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The unkind cut 
Author: Alan Goodchild 

I’ve always been a responsible type. The lady at Barclays bank during 
the early 90’s told me so more than once, a lot more than once. 
Lynne was an attractive woman in her early 30’s. She was saddled 
with the job of breaking the bad news to those whose attempt to 
retrieve cash from the ATM was met with the much-displayed words; 
‘Your card issuer has declined your request’, those like me.  

It was Lynne who on many different occasions told me that they 
were not worried about the responsible perpetual small overdraft 
agreement benders, such as I. She said I was obviously a reliable 
husband and father, and she sympathised with the plight of all 
people whose mortgage interest rates had risen above 17%, as 
indeed had hers. Though I doubted her valiant attempt at joining my 
team, as my mate’s mortgage was pegged at 5% and he worked at 
Barclays bank too. I did however give her the benefit of doubt and 
enjoyed swapping ‘everything is so expensive’ stories with her until I 
eventually walked out with a ‘just this once’ extension of the 
overdraft, again, as I had done three months in the last six. Each time 
I gained more confidence in myself and in my negotiating skills, a 
benefit sadly missed by those with healthy bank balances I thought.  

It was though time to act, to show the world I meant business 
when it came to the financial security of my family. I loved my job in 
teaching, hated the little bastards of course, as we all did, but loved 
it when they left at the end of the year with one more feather in 
their educational cap than they came in with, whether they wanted it 
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or not, most it seemed did not. Lynne said she thought teaching was 
a very noble profession and she was in awe of those who dedicated 
their working lives to it, a compliment not for stony ground and 
quoted during many a pint with my colleagues. Lynne was more than 
a benefactor, she became a friend, an accommodating, 
understanding friend, and I would stay in teaching, soaking up the 
praise on necessary monthly visits. But what then could improve my 
cash flow? 

My first decision was one of gravity. Our family was now six and 
we decided that four children, two girls, two boys, and the funding 
thereof, was enough. The latest edition was not a surprise at all but 
did highlight the danger of throwing caution to the wind after a party 
at the neighbours. We love her of course and wouldn’t have our 
family unit any other way, but the time had come and with a toss of 
a coin I manfully accepted the responsibility to act. Thank God there 
was no internet, so I arrived at the local cottage hospital blissfully 
unaware of what was about to happen.  

It was a Tuesday in November. I was met by a kindly nurse who 
attached the customary plastic wrist band and asked me if I’d driven 
in? ‘No, of course not,’ I said, ‘you’re not allowed to drive after an 
anaesthetic, are you?’ She smiled.  

‘It’s not that type of anaesthetic dear’, she replied, ‘but don’t 
worry, you’re on Gabriel Clarke’s list, he’s a brilliant general surgeon 
as well as being our top colorectal specialist, don’t let on but they 
call him the Arse-Angel-Gabriel round here, he’s that revered. It’ll be 
over in a snip, you’ll be back on your bike by four.’ A well-practised if 
failed attempt at allaying my fears, of which there were many. 

I was given a gown and a pot of red-gel antiseptic cleaning 
solution and told to go change and to wash the immediate and 
surrounding areas. She rotated a pointing finger in the general 
direction of my trousers.  

‘Make sure you clean all the little nooks and crannies’’ she said. I 
did as she requested as thoroughly as I could, and after a few 
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seconds I found the stuff to be rather uncomfortable in the nooks 
and it stung like hell in the crannies! I returned smarting and smelling 
like a freshly-cleaned drain and was led swiftly into a side operating 
theatre.  

‘Jump up on the bed’, said a different nurse. ‘Mr Clarke will be 
along directly’, I imagined him floating in wearing a long white robe. 
She left, and I was alone. It didn’t look very sterile to me. There was a 
messy pile of small white boxes sitting on a large white box in the far 
corner, and the blue tape at the top of the curved skirting board was 
pulled off in places. It may have smelled clean but that was masked 
by the Jay’s fluid I’d self-administered earlier, which was now making 
my eyes water profusely and other things behave rather oddly.  

I was on a single bed in the middle of the room with a large light-
stand adjacent. A small steel trolley held an oval steel dish partly 
covered with a green cloth, the tools of the trade no doubt. It was 
very quiet, I tried looking round unconcerned as someone entered 
the theatre behind me. I don’t think it worked. 

‘Good morning, Mr Goodchild is it?’  

‘Yes’, I just about got the word out as my throat dried and my jaw 
started to tremor. As he came into view, he was most definitely 
mortal, and dressed in green. 

‘Don’t worry, all we be well’, he said. For whom? I thought, and I 
laid my head back down onto the bed to stop my jaw wobbling. He 
introduced himself as Gabriel Clarke and we completed another form 
with the nurse jotting and ticking as we went. Once all was 
confirmed he asked me whether I’d ever had a local anaesthetic, to 
which I replied; ‘yes’, just. 

‘Well that’s it then, let’s get you firing blanks, shall we?’ I was 
alarmed by his jocular manner but not half as alarmed as when six 
very young girls entered, coats handbags the lot, and stood smirking 
at the base of the bed. I looked at the very young ladies through my 
spread feet as Mr Clarke nestled between them, they were smiling, 
nearly laughing I thought, not good. He asked whether I minded the 
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student nurses, as it was part of their training, but he didn’t wait for 
an answer before taking my breath away with the first of two 
particularly painful local anaesthetic jabs, where it hurts, loads. He 
told me that the pain was more manageable if I tensed my toes after 
he administered the first one, nice of him, though it didn’t help with 
the second.  

Mid-way through the twenty-minute procedure, he begged 
assurance that I was still certain I wanted it done. I replied ‘yes’ and 
he beamed a big smile as he raised aloft a thin pair of chrome pliers, 
pinching what was clearly a half inch section of my pipework 
between its jaws.  

‘Thank God for that’ he shouted as his hand wiggled aloft and 
drops of blood dotted my gown. The girls in unison raised their hands 
to their faces and melted together in a giggling, barely post-
pubescent mass. I failed to see the joke, especially as with every tug 
and stitch, things were quite obviously coming-round. He finished 
with a strong blast from a spray can that should be sent to every 
country still administering any form of physical torture. I noted six 
young expressions of ‘Ooh I bet that hurt!’ before Mr Clarke called 
them forward individually to closely inspect his work and my bits. 
One of them sneezed on me I recall.  

I left the hospital carrying my bag and what felt like two bowling 
balls, very heavy, very painful bowling balls. I had however taken a 
responsible action for the good of my family as well as unknowingly 
starting a process that would have me limping for the next five years. 
Arse-Angel Gabriel… my arse! 
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