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  Occasionally you encounter a situation where you are forced to ask, “Are medical practitioners from another planet?”

  Yesterday, the Sandstress met with the urologist who has been trying to determine the cause of Abby’s chronic peepee problem.  Abby was born with an extra ureter and had surgery when she was a baby to correct the abnormality.  Although, only the portion of the ureter connected to the kidney was removed.  Evidently, the part that hooks to the bladder was not considered worthy of the surgeons time.

  Anyway, fast forward seventeen years and Abby has redeveloped problems in the peepee region.  Call in the experts.  The doctor did lots of poking and prodding and testing and making facial expressions that suggested serious consideration of all the evidence.  Yesterday, Mom, Dad and Abby were to find out the results of all the serious facial expressions and learn what was the recommended course of action.

  Well, can’t really say that’s what happened.  With much show of extensive medical training in how to make serious facial expressions, the doctor admitted he’d never seen this before, didn’t really know what it was, but would really contort his face into a uniquely serious expression and offer a course of action anyway, even though he hadn’t seen all the test results, x-rays and CAT scans,  and was basing his conclusions on a discussion with the radiologist.  

  I’m certain that, if you could see the serious facial expressions, you would be so filled with  confidence in this man’s medical genius that you’d fall down on your knees and kiss his feet.

  The only thing known for certain at this point is that Abby has something attached to maybe her bladder and, or, urethra that is kinda sausage-like.  We’re not talking Smoky-Links here, but bratwurst.  But, nevertheless, the doctor wants to go in there and “drain” whatever it is of whatever it might be full of be it piss, puss or the root beer float she had the previous night , and put Abby on an antibiotic for THE REST OF HER FREAKIN’ LIFE!  

  I don’t know about you, but the first thought that came to my mind along with just about everyone else EXCEPT the doctor was, “Second Opinion?”  So, that’s where we are now.

Spent a little time working on the deck lighting last night.  The weather-guessers claim that we’ll have clear skies and warm temperatures throughout the week.  So, by 8:00 p.m. it was clearly and warmly raining.

 I hit a bird on the way to work.  Nothing quite as sickening as the thud of a living creature as it bounces off the fender.  Even lovelier is when the critter flops onto the hood and gets stuck on the windshield wipers.  I hope that doesn’t prove to be an omen for what the rest of today will be like..

