Poems on Medicine by GP trainees
The bare bones of an exercise that might help are:
· think of an interesting consultation 
· write a clinical note about it 
· talk in pairs about what went on between you and the patient 
· choose a point of view, either yours or the patient’s 
· write a poem of at least 3 lines beginning I see, I hear or I feel, with as many more lines as you like but they should all begin with one of those phrases 
· think about how the poem differs from your clinical note
Here are some poems our GP trainees wrote when we did this exercise in 2010

I see my son is worried...

I hear you say you are trying to help...

I feel pain...

I believe only God will help me now.

I see a young frightened woman...

I hear a girl crying...

I feel  distressed and upset.

I see a poorly man...

I hear a frightened voice...

I feel worried and helpless as his fear is forcing my inactivity.

I feel upside down...

I hear myself be nasty...

I see no way out.

I feel uncertain...

I see a new doctor...

I see her lead me to the room...

I hear her ask me to remove my veil...

I hear her speaking slowly...

I see her thinking hard...

I see her looking at the computer...

I see her smiling...

I feel encouraged...

I feel helped.

I see a troubled face...

Weary and concerned...

I hear an anxious voice wanting reassurance...

I feel relieved and happy.

I hear the footsteps...

Echoing in the corridor...

Gradually coming closer...

There is no escape...

Deep breath...

The door opens...

I see the girl...

And her mother...

There’s something different...

I cant put my finger on it...

The same problems...

But different...

I feel uncomfortable...

Time passes...

I listen...

But I still dont understand...

Why won’t she just tell me?
I see him sat across the desk...

I hear him ticking a list in his head...

I feel like I’m another on a belt...

I feel like one of many...

I hear him concerned about my cough...

I hear him ready to examine my chest then...

I hear him explain away my woes...

I see my smoking’s a problem again...

Do I feel better now I’m told?
I see a young man who looks older then his years...

I hear a cry for help which has so far been ignored...

I feel uncertain and concerned..
I see elderly patients who are short of breath everyday...

I hear no breath sounds over the patient’s left lung field...

I feel intrigued.

I see a new doctor every time I come here...

I hear the questions she is asking...

I hear the explanation given...

Perhaps thats what it is...

I feel encouraged to try my new medicine...

I feel listened to – Ill give this a try.

I’ll see a different doctor next time anyway.

I see someone who could be me...

I hear what you tell me with horror...

I don’t want to listen to your story...

I feel repelled,angry, useless.

I feel that I was not understood...

I see a woman not in control...

I feel her worry...

I hear a cry for help...

I feel motivated...

I see a happy child - but for how long?

I see him sat there helpless,

Contracted.His limbs twisted...

Like useless ganglions...

His eyes are staring,never connecting.
I hear his breathing,harsh and wearisome...

Every breath an effort,a battle...

I wonder if he wants to fight anymore...

I feel helpless,saddened-grateful...

I wonder what he is feeling.

I see beauty and elegance...

I see anxiety and fear...

I see  vunerable and damaged...

I hear maturity but insecurity...

I hear hopes and dreams for the future...

I hear fear of doctors and men...

I feel angry...

I feel responsible...

I feel sorrow.

I see a frail lady...

I hear a wheeze and some creps...

I feel unsure...

I see a loving daughter who wants to take her mother home...

I hear a resolving chest infection...

I feel indecisive.

I see an upset mother who wants to be away from the mad admission unit...

I feel a saturation beep L85%...

I feel that it will be a mistake if I let her go tonight...

I see no fractures from the fall she had...

I hear the bell for the relatives to go home...

I feel I did the right thing to observe her overnight.

I see an old lady sitting in a ward...

I hear that she needs a reward...

I feel that she needs a greeting card...

I see staff wanting minimal examination.

I hear that she is ok,in her clinical examination...

I feel that she is fine,in her cognitive examination...

I see she just needs more time...

I hear she wants physio support...

I feel she needs just more support.
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