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“A therapist?” Jenny let out in an uncertain voice as she stared at the man on the opposite side of the desk.

“Yes,” Dr. Andrews replied.

“I thought you said my leg was healing fine,” Jenny went on. “Why would I need to see a therapist?”

“Don’t panic, it’s nothing to worry about. Your leg is getting better. There’s really nothing more I can do for you now, however. Your recuperation is eighty percent complete, but that last twenty percent can be the hardest. Are you still getting twinges?”

“Well, yes,” Jenny admitted. “They’re not as sore as they once were though.”

“That’s to be expected,” Dr. Andrews said. “And your leg will get back to its former strength with rest, but the healing process can be quickened by some massage therapy. The manipulation of the muscles can be beneficial and get you back to one hundred percent fitness more rapidly. I’d certainly recommend the treatment for you and can arrange an appointment with an excellent therapist.”

“Will it cost me any more money?” Jenny asked.

“Nope,” Dr. Andrews answered. “It’ll be covered by the fees you pay to me.”

“OK then,” Jenny said. “If it helps, I guess I’d be foolish to say no.”

Dr. Andrews nodded as he leaned forward and reached out to the rolodex on his desk. He flipped through it to get to the details he wanted and picked up the phone. Checking the number as he dialed, he pressed the last digit and settled back in his seat.

“It’s ringing,” he said.

Jenny smiled at him, but said nothing. When he spoke again, she realized it was to the person on the other end of the line.

“Hi, it’s Dr. Andrews here,” he started. “How are you today?”

Jenny watched as the small talk went on, but her doctor finally got down to the real business of why he’d called.

“I have a patient who suffered a thigh injury,” he explained. “She’s come to the end of the treatment I can provide, but I think it would be worth her having a session or two with you. Do you have any time available in the next couple of days?”

He lifted the pen he was holding to his mouth and chewed on the end of it as he listened to the answer. When he put a hand over the mouthpiece, Jenny realized he was about to speak to her and leaned forward.

“Are you available at six tomorrow evening?” he asked.

“Yes, I can manage that,” Jenny replied.

Her college classes finished at five, so a six o’clock appointment suited her fine. She settled back in her seat and stared at the desk as she listened to the end of the phone conversation. It was only when Dr. Andrews put the handset down in its cradle that she lifted her gaze to him. He said nothing as he wrote down the details of the therapist on a piece of paper then slid it across the desk.

“That’s where you need to go,” he said. “The therapist’s name is Nurse Clarke.”

Jenny nodded her head as she picked up the piece of paper and folded it in two before slipping it in her pocket.

“Is there anything else I need to know?” she asked.

“Nope,” Dr. Andrews said and got to his feet. “As you heard, I asked Nurse Clarke to contact me after your visit tomorrow. We can take it from there, but I can’t imagine you’ll need any more than a couple of therapy sessions. That should put an end to the muscle twinges and get you fighting fit.”
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