WTCH
I bit down, not with extreme vigor. And I wish, dear readers, that I could claim to have had a crisp fall apple in my hands, rather than the reality, a refrigerated candy bar.

I barely managed not to swallow the hard smooth kernel, and fished it out. At a glance, I identified the crown, and my tongue probed my now Alfred E. Newmanesque smile. My worst fears had happened.
I tried to wedge the crown back in place, over the unsightly stump, hoping then to use some dried out household cement from my kitchen junk drawer to hold it in place—nada. It wouldn’t cooperate.
Monday dawned, and I hied myself to Rite Aid, where I found my best friend from my years in braces-- white wax. I fashioned a prosthetic tooth, popped it over the stump, and proceeded to the hospital to work and hopefully not swallow my artistic effort.

A dose of dentistry awaits me. But ‘why worry’ (as my look-alike might say)—I’ve already seen the WTCH-  the worst that could happen.

How about you? Do you live life dreading the worst that could happen, rather than savoring life’s best? Remember, as my brother Robert says, “so long as the WTCH isn’t APOCOLYPSE, you’ll likely get over it.”

Bedside Manners: Delegation and the WTCH

Too many tasks at hospital or home, and can’t chance delegation because the task will really get messed up, and you’ll need to do it all over anyway? Try this exercise, modified from my book, “Don’t Jettison Medicine”. 

Make a three column table, the left column labeled: Tasks to Delegate, the middle: To Whom, and the third: WTCH. Fill it in, then rewrite your own goals for the day to shift these tasks off your plate and onto someone elses. After all, the WTCH is that you can’t reassign the jobs after all; the best, that you might find more time for the remaining tasks that need your special abilities, or heaven forbid, to care for yourself. After all, what’s the WTCH? 

 Pat on the back
To Faith Morrison RN, BSN, CGRN and her team from the Arkansas SGNA for their super regional conference held in Little Rock. My favorite part? Heading out post conference with fellow speaker and new gal pal Dorie Wermers to Little Rock’s Flying Fish Restaurant (home of the National Billy Bass Adoption Agency) for catfish, okra, and some real innovation on the scientific application of abdominal pressure during endoscopy. Now, my colonoscopies fly even faster, despite those pesky redundant female colons!
Patricia Raymond MD FACP FACG (www.RxForSanity.com, www.YourHealthChoice.net,  www.SimplyScreening.com)  is a gastroenterologist, speaker, broadcaster, media consultant, and so much more, when you start peeling those layers.
