
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Milky Way 
 
My father had some bad habits. Everyday: three packs of Buckinghams, a strong filterless 
cigarette, a quart of brandy, and an ever-increasing dose of pharmaceutical barbiturates 
to the effects of which he became increasingly immune. 
 
From his Irish mother, he inherited the golden-tongue. He was the quintessential 
salesman in an era that gave respect to that calling. With a new V8 car every year, he was 
always on the road. This allowed him the anonymity to be a bigamist.  For a time he had 
three wives on his sales circuit, each unaware of the others. 
 
The key to his sales success was his manic-depressive ( bi-polar ) pathology. At his polar 
peaks  he was irrepressible and this is when he tied the impossible sales. In the depressive 
pits of the polar fluctuation there was shock treatment, ubiquitous then, on the resurgence 
now. Eventually he learned to self-manage, to begin the Sisyphean climb from the pit, 
saving himself with the golden-tongue just as the electrodes were about to be attached. 
 
All of this was obviously corrosive to his body let alone his mind. In his late fifties, well 
worn out, confined to a wheel chair, he prepared to die. The end game he chose was 
suicide by milk (lactose narcosis).  He gave up all his usual bad habits: nicotine, brandy, 
barbiturates... He sequestered himself on the sofa in my mother’s parlour to perform his 
ritual.  He lay there. All he took into his body was whole cow’s milk, a substance he had 
conspicuously avoided during his adult life, several quarts a day from a nippled bottle. 
 
He was a very fair skinned man with almost a complete lack of body hair. Over a period 
of a couple of weeks his body became pink and puffy, baby like. To add to this his only 
clothing was a large adult diaper. He began to gurgle rather than speak. A white foam 
emanated from his mouth. The milk fat turned his breathing to a slurry. In the third week 
in the late afternoon he died, bathed in a shaft of sunlight that fell on the sofa. Mother of 
pearl bubbles congealed on his mouth and chin. There was a serene, beatific aura to his 
corpse. Except for his lack of breathing, he appeared as a large napping baby.  
Somewhere in the Milky Way. 
 
The Milky Way. 


