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A Humorous Exercise 
Author: David Rowlandson 

 

There’s a new clinic opened in my home town. It’s a Humour clinic 
some wag has christened “The Funny Bone”, with a motto that 
“they’ll have you in stiches before you leave.” 

Now you may very well think I can use this page as a vehicle for 
well used hospital anecdotes, but I can assure you, that this is 
extremely likely. Pin back your ears and I’ll try and nurse you through 
the 500 words I have bandaged together. 

It’s not such a bad idea you know. They say that “laughter is one 
of the best cures of illness.” To begin with, the clinic has no waiting 
room. It has a stage with rows of seats facing it.  

I was referred to it by my local doctor who told me I had lost my 
sense of humour after I told him I was feeling run down, I think it was 
the number 25a bus that hit me. He wrote me a prescription for a 
good dose of comedy. I didn’t find that in the least funny. However, 
he gave me the address and put me in a taxi. Did the NHS pay my 
fare? Don’t make me laugh!  

What a place. A Nurse showed me in. Emblazoned on her 
uniform was a warning. “Don’t mess with me. I get paid to stab 
people with sharp objects.” 

Cowardly I took the one empty seat left, pushing a tiny man out 
of the way. He complained that there were no more seats. I told him 
he had to be a little patient. 
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Holding a mike, centre stage were two men, one in a white coat. 
Mike I think was a patient. They were doing doctor jokes like this: 
“Doctor. I’ve just swallowed a spoon.” Yes, you’ve heard it before. He 
told him to ‘sit down and don’t stir.’ 

Even though I knew the old gag, I felt an internal grin begin to 
itch. The one liners came thick and fast. I began to titter, then to 
laugh out loud, as did most of the other patients. 

I later found out that the little man was part of an act. He was a 
Ventriloquist’s dummy. He told me wanted a pill that would help him 
form his own opinions, as he was fed up with other people putting 
words in his mouth. 

It was more than one-way interaction. The doctor on stage 
began asking some of the seated patients what was wrong with 
them. One old dear told him she had slipped on ice and her legs had 
gone in separate directions. He moved on to the shy looking man in 
the middle. “What about you sir?” He replied that he had an 
inferiority complex and emphasised that it was not a good one.   

The tears began to roll down my face. It didn’t matter what I 
heard from then on, it was all quite funny. And it remained that way 
until the men in the white coats came to fetch me. 
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