The usual coughing, moaning and waiting room murmur was punctuated by the voice of Nurse Quimby. Those closest to her would have heard the sotto voce "Oh God, not again!", but the rest of the waiting room only heard the more authoritative "Mr Subbie? Doctor will see you now"
Subbie rose from his chair, bookmarked a page in his personal volume of Medicine for Dummies and Losers, crossed the waiting room uttering "Sorry.... can I just get past... sorry. Oops, sorry..." and entered the hallowed sanctuary of the Doctor's office.
"Take a seat Subbie..." the Doctor said wearily whilst rolling his eyes, "..what seems to be the trouble today?"

"Well Doc, it's like this - I understand I'm not the sharpest tool in the shed - you know .... one sandwich short of a picnic, thick as two short planks an' all but I have an internet friend that seems to think that lately I've been a bit self defaecating and I'm just not sure what he meant by it, so I've come for a check up"

The Doctor looked straight at Subbie, eyes blinking rapidly, his mind working furiously, trying to decide whether it was a wind up, or Subbie really was an idiot or whether he just had a bout of diarrhoea.

"Er - wanna run that by me again Subbie - self defaecating? Unless you are constipated, most of us are self defaecating. I'm not entirely sure what you mean...." he said, opting to play it safe

"Sorry Doc, maybe it was self depreciating - yeah that's it, he said I seemed a bit self depreciating. Trouble is Doc, other than being a bit thick and feeling sort of undervalued lately, I seem quite fine"

The Doctor sat back in his leather executive chair, his jaw working hard while he formed words that he hoped would carry at least some degree of gravitas.

Eventually he reached for the drawer in his desk and withdrew a small packet and offered it to Subbie.
"I think what you you suffer from Subbie is actually called self deprecation, but if you take one of these twice a day, you should get better in no time"

Subbie took the packet and looked at the contents with a furrowed brow - "Gee Doc, they don't half look like squishy Bullseyes"

"Really? I hadn't noticed, but it does seem quite approriate now I think about it..." the Doctor sighed, ".... maybe it's because you're such a soft target"

