
A Close Shave 

 

Bill had been hitting the bottle for a while; it wasn’t the work, or his wife leaving him, it 

was just the boring work situation and the lack of other things to do.  There are only so 

many restaurants that you can eat in a foreign city and if you don’t like the company 

there’s not much else to do. 

 

He always argued that there were only two kinds of people who worked overseas - those 

who went to get away from the problems at home, and those who got problems at home 

because they worked overseas. Bill had started off in the first camp and rapidly 

progressed to the second so he had the worst of all worlds.  So he followed a well worn 

ex-pat path that involved hating (most) women and consuming a bottle of spirits every 

day. 

 

One of the problems with alcohol abuse is loss of appetite and Bill was no exception so 

he skipped breakfast, tucked in to egg and chips at lunchtime and had a bottle of Bagpiper 

for supper.  As any nutritionist will tell you this is not enough for a healthy gut and 

following a nasty bout of ‘Madras ass’ Bill was laid low. 

 

He had been contemplating a rare evening out for real food - he dismissed the ‘Roach and 

Rat’ and was tossing up between ‘Dysentery’ and the ‘Cascara’ when the pain hit him.  

He was doubled up in agony and had to be helped to his room by the hotel staff.  After 

that he just couldn’t stop going. 

 

When the squitters refused to go away he was referred by the hotel doctor to a bowel 

consultant at the local ex-pat hospital.  He was soon diagnosed as having a fistula in his 

bowel. He had been due to travel home but could not keep to a sitting position long 

enough to make the flight so he was brought in to the hospital for an operation. 

 

On the evening before the op. he was carefully supervised by Matron and a rather nice 

little nurse from Karnataka, where the best nurses in the world come from.  So he had to 

forego his usual ration and was a bit down when the surgeon called.   

 

“Well Mr Biscuit,” said the surgeon, “you have been remiss - perhaps now you’ll 

remember to eat your wheaty bangs.  Or we’ll have you in here every other week!”  “Give 

him a good shave, Matron, and we’ll see what we can do to sort out his rear end.”  With 

that he left but Bill, minus his usual prop, was a bit apprehensive about being shaved by 

Matron. 

 

His fears were groundless as Matron turned to the attractive Karnataken and curtly 

ordered that Mr Biscuit be shaved forthwith in preparation for his op in the morning.  Bill 

was considerably perked at the prospect of being shaved by ‘Nursie’ as he called her and 

awaited her return with the shaving gear with great expectation.  So he was gravely 

disappointed when the door was opened by a small man in his sixties, complete with a 

bowl, shaving brush and a cut throat razor. 



 

The elderly male nurse painstakingly removed the hair around his private parts and from 

virtually the whole of his lower body above the knee.  He never said a word during the 

whole thirty minutes that it took him and at the end Bill’s bum was as smooth as a baby’s. 

 

The surgeon was most amused as he did his pre-op examination.  “Who shaved his 

pubes?” he questioned Matron, “we’re doing his arse not his dick!”  Matron flushed and 

said nothing - the message had probably lost a little in its passage having been received 

with the customary rolling of the head which can mean anything from ‘yes’ to ‘get 

stuffed’. 

 

Bill was past caring anyway having had a couple of valium tablets as pre-op relaxation 

and was even considering giving up booze in its favour until he discovered that pentothol 

was even better.  Certainly he was well away for the duration and the next thing he knew, 

after the wonderful erotic dream he had under the drug’s influence, was the usual face 

tapping and requests from the anaesthetist to wake up.  This he did with some reluctance 

and was shipped off to the recovery ward with Nursie. 

 

Being on a liquid diet and full of packing from the operation, he had no obvious problems 

for the next few days - other than the lack of his beloved Bagpiper.  But on the morning 

of the fifth day he started to get the feeling that he needed to go - not for a pee but the 

other thing.  He called for Matron and reminded her that the surgeon was due and would 

he please come at the beginning of the round as the urge to go was getting quite strong. 

 

The surgeon had still not appeared at six p.m. and Bill was frantic. He was desperate for a 

crap but his rectum was still full of packing from the operation.  What could he do?  In 

the end the problem resolved itself.  In an explosion that must of recorded 10 on the 

Rictus scale and was heard all down the Mount Road he discharged his packing thus 

relieving him self of the pressure build-up of the last twelve hours.  He pulled the 

emergency cord before collapsing gently to the floor. 

 

“Oh Mr Biscuit, you have made a mess,” cried Matron, “get yourself into the shower 

while we clean up. 

 

Bill struggled into the shower and reached for the control.  As he did so he felt a wave of 

faintness come over him and he started to fall. Grasping the shower control to slow his 

slide into oblivion the whole assembly came away from the wall and the open pipe 

showered cold water everywhere. 

 

“My God, Mr Biscuit, what have you done now?” screamed Matron hauling him out of 

the deluge.  “Nurse - call for the plumber at once.” 

 

Bill’s last memory of the fiasco, before he passed out completely was the entrance of the 

plumber in his dark blue overalls, carrying his toolkit and a large spanner in his hand. 

 



It was the elderly guy who had shaved him. 


