Carol’s Broken Shoulder
Carl!  Carl!  Carl!

I woke up and looked at the clock.  11:10  Wednesday night.
Carl!  “OK.  I’m coming.”  Now I’m up and looking for the sound.

Carol was on the kitchen floor.  “Help me up.  I tripped and landed on my shoulder.”  
I helped her get on her feet and checked her wrist and arm.  Nothing obviously broken.  Then I checked her shoulder and collarbone.  Nothing looked or felt broken.

She took a Tylenol and went to bed.  About an hour later she said her shoulder hurt.  “Call an ambulance to take me to the emergency room.”  I suggested we call 911 and get the EMS to look at it first.
Let’s back up a bit and start at the beginning.  We had hotdogs for supper and Carol had an allergic reaction with a head-to-toe rash.  I went out and got some Benadryl that said take one or two every four hours.  She took two about 7PM and two more about 11PM.  This potentially caused a drop in blood pressure which possibly caused dizziness resulting in her tripping.

Call 911.  About fifteen minutes later the EMS arrived.  They checked Carol out and.  They said there was nothing obviously broken but suggested a visit to the emergency room.  $300 for the paramedics. 

I drove to the local hospital and found a sign pointing to the entrance to the emergency room.  This was about 1:30 AM and cold.  I stopped at a lighted door.  We got out of the car and tried the door.  EMPLOYEES ONLY.  NO ENTRANCE.   Where is the entrance?  No indication.  I looked around the corner.  Nothing.  I rattled the door and the people inside ignored us.  There was another lighted area about 50 yards down the drive.  Maybe?  I really hope the hospital administrator has to use his facilities some dark cold night.

I drove to the other door and we tried again.  Inside it was paperwork first.  Wonder what if you were bleeding all this time.

An orderly finally brought a wheelchair and took us to an examination room.  Blood pressure.  Blood samples.  Heart monitor.  By now it is 2:30.  They finally take Carol to X-ray.

Carol was back about 3 AM and a doctor shows up about 3:30 with the X-rays.  She said Carol’s vitals were good but her blood pressure is a little low and the X-ray showed a couple cracks on the humerus in shoulder joint.  We finally leaf about 5 AM with the X-rays, the arm in a sling, some pain pills, and advice to see an orthopedic surgeon later in the morning.  $700 for the emergency room visit.  High priced hotdog!
About 8:30 I called an orthopedic group and got an appointment with a shoulder specialist for 2 PM - across town naturally.  

On the way Carol was in pain and complained about the route I took, every bump in the road, and every turn I made.  
The doctor looked at the X-rays and pointed out where the breaks were.  He said this break was serious enough to need surgery – possibly screws and maybe stitching.  
The doctor said he thought he might have a surgery opening Friday morning.  His nurse would see if it could be scheduled.  However, Carol did not have her Medicare card with her so the appointment would have to wait until we brought the card in.  We brought the card to the office in the next morning and were scheduled for surgery the following Thursday.  Maybe that’s what I get for mouthing off at the scheduler.
Carol wanted to drive to her hair appointment.  I told her it would not be a good idea.  She should not drive with her arm in a sling.  She could aggravate her injury and it would be dangerous for everyone on the road.  She said she wanted to check this out by sitting in the car.  She took off and returned three hours later.  I was not happy with this.
She insisted she had to play bridge and she would let me drive her there and back.  I recommended against this because of possible exposure to flu, etc.  She did not believe me but her bridge partner convinced her to stay home.

I don’t see how people without partners survive an injury like this.  There is a little emergency call button you can wear to call EMS if you fall but this won’t help you get dressed.  About fifty years ago I seem to remember undressing a few young ladies but I had no recent experience and no experience at all in getting one dressed.  Helping with a shower and shampoo were also something new.  Fastening buttons on the wrong side was a bit strange.
The orthopedic surgeon said the x-rays indicated a major crack in the rotator cup and several smaller cracks.   He said smaller cracks would just be immobilized with a sling and heal naturally but the size of the bigger break would be best treated with surgery.  We had a surgery appointment the following Thursday.

I asked about super glue and was told this worked for some problems it would not work in this instance.  Carol was a little edgy and said she did not want any more dumb questions and did not want any screws to bother the airport scanners.  She was told that her “older bones” would not hold a screw so it would be sewn in place.

After a week of pain pills and sleeping in a recliner I drove her to a day surgery facility.  We arrived a 6AM for surgery at 7AM.  I could pick her up about 11AM.

I got a call about 10:30 saying she was ready to go and picked her up about 11.  She wore a large foam immobilizer with her arm strapped to it.  We stopped for lunch and, back at our house, she curled up in the recliner for the next two weeks.

I did the shopping and cooking and reminded her of her exercise every two hours.  There was also showering without getting the dressing wet and assisting her getting dressed.  I still did not do much right.

After two weeks the stitches were removed and she progressed to a sling again.  I advised against driving but she insisted on driving to the hair dresser and bridge.  Two more weeks of light exercise and the sling would come off then therapy at the gym would start. 
She began going to the gym and used the reclining bicycle.  At her next checkup she was told she should keep the sling on for another two weeks and then she would be scheduled for therapy. 
After two weeks of therapy she began to workout more at her gym and get her life back to normal.  After six weeks therapy and the gym she was pretty much back to normal.  I am happy this is over but not nearly as happy as she.
