Transcript as a poem:

A contrasting technique has also been employed to present data that is engaging on a personal or emotional level. Miles and Hubermann (1994) describe a technique ‘The transcript as a poem’ as a method of presenting such data:

It brings the reader very close to a very condensed set of data, has a compelling flow and forbids the superficial attention of the analyst. You have to treat the data set - and the person they came from - seriously because a “poem” is something to engage in at a deep level. It is not just a figurative transposition but an emotional statement as well. 

(Miles and Hubermann, 1994, p110)

This method uses only the words spoken by the participant, which are reorganised to provide a concise presentation in the form of a poem, providing an alternative to using quotations from the transcripts. Whilst this technique is unusual it has been used as the principal means of presenting data, for example in a study by Richardson (1992).

Figure 2. Transcript as a poem: Three weeks into the job.


Appendix 5: Original transcript from which the ‘poem’, presented in figure 2, p 60 , is derived.

I have been in some appalling situations, to be honest. When I started my first House job, my medical House job, the SHO when we were on call…it was a one in four and it was me and a third year SHO, covering everything, covering A&E and he wanted to be an art dealer, he didn’t want to be a doctor, he hated what he was doing, he hated his job, he had no interest whatsoever….so he just  wouldn’t do anything. I’d bleep him ten times, he wouldn’t answer or I’d bleep him about something and he just wouldn’t respond at all…like tell me to ‘fuck off’ down the ‘phone because I was bleeping him. And he left me on my own dealing with a women who’d got PCO2 of 16 on the Ward and I thought she was going to die and she ended up in ITU being ventilated like two days later and they never got her off it ….but I was there from two in the morning until half eight, when everyone else started coming in, trying to deal with this woman and it was just a complete nightmare situation and that was three weeks into the job. I just hadn’t got a clue what to do and it was awful because I just thought that she was going to die and the nurses were there, basically getting really stressed because they could see how ill she was, they could see that I couldn’t manage it, couldn’t get this man to come and do anything, couldn’t get the Consultant out - the Consultant wasn’t contactable…it was appalling.

NP - 
Did you attempt to contact the Consultant?

Well, we couldn’t get in touch with him through switchboard. He wasn’t available.

NP - 
So, in effect, you had no…there wasn’t….there really was…you were struggling to find any support at all, no matter what…

Yes....it was just me….couldn’t get anyone else there at all.
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