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I had a feeling he might say that, for the doctor was a greedy, slothful man. The doctor didn’t care about the patients, just the money which he took home. His slothfulness was apparent with his home situation also, 3 wives, 3 years. Underneath his fake smile was a snake… The kind of snake who would deceive even the most helpless. Sheri the embarrassingly naive receptionist upstairs thought the world of him. Maybe she’ll be number 4. He was so good at deceiving everyone; he could do it in his sleep, per se. I wish I could expose him, but I am just another receptionist, who would listen to me. I could be over reacting. However, I’m pretty sure that when the Rolling Stones sang, “Won’t you guess my name,” they were thinking of this man. Man, he’s not a man; he’s a snake. He looks everyone up and down, thinking he’s so supreme. I’ll bet that he even thinks he’s a celebrity. He’s only famous for one thing in my book, sloth. 

This is where I must leave off, for I must ask you a question. I was wondering, how well did I do of distracting your attention from the obvious question… What did he say?

