The Canterbury Tails part 13, 
Three Mens’ Stories on the Road to Circumcision

the Epilogue
The Kid’s Tail
By Gareth Walton


When the phone rang at three in the morning the feeling of déjà vu was like a punch in the stomach. Luckily the boys didn’t stir but of course Helen was instantly wide awake next to me. At first I thought it was a wind up, some guy saying he was from the Richmond Police department - I kept thinking “why is a cop from somewhere on the end of a tube line speaking with an American accent?”  By the time I had woken up enough to realise it was Richmond Virginia and not Richmond upon Thames I knew that the call was going to be far from funny.

Phil. He had been driving home late from the hospital along the Interstate. Some idiot in a truck had fallen asleep and gone into him. 

And now he was dead. My big brother was dead. 

I managed to get a flight for later that morning and I was at Gatwick before I had really taken in that Phil wasn’t going to be waiting to collect me at the other end. We had seen so little of each other since I’d been in England but that just made it worse. I had to cope with the fact that now there would never be that “one day” when we’d finally get to spend some more time together. My heart was so heavy for Jeff too. Not only had he lost his partner but their long relationship meant nothing in law. That must have been such a slap in the face for him. He couldn’t even begin to make any funeral arrangements, in fact sort out anything at all until I got there to sign the papers. All he could do was sit around. That really stank. 

Jeff met me off the plane and he looked even worse than I’d expected. We just held each other and the tears finally came for me. We went straight to the hospital. It felt funny being back there after all those years, passing Phil’s old condo and remembering those strange weeks I’d spent there that momentous summer. Of course all the staff at the hospital had known Phil well and it was touching just how much everyone was cut up about what had happened.

I identified the body and kissed him goodbye, amazed but glad that he could look so peaceful after what had happened to him. After that I was ushered into the office to sign the papers and collect a small box of his effects. Jeff looked ashen when I got back to the waiting room and I wished so much that I had thought to ask if he could come in with me to share in that terrible duty.

We headed off back to their apartment. I’d only been there once before, in the summer after Helen and I got married when we’d managed to get together enough time and money to go over and stay for a while. I’d known she’d love Jeff but I hadn’t been sure how she and Phil would hit it off. They’d met just once before, and that was only on our wedding day. Things had indeed been a bit sticky at first, but soon it was all fine once they had got the measure of each other. She said at the time that she found him hard to fathom out and I supposed I had to agree with her really! One night the four of us were up late talking and Phil was on about a kid on his ward who was donating a kidney to his big brother. He was going on and on, saying about brothers being there, doing special things and making sacrifices for each other when I suddenly realised:  he was skirting round, in a totally Phil-like way, the subject of our circumcisions.

We had hardly discussed what had happened that summer at all, not even at the time. I think that, back  then, I’d assumed that for Phil once I was circumcised like him it would be “cased closed” in his mind, with me simply left to get used to life without a foreskin. It obviously wasn’t easy to talk anyway since we had ended up living three and a half thousand miles apart and it wasn't exactly the kind of thing you tend to discuss over the phone, but I’d sometimes wondered if living in the same house would actually have made any difference anyway. 

From the way he was going on and on about the kid and the kidney I wondered if there was something Phil needed to say to me about our circumcisions though, something about the whole thing that was perhaps unfinished business for him in some way. He didn’t say anything about it of course, not with Helen there, and I was kind of glad. She is such an amazing person that I’m sure there wouldn’t have been a problem …. but even so! 

Once, with the feeling that I was about to make a momentous revelation to her, I had told Helen that I hadn’t been cut as a baby. I’d assumed that she’d assumed that I’d been RIC’d and I was expecting a torrent of difficult questions about when and why it had finally been done to me. I couldn’t believe it when she was so supremely disinterested that she barely seemed to notice what I said! We’d met at the University of Surrey in our last year. I’d thought all along that I might go back to America to go to college but when it came to it I realised that it just wasn’t going to happen. Granddad was too sick for me to feel happy about leaving Mum to look after him on her own so I made the decision to stick around. I even considered going to the University of Kent just up the road from home but, much as I wanted to be there for them, I did want some bit of freedom in my life too. Surrey seemed ideal - close enough to get home in a couple of hours if needs be but too far to commute every day.

Helen wasn’t on my course, but she was on my corridor in the halls of residence. We didn’t have too much to do with each other at first, but by Easter we’d really managed to fall headlong for each other. She’d always had men following her round, not surprising considering her looks. I was so sure that I’d be way out of her league that I didn’t even chance my arm with her for ages. When I finally plucked up courage to suggest a date I was stunned when she said yes, even more stunned later when she said she had started to wonder if I was gay as I’d been so long in making the move she had been long hoping for! 

We didn’t go to bed together for a long time though. It was the first time for me and I was really worried, after the insecurities that Kevin Smith had put in my mind at the college in Canterbury, what she would think when she saw that I’d been circumcised. I was sure that there was sure there would be a big problem for her there, her seeing my bare, brazen cock head after all those modestly veiled English-boy jobs. When the time was finally right it was just amazing, and as it happened I needn’t have worried about my circ as it turned out her only previous lover had been Turkish and his foreskin had been confined to history long before they had ever met! Funnily enough, Phil had been right though – she has always really loved playing with my dangly bollocks! Just as well really!

I’ve never really known if it was relief or disappointment that I’d felt when Helen wasn’t interested in how I came to be circumcised. The only time circumcision was ever an issue for us was when Ben was born. I was really horrified when she assumed that I’d want to have him cut. The idea had never even crossed my mind, but she was sure that I would want it for him and I think it really surprised her when I said that the thought of anyone taking a knife to my perfect little lad really upset me. In fact, it almost upset me as much to think that she had even entertained the idea of it being allowed to happen. When Harry came along she never even mentioned it.

Phil and Jeff had just moved in to their apartment when we had been there that summer but from the dowdy and functional box they had bought it had been transformed now into a really comfortable home. I really hoped that they had sorted out their wills so that Jeff could stay there with no problem. Later that evening Jeff poured us both bourbon and we sat down in companionable silence. It was great to see him again despite the circumstances. I was so pleased he and Phil had found such happiness together, terrible though it was to think of it cut so suddenly short. We had been talking for hours and it must have been getting on for morning when my eyes fell on the untouched cardboard box from the hospital. We had thought to ring up to stop Phil’s credit cards but it struck me that there might be other stuff in his wallet that we should have dealt with too. I opened the box up to see if it was in there. It was of course, but that wasn’t all!

 Jeff asked why I was smiling as I peered in. I must have really alarmed him!

“I see Phil hadn’t changed” I said, fishing out a heavy metal cock ring and holding it up for Jeff to see. He laughed for the first time that day.

“Oh dear.” He said. 

“Actually……..” He paused.


“There might be something else in there too” he went on.

There was, now I looked closer. With dawning realisation I fished out a much smaller metal ring from the corner of the box and waved it at Jeff on the end of my finger.

“This, by any chance?” I asked, not able to resist grinning now. “So Phil went for a P.A. in the end too did he?” I said, having to laugh out loud now at my unintentional pun. 

“I don’t suppose you possess a matching one by any chance?” I added. 

“Yeah”, said Jeff, laughing and pointing to his crotch, “its twin is in here now.  Are we really so predictable?”

The present tense twisted inside me as he said it.


“Furthermore” I said, “I don’t suppose Phil had you two go along together and sit down side by side to get them put in?” 

I was surprised to have a fleeting feeling that it would be nice to see what the ring that matched the one in my hand looked like threaded through Jeff’s slit.


“Yes”, said Jeff, “It took a bit of persuading actually, but Carl turned up the pressure on us a little while after ……” 

He trailed off. I knew when he meant of course. After our circumcisions.


Jeff’s face clouded slightly.

“Actually, there is some stuff I really need to tell you” he said. “I was going to wait, but I suppose……”

“Go on” I said. “It’s fine. Whatever it is, it’s fine.” I was so stunned from Phil’s death that if there was anything else to cope with I reckoned it might as well get it over with in one go.

He took a breath and started. I sensed this wasn’t going to be easy.

“I went to see Carl in L.A. last year and he told me some stuff. He hadn’t meant to, but, well, we got a little drunk one night, I told him some things about Phil that perhaps I shouldn’t have and…., well…”


I was a bit worried now.


“He made me promise never to raise it with Phil, and I’m not sure that I should tell you either. But I think I’m going to, now Phil is…….” 


He trailed off for a second or two before finding the composure to carry on.


“You know Phil could be kinda unusual in some ways? Like, like lots of things he just couldn’t get his head round in the same way as the rest of us? 

It was strange to hear Jeff talking about Phil like this. I knew what he was saying was true, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear him give voice to it.


“Actually, there was this really great kid on the ward last year. We both had a lot to do with his care. Real bright, good fun but well….a bit different somehow. It turned out after a while that he was just a touch autistic. Phil really got on well with him and it started him thinking – funny stuff that that kid worried about kinda rang a few bells with Phil too. In the end Phil got to figuring that he might have been a little that way himself. Kinda makes sense, doesn’t it?”


I nodded. I didn’t know much about it, but from what I had heard I could image that there might be some truth in it. Jeff was saying more.


“He never did anything about getting himself checked out or stuff, but it came as such a relief to him, perhaps kinda realising why he was the way he was. You know how just once in a while he’d read things going on round him so wrong? Like get the wrong end of the stick about what you’d done or said or what you hadn’t said or done and shit?” 


I had to admit he could be that way sometimes.

“Well”, Jeff was saying, “I never knew what it was and I’m not asking you to tell me, but that night before the pair of you got circumcised something obviously really freaked him. He never told me what it was; just that he was real worried that that might have been one of the times when he’d gotten something so wrong”. 

I knew what it was that had freaked him of course. Docking. 


Jeff was talking again. “He made Carl swear that he’d never say, but, well…..I’m going to tell you now. The thing is, there was no anaesthetic in that hypo I stuck into his dick before I re-cut him. Believe me, I had no idea or I’d have never gone near him with that scalpel. Before I started I had just jabbed him with pure distilled water. Can you imagine that?  He’d switched it somehow. He’d told Carl he needed to feel every bit of what was going to happen and Carl being Carl…….”


I couldn’t really take this in. I didn’t want to.


“I don’t know if you ever fathomed all that shit out since, but normally a guy getting cut gets a dose jabbed in his dick a long way before a scalpel comes even close. Well, we were planning what would happen on that day for months – I guess you kinda figured that out.”


I nodded. It was nice to be able to acknowledge it after such a long time. 


“Phil’s big idea was that two brothers should feel their circumcisions together. He suggested first of all that you should go through it together side by side with no jab at all, like some kind of initiation rite or something. Carl was kinda ok about it – you probably guessed he’s really into all that kinda shit - but that was all way too freaky for me. I said I just wouldn’t do it without you two being well numbed up like normal. We talked it over so much, and after a while Carl hatched up this compromise plan to give just enough of a flavour of what Phil wanted but without causing anyone any pain for no gain. We worked out we could put the clamps on you both, you two would screw each other down until it just started noticing, then we’d dose you both up real quick before it started hurting big time. I could just about cope with the idea of that as I knew you’d start squealing very early on even if Phil managed to bite his tongue! If you had started hollerin’, it wouldn’t do any harm to lighten up the screws on the Gomcos for a minute or so while the jabs kicked in then we could carry on text book fashion, hopefully leaving Phil having gotten whatever he needed out of his big scene. I was a bit worried that you’d cotton on at the time that it wasn’t the normal way to go about things but you just bought it wholesale. I suppose looking back there was no reason why you wouldn’t – you’d just trust us, and I’m ashamed now that we sort of misled you.”

I told him that I knew what Phil and Carl were like when they got going, and that I didn’t think I was going to hold any grudge against him or anyone for anything that happened. I asked him to carry on. I had to know more now he had told me this much.


“While you and I were innocently munching granola on the morning of your circs, Phil grabbed a hold of Carl and told him what he was going to do - about swapping his needle with the water-filled one because he “deserved it so bad.””

He drew the quotation marks in the air.


“Except”, he went on, “I just don’t know what he meant by that. Carl, when he looked back on it, didn’t either. Did he mean he deserved to feel pain because he needed punishing for something, for whatever had freaked him the night before? Other times I get to thinking that feeling every detail of your circs, even if you didn’t feel it all yourself, was a price worth paying for sharing something so powerful with you. Or sometimes I even wonder if he even thought he deserved to feel it because he just enjoyed pain happening to him! Shit, whatever it was, if I’d have known what I was doing I’d never have….”

He trailed off. My mind was racing now. A lot of this made sense to me when I thought back to when we were circumcised – the way Phil had seemed to be taking the procedure so much worse than me, the way he’d flinched so bad those few times when I felt nothing. Shit, poor Phil, what was he thinking? Poor Jeff too, having to cope with discovering all this, not that he had anything to blame himself about, or did he?

My mind was reeling now, trying to work things out for myself. Was he punishing himself for docking with me, or for telling me what he told me that night, or because he felt he had led me into truly wanting getting circumcised? Or was he even into the pain thing and rewarding himself for having persuaded me to go for something so good?  Shit!

Jeff was carrying on before I’d even begun to take all the possibilities in. 


“Another thing I’m sure he’d never gotten round the right way in his head was why your folks had got him cut and left you whole. That was such a big deal for him. He just went on about it so much. He said he’d never worked out if they got him cut because they loved him more than you and it was a blessing for him, or because they loved him less than you and they were punishing him.”

“Shit”, I said, “How could he think that at all! It wasn’t anything like that. Wasn’t it obvious that they loved us both equally?” 

Poor Phil, carrying that baggage around with him. If Phil was muddled about that with Mum and Dad why did he want me circumcised so badly? Was he blessing me as well, or punishing me too? I asked Jeff.

“I just don’t know the answer to that one” he said. “And we never will now. I just know how very much he loved you and how he wanted it so bad that the two of you be made to match each other again.”





* * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

I’d forgotten to transfer Phil’s P.A. ring to my bag before I checked in at Newport News on the way back to England. It had been a comfort to feel it in my pocket all that week whilst Jeff and I sorted out Phil’s affairs. At the funeral it was good to have resting in my hand, something which had been such an intimate part of him with me as we said our last goodbyes. As I went through the x-ray at the security check at the airport I turned the coins out of my pocket and into the plastic tray. There it was, mixed up with the quarters and dimes. I don’t think the officer had a clue what it was as he tipped the contents back into my hand but I was very glad that finding it hadn’t prompted a thorough manual search of my baggage. I could have blagged my way round the P.A. but it would have been a whole lot harder explaining what they would have found wrapped up carefully in socks in my rucksack! In there, far too precious to go in the hold, was a small jar. Jeff and I had found it in a box at the back of Phil’s wardrobe. Jeff obviously new what it was straight away - I saw his jaw drop when we unearthed it! It took me a second or two to realise what it was that I was looking though, floating in formaldehyde. Trust Phil! There was so much in there I couldn’t get over it - my foreskin! 


As I turned Phil’s P.A. over and over in my hand on the plane, thinking of him and missing him so badly, I realised just how much it would upset me to lose it. There was one way to make sure that that didn’t ever happen. Obvious really. One way to keep it always close to me, something I imagined Phil would really approve of too. I wondered what Helen would think about me having a ring through my dick. Luckily, she loved it! I do to, but sometimes when I get odd look in the showers at the pool I get to thinking it would be useful if I had a foreskin to hide it inside.





*   *  *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   * 
Comments and suggestions very welcome: gareth.walton@talk21.com

