Gotta Kill 'Em All!

“Well, it could have been worse.  Gregor Samsa turned into a cockroach,” said the physician.  

“You're not helping,” said the patient.  His tail twitched angrily.  “I want options.”  

The physician purposely played with his stethoscope.  “We could refer you to counseling...”  

The patient snorted, reaching a purple pronged finger into his labcoat, fumbling out a pack of cigarettes.  Two fell to the floor.  

“...or physical therapy to help you adjust to your new physical conditions...”

The patient scrabbled at the cigarettes, which rolled away from his prongs.  “Dammit.”

“Hobbes...”

“Dammit!”

“Hobbes.  You can't smoke in a doctor's office and, besides, I'd recommend against smoking before I've run physiological tests...”

“...tests that will tell you nothing except how unexpected it is for someone to turn into a cartoon character overnight.  That's what the last five doctors said and I'd give 20:1 odds against you being the last.”  

The doctor wiped his brow.  

“I have no idea what happened to you.  I don't have a medical miracle that can restore your body.  Your first five doctors didn't.  What are the odds that your seventh doctor will?”

The patient closed his eyes.

“Pretty low.”  

“So, wouldn't you like to discuss your physical therapy and adjustment options?  If we can condition an amputee to run a marathon on a prosthetic in six months, I think we can solve your coordination issues in three.”  

“No.”  

“The goal looks daunting, I know...”

“No, it isn't worthwhile to talk about physical therapy or any other scenario that entails me staying not human.  I'd rather talk to doctors eight and nine.”  

The patient pivoted as sharply as his rubbery feet could turn on the cold linoleum.  

He remembered not to slam the door
.

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

Hegemon  (heg-e-mon)

1)
n.  A dominant country; a superpower.

2)
n.  An imported cartoon show currently sweeping America.  Known for its tagline, “Gotta Kill 'Em All!,” and plotlines that make Dragonball Z and Super Punch Squad look Shakespearean by comparison.  Also, the best argument against Japanese children.  


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

Hobbes walked into the twelfth doctor's waiting room.  The receptionist glimpsed him and tried not to stare.  She looked like she had swallowed her gum.  

In the waiting area, a man in sweatpants was sitting next to a child watching a television like a deer caught in the headlights.  

The man leaned over to Hobbes.  

“How much do they pay you to wear that?” he asked Hobbes.  

“Not enough.
”  

“Hot damn, your lips move.  That’s a pretty good suit,” the man said.  

Hobbes nodded absent-mindedly.  He pulled his coat of Poker Week from his labcoat and started reading.  

The man kept talking.  “What are you here for?”

“The usual.  You?”  

The man gestured at the child watching the television.  “A math test, I bet.  Johnny, what’s the problem today?”

Johnny coughed and squeezed his stomach.  It wasn’t a convincing act.  

“I don’t feel good,” he tried to rasp.  His eyes flared when he saw Hobbes.  

He suddenly started pointing wildly at Hobbes and squealing.  “You’re Katastrofy!”

“Hobbes Thanivel.  I’m a poker player.”  He waved a purple wrist with a World Series of Poker final-table bracelet at the brat
.  

“Katastrofy doesn’t play poker.  Or wear a labcoat.
”  

“When you’re this good, you need a signature style.  My coat psyches other players out.”  

The receptionist interrupted.  “Mr. Thanivel, the doctor will see you now.”  

Hobbes straightened his lab coat.  He attempted unsuccessfully to turn the knob twice before gesturing helplessly at the receptionist to open the door.  

Inside, Hobbes found the twelfth doctor sitting inside a room that was too bright to be comfortable.  Hobbes decided that the aged doctor had a hard nose, like he had gotten slammed in the face with a baseball.  The office was strewn with trays loaded with sharp implements, including a dental spike.  

“Hello, Mr. Thanivel.  I’m Dr. Petrarch and it probably won’t surprise you to hear that I’ve seen or heard of a case as, uhh, exotic as yours.  However, I would like to offer a risky proposition.”  

“I like risky propositions.”  

“I’ve reconstructed bodies shattered by, among other things, improvised explosive devices and a runaway truck.  In some cases that were able to replace limbs that had lost 90% of neural connections and tissue.  Though you have lost, uhh, 100% of your preexisting tissue to some cause unknown, I feel that high-risk reconstructive surgery is not unfeasible.”  

“What would you be reconstructing?  You don’t have any of my tissue to work with,” said Hobbes.  

“True.  If you can think of your body as a chassis, I’d be replacing the shell with a human one.  That would entail prosthetics and skin-grafting.”  

Hobbes’ tail shuddered.  “That sounds very risky.”  

“I haven’t performed many comparable cases, but I would venture to say this would involve a substantial risk-- perhaps even fifty percent-- of severe brain damage or death.  Normally I wouldn’t offer such an option but, depending on how you conceive of your current state, the only prospect of saving your life is through surgery.”  

“If I’m not ‘alive’ now.”  

“I’m not prepared to argue that you-- you being the human that was born x number of years ago-- are either alive or not.  I don’t know.  However, I can appreciate that either way there might be quality of life issues associated with, uhh, looking very different.  I lost my leg when I was four and my prosthetic was wooden.”  

“I’m sorry to hear that.  But I have to fold the rockets.”

“What?”

“In the 2005 World Series, Chris Moneymaker folded a large raise despite having the best conceivable hand-- the rockets-- before the flop.”

“I don’t understand,” said the doctor.  

“Calling an all-in from some nobody might send you packing right there.  If you’re confident that you can get to the final table anyway, staking everything on an option-- even the best option-- is a mistake.”  

The doctor put down his clipboard.  “And where is your final table?” he asked.  

Hobbes rubbed his bracelet.  “I’m not sure.  But I think that serious brain damage will bust me from the tournament.”  

“So looking like a cartoon character won’t bother you?”

“It’ll bug the hell out of me, actually.  Stairs don’t freaking fit my feet and I can’t go anywhere without screaming kids trying to 'capture' me.  But, the way I see it, the show is essentially about people going into the wilderness, finding enemies and beating the shit out of them and then capturing them and making them into ‘friends’ that are really slaves and having them fight for you and shit.  How long could that possibly last?  People will remember the show a year.  Two, tops,” said Hobbes. 

“Well, uhh.  I’m sorry I couldn’t have been more helpful.”  

“No, you were very helpful.  Good poker is knowing when to fold.”  

The doctor paused.  “And, having folded, now what?”

The gambler shrugged as he walked into the dim hallway.  “A great leap into the dark.”  

END

�	 As he had discovered three doctors earlier, nothing makes a dramatic exit less satisfying than catching your own tail in the door and screaming like you’re being run over by a car.    


�	 Incidentally, you couldn’t pay someone enough to dress like a purple anorexic cat.  


�	 Hobbes placed in sixth place ($435,000) after luring a farmer from Anchorage, Alaska all-in.  Hobbes correctly surmised that his full house was 98% likely to beat the farmer’s flush.  The farmer then drew the straight flush on the river.  The farmer told ESPN commentators that “This just goes to show that better players go farther.”  


�	 Or spell well, apparently.  





