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The accident occurred exactly two weeks before Richard R. Cooperson arrived at the Jupiter Moon Physical Therapy Clinic for rehabilitation of his left shoulder, left arm, and left leg.

The event that sent Richard to physical therapy is still blurry in his mind. 

It was not complicated. The weather was clear with no rain or hint of any storms on the way. Traffic was light, as it was a Friday after a Wednesday Christmas when few were out and about.

But again, the accident was not complicated. First, there was a red traffic light, which in most developed nations requires motorists to actually stop and wait for the light to turn green.

On the day in question, Richard had deposited his eight-year-old son and twelve-year-old daughter at the John F. Kennedy Elementary School and proceeded to drive his 2022 Lexus LC 500 in the general direction of his law office. 

Unfortunately, he did not make it into work.

At exactly 8:41 a.m., a completely distraught and distracted 17-year-old driver, Beatrice Jones, was deeply concerned with the non-response from her boyfriend, Zek, who, defying all rules and regulations of texting protocols, had failed to respond to any of her previous 43 texts, all sent within the previous one minute and 49 seconds.

Tap, tap, tap: Nothing.

Tap, tap, tap: “Oh. So, that’s how it’s gonna be?” Beatrice said.

More tapping. 

“You’re not going to answer me?” 

“Really? You two-timing piece of...”

Beatrice’s last text stopped abruptly at 8:41 a.m., when, instead of adhering to state law and common sense, she drove her father's 2021 Honda Pilot through the intersection with a clearly illuminated red light and t-boned Richard's accelerating Lexus, pushing it approximately 85 feet beyond the intersection where it came to a much-needed rest.

Beatrice received non-life-threatening injuries, mainly scratches and bruises, thanks to the Pilot’s size advantage over the Lexus sedan.

In the process of making the acquaintance of Miss Jones’s vehicle, Richard suffered more serious injuries such as lacerations to his head, torso, legs, and arms. Richard’s vehicle was impacted on the left, which accounted for the broken left leg, broken left arm, and shattered left shoulder.

But that was two weeks earlier. While the insurance companies were still fighting over who ultimately was going to pay for the numerous types of damages, Richard received immediate medical treatment and, following a major shoulder surgery, was on the mend.

He was, however, in desperate need of much physical therapy, as his walking skills were deteriorating, and his shoulder was in danger of atrophying.

To receive said physical therapy and thereby attempt to return to somewhat normal life again, Richard chose the Jupiter Moon Physical Therapy Clinic, which was the closest clinic to his house. It was also conveniently located between the only Krispy Kreme in town and Carl’s Laundromat and Weed Dispensary, both of which Richard frequented.

Richard arrived in a newer model Lexus sedan, which was a rental paid for by the insurance company until they either stitch his car back together or total it and pay for another one.

Still experiencing a lot of pain, Richard signed in at the front desk and was greeted by Yolanda, the receptionist and part-time astrologer, who, after reviewing Richard’s paperwork, informed him that his astrology sign foreshadowed great danger to him in the very near future.

“Near future,” Richard asked. “Well, that’s interesting. Do you think that maybe you’re off by maybe two weeks or so?”

“What do you mean?” Yolanda asked, unaware of Richard’s cynical reference to his accident two weeks earlier, which caused him to be standing there before her in the first place.

“I still don’t understand,” she said and continued to give him a deeply concerned expression about his future. “You are in great danger, Mr. Richard,” Yolanda said in hush tones.

“I’m good,” Richard said smiling and gingerly making his way to one of the comfortably hard plastic waiting chairs on his newly acquired All Environment Leg and Ankle scooter.

Richard sat, picked up a Scientific American magazine to pass the time, and realized that he was alone in the waiting room. 

In the midst of the silence, as Richard was careful with his arm and shoulder, he, and well anyone within a mile radius, heard a woman’s scream emanating from the depths of the clinic where he had arrived seeking help for his injuries. 

This is not good, Richard thought. Maybe she just saw a bug.

“What was that?” Richard asked Yolanda, who was decidedly not unnerved by the scream.

She seemed used to such occurrences.

Yolanda looked up from her current Candy Crush game and said, “Oh, don’t worry about that. It’s just a patient doing some physical therapy exercises.”

“A patient?” he asked. “Physical therapy?”

“Yes. A patient, but it’s okay,” Yolanda reassured him.

“Our physical therapist, Derrick, is probably the best physical therapist in this state,” Yolanda said. “Of course, physical therapy can be challenging and a little painful. You know what they say, ‘No pain, no gain.’”

Confident that she had alleviated all of Richard’s concerns, Yolanda returned to her iPhone where she had just reached her all-time high score.

Richard’s first thought, as he contemplated the previous two minutes of his life, was to simply stand up and run.

However, considering the fact that he was in desperate need of physical therapy and that he was in a physical therapist waiting room, he talked himself out of what would have been an easy escape.

After all, what good would it accomplish?

Maybe I could find another physical therapy clinic, but surely there are hurts and pains to go through before one can be made well.

Right?

Richard reconsidered his options and remained seated in the spare-no-expense plastic chairs.

Slowly, Richard’s heart rate returned to normal after the life-altering shrieks he had experienced just moments ago.

After Richard had finished reading the in-depth articles in
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