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It all starts when you receive the reminder from your
doctor's office.

"Time for your annual check up," it says.

"Why should I bother," you think, "I feel just fine."
And indeed you do.

Within the next few days you notice a little thing here
and a little thing there. Maybe a tingling in your toe or
a guivering in your eyebrow.

"It's nothing," you remind yourself.

But it's too late. You've planted the seed. After a few
days you notice paralysis of your big toe and a bloodshot
eye.

"Maybe I better make that appointment. This could be
serious."

You call your doctor. The soonest he can fit you in
is a week from Thursday.

“Oh my, I hope it doesn't get worse," you tell yourself
as your foot falls asleep for the seventh time today.

You peek in the mirror again and notice your eye is
not only bloodshot, but the 1id is drooping as well.

That night you have a hard time getting to sleep. You

roll out of bed and stub your other toe on the door.
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Slamming the door aside, you rush to the bathroom. In the
bathroom you toss every item out of your medicine chest.
Frustrated, you cuss to yourself.

"Where are those sleeping pills?"

You finally locate the bottle and gulp a few pills down.
An hour or so passes before you fall asleep.

The next few days you follow the same pattern. Worry-
ing by day, taking pills at night. There is a balance in
this. At least you can count on a good night's sleep.

During these days you call your mother, your father,
your brother, your uncle, and your three best friends. You
also call the medical hotline. You receive advice from each
of them. Everyone, of course, has a different diagnosis.
This drives you up the wall, so you try the library.

"Where can I find information on diseases?" You
stutter at the librarian.

The librarian asks why you want to know. (It will help
her locate the right book.) You patiently explain as you
gesture to your eye and foot. She nods, loocks you up and
down, then stares you i1n your good eye.

"Follow me;" she says.

She leads you to the medical reference section. Polint-
ing out several appropriate books, she pulls one off the
shelf.

"Try this one. ILook up your symptoms in the index,
then read the pages mentioned. Let me know if yvou need more

help.,"
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She turns to leave you in your misery.

Nervously, you flip through the pages. Ooh....
here's one that fits your symptoms exactly:

"+....bloodshot eyes and paralysis of the
extremities often occur several weeks after
contracting disease. If left unchecked,
blindness may follow. Gangrene will also

set into the paralyzed limbs. Other symptoms
include insomnia, bruising, hot flashes, and
loss of hair. If illness persists for more
than six months, death is likely..... n

Closing the book, you slide out of your chair. you
take a long last look at the library and sigh at how much
you are going to miss it when you die.

Thursday approaches very slowly. In the meantime, you
have doubled your sleeping pill dosage. During the day
you feel weak and tired. Is there more hair in your hair
brush each morning? You wonder, and vow to count each
hair in the brush tomorrow so you will know for sure. You
poke yourself in the arm to see how fast another bruise
will pop out. All day long you're hot and cold.

"Oh no, my disease is progressing," you state with

horror.
Thursday arrives. You rush to get dress. The antici-
pation is killing you. You jump in your car and avoid five

accidents on the way to your doctor's office.
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You walk into his waiting room.

"Hello Mrs. Smith. Are you here for your annual
check up?" The receptionist speaks in her most cheerful
volce.

"You should know, you sent the reminder," you mutter
half under your breath.

Out loud you say: "Oh yes, but I've noticed some
other symptoms during the week. I'd like to have them
checked out."

"Oh, really?" asks the receptionist.

"I only had you down for your annual exam. There's
only one room we use to check those other things out. Some-
one else is scheduled in there now.™

"My appointment was supposed to be the first one of
the day," you state with irritation.

You notice your paralysis getting worse.

"I know, but you'll have to wait," the receptionist
says. "It will be better anyway. The doctor will be able
to give you more time."

"And charge me more money....." you add, barely
whispering.

You sit down to wait.

The next few hours pass very quickly. What with
counting the flowers on the wallpaper, and reading the
gossip about Mickey Rooney's wedding (his first) for the

thousandth time, why wouldn't the time pass quickly? While
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you flip through a magazine, you ask yourself a lot of ques-
tions.

Things like:

"Does that nurse ever work?" "Where did she get that
ugly hot pink uniform?" “"How much longer must I wait here?"
"How much is the doctor going to charge me?" "How much should
I charge him?" "Will I have to take tests?" "Will my child-
ren miss me when I die?" "How can I get that mother to ask
her kid to shut up?" "How many times will the nurse tell

me that I'11 be called next?"
When the receptionist finally calls your name, you
Jjump to your feet. However, your feet won't hold your body
up. You've been sitting too long. You follow the young
lady into the examination room. The receptionist tells you
that your nurse will be in. She leaves. The nurse comes,
"Strip down. Take everything off. Put the gown on with
the tie in the back. The doctor will be with you momentarily."
The nurse leaves.
There you sit. For another hour and fifteen minutes.
The paralysis has amazingly subsided. You count the goose-
bumps on your arm. Someone decided that the thermostat should
remain at fifty degrees. You sneeze once or twice. You Jump
off the table and poke your head out the door.
"Hey, anybody out there?"

The nurse peeps around the corner and reminds you to be

patient. The doctor is on his way. Surprisingly he does ar-
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rive within the next few minutes.

"SO.s.....yOu're here for your annual exam," he states
while pretending to study your chart.

"Didn't the nurse tell you I had some other complaints?"

"Oh, yes, that's right. So what's the problem with
your eye?"

"It's bloodshot. The 1lid is droopy and I'm loosing my
vision," you retort.

He examines the eye closely. Then the other ocnhe. Then
the bad one again.

"Hmmm" says the doctor. "Very interesting," as he swabs
an eyelash out of your eye.

"How long has this been going on?"

"For at least a week," you tell him.

(Why are you suddenly feeling foolish?)

The doctor makes a note on his chart. Then he works
his way down to your foot.

"And what seems to be the trouble with your foot?"

"I lose the feeling in it at least twenty times a day."

"Can you feel thisg?"

"Yes." I feel the pinprick.

"How about this?"

"Yes." I giggle as he tickles the bottom of my foot.
"And this?"
"Yegs." I jump as the 1lit match warms my foot.

“"Hmmm, " he says again. "Very interesting case."
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You wonder where he got his degree with a vocabulary like that.

"So what's the story?" you blurt out.

"We'll have to take some tests," he tells you.

"See me in my office after you get dressed."

"Now what?" you wonder.

As you walk into the doctor's office you notice his twenty
certificates on the wall. You wonder how he managed to find
room for the picture of his wife and five children. You look
at the certificates and try to decipher the dates. You notice
that more than half of them designate membership in the local
Elk's Lodge. After some complicated calculations, you real-
ize that the doctor's only been a doctor for five years.

You worry, "I hope that's long enocugh to treat my case."

The doctor arrives.

"Am I going to die?" you ask.

"You have an unusual case. Your eye looks fine, but
1f you feel something's bothering you, we should prescribe
some tests."

He explains the two samples he'll need from you. You
wonder why you decided not to pay your insurance bill this
month. He tells you to go straight to the lab. You will
hear about the results on Tuesday.

Off to the lab you go. There are thirty patients a-
head of you.

"Oh well," you think, "half the day's over anyway."

The woman next to you is talking to the woman next to
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her. You hear her saying that this is the fifth time this
week that she is in for tests. Having caught your attention,
she turns your way. She asks if you go to her doctor. You
answer her "yes" and think back about how you chose this doc-
tor in the first place. Letting your fingers do the walking
had seemed like a good idea at the time.

Your eye suddenly feels like someone put their fist in
it. Ready to cry, you try to find distraction in the room
around you. Nothing different from the other waiting rooms.
Same 1950 issues of Walt magazine. Same florescent lights.
Same nervous patients, patiently waiting. Ah, a fly on the
wall. Now that's something to focus on in such a sterile
atmosphere. You lean a little closer to the wall. The fly
turns out to be a wasp. Frightened, you back off slowly be-
fore something else happens to you!

It's your turn. The nurse points to the small cubicle.
You wince and sit in the small chair. Dry mouth hanging open,
you get a glimpse of the hypodermic needle on the counter.

"Make a fist," the nurse says while restricting your
arm's blood flow with a tiny rubber hose.

Holding your fist very tightly distracts you from the
pain you feel when the nurse misses your vein for the first
time.

"Can I open my fist yet?" you ask.

"I'1ll tell you when," replies the nurse.

She pokes around for a better spot. After six tries,
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the nurse decides your other arm looks better. You are ready
to take the needle from her hands and return the favor. With
little effort, the nurse draws a sample from your second arm.
Sighing, you ask if you can leave. The nurse says your doc-

tor wanted another sample from you. She hands you a plastic

cup.

You wish you hadn't used the rest room a half hour ago.
Running the tap water, you hold your breath and wait. Now
would have been a good time to finish that paperback book
you forgot to bring. Ah, you're ready. Reaching under your-
self, cup in hand, you attempt to "catch" your specimen. You
miss. Trying again, you manage to collect about an eighth
of an inch of fluid. Hoping this is enough, you turn to the
sink to wash your hands. Then you try to figure out how to
wash the outside of the cup before you pick it up.

You return to the waiting room, holding your cup deli-
cately in front of you. Your face is flushing slightly.

The other patients are watching you. Paranoia sets in.

The nurse approaches you. She tells vou how nice it was

to bring the sample right to her. She would have been glad
to come and get your sample if you had told her when vyou
were ready.

Now the bookkeeper hands you the bill. She says it's
okay to pay a little at a time. It better be! It will take
you most of the next year to pay it off. You notice a few

of the charges have not been totalled yet. You guestion
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the bookkeeper. She says the charges will be determined

by the test results. This i1s very hard to understand. It
takes the same amount of time to sgit through the test no
matter what the results are. You shrug off her explanation.
There's really nothing you can do about it anyway. You will
never understand the methods to their madness.

Relief hits you.

"I'm free!" you exclaim a little too loudly.

You dance down the street to your car. The bad foot
doesn't seem so bad right now. Your eye feels great. Hand
reaching up, you probe your eye and 1lid. Miraculous recovery.
You almost wish the pain would return. You have to justify
what you just went through.

When you arrive home, the phone rings. Your mother's
voice asks:

"How are you? What did the doctor say?"

"T won't know till Tuesday," you reply.

"Call me as soon as you get the results. I can suggest
another doctor if you want a second opinion. I'm worried
about you."

You know she's worried. Suddenly, you're worried too.
You look in the mirror and your eye looks bloodshot and puffy
again. The other eye does too. Both feet have gone instantly
numb.

Oover the weekend, you plan your funeral, epitaph, and

the book you will write to leave behind.
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All weekend you're extra nice to your husband and child-
ren. You'd like to leave a lasting good impression. After
all, you only have six months to live. You find the time to
reply to the stack of letters on your desk. Now's the time
to appreciate your friends.

By MOnday, you won't even get out of bed. On Tuesday,
you wait for the doctor's office to call. When the phone
remains silent, you decide to dial the number.

"This is Mrs. Smith. I had some tests taken on Thurs-
day. Are the results in yet?"

The receptionist asks you to hold on. She will locate
the file. She guickly returns to the phone.

"They came in just now. Everything looks fine, Mrs.
Smith. All the tests are negative."

Amazed, you ask how that happened. You want to speak
to the doctor. He is free to talk.

You ask him about your eye. He tells you it looked
a little irritated before he removed the eyelash. You ask
about your foot. He says he can't explain it. He suggests
that you relax and forget about it for a while and it will
probably go away.

"But doctor," you whine, "there's got to be an explana-
tion."

He carefully mentions that you must have been nervous
about the appointment. He says that the symptoms were ex-

aggerated in your mind. The mind can do funny things to
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your body. He tells you to relax and he'll see you next year.

Feeling rather foolish, you hang up the phone. You call
your mother, your father, your brother, your uncle, and your
three best friends. You explain to them that you are fine.
You are not going to die.

They are all relieved. They are supportive. You don't
feel so bad anymore. Your eye and foot have immediately re-
covered. You take a deep breath,

"That's over with," you mutter.

And indeed it is.

Until NEeXt YA .isevascassssoacnonsacns

—-END-



