I am in a clearing in among some feeble-looking shrubs, which we call our Woodland Area. Humid air wraps me like a shroud. A world of damp, clinging and dripping. I am leaning over a body. One which we popped down a week ago. Some pieces of C132, as I call him, are decomposing nicely. I move my pencil down a list of pieces I should examine. I wear a mask because decaying bodies release some powerful odours. Aside from odours, I love my work. I have an enquiring and sagacious brain. Finally my superior mind is recognised.

My life has been hard. I was born in a village in Devon and from an early age my life has been unfair. I was nine when my Dad abandoned us, aside from his occasional cards and impersonal emails. When he dropped in and saw us, he never smiled much, and soon he had a new girlfriend and a baby which was hard for my poor ma so she had no choice aside from cancelling any more ‘popping by’. When my dad said goodbye I knew a piece of me was broken. Maybe my belly, because I regularly found myself feeling sick. For a while, I assuaged my pain by slamming doors and screaming. Before long, I found my pain could be ignored if I slammed heads on walls and heard my school friends scream. Obviously my friendships suffered. I found my grades improved. 

As I grew up, I have found pleasure from various sources. Because I am very knowledgeable in some more obscure areas, I have found work as a kind of helper. On Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, I work alongside several clever folk dismembering bodies. Dead bodies, of course. A legal business, mainly.  We advise police forces on how bodies decompose. Obviously in England and Wales, body farms are illegal. In America, police can access all kinds of dead people in all kinds of places, all handily placed within a few square miles. For research. We provide a similar service for our poor UK police. 
We are based in India, which means we can use a small legal loophole and also offer some more unique services. All useful, all basically legal. Sadly, in Punjab’s warm clime, my line of work can smell fairly bad. No job is unsullied by problems.
I feel lonely regularly, however successful I am financially. Once you have a flaw in your character like mine, people behave less kindly. My colleagues rarely include my name on Facebook groups, or even ask me if I am free for a drink, even when I ensure I have showered. I can never forgive my dad for causing my deficiency. I occasionally mail him surplus pieces from work, which briefly makes me feel compassion for him as I imagine him hopefully opening an innocuous parcel smelling of formaldehyde. 

I bend over and caress C132’s cheek. A man, I know from my paperwork, though one would have problems being sure based only on his poor remains. I give him a friendly kick. He leg collapses slowly. I examine him carefully, and kick him harder. Once his body is no more, I feel my headache diminish. I wander back along a narrow road. Several colleagues are in our office, obviously no one acknowledges me.

[bookmark: _GoBack] Elsa arrived on Friday morning, rays of sun making her appear like a goddess who would only be briefly in our realm. She was lying on bare soil, and unusually I found myself full of compassion. I fell on my knees by her lovely face. Her eyes had begun fading, flies swarmed around her as much as for anyone else.  I have rarely consider romance previously. Now I have found, if I may be so clichéd, all my dreams are fulfilled. 
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