POEMS ON MEDICINE BY GP TRAINEES

CHEST PAIN
I could see this middle aged man coming through the door

I could see he was not in pain

I could see he was smiling

I felt he was quite happy with himself

I felt he wanted to have a chat with me about his daughter’s marriage

I felt he had a guilty feeling about drinking too much

I could hear his heart sounding well

I could hear him chatting to his wife about his daughter’s marriage

I could hear him laughing inside as he didn’t have heart pain but wanted to be OK when his daughter gets married


I feel isolated, alone, no saying in my mind; I’m going mad

I hear confusion in my husband’s voice “are you depressed?”

I feel a hand; my daughter is “wonderful” my life is “perfect”, what is there to be sad about?

I see my life is collapsing, word by word, minute by minute, a jumble of existence

I feel there is no way out

I see a doctor who won’t understand, she’ll only see the problem, that’s easy

I hear concern

I see a light


I see a busy waiting room

I feel I am lost in the queue

I hear the wait is 4 hours

I see a busy waiting room

I feel my break rapidly disappearing

I hear angry relatives


I see his fear

I feel his pain

I hear his nervous voice

I see everyone else getting what they want, “why not me?”

I feel singled out, like an outsider and persecuted

I hear the tone in your voice and all those rules you are telling me

I hear “you are not important and don’t deserve the same as the others”

I see a tiny fragile lady

Old but not elderly

Only a few lines on her face

Lips always turned down

Panicked expression

I feel pity for her state of mind

Sympathy for her troubles

Affection for the quirky person she is

Guilt that she is so sad while I am happy

I hear the quietness in her tones

The break in her voice when she speaks of her losses

The plaintiveness when she lists her litany of ailments


I feel insanity personified

I feel unsafe despite the big CPN next to me

I hear myself saying ‘Can this be happening in 2011?’

I smell 8 months of body odour

I see paranoid schizophrenia

I feel tired as it is 3 in the morning

I hear voices (only joking)

I smell fresh coffee waiting for me


Jeini Hard

I see I am constipated

I feel the discomfort

I hear doctor 1 who tells me I am constipated and I need medication

I see lots of boxes (Movicol sachets)

I feel confused

I hear my belly rumbling

I see doctor 2 who tells me I have diarrhoea and I need less medication

I feel something is missed

I hear my belly rumbling

I see doctor 3 who wants to examine me

I feel embarrassed

I hear I have been on medication I do not need

I see less medication

I feel relieved

I hear district nurses come to me with an enema to relieve me further


I see a pale sad tired old lady

I feel sad for her and tired of listening to her

I hear wards asking for help and full of frustration

I see myself: thin working away

I feel worried. I feel anxious

I hear others telling me to eat more, no work

I see a daily task, a mammoth task

I feel more anxious and unable to be like others

I hear my family laugh and boss me around

____________________________

“Not again”

I see nothing new

I feel like I want to speak

I hear the same thing again

I see something that is not there

I feel: ‘why should I care?’

I hear the same thing again

I see time tiding by

I feel I want to try

I hear the same thing again.


I could see a very emotional lady

I felt sorry for her

I could hear her thoughts saying…………doctor if only you could give me anti-depressants

I felt uncomfortable with what I felt was her request

I could see her getting better, if only she could give herself some time.


I see the colour of your eyes

I feel your hands are a bit cold

I hear you might be thinking you might be getting old

But I can see there is nothing wrong with you but a minor cold


I see the jaundice and the bruising

I feel frustrated, impotent and inadequate

I hear the patient and her husband laughing

I see their placid faces and their smiles

I feel I do not want to burst their bubble

I hear the jokes, the Christmas cheer

I see them leave the room

I feel; I’ll wait to give the bad news

I see an honest man

Who to fix his act is trying

I feel his strong frustration

However he’s won my admiration

I hear his deep remorse and moving and sharing forces


I see an elderly couple

I hear them use raised voices

I feel annoyed

I see the wife shuffling in her chair

I hear the wife speaking over her husband

I feel frustrated and sad

I see a new unfamiliar Dr in front of me

I see her speak at length to my husband

I feel very angry - what about me?


I smell the overwhelming odour of cigarettes

I see a thin frail lady on the trolley

I see her unkempt husband with his focus entirely on me

I see her tears

I feel her upset and frustration

I see the clock; it’s 5 minutes past home time (21:30)


I see the number on the UPVC door, 

Despite the creeping December’s cold he welcomes me warmly, 

I see him better

I hear the heavy breathing of a child

I feel special, a visitor to the new baby whose father nearly died on the day he was born

Doctor
I see this lady frustrated, annoyed and in agony

I feel helpless sad and wanting to cry

I hear her screams and finally new sighs of joy

I see the room, 4 square walls and harsh clinical lighting

I feel annoyed at being kept waiting, with only an offhand “sorry for the delay” as an apology

I hear the noise of the machines, the monitors in the background but nobody is listening to me

I see a young child brought by his father

I feel frustrated; his father mentioned he will claim for injuries
I hear…………………….


I see the patient in front of me

I feel her loss

I hear her crying

I see her tears rolling down

I feel sad

I hear silence

I see her mum crying too 

I feel I can help

I hear her stuttering to speak


I see anger

I feel frustrated

I hear ‘this GP surgery is rubbish’

(poem from doctor’s point of view)
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