
Albert 14   A Day at the Races

My name is Michael Davidson.  My old man is a 
dustman. He wore a dustman's hat. He wore old 
fashioned trousers and we lived in a council flat.*

At school I played around but when I left school I 
learned to drive cars - stolen cars - and soon 
worked regularly - as a getaway driver. When I 
was caught my probation officer gave me a book 
entitled 'how to be a good person.'  From that 
moment on I began to study. 

I became a doctor. Then, I became an 
orthopaedic surgeon specialising in dislocations. 
But my mother's  cat was always falling from 
trees and being  ill so I retrained as a vet, still 
specialising in dislocations.

 I also became a hypnotist and I learned to 
hypnotise animals as well as people. One day I go 
to the races. I watch the beautiful horses 
parading in the enclosure with the jockeys in their 
magnificent racing colours. There are all the 
colours of the rainbow, red, orange, yellow, 
green, blue, indigo, violet and more.

Then, I see a dazzling jacket in  purple and scarlet 
with gold braid and a black cap with gold fringe. 
The horse is skittish.  Suddenly a small dog 
appears. The dog yaps and bites at the horse's 
feet. The horse shies. The jockey goes flying. 
Horse and dog fall in a heap - with the dog 
underneath.

 A crowd gathers. I am on the edge of the crowd. 
I push my way through. 'Stay calm' I shout. 'Stand 
back. I am a doctor.'  'Make way for the doctor' 
shouts the crowd.' 'I am a vet as well,' I cry. The 
crowd shouts, 'Make way for the vet as well.

Dislocations. I work quickly. Soon, the horse is on 
his feet and the jockey is seated. The jockey 
thanks me profusely. The horse licks the palm of 
my hand. The dog whimpers and licks my feet. 
The crowd shouts 'Bravo, Bravo!'

A lady appears. A very gracious lady. It is her dog. 
It is a corgi. And it is her horse. 'Can the horse still 
run?' she asks. 'Yes' I say. ' I have fixed the 
dislocation but I also found a pre-existing 
problem which I was able to correct. He can run 
straight away. He should run better than ever.'

The lady invites me to sit with her to watch the 
race. It is Royal Ascot.  Her horse wins. The prize 
is a Gold Cup!  And that is why I am now Sir 
Michael Davidson.

But as you know from the previous story, I am 
now lying on the ground with two champion 
cyclists, being helped by a young lady named 
Alberta. I wonder what is going to happen next!

* HLM Habitation à Loyer Modéré - rent 
controlled housing.

'Jacket in purple and scarlet with gold braid and a 
black cap with gold fringe' are the racing colours 
of Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II
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