this G0THG that a curse y had been placed upon me.

The curse didn’t worry me too much, I have had one of them before, back In 1953, when I refused to buy a bundle of firewood from a gypsy in the Edgeware Road. So I carried on leading what passes for a normal life. Then, at about 3 am last Saturday, I awoke with a sudden feeling that someone ought to call the fire engine to my right foot. I carried out a quick investigation. There were no actual flames but my big toe was shining through the bed sheet like a rear lamp.

I will not bore you with stories of my courage during the next 36 hours but I must be in line for the George Cross. Then, on the Sunday afternoon our younger daughter came round. Half an hour of my bravery was more than she could stand so she bunged me in the back of her car and took  off to “casualty”. Pausing only to provide the receptionist with the name of my next of kin, I went to the waiting room to join my fellow sufferers, a three year old who had nosedived from the back of a settee during an ill fated attempt to become a birdman and a cricketer whose forward defensive stroke had gone horribly wrong.

The doctor didn’t spend too much time on me. “I’ll tell what you’ve got,” he said, caressing my inflamed areas with the corner of his clipboard, “you’ve got gout, that’s what you’ve got.” I thought this was pretty ridiculous. We all know that gout is the province of ancient boozy colonels and, as a teetotal unfrocked lance corporal in the first flush of his early seventies, there is no way that I could qualify. I wanted to debate this point with the doctor but he had disappeared. I spent a long time replacing my sock, hoping that he would come back. Then I caught a brief glimpse of him warming his stethoscope on someone else so I assumed that he had already dismissed me from his mind.

At the moment, I am awaiting the results of a blood test but, in the meantime another thought is crossing my mind. I wonder if this, divine intervention thing will also work in reverse. If I mention casually that Jill Dando has beautiful golden hair, will some of it rub off on me? Excuse me for a moment, I must just hobble over to the mirror to check up.
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