Intensive Care

This waiting room looks the same
as it always does:
the seats are just as uncomfortable
and smokers still are on the patio
crowded in with drink machines,
but I am accustomed to it now
and used to quiet faces
that speak with eyes.
It's almost like an old friend
who asks nothing;
the walls hold me in and you
have all the attention down the hall.
It's not as scary as it's been
because often we have visited
this place; I've tasted the instant
coffee and settled on the Russian
tea from volunteers.
Again I'm glad I passed up smoking
since that free pack on the
dorm hall.

Lonely thoughts intrude of
when or if or how
of only God knows why this world
exists in such a form,
why people have to sit
in question on hard chairs
while their lives are picked up
and dumped. Even the volunteer
cannot smile, but she is here— 
perhaps because of where she's been.
Unknown the reason, but her presence
adds a comfort to the atmosphere.
Once dumping ends, if it does,
and if I'm still standing,
I'll be a friendly volunteer,
make Russian tea or bring a box of
cookies by or drop off some
decent magazines.
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