MEX? PLEASE

A DOGTOR SITIING AT HIS DESK. GIVES HIS BELL AN IRRITABLE
PING-PING. NO RESPUNSE. HE DUES IT AGAIN.

DOGTR: (WELSH, IRAIPABLE) Next please! (T0 HIHSELF) Come on..
another bloody disebled layabout I suppose.

PUE DUOR LURCHES TO AsD FrO. Ui JATCHES I WITH RESIGNED

EXASPERATION LOUNTING 20 INDIGHANT PUZZLEMENT. EVENTUALLY
A YOUNG HAN SNLERS WITH A GLRL CLASPED ROUND HIS HIDULE,

Hik LEGS $oUND BEHIND HIS 5ACK. HE STRUGGLES OVul TO THE

DESK, REITS HER BUNM ON 1T.

DOCGTOR: God.. what... 1look here... mind my papers...
BOY: Can't help it guve

DOCROR:  Get off of there, what's the matter with you?
BOY: Can't you see?

DOCPOR: No I can't, what the devil d'you think you're
doing?

B0OY: I should have thought that was obvious.
DOCTOR:  Well you can't do it here!
GIRL: Oh blimey.

BOY: We don't bloody waant to do it here. We want to stop
doing it.

DUCPOR:  yhat do you mean, stop deing 13? Get her off....
coming in here like this, I've got a

waiting room full of people out there.
GIRL: Not any more you haven't.

DOCYCR: What? & GOES Tu . Duud ARD LOGKS OUE,
Where have they all gone to?

BuY: It's what you nmight call the generation gap.

DUCPOR: (WALKING AVULD THir) God bless my 8sul.. I'm golng %o
be home early tunight for a cuange. You mean to tell me
really can't.. ah...ﬁﬁﬁfﬁﬁfg.. disconnect...



Look... sweedie.. would I have struggled all the way up
3 : with this bird wrepped round me

less 1 fucking had toe.

this is not the rugby field.
DuCIURs Don't use that langumage in here. You could have

taken 2 taxi.
GIRL: Ve tried.

BOYs People don't want to know. See a bit %fi trouble, piss
off.« look the other way, bust out laughlﬂg... we BOr & cab..

GIRL: I put me hand out...
BUY: “What does le do..

GIRL: Slows Upe...

T

BuY: B8 t into the ncarest bollard.

GIRL: *FeTTEXRd o hitoh & van...
BuY: One lookes.s

GIRL:s Straight through Harvey Nicks to Young Idea. AND we
tried the number Tifteen bus,

DOC: Wouldn't they let you on?

BUY: BEkwmm h we got om all right.. after a bit of a struggleces
nalfway to the next stop bloody Paki bus conductor turns ues off..
no standing inside.

BIRLs We tried to argue but he said it was against his religion,
#UCTORs  Well, I don't know what to do. There's no call for this
sort of treatment, it would require medical consultation,

1've had anal splinters this morning and a woman splashed her
bum last week after giving her lav a Harpic shampoo but

this beats all. 1 ds remember a patient once.. STARTS TO

LAUGH BEHINU II5 tiAND.. oh dear, oh dears.. RECOVLHS HIMSELF ...
but even that wasn't true. I shall have to write this up.

BoYs You might stert by giving ne something for bloody ballsache,
I'm in pain, I can tell you %ﬁgf shift up a blt love.

DuCTOR: Have you tried a& bucket of water?
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BOY: Look, we didn't exactly come out equipped for this event—
=-uality.

L]
DuCTUR: 7Phere s wno need to Be sarcastic. Yes, I think that
should do the trick. What you want is something tosc8hecotOoes

GInLt Tupn him off, that's what I keep telling him.
BOY: Question of what, innit?

DUCTORs  (GEITING THE BUChET OF WATER) Ever had this trouble

before, aon?

BOY: Ho.
DUCTOR: I must say it's & most interesting -

BOY: Oh get on with it mate....coorah! AS PHE WATER HIDS HIE.
Warr...urrahiabh!

GIRL: Ohh... 00Chliee.. lovely!

BOY: Ooerh... aarh!

DOCTOR: Hasn't that done it then?
BOY: Done it? Ten times worse, mate.
Gitlit  000ece 000sses

BOYt (To GIEL) Look.. lover.. you're & nice kid..zreat.
But enough's ensugh.

GIEL: S5 who's hanglng around?

B80Y: ¥or Christ's sekes, you are! ILook, doc, you gotta
help us! JFor Gawd's sale there must be something.. some
pill or injection... 3omething,.

DOCPOR: (WIXES & GLAS.) fTry this.
BOY: Whet is 1%7

DUCECR:  Yhat do you mean, what is it? It's an emetic,
that's what it is. dake you sick.

GInL: (KNOCKING TUB GuALi AWAY) Hot over me it won't, le's
not being sick all over ny Biba tanktop.

BOY: Thenks Bery much. What do you suggest, Big sdouth?
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GIRL: Big Mouth?
BOY: Well I don't know your name, do IY

DOCTOR:  You mean you two don't know each cther?!

4 HIES patkvyxartigxonraxkiateadeEd fxxmakigx ot
iﬁiﬁ&&*ﬁxﬂ unless you osll two his and a what about it

a formal introduction.

BOY: It's not as though we got a relationship.

DOCTORs  Good God.

3IRL: Paychology. That's what we want. Somethink to turn him
off.

G0UTOR: Surely you can manage that Letween yourseives..
giveu the Casaal nature of this encounter,

GIRL: Fell I have been trying...but everything I may makes him
think of you know what.

DOCTURE You're very sttracted to her..physicaily,

B0Y: Yeah. 7That way yeah. Well 1t's evident, ain't 1t?
And all the jozging up and down like... keeps it in mind,
kwnow what I mean.

LGOCPERs  Theres must be gomething... some persen or object that
will divert the psycho-physical attemtion.. arithmetic...
homeworke.. ovsrbtine... I know... Adolf iitlert

B85Y¥: Oocer, lovelyess ughe.. beautiful... whips, torture
chambers, all them jackgcots...

GIRL: 3wastikas, hells' angels...cooh! Boys in Ixasx wetlook,
sweatly gf&&ﬁgmells, blackheads...oco00ch!

DOCTOR: Stop it.. step it =t once.
BOY: Hopelezs nan,

GIELS Yeah. Ile was trying to turn us em. I reckon he
enjoys sesing us like this.
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¥AN: Yeah.. humilieting..

GIRL: Dadisme..

BbY: Own a meckintosh, do you doc?

DOGTORs You can just atep that sort of talk, I don't have to

put up with that, any wmore of that I shell put you out..
and if you'd seen as meny private parts in & day's work as I

do you wouldn't be in the predicament you are -~ bread snd butter
to me, that side of things is.. bread and bulter.

BUY: Sorry doec, you were only trying to help.

¢IkL: Yeal. We're ever so sorry. Gould you think of
somethink else for us.. I bet 1t'11 work.

DOCTOR: (PHINKS.. THEN) Enoch Powell.

BUYs Joh, ah, beautiful... thrash the spades...
GIAL: (SCREZCHES) Rivers of blood...

BOY: Picankdnies.. General Amin... coch, erahbh...
GIRLs: Yowoo!

DUCTORS i.i_;r_ﬁ Pack it uy for God sake, they'll think I'm
on the B and € lark.

PHEY WAIT POoR HUM D0 GOME UF WIPY SOUBTHING BETTER.
DOCIORs 1 don't know. The Queen,

BUY: (IN RAEPROUF) Steady on.

GIRL: She's a very nice woman.

BuY: Yesh. Gome round our Borstal once. »5it ladidah but
no side t0 her... yowr know she goes up the freaks bin, up
Hoehampton half 2 dozen times a year, talk to the lads.
You'il have to wash your mouth out doc.

GIRL: Very good ecomplexion, all that family.
DSCTOR: I'm Welsh myself,

GIRL: It's all very well.. they can't fight back, you Knows.
Loor &t frincess wargaret.

BGOTUR: What for?
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BOY: Come on DocReeso

DE0TUR: I don't knowe. Justin de Villeneuve... Clement Freudo..
Rolf Harris!

PHE PED U0 A DOVHACKzn HUUND Tris RUUM.

TOUTGR:  Hob ionkhouse.. Andie Williams... The Archers!
AENEWED ACTIVITY WIVH PIG, HURSE A4D COW SuldDs.

DGC:  £11 right then... Come bancing!

THEY BREAY IuP0 A WALRZ.

GIRL: #y favourite programme!

DOGs Peter West,.. dargaret Thatecher... ah, you paused..you
paused!

BoY: Hah..nab, I LIKE buck teeth!

LEHLNED ACHIVITY.

[~e]

BOY: Show us your teeth,love...ooh, them lovely clackers..

it's the sort contrast, testh and tongue, all red and moist and
juley, sud tiese shiny widte things, clashing away round the edges,
ready to get you, aw, it's so dangercus....

DOCTORES (GETHING AFPECTED HIJLSsIP AND STEADYIRG Ikl OF
H1S DESK) Do stope.. I don't like this sort of talk, reallyecc.
weeses Richard Hixon! Richard Nixon!

THIS DOES CAUSE A PAUSE. SUE JAZWS A FACE ABL THE BUY HALIS AXND

DOCRUR: ( PUSHING HIS LUCK) Spiro Agnew!
BOY: (BIGIHS PO GuY GUING AGALN) Awerha...

DOCTOR: No,n0....Richard dixon, Richard Hixonee.e.Bichard

Hizon%

MANs (RODGa+ISG HOUMD THE RUOK AGALN) Spiro Agnew, Spiro
Agnew, Spirc Agnew... ever looked at the shape of his head, mate?
Remind you of anything? Waw...Splre AETICWes s
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1 G H .L i J_ i Tl . -{ o e i 3 ® e
ijf@b%%fggvéﬁﬁﬂgﬁgpﬁ, all right Ted Heath.. Harcld ¥Wilson

e«s General Franco. I give up.

HE rol¥®snS T0 LIS DESK, SITS, REACHLS FOR HIS ral Ay SsGINS
TO WrITE.

GIRL: What you doing?

WOTOR: Xmwiikxhmwextavieysdwitiedzx I can't cope with this.
Tou'll have to be admitted.

BOY: You mean -

DUCTOR: dmwgikm¥x I'm sending you round to casualty.
GIRL: Hospital? iow far is 1t?

BOY: (POGATHER) IHow we going %o get there?

il DOCTUR RALISES 418 BYES, wUYLERS B¢ lTéSELF. HE RHACHES
FOR THE PHONE ALD DIALS 3999,

DUCTGR: Ambulance service pleaue.
GIRL: What my going o say to my sum?

DUCTUR: Ambulance? Ur, Srice's surgsry... Fork Mews, Admit
two. I can't say. (IRRITABLE) No, I really can't begin o
say on the telephone..they'll see for themselves, girl. Fut
it down as stoprase. No stretchers. Wait, ah.. tell them to
bring up the wheekehair. Right, PUTS DUWWH PIONE.

BuYs ihanks doe, I appreciate that.

DOCTVH: Well, try and make yourselves comfortable. I'd better
take your pariiculars. Name?

BOY: Who?

DUCIORS Well all right.. you first.

GIRL: Do we have to give our names?

Dutlonr: If L'y to get paid for treating you, you do.

GiRL: But you haven't done nothing. He hasn't done nothing.
DOCTOR:  You've taken u) my time - disrupted -

GIRL: HRothing at all, You could have offersd me &
tranquilliser, I bet if I was a private patient.. how do you



GIRL: {CONTINUED) +thinkm it feels to be stuck up here, you
feel ever so silly.

8

DOCTORY Nane?

GI®L: Greta Garbo. I'm not giving you my real name, it
might get in the papers.

DUCYOKes Michael Parkinson!

GIEL: That 0ld trendie...ir. Ueepfreeze.. the man with the cash
register eyes, ever my uum wants a bit more than that..
honeat!

DUCTOR: Malcolwm Huggeridge...dary ¥hitehouse... Ian Faisley...

BOY: Look, mush, don't bring Northern Irelmad into this.. my
mother's an Irish ledy.

DUCTUR: I'm just trying to asesist detumescence, that's all,
GIRL: Bh?

DuCTOR: Look, I'm sorry but I must have your details,

BUY: Come on love, give us your name.

GIRL: All right.. I stilli faney you. BSharon Pierce, 4,
Hikado Villas, S5.%.18.

HOCTOR: And your name son?
BOY: (WMU:BLES) Rohcowr.

DUCTIR:  Beg your pard-n?

B2Y: Uowr.

DOCTORs  Will you spell it?

Giil: Yeah, come on, what's your name.. feir's fair.
BUY: It's obe.

Ginhs  Bob what?

BoYs  Carr,

GIRL: Carr... like in car?

BuY: Yuh that's it,

GIRL: Carr..., Bob Garr?
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DOCTOR: Bob shert for Robert, right?
B0Ys Right,
DOCITUR: Robert...Carr. Address?
3IRLt dang about. Hobert Carr? Is your name Robert Carr?
BUYs BrighTs
GIRL; The samre ag hime... you know.
BOY: Yeah.
BDOCTUR: Address?
GiRL: That won't be necd@sary.

56 GLIVBS DOWN FROM THE B0Y WHO IS CAUGHT SHOxY AwD COVERS
HIGSELP,

GIRL: Bloody Robert Carr... you mear I've had me legs open
round the @onker tree in lyde Park wiih 8 geezer sase BANE 8Se...
who do you Hhink you are?

BuYs Wssup?

GlHL: #hat do you bhink my name'll be? I've gotte live this down.
“hrist all mighty... meet a guy in the park, two minutes chat up..
round the back, get stuck, Very embarrassing, allm§§§%oggy
pagt the Albert Hall lovking for e Bay-ah...nevexr .o DEVEE
thinzs to open his down scuth.. 21l the time.... it just goes
4o show, you can't trust nobody, you've made me look a

right smawkaess.

BuoY: I can't help = ¥e name.

it,
Gith: You can chenge JBURESE, can't you? What about

Reggie laudling.. or Jim Callaghan... my Dad's always laughing
about them.. nonest, wiere's my bage...T0 Tils DICTOR...pity you
never thought of asuing his name in tie first place, saved ever

an nmuch trouble.
two'd

. 1
DOGWUR:  If gouid bothered to behave like norasal, civilised
buman belngs with & reﬁﬂect for eech otherkmx instead of -

GIRL: Never aind bad. ZThey're all so deprived. ie shculd have
asked you your name, that would have put we right ofif, str&igﬂt?'
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BOY: 1I'11 remewmbar that next time.

GiRL: Pancy trying to put us ofi with old Enoch... and Frincess

largareteess

BUY: Ag 1 always say, royalty can't answer back, I've thought
of changing me name to Bob Dylan, you know.

GIRL: what about vavid Bowie.. that's a very nice name,
THLEY GO, IGHNORIRG DCCTUR.

DGCTOR:  Typical.. typical., Well, at leas they cleared the
surgery.tF8hall have an sarly migithe

g IS A TAk, TaP A% DTHL DUOR,

]

n

W no... nct another patient! LOOKD AT HIS WADCH. AID he's

just made it, bugger. Come in, come in,

A HAN STICKS HIS HEAD ROUND Tdl DoOR, HESITAND.
DUCEDR: Come &long in then!

PATLIENT:  Doctor, you're never going to believe this,

HE dA% GUT Hl. FLEG.: sTUCK Us HIS ASS.



