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s. Scott? Could you tell me
what season it is?” I asked, gently placing
my hand on the thin, shaky arm of the
patient in front of me. She looked at
me and made eye contact for a moment
before turning away. She stared at a point
on the wall, fidgeting with her hospital
gown.
I waited, then tried again. “Ms. Scott?”
“Oh! Yes?” She appeared startled, as
though I had just shaken her out of a
deep sleep.
“What season is it?”
“I believe it’s summer,” she said.
Snowflakes swirled past the window
beside us.
“Okay,” I said. “It’s actually winter, but
that’s okay. Could you tell me where you
are right now?”
She looked around the hospital room, the
creases in her forehead deepening. “I . . . I
don’t know.”
“That’s okay,” I said. “You’re at the
hosp—”
“I want to go home,” she interrupted me,
suddenly agitated. “I want to go home.
Can you take me home?”
Ms. Scott was eighty-nine years old. She
lived alone and was fiercely independent.
She enjoyed book club meetings and
evening strolls around her neighborhood,
and she went to church every Sunday.
She had never married and did not have
any children, but she was close with her
neighbor, who checked on her every few
days. According to the neighbor, last
week, Ms. Scott had mentioned that she
was having some burning with urination.
A couple days later, she seemed very
confused, and the neighbor decided
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to bring her to the hospital. Upon
admission, Ms. Scott was found to have
a urinary tract infection. She was treated
with antibiotics, but now five days later,
she remained—more often than not—
lost, restless, and scared.
As I walked out of Ms. Scott’s room, I
circled through the causes of delirium in
my head for what felt like the hundredth
time, trying to visualize the PowerPoint
slide I had so diligently memorized
during my first year of medical school.
Ms. Scott’s electrolytes were within
normal limits. Her medication list didn’t
seem to have any potential culprits. Her
urinary tract infection had been treated,
and she had no other signs of infection.
Why wasn’t she getting any better?
On rounds later that morning, our
team—attending, resident, nurse,
pharmacist, social worker, and me—
gathered outside of Ms. Scott’s room,
and I launched into my presentation. As
I attempted to outline a plan for the day,

I felt my voice becoming more and more
unsteady.
“I guess we could do brain imaging to
rule out a stroke, although I don’t know if
that really makes sense since she doesn’t
have any focal neurologic deficits, but
maybe as a last resort . . . .” I mumbled
before trailing off.
The attending nodded slowly, looking to
the rest of the team for other ideas.
“I was just thinking,” the nurse chimed
in. “It sounds like Ms. Scott is fairly social
when she’s at home. But she’s been all
alone in that room ever since she got
here. I wonder if that could be playing
a role, causing her to remain delirious
even after treatment of her urinary tract
infection.”
“Yes, I’ve been calling her neighbor with
updates, but I think it’s just a tough time
of year for people to come visit—with the
holidays coming up, they’re so busy with
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their own families,” the attending said.
“I agree that her being all alone certainly
isn’t helping things, but I’m not sure if
there’s too much we can do about it.”
“Well . . . ” the nurse continued. “What
if we rolled her bedside chair out to the
nurses’ station?”
The team looked on, a bit puzzled, as she
explained.
“We could have her sit there for a few
hours each day. The nurses could talk
with her, and she would be right near
a window, getting some sunlight. As of
right now, it’s not a very busy week on the
floor. I can check with the other nurses
and make sure it’s okay with them, but I
think it should be fine.”
The attending thought for a moment,
shrugged, and then smiled. “Sure. Let’s
give it a try.”
After rounds, Ms. Scott’s bedside chair
was rolled out of her room and over to

the nurses station, and it stayed there
throughout the afternoon. It was a bit of
a strange sight—a tiny eighty-nine-yearold woman in a giant chair, sitting at the
nurses’ station with her hands folded
across her lap. But, the nurses tried to
make it feel as normal as possible. They
found time to sit with her despite their
long to-do lists. Given her intermittent
confusion, it wasn’t always easy to
carry on a conversation. However, they
remained patient and calm, telling her
jokes and stories and simply listening to
what she had to say.

two afternoons at the nurses’ station and
would likely be ready for discharge today
or tomorrow.

By the end of the day, Ms. Scott’s delirium
had improved. She was conversing more
easily, smiling and laughing with only
slight lapses in attention. We had made
no additional medical interventions, and
yet, it seemed that she was finally getting
better.

Ms. Scott paused. She looked around
the hospital room, her eyes lingering
on the cracked door leading out to
the hallway. “Well, my dear, I suppose
I’m at the hospital. But wouldn’t you
know—it’s begun to feel like a second
home.”

“Good morning, Ms. Scott! I’m sorry,
but I have to ask you those silly questions
again,” I said, sitting down beside her
hospital bed. She had now spent the past
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“Ask away, honey,” she answered, sitting
up a bit straighter.
“Can you tell me what season it is?”
“It’s winter,” she replied, calm and
confident.
I nodded. “And can you tell me where you
are right now?”
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