Problem Based Learning: “It never rains but it pours.”

It was after 2.30pm when Tony the trainer had finally finished his visits. He reflected wistfully about the days when he started in practice. Visits seemed to fit into the ‘morning’ in those days and there always seemed to be time to go home for lunch and do some paperwork in the afternoon before surgery. Whatever happened to lunchtime? Where was the afternoon now evening surgery began at 3.30? Another evening session of logging on and writing referral letters from home seemed to loom. Perhaps Janet could take the boys to football again this week?

Just as Tony was consoling himself with the thought of a cup of tea and a biscuit before surgery Sylvia, the practice manager, came down to his room with a message about Tiny Tearful the GP registrar. Sylvia had spent the last half hour consoling Tiny who was very upset after her ‘surgery debrief’ with Brian this morning.

Tony soon found Tiny in her room surrounded by tissues and CSA revision guides. A sniffing Tiny explained that she felt most upset by Brian’s review of her surgery notes from this morning. She explained that he had told her that she ‘really wasn’t up to speed ‘and that ‘she would not be the sort of doctor that most practices were looking for ‘when she got her CCT in August.

Tony sighed inwardly. Brian was always keen to teach ‘real’ general practice but seemed to have forgotten the session on feedback skills Tony had run last year.

Tony did wonder if he was being too protective towards Tiny. What  could he do to prepare her for ‘real’ general practice?

Having devoted some  time to ‘damage limitation’ and making sure that Tiny was able to do her evening surgery Tony then took a call from the daughter in law of Gertie Muddle, age 85, who lived in the sheltered accommodation close to the sugery. Tony was aware that Gertie had been turning up at the surgery at various times during the day without an appointment. The reception staff had taken her home on several occasions when she had been found wandering in the village.

Sheila Muddle had visited her mother in law at the weekend and on her return to Slapping-by- the Sea in  Essex had decided that ‘something must be done’.  She was adamant that the practice do something to make Gertie safe even if this meant getting a psychiatrist and sectioning her. Had she had any tests and was she on those tablets ‘to improve her memory’?

Having negotiated some sort of plan Tony realised that he had only 10 minutes before he was due to start surgery. At this moment Brian put his head round the door to ask if Tiny was OK after his ‘bit of straight talking’ this morning. As Tony was observing the bags below Brian’s eyes Brian asked if Tony knew the dose of phenergan for a 3 year old. Brian wanted to write a prescription for his daughter Bethany who ‘had not slept’ since the arrival of her baby sister 3 months ago. It sounded if Bethany was refusing to go to bed and finally falling asleep downstairs at 10pm. During the night she was waking every 2 hours and getting into her parents bed.

Tony felt the irritation he had felt towards Brian earlier that afternoon begin to melt away. What was the dose of phenergan anyway?

