
“A visit to a strange land” 
 
 
There were two experiences this week that made me feel like that proverbial, “stranger in a 
strange land”.  The first took place at the doctor’s office.  My doctor of many years sent out a 
letter last year saying that he had accepted a new position within the health network as the head 
of a new clinic or department, or some such thing.  In this letter, he listed the names of other 
doctor’s he suggested that we, as his patients, could turn to for uninterrupted care.   
 
It’s no secret that I’m not real fond of change.  This letter was a bit discouraging.  I liked the 
doctor I had been seeing.  We got along.  He knew my history and me.  Now, I was forced to start 
over with someone “new”.   I called the clinic to schedule a visit with “a” doctor.  There were 
several new younger doctors on staff who had openings to accommodate my schedule.  Unlike 
my previous doctor who was in Family Practice, these new doctors were in Internal Medicine.  
Apparently, at age 55, this was now the place for me.   
 
I checked in early to dispense with the particulars, details, and formalities, and then was directed 
to the “waiting room” designated for my new doctor.  This waiting room was unlike the one I was 
used to in Family Practice.  There was no aquarium filled with brightly colored fish to amuse me.  
The traditional outdated magazines that I was interested in perusing were nowhere to be found.  I 
noticed that the nurses that came in and out were not wearing brightly colored uniforms with 
carton characters printed on the fabric.  There were no fun posters with smiley faces hanging on 
the walls.  The colors were muted and subdued.  It was a bleak landscape to be sure. 
 
This waiting room was a foreign and strange land. There were magazines scattered about, but 
none that I cared to look at.  With titles like, “Home Crafts”, “Senior Travels”, “The Geriatric 
Journal”, and “Leisure Suits Revisited”, I felt rather uncomfortable.  Okay, maybe I did make up 
some of those titles.  The real magazines were just as bad, however. 
 
It was eerily quiet in this waiting room, too.  Although there were people present, it was too quiet 
for me.  The sound of pacemakers clicking and blood pressure monitors pumping air is not my 
idea of “alive and active”.  There were no kids either.  The people populating this room were just 
plain old.  Instead of toys on the floor, there were walkers and canes.  I realize that I am 55 going 
on 56, but I don’t feel old.  Younger people would consider me old I guess, but I do my best not to 
look old or act old.  I wanted to get in and out of there real fast.  At least my new doctor was 
young.   
 
Now, let’s move on to my next strange odyssey.  I have always kept a radio in my office for 
background music.  As a subscriber to Public Radio, having classical music playing in the 
background is important to me.  Several weeks ago, my classic old Sony table radio finally gave 
up the ghost.  I brought in a newer radio to replace it.  I could connect it with our outside antenna 
to improve reception in our commercial building.  For some reason, I have had difficulty locking in 
the station.  There would be static present from time to time.  Our IT manager suggested I be 
“high-tech”, go online to the radio station website, and listen to the music through my computer.   
 
I’ve not known any computer monitor to have very good audio qualities.  The sound coming 
through the little speakers in my monitor were “tinny” at best.  It was recommended I buy some 
decent quality self-powered speakers intended for use with my PC.  I decided to take that advice.  
On the way home from work last night, I stopped by a computer superstore to see what I could 
find. 
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As soon as I walked through the door of the store, I knew I was in a strange land.  Most people 
know that I am not computer savvy.  I personally don’t like personal computers.  I do not own one.  
Computers were never a part of my educational life growing up.  The computer I have on my desk 
at work is all I need, thank you.  “Computer-ese” is not a language I converse in.  I walked up and 
down the aisles of this massive computer store looking for speakers.  They weren’t easy to find. 
 
There were racks of T-shirts specially designed for “Geeks”.  I didn’t recognize most of the cables 
hanging on the racks.  Boxes of hard drives, dongles, dingles, dangles, modems, interfaces, and 
other such things filled the aisles from floor to ceiling.  They had separate rooms dedicated to 
accessories and displays.  One room was called, “Build Your Own Computer”.  That sounded like 
a lot of fun to me.  Not!!   
 
And, like the waiting room at Internal Medicine, the people wandering the store, both customers 
and clerks, were a “different lot”, too.  They all looked different than me (which is not altogether a 
bad thing I guess) and they talked a different language.  Like being surrounded by “old” people in 
that “waiting room”, I wanted to get in and out, real fast.   
 
Having a background in audio sales, I managed to find some speakers with a brand name I 
recognized.  I read the specifications on the box that I could understand, decided that these were 
the ones for me and scooted over to the checkout lane.  I completed my purchase and made a 
hasty retreat back to my truck.   
 
Believe it or not, I was successful in connecting my new speakers to my computer at work!  It was 
confusing, though.  There were six identical connectors grouped together on the back of my PC 
that I could plug the speaker cable into.  It only took me about eight attempts to find the right one 
to actually hear music.  The sound is wonderful.   
 
I guess it was worth the scary trip to the computer superstore considering what I now enjoy.  My 
visit to the “waiting room” was worth it, too, I guess, since my physical went well and my doctor 
said I was okay.  It will be one year before my next trek to the doctor.  I think I’ll bring some golf 
magazines and perk the place up a bit.  As for the strange land known as the computer 
superstore, I think I’ll steer clear of it.  After all, I am “55”.  Too many adventures like that may not 
be good for my health. 
 
Have a good day.   
  


