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Are you going to take that long with all the patients?

Depends. If they’re really sick, I’'ll have to.
I'm just saying..there are a lot waiting.

Well, this one tried to kill herself last year. And today she’s really
hurting.

I wanted a full physical, and I heard this is just a check-up, but I’'ve been
waiting over two hours!
Could you put this gown on, please. What are you worried about?
I can’'t find work that doesn’t make me lift, but I can’'t lift.
Can you swim?
Never learned.
What was your favorite job?

Don’t tell on my mom, it’s not her fault.

You deserve more. What are you good at?
I like math..and I can draw.

I have to make that phone call. Bring by your report card, we’ll talk
colleges. You were in foster care for a while, so you might be able to get a
scholarship.

Doctor, are you taking lunch? You still have three morning patients.

Mr. Gomez, why aren’t you taking the insulin?
Doc, I never liked needles. And that kept me out of trouble.

This is different. You may have to trust me on this. I want you to stay
healthy.

Can you see her younger brother? You're overbooked, but he looks sicker.
Did I just have a seizure, or did the computer freeze?

Well? Am I?

Do you want to be?
I don’t mind. Whatever...

Would your boyfriend be a good father? Does he have a job? Where will you
live?

Computers are down. We have to switch to paper.
Why wasn’t that consult arranged? It’s been months...
Can you see one for Dr. Bates? She had to leave for a meeting, and this
patient took two buses.
Is there any coffee left?
This one’s late, but it’s a hospital follow-up, and he has a fever.
Can we still get a blood draw?
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We’re leaving, doc. Go out the side door. Security has to go soon.
‘Night. Thanks for your help.
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