Take the Goldbergs for example:

Mrs. would sit by the side of my desk
while Mr.,, the patient, dangled his feet
from the end of the exam table,
staring north through a shut window.
To catch what was going on, | had to
swivel back and forth from him to her.

My chair—oak, slat back, had wheels
and a spring device that allowed me to
lean back for pondering

or forward to engage—was crucial

for making it through a day of caring.

Now I'm eighty-six and my doctor sits
sideways, facing a busy monitor:

he checks the labs, the meds,

the consultant’s notes, the guidelines
for preventive care.

Then the hurried history and physical.
Then the printout with instructions.
He's roped in by codes and time slots,
his left brain in full throttle.

How does he get by, | wonder—

so little story telling, so little touching. *

Look!

Without my swivel chair

I might have missed Mrs. Goldberg
shake her head and mutter,

“Only God knows, if even God knows.”

John L. Wright MD
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