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Carl leaned back against the office chair,
feeling his lower back stretch out. It was coming time for him to
hit the trails for a several mile run, but he’d gotten caught up in
searching through the onslaught of outdoor activities to welcome
the summer warmth. His life though, was much more full of hope than
it had been and soon to be very tiring from a lack of sleep, thus
his desire to be in an even better shape. A grin, it was all worth
it though as he thought back at what had brought him to this
point.






Two years prior Carl had taken a fall at an
internship while putting file boxes up on storage shelves, five
feet onto a concrete floor. Besides some deep bruises he’d
surprisingly been fine for the most part, or so he’d thought. One
morning a year or so later he woke up to notice what appeared to be
a black shroud covering half of his sight. A couple of blinks and
it went away, only to return several minutes later. Perturbed, he
surfed through the various medical websites while drinking his
morning coffee, hoping it was just something silly. Combing through
the usual chaff that somehow linked any little problem to a major
illness or death he noticed that the majority of comments on forums
mentioned something about the retina detaching.






As the coffee mug was drained, he flitted
through various websites more specific to the problem and kept
noting that they were fairly consistent with what he was
experiencing, a painless event where his vision in one eye was
covered by a black shroud. Carl also noted that generally there was
48 hours to get this fixed or else he would risk losing vision in
his eye. By the time that he’d finished drinking the mug of coffee,
he’d decided at the least he should head to the hospital and have
it checked out. Oddly enough though, he just hadn’t felt much of a
rush over this, perhaps because there was no pain to the event.






The same lack of rush was felt at the
hospital, being a weekend morning the staff were a bit more
concerned with the people who had injured themselves during drunken
incidents over the night. He occupied himself with reading the news
on his smartphone, shaking his head every time that his vision was
blocked out a bit by the shroud. It only started to feel like a
rush after the nurse took his vitals and then pulled him into a
separate room to begin looking over his eye. The story was relayed
about the morning, save for the surfing through the internet as he
didn’t want to make it seem like he was making up the issue.






The nurse kept her composure but he could
tell that she was getting a bit excited at what she could see, and
shortly afterwards excused herself to make a phone call. A few
minutes later she returned with instructions to head up to the
ophthalmology office and wait there. He found the office to be
dark, its hours were usually only during the weekday. Sighing
quietly, he settled into one of the waiting room chairs and pulled
out the phone to play a couple of rounds of Candy Crush.






Quick footsteps falling brought his eyes up
from the glow of the phone, shaking his head lightly in annoyance
as the shroud fell again. He spotted a middle aged woman carrying a
backpack running down the hallway and into the darkened office.
“Just give me a minute to get everything powered up,” she called
out. He packed away the phone and stood up, feeling a little bit of
tension begin to rise as the doctor seemed quite in a rush. She
emerged from the backroom long enough only to wave him over to
follow her.






Into the chair he was put, she had him lean
back while introducing herself as Dr. Allison Matthews and picking
up a bottle of droplets. She explained about dilating his eyes so
that she could see into the back of the eye where the retina was,
and proceeded to place several drops in the affected eye. The drops
stung for a moment and then felt like they were brushed away like
tears. A few extra blinks, he was surprised that he didn’t feel
anything at all.






While waiting for the eye to dilate, she
began to explain to him about what was going on. “Essentially the
retina is a thin layer of tissue in the back of your eye. The light
comes in and focuses on a point in the back of the eye and that’s
how you see. As the retina detaches away, it will eventually pull
out the point that you see with and then there will be nothing to
repair the loss of vision. Generally you have twenty-four to
forty-eight hours until the retina pulls that focusing point out
and then you would be blind in your eye. So yes, there is a bit of
a push to diagnose this. But, if it only began to happen a few
hours ago then we should have plenty of time to save your vision.”
She offered a bit of a hopeful smile to him, while looking over how
much his eye had dilated.






If it weren’t for the fact that she had a
very bright light being shined into his eye, Carl might have
actually enjoyed the experience. To get a good look, she had to
stand up against his shoulder, her stomach rubbing against him and
affording him a decent look at the underside of her chest covered
in a nicely taut, tan sweater. Minutes ached by as she kept moving
the light around his eye, having him look up, down, and to each
side several times.






Dr. Matthews muttered quietly to herself
about how he was a little young for this to have happened, “have
you taken any bumps to the head recently? Anything serious within
the last year or two?”






He chewed his lower lip while thinking.
“Yeah, about a year or so ago I had a fall of a few feet. Did hit
my head on a beam in an attic last week while installing some
insulation.”






Allison nodded a bit, “that makes a bit of
sense. Still pretty early though it seems. How old are you?”






“Twenty-four.” He heard her sigh at that.






“Well, maybe with being so young your body
will repair better,” she offered.






“Yeah, I’ve always been a pretty quick
healer.”






She nodded a bit while obviously lost in
thought, wafting a bit of her perfume towards him. In the position
he was in, Carl got a good look at her neck, noting it was long but
not too long and had a nice curve to it. The perfume was soft and
he wondered if she’d been planning to go out before getting the
call and if so what plans had he interrupted.






When the detachment was confirmed, he felt a
heavy weight settle upon his shoulders as the last shred of hope
faded away. Carl hadn’t realized just how much he’d been thinking
that this would just fade away, that the signs had been wrong. He
nodded numbly as she gave him the directions to a surgeon’s office
and instructions on when to meet the surgeon later that afternoon.
She’d already had it cleared through his network of whom to see and
made the arrangements for the surgeon to meet him. With a look of
pity she saw him off, he could read the sorrow on her face in
knowing the ordeal that lay before him.






Outside of the empty building he waited,
hoping that he had the right address. He’d checked it several times
against the directions the hospital doctor had given him, but it
still felt very weird to be standing outside of the closed
building. The alone time lead to thinking, and searching on his
smartphone about the pending surgery. When he finally saw a red
Mercedes convertible wind it’s way into the parking lot, there was
a little relief that he at least probably had the right address.
The relief though, was quickly replaced by the anxiety of how real
the pending surgery was becoming.






A tall woman stepped out of the convertible
and quickly strode towards the entrance, sorting through her keys.
Stepping up to him, she flashed him a bright smile, “Hi, I’m Dr.
Danvers. I presume you’re Carl?”






He nodded lightly to the question and watched
as she turned to the door, unlocked it, and walked in beckoning him
to follow her. She took him over to an exam room, looked over his
eyes, and wrote some notes down. The doctor then grabbed a dropper
bottle and apologized that she would have to reapply the dilation
drops. Wincing a bit at the drops, his eye was getting sensitive
from all of the drops and poking that it had already endured. While
the drops worked upon him, the doctor disappeared from the
room.






When she returned, she had donned a lab coat
and brought in a notepad. Straight to his eye she went, looking to
see how well dilated it was. Satisfied with the progress, she
lowered him down on the exam chair and began to repeat what the
first doctor had done in checking his eye out. She said much less
about what she was seeing, just pausing on occasion to scribble
notes and make little humming sounds as she mulled things over.
“Give me five minutes,” she said, quickly walking out the
doorway.
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