
Much Ado About Bereavement 
 

July 16th 1956 
 
Seated in a meticulously clean room, wantonly void of any jubilation, I waited with a shameful amount of 

trepidation, it has to be noted, among a rank of predominantly younger men. Etched into their 

countenances was a visage of sheer dread. There was a striking resemblance in these men to those with 

whom I had served. I have been unfortunate enough to witness many a fine, strapping man’s character 

diminish in the waiting for the whistle to sound. The knowledge of one’s nigh-on certain death was 

something I thought I would not have to confront again, that is to say not so soon removed from the war at 

least. Yet here I was. This procedure had come to be known as a form of one’s end and for so many the end. 

Luckily, the time we had to wait was not long, rather it was pleasantly distracting to muse at the irony that 

two arduous years would begin with such expeditious care.  

 

After a few minutes, a rather comely nurse came out with the nooses. It was rather considerate that they 

would have us tie our own knots before calling us up to the gallows. I reckoned they would let us kick the 

stool too if we were fortunate. In turn, she passed each of us a paper which upon inspection was a 

repurposed medical inspection request form. It was so incredulously redundant as to slight my very soul. 

So it was, that with malign intent, they would record the carrying out of our sentence as a standard 

medical procedure. The sheer sinister and depraved gall as to insist we request our own tortuous suffering 

. I’m not sure if it was with great courage, or cowardice, that I felt very much inclined to take up action and 

fight. However, that exceedingly brash thought fled from my mind and I turned my intention back to the 

paper resting on my lap. After all, it seemed such impervious logic to simply not make the request and walk 

out an unchanged man, of course making my sincere apologies for wasting their time and resources and 

reiterating that I will seriously consider refraining from making such mistakes in the future. As one is 

ought to do when in the wrong.  

 

Unfortunately, it has been deemed by way of a right honourable judge, that I was in the right place, that 

being the home of the executioner. On the contrary appropriating a woman’s dress and curled bonnet in a 

public forum appears to be not only customary, but, indeed, enforced by the very same body of law that 

condemns me for my sin. It occured to me that my wistful brooding would not complete the paper in front 

of me. Although such conjuring would be a remarkably desirable skill for an author such as oneself to have, 

I regrettably don’t. Instead I would have to undertake the physical exertion of writing, and no doubt the 

mental strain of having to comply to such a paper.  

 

First came the standard formality required of all such documents, the ‘Date’, whilst no doubt a mere 

numerical entry would suffice, it seemed not to accurately portray how those particular words associate 

with me. For this is the date that marks the third time this body will experienced death. For the first 

occurred in duty to our Queen and Country, an innocent boy fled to France seeking adventure and to do as 

his father did before him. He came back a man having taken life and having experienced all the requisite 

terrors  of winning the war. His second death, a far more pleasurable experience was that of his ‘Small 



Death’, something the boy could not contemplate but the man came to understand. This gave birth to 

myself, or rather my own current understanding of myself. It’s Sod’s law, as soon as you get comfortable, 

change brings about its disruption, yet no destruction. Yes the treatment will change me of course, but it 

won’t take me as it has others, I’m frustratingly stubborn as many past partners would attest to. Although 

not so stubborn as to improperly fill out a form. 
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Next to be etched in stone was my ‘Name in full’, but again one line should not suffice. Since being 

christened with my name, those many years ago, I have collected several more: Son, Boy, Brother, Friend, 

Soldier, Officier, Man, Writer, Lover, Invert and Criminal.  I fear my gravestone will have to be a rather 

unsightly thing to encompass them all, no doubt it will cost a pretty penny too! As it stand most know me 

as Edward. 

 

Edward Charles Smith 

 

 

 

 

Decidedly I choose in that moment to relinquish the hate and frustration the form first stirred in me, in 

order to fill the penultimate blank, that of my ‘Diagnosis’. I suppose that if I were to surmise my diagnosis, 

it is that my fellow countrymen have unknowingly lost to the rhetoric of our enemies, and history finds a 

way to repeat itself. We fought to oppose the senseless killing and extermination of entire peoples in 

those dreaded camps, and yet we have sought to do the same. To some extent, albeit an inappropriate line 

of thought, I’m at least grateful to be spared the labour and the Polish winters, here in the comparatively 

luxurious waiting room where the only coldness stems from the nurses' demeanours. I presume that 

means they do not appreciate my due diligence in the completing of this form.  

 

Homesexual Urges 

 

With my turn rapidly approaching I made a honest effort to refrain from further fanciful thought and 

turned my attention to this fatuous from, God forbid that I should cause delay. However, I unabashedly 

and unequivocally failed in that uneasy task, evidently so to anyone reading this, as I came to the final 

subject of the ‘Procedure Desired’. Whilst desire can oft be a narcissistic endeavor, I feel quite assured the 

desire, to grant me my due autonomy, is a rather reasonable request. May I be so bold as to pray to be held 

in as equal regard as my fellow man, or failing that, at least in equal regard to that of an Irishman. Calling 

out, the nurse roused me from thought, so with one last hurried jotting, I made my way to the door. 

 

Chemical Castration 

 



I made a certain conceited effort to carry myself with dignity, to show they had not defeated my defiant 

spirit. In that moment Doris Day’s new song sprang to mind and struck a chord, so I sang. ‘When I was just 

a little girl, I asked my mother, what will I be. Will I be pretty. Will I be rich. Here's what she said to me.’ 

Whether it was the insightful words of Miss Day’s, or my spiffing rendition, the men, emboldened, chimed 

in with me. ‘Que será, será. Whatever will be, will be. The future's not ours to see. Que será, será.’  

 
 
 
Daniel Giddy 


