The waiting room was full - the patients coughing, spluttering or nonchalantly leafing through copies of Your Roofing Questions Answered and Grammar for Dummiesdating back to 1962.
Nurse Quimby poked her head around the doorway and said, 'Do come through MrSubbie? Doctor will see you now'.

He took the chair opposite the Doctor, sitting uncomfortably to one side, clearly in a degree of distress.
'Mmmm, Subbie, what can I do for you today?', the doctor asked wearily.

'Well Doc, it's sort of... er, you know... ummm personal like. I've got a split.. er you know, a split down there...' Subbie replied, cocking his head repeatedly to one side.

'Come on man - out with it - I'm a Doctor for heaven's sake. You can't embarrass me - I've seen just about everything wrong with the human body there is to see!'

'It's....it's...'

'Yes man, it's... it's...?' the doctor prompted impatiently.

'I've got a bloody split infinitive!' Subbie blurted out

The Doctor sat back in his leather executive chair, a stunned look on his face. It was a good few moments before he shook off his bemusement and asked cautiously, 'Er... did I hear you correctly Subbie? You did just say you have a split infinitive, didn't you?'

'That's right Doc, I learnt about it on the internet last night. I think I've suffered from it all my life. Surely I'll have to actually go to Hospital now won't I?' Subbie implored.

'Mmmmm...... not necessarily Subbie - there may be a simple solution. I think It will help if I give you an emergency transfusion of double negative - that should do the trick' the Doctor humoured him.

"Gee, thanks Doc - I couldn't not refuse, surely!'

