Sample Place Description – Senior Project
Topic Question:  How is humor used to deal with adversity?

Walking down the hallways of Manor Care Assisted Living Center, [my mentor’s] words still echoing in my head, I am overwhelmed.  It is an odd atmosphere; the calm, slow life of the residents contrasts with the chaotic, rushed work of the nurses and nurses’ aides.  I look inside the open doorways as I pass thought the Williamsburg Wing where patients pay an extra fee for private, nicely furnished rooms.  Inside, resident watch television or sleep, numb to the noise and commotion past their four walls.  From where I stands it is impossible to ignore.  I am bombarded with an orchestra of noises and smells, my brain on sensory overload.  The non-descript beige walls and generic furniture leave little to excite my optic nerves, but the other senses make up for it. The smell of the hallways has a faint tinge of something sour that my mind is quick to identify as urine.  Mixed in is the smell of the breakfast that was served only an hour or so before, the sticky syrup scent still clinging to the air.  The most overpowering scent is one that cannot be put in to words.  It is the smell of hospitals:  a mix of bodies, medicine and sickness.  More than odd, the mix is nauseating if considered for too long.  I try not to as I enter the nurse’s station.

The nurse’s station is a room full of sound.  Phones ring on three different desks, at least four lines screaming to be answered at once.  Call lights flash and “ding,” waiting to be answered, each representing a patient wanting to express some need.  Disoriented, I sit down in a large office chair and try to take it all in.  And old woman shuffles into the halls in a fancy night gown and fuzzy slippers looking just as bewildered as I feel.  “What time is happy hour, honey?” she asks me.


“Mrs. Catula,” the nurse to my right puts her arm around the frail woman and begins guiding her across the hall to her room as she talks, “happy hour isn’t until five.  You’ve finished your breakfast!”


“Oh,” the woman says, genuine concern played across her face, “I was afraid I missed it.  What would I do without my whiskey?”  I try to stifle a laugh, but since the nurse holding Mrs. Catula’s hand is smiling too, I realize that it is all right.

