Better to See You With…
Norma Beasley

A glorious sunrise met me in the silence of the dawn. But I was nervous as a group of cats in a room full of rocking chairs. Who wakes up at 5:00 AM for a BM? I choked down a scant breakfast of English breakfast tea, a scrambled egg, a small bite of ham, and a half bagel. 
My friends picked me up at 8:00 AM and headed to the 408 towards I-4 East. Destination, Filutowski IEye Institute in Lake Mary. Time for my left eye cataract surgery. After exiting my car, I headed to the registration desk to check in. Anne, my New York friend, accompanied me to the desk while Jeanette, my driver, parked the car. The room buzzed with conversation as patients spent time waiting for their name to be called for service. A plastic name band was strapped around my wrist as I waited. 
“Norma Beasley,” an attendant called out. I followed the young assistant to another room for prep work. Vitals were taken and eye measurements performed. I must have been asked 50 million times to confirm my name and birth date. Finally, I was wheeled to my gurney and wired up. Sensors were placed over my heart. My blood pressure was taken, a glucose blood sample provided, medication confirmations done and a new little gadget called a pulse oximeter was clipped to the forefinger of my left hand. My understanding is that it measures the amount of oxygen in my blood. My eye was numbed and dilated. Then I was rolled into the operating room. My surgeon, Oliver Filutowski, began talking to me. Giving me a review of what was about to happen. Then he began his work. “Don’t seize up Doctor Oliver said. “Relax,”. “It makes the procedure more difficult if you become overly anxious.” So I tried to settle my nerves as best I could. I had been told the procedure only takes 15 to 20 minutes. I hated having to lie flat on my back. I like to have my head propped up a little bit. But this was not allowed. Finally, Doctor Oliver said, “We are done.” I was then rolled into recovery by the nurse who took her time explaining to me the application of the drops I needed to put in my eye three times a day. I was also given a plastic eye cup to wear at night to prevent me from accidently striking my eye in my sleep. I felt good. I could relax now. The pressure was off. I was placed in a wheelchair and wheeled to my car. After everyone got in and strapped up. I proudly announced, “Breakfast everyone. it's on me.” And off we went to dine at Shakers in College Park.

