
Prologue: The dream ... 

Last night I had a dream: 

I was one of a team of three sisters in charge of a large surgical ward. It was 
very busy, with constant coming and going of patients, staff of every kind and 
managers of this and that. These managers always had clipboards and asked 
many questions, looking cool while they did their surveys. 

Then came a call that a disaster had happened nearby, and all senior staff 
were needed there. I was among those who went, repeatedly crawling through 
rubble and fallen masonry to try and get to injured people. The more frantically 
we searched, the more people we found, some very badly injured. The 
destruction seemed to go on and on. 

After a while I crawled up from some cellar, still in uniform, very dusty, my 
cap grey and not straight on my head. I was dazed and shaking, not able to say 
anything. I was looking for someone to talk to, but I knew nobody; they were 
all too busy, but many seemed to be running around 'doing' nothing in 
particular, and with frightened looks on their faces. 

I sat down in all this rubble and chaos, now not caring any more about 
anyone else. Tears started to flow and they seemed to fall very heavily on my 
lap, having gathered a lot of dirt and grime off my cheeks. That seemed to 
attract a person who came up very quietly from somewhere. I recognised the 
person, but it was not someone I knew by name. She helped me up, took my 
arm, and we picked a way through the chaos to some big gate. We stood there 
a long time, looking at the devastation and also out to ordinary life, and 
gradually I began to feel 'me' again. I was longing for a wash and clean-up, and 
to get back to work, in a new uniform, and feeling in charge again. 

1 
V. Tschudin et al., Managing Yourself
© Verena Tschudin (Chapters 1–7) and Jane Schober (Chapter 8) 1990


