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Dedication

To the weary healers, the midnight magicians, and the ghosts who wander hospital corridors-
May your hands be steady, your coffee strong, and your illusions just believable enough to keep going.
This book is for everyone who's ever walked into an institution convinced that logic could survive contact with systems designed to grind it to dust. For those who learned to laugh at the machinery while still being willing to run it. For the people who keep showing up, keep holding the line, keep turning the key in the ignition even though the engine sounds like it's filing a grievance.
The real magic isn't in escape. It's in returning.




About This Book

Scalpel & Wand is a surreal, darkly comedic tale set in St Balthazar's Teaching Hospital - a place where the impossible operates under NHS billing codes and the dead file paperwork before vanishing.





Arthur, a failed stage magician, arrives to find that the line between illusion and medicine has become dangerously thin. In operating theatres where accountants levitate, in morgues where bodies hum in Latin, in staff rooms where microwaved socks achieve sentience, Arthur discovers that the real magic isn't pulling rabbits from hats - it's surviving bureaucracy, institutional absurdity, and the occasional visit from undischarged relatives.





This story blends dark humor with existential workplace satire, exploring what happens when the impossible becomes mundane, when magic meets mundane NHS administration, and when the only way to survive is to laugh at the incomprehensible machinery grinding on around you. With the tone of Douglas Adams meets Dilbert meets Nightvale, Scalpel & Wand asks: What's more surreal - a hospital that runs on magic, or one that runs on budget cuts and institutional memory loss?
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Welcome

Foreword



      Welcome, dear reader, to St Balthazar’s Teaching Hospital - a place where medicine meets mischief, miracles require three forms of ID, and every incision comes with a billing code.

      You think you know how hospitals work? Let me show you the trick.

      Scalpel & Wand is not your typical hospital drama. There are no heroic last-minute saves, no slow-motion runs down corridors with defibrillators, and absolutely no one who remembers how doors work after 2 a.m.

      Here, the operating theatre doubles as a stage (though the curtains are more likely to be privacy drapes stained with regret). The scalpel doesn’t just cut flesh - it occasionally files incident reports. And healing? Healing looks a lot like convincing a levitating accountant to sign a discharge form before Matron notices.

      If you’re expecting neat endings, professional conduct, or even a heart monitor that stays plugged in for more than ten minutes... well, bless your optimism. You might want to keep one eye open. Preferably the one that hasn’t seen a consultant walk into a glass door this week.

      This story is for those who know that the real mystery isn’t what’s inside the body - it’s why the vending machine won’t drop your crisps, why the bin containing one plaster and a biscuit wrapper is always someone else’s problem, and why the fire alarm only goes off during the calmest moment of your shift.

      Prepare yourself for a tale stitched together with dry wit, surgical-grade absurdity, and just enough magic to make the paperwork interesting.

      The theatre is set. The lights are dimming. And the scalpel?

      It’s already been expensed under Team-Building / Necromancy (Miscellaneous).

      -  Thornevald

      P.S. The scalpel will hurt, but the fine print will kill you.

    



Prologue

This is Where it Started



      'To cut is to heal, to heal is to cut.' - Unknown

      St. Balthazar’s Teaching Hospital, London.

      Basement Level. Smelled of iodine, stale coffee, and the quiet aftermath of someone microwaving their socks again.

      The chief surgeon lit a cigarette with the same hand he’d just removed a pancreas. He wasn’t supposed to smoke in here, but rules were for people who didn’t hold life between two fingers - and also for people who hadn’t argued with a vending machine before breakfast.

      'Ever done a disappearing act?' he asked, flicking ash into a kidney dish labelled Biohazard (Probably).

      Across from him, slouched in a cracked plastic chair that groaned like it remembered better days, sat Arthur the Magnificent. Once a West End magician, now just Arthur. No stage. No assistants. Just a crooked smile and two lawsuits pending (one involving a pigeon, the other a mayoral wristwatch).

      'I once made the Mayor’s Rolex vanish,' Arthur said. 'Unfortunately, so did I.'

      The surgeon chuckled like someone who hadn’t slept since Tuesday. It was Friday. Or possibly Wednesday. Hard to tell when the fire alarm only goes off during calm moments.

      'I make tumours disappear,' he said, pausing to draw in smoke, 'but no one claps.'

      Arthur leaned forward. 'That’s because they wake up with bits missing.'

      'That’s called medicine.'

      'No,' said Arthur, 'that’s called selective editing of internal geography.'

      They both laughed. The laughter didn’t reach their eyes. Or the fluorescent lights. Those things never flickered quite right - probably due to faulty wiring, not fate.

      A nurse passed, pushing a trolley full of anaesthetic and lukewarm tea. Behind her, a monitor beeped frantically before someone remembered it was unplugged. Again.

      Arthur glanced after her. 'Still using propofol?'

      The surgeon nodded. 'It’s cleaner than whisky.'

      'I miss whisky.'

      'You miss applause.'

      Arthur looked down at his hands. They trembled - not from nerves, not from withdrawal, but from muscle memory. The ghost of a coin pulled from behind an ear. A dove released into indifferent air. The kind of reflex you can’t unlearn, even when the audience has gone home.

      'Yeah.'

      The surgeon tapped his cigarette out on a post-op report titled

      Incident: Levitating Accountant (Pending Ethics Review).

      'You’re here for the job then.'

      'What job?'

      'The one where you pull a liver out of a hat and convince the board it’s transplant-ready.'

      Arthur smirked. 'Got a hat?'

      'No, but I’ve got an ethics panel meeting Tuesday. Same thing.'

      Silence sat down between them like a third party who’d forgotten their badge.

      Then Arthur asked, 'What happened to the last guy?'

      The surgeon didn’t blink. 'He vanished.'

      'Magician?'

      'Surgeon.'

      Arthur nodded slowly. 'So... when do I start?'

      The surgeon crushed the cigarette and extended a blood-smeared glove.

      'Welcome to the magic circle, Arthur. We don’t wear capes. We wear masks. And we don’t saw people in half - we bill them for it.'

      From the corridor, a trolley screamed as it hit a speed bump.

      Somewhere, a cartoon laugh track blared.

      And in the staff room, someone tried to dry their socks in the microwave again.

      Some illusions never die.

      They just get rescheduled for Theatre 4.

    



Chapter 1

The Levitation Procedure



      Revised with Maximum Mundane Mayhem

      Operating Theatre 4 smelled of antiseptic, burnt toast, and the quiet desperation of people who’d once believed in pension schemes - and also faintly of microwave popcorn, because someone had misused the staff room microwave again. (The incident had been documented, denied, and would absolutely happen again.)

      Arthur stood just inside the sterile zone, arms folded, watching Dr. Linwood prep for surgery with the calm of a man who’d long ago stopped believing in consequences.

      Across the table lay the patient: fifty-seven, male, occupation listed as 'Accountant (Retired, Against Advice).' His mouth hung slightly open, as if still mid-sentence about capital gains tax.

      The anaesthetist - M. Finch, Regrets Not Included - adjusted her drip. 'He needs 50ccs of denial and a splash of unresolved childhood trauma,' she said, not looking up. 'Standard cocktail.'

      Arthur picked up the retractor. 'This looks like something you’d use to pry open a tin of despair.'

      'Accurate,' Linwood said, already elbow-deep. 'Only this tin screams if you wake it before breakfast.'

      Just then, the corridor erupted.

      A nurse stormed past the theatre window, waving a pen. 'Has anyone seen my pen? I swear I had it five minutes ago!'

      Another nurse, standing two feet away, pointed silently at the first nurse’s chest - where the pen was clipped, actively writing notes on her own scrubs.

      The first nurse froze. 'Oh. Right.' She walked off, still muttering.
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