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(The VET sits at his desk. MRS HEATH is attending to her pet on a lead which is on a chair facing away so we can't see it)
MRS HEATH:  That’s it. There’s a good boy. Sit. Sit. Now, stay, stay.

THE VET: What seems to be the problem, Mrs Heath?

MRS HEATH: I’m a bit worried about Bobbie. He’s very listless and off his food. He hasn’t barked for ages. All he seems to do is to sit in his basket and sleep all day.

THE VET: Right, Mrs Heath. I think we can cut to the quick on this one…

MRS HEATH: Aren’t you even going to examine him?

THE VET: No. An examination will be not be necessary in this case because I think I can spot the problem from here.

MRS HEATH: Is it that bad?

THE VET: Well, yes and no. On the plus side there’s no sign of canine disease or injury here, but on the downside, these symptoms are easily explained by the fact that this is not a dog. It’s a potato.

MRS HEATH: A potato.

THE VET: Yes.

MRS HEATH: Are you sure?

THE VET: Yes, it’s definitely a potato.

MRS HEATH: What about his little legs?

THE VET: That’s just where it’s sprouting. If you keep a potato in a warm room it will tend to start sprouting.

MRS HEATH: But I’ve taken him for a walk every day.

THE VET: I don’t think the word ‘walk’ is quite the expression we’re looking for here, is it, Mrs Heath? I think ‘drag’ is probably a more accurate description. Without the collar or lead I doubt very much that 'Bobbie' would go anywhere.  You’ll also notice that he doesn’t have a head. Generally speaking, a dog without a head is unlikely to be viable.

MRS HEATH: At least he doesn’t bark all the time like some dogs

THE VET: Incessant barking can be a problem with some dogs, with a potato, less so.

MRS HEATH: I can’t believe it. Maybe I’ve been feeding him the wrong things.

THE VET: I doubt that’s the problem. Can I ask where you purchased 'Bobbie'?

MRS HEATH: From the pet shop. Although, now I come to think of it they did have a unusually wide selection of fruit and vegetables, you know, for a pet shop.

THE VET: Did it, by any chance, say 'Greengrocer' over the door?

MRS HEATH: Strange, but yes… I think it did. I just assumed that they hadn’t got round to changing the sign since they turned it into a pet shop.

THE VET: Now think carefully about this Mrs Heath – when you went into the shop what words did you actually use?

MRS HEATH: I said I’d like a small dog please. Preferably brown.

THE VET: You didn’t say something along the lines of, ‘I’d like a potato’.

MRS HEATH: Well, now you come to mention it…

THE VET: Of course there are certain advantages to having a pet potato rather than a dog. 

MRS HEATH: Really?

THE VET: Oh yes. You’ll save a fortune on dog food. You won’t have to go out in the rain or be troubled by brown stains on your lawn, and no one, to my knowledge, has ever been sued by someone bitten by a potato. On the other hand it won’t be much use as a guard dog, unless, of course, the burglar has an uncontrollable fear of vegetables.

MRS HEATH: Will I need any pills for him?

THE VET: No. Even if I had some suitable pills, I think you might find them rather hard to administer

MRS HEATH: They’ll never like to take their pills, do they, the little tykes.  Sorry to have bothered you. Anyway, you know what they say - better to be safe than sorry - and you really have helped put my mind at rest. 

THE VET: All part of the service. Now if you wouldn’t mind paying the receptionist as you leave.. That will be £460. Plus VAT.

MRS HEATH: That does seem an awful lot of money.

THE VET: Yes, it may seem like that to you, but being a person unable to distinguish between a dog and a potato, I don’t think you’re any position to judge whether or not you are being massively overcharged by an unscrupulous vet.

MRS HEATH: Will they take a cheque?

THE VET: I’m sure they will as long as it is a cheque and not, say,  an aubergine.

MRS HEATH: Thank you very much. Come on, Bobbie. That’s it. Jump down, Bobbie. Better get you home before it rains. Don’t want to get your legs – I mean – shoots - wet. Thanks again.

THE VET: Goodbye. (CALLS OUT) Next idiot.
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