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Lostloves, bitter memories, an accidental white supremacist
reference... What happens whenyou can nolongerlive with yourtattoo?
Candice Piresreports. Photographs by Annabel Clark

ying back on a reclining bed, eyes
fixed on the ceiling, Dave Fitzpatrick,
42, wiggles his bare toes out of the
bottom of his trousers and braces
himself for pain. He’s been in this position before, o
twice; but this time, he’s heard, it will be worse.
Thirteen years after first getting tattoos on his
feet, he’s about to have them removed.
Fitzpatrick is a tall, broad former skater with
aneat, grey-flecked beard - he looks as if he can
take it, but it’s hard not to want to comfort him.
Standing over his toes, laser in hand, is tanned,
floppy-haired Dr Garrett Vangelisti, 44. The room
isnot a conventional clinic: exposed brick and
beams, bits of moss in glass apothecary jars, a copy
of Easy Edible Gardening magazine for clients to
read. There is a framed certificate on the wall
bearing the words American Board of Plastic
Surgery MD. A large machine hums, beeps and
makes a pop as the laser beam hits Fitzpatrick’s
skin. In between winces, and with his arm
covering his face, he gets out the sentence:
“Getting them tattooed really sucked” Getting
them removed doesn’t look like much fun, either.
Tattoo removal has never been so effective, or
so popular. Improvements in technology are »













