Julia Angell

Behind the Nurses Desk

The light’s too bright,
could the curtain be drawn, I ask?  
But it’s her infection draining
that hangs between us. 

And I could do without the stares
of the slippered men, 
shuffling up and down to 
stop clots forming.

One of my drips has finished
should I tell them? But

It’s time for the consultant’s rounds,
I listen.
Woods 6, pneumonia, early dementia,
Gardner 7, bladder infection, pneumonia, Alzheimer’s.

Angell 8, they turn 
and catch me watching.
Tests not back, bacterial, suspected pneumonia,
swab sent.

I’m prone to complications 
at my age, and perhaps
not supposed to be that alert. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]I close my eyes.

The other drip has finished
I press the button

A loud buzzer sounds, my cubicle, 
and cheeks, flash red.
I heard them say earlier 
they’re on half manpower, it’s a while.

Sorry, my drips have finished,
 I didn’t know if I should say,
 and I need to go....  She disconnects me,
 I’ll renew this after you’ve been.

I wobble to the toilet, hoping
not to be seen, realising why us women 
don’t wander like the men,
bad hair day doesn’t come close…

At lunchtime a nurse in dark blue 
sits, head in hands.
The interviews at 2, she says,
I’m just so tired.
My buttons have fallen to the floor,
should I call? But 

She’s worn out, being consoled by
the nurse in light blue, 
who puts her arm around her, It’ll be alright,
the adrenalin ‘ll kick in, you’ll see.

I want to call out, Remember, 
they need you, more than you need them!
Advice that worked for me. 
And

Sorry, but I think my drip still needs replacing….




