The Canterbury Tails part 11
Three Men’s Stories on the Road to Circumcision

The Kid’s Tail – “Big Brother” part 9
By Gareth Walton


I was barely over my jet lag before I had to start at the College. I hated leaving Mom and Granddad as they both looked like they could do with me around for a while longer. There was so much to do and so much to sort out in that little house before there was any hope of us all being to live there in any sort of order. All the same, poor Granddad was so pitifully glad to have us around whatever the conditions that I knew we had done the right thing by coming.

The College was all strange to me at first but I suppose I fitted in ok. I was familiar with hearing the different way Mom’s spoke when she used ring Gran and Granddad so I knew how to tone my accent down a bit. Even so I still seemed to be a bit of a novelty. A couple of the kids were full of questions about where I’d come from and seemed to think it was so cool having a real American around. Flattering, but weird. Most just seemed to accept me though and only one looked as if he might possibly have it in for me. 

Kevin Smith. I knew the type. Must be the same the world over. They do nothing you can ever put you finger on to complain about but they know exactly what makes you feel uncomfortable and how to spoil things for you. Luckily I didn’t have to share any main study periods with him but my heart sank a bit when we got to the first Wednesday of what I quickly learnt to call “term” and not “semester”. I saw that we had both signed up for the same Sports Afternoon option.

I was glad that it was a soccer playing college as I didn’t think I’d ever be able to get my head or my feet round rugby. Dad had been mad about football anyway and I’d played enough with him and Phil in the back yard back home to be able to manage ok that first afternoon. I even felt a little elated as we headed back to the pavilion after the session. I’d enjoyed being out in the open air or a beautiful afternoon and it had been good to spend some time not worrying about academic work where everything was done that little bit differently from the way I’d been taught before. We hit the “changing rooms” (no more “locker rooms” for me) and I wondered with a bit of trepidation about what English college showers might be like. I had no great expectation of being able to relax with a steaming hot, jet-powered soak. 

I had pulled off my kit and started rummaging in my bag for my shampoo when I heard Kevin Smith’s voice. It had such a familiar ring to it. Just that little bit too loud to be conversational and just a touch too positive to be easily ignored. The accent was different, the timbre too, but that type of person is just the same the world over. Brad Svendsen reincarnated as an Englishman was there in the room with us.

“Must be awful, that.”
 He said.

Pause. 

A few guys were chatting quietly and no one picked up.

“It’s gross, in fact.”


Still no response from anyone in the room. The way he was being ignored by the others was just that bit too studied. I reckoned that they were too well used to the way he operated to fall for it. I wondered who he was trying to get his barb into. I glanced up and looked at him, being very careful not to make eye contact and get dragged into his world. Whoever the victim was, I wanted no part of the process. I knew from Brad that this was probably another weekly instalment in a saga that had been going on for years. I had no wish to encourage him by seeming to be an even remotely interested audience. I thought about the way I had fixed Brad that time and hoped that he hadn’t started on Mathieu again now I wasn’t around anymore. 


I discretely took Keith in as he stood there – shortish, a bit fat and as skin as white as lard. What struck me straight away though was that his balls were actually a lot like mine. A little bit smaller and not quite so swingy perhaps but definitely a pair of low hangers that would, like mine, make him stand out in a naked crowd. I wondered if he ever got teased about them as well. Whatever, it was actually quite comforting to see someone built like me for a change, even if he wasn’t actually much of a jock or even a very nice person.

“Yeah, why would anyone want to do that to a kid. Weird.”


A bit louder now, getting more pointed and harder to ignore. 


“Sicko, even.”


Another pause. A few guys were looking at him.

“Oi, you - yanky boy.” 

He was shouting now.

“What’s it like having half your todger missing then?” 

I’d never heard the word before but, even so, I knew straight away what it meant. I felt as if I’d been kicked in the stomach. He was saying more, but I didn’t take it in. Experiencing such a wave of disbelief was really overwhelming. It was me he was out to get. 


I was looking round me now and taking in what I might perhaps have been able to guess if I’d let myself think about it. I realized though, in a strange moment of revelation, that I hadn’t thought though. I hadn’t let myself consider the possibility at all, not even for even a second.


A few of the others were smiling now; some were taking care to avoid my gaze. Two or three looked embarrassed. 

No one challenged him; in fact no one said anything at all.

Kevin Smith looked exultant. 

I was the only one in the room who didn’t have a foreskin.


“Shit” I thought. 

“Oh Shit.”
* * * * * * * * * * *
