On the line, Norah quickly pieced together that Se:
behind the question.

"How does nine in tomorrow morning sound? Could you sh,
the address with me? I'll make sure to be there on time," Nor
replied.

"Of course, thank you, Miss Wilson."

Norah ended the call, and Gil strolled in, sporting a delighted
expression.

‘Norah, I've had a chat with the higher-ups. They're ready for
you to start this week. You'll be in the neurosurgery department,
your area of expertise, and I'll support you in the surgeries." Gil
sighed and said, "This brings back memories of the surgeries
we tackled together. There's still so much | need to grasp.”

He glanced at the stack of files and asked, "Have you finished
going through these files? Do you have any insights to share?"

"Honestly, Gil, I'm gearing up to treat this patient. Initially, my
knowledge was limited to her leukemia diagnosis, but now I’
gathered more comprehensive details." Norah was ope

Gil. "Ive reviewed the files. She expenenced a re'




session.”

Sipping his coffee, he continued, "You have a talentin med
coming up with innovative treatment approaches. Any ot
ideas for Susanna's treatment?" ‘

Norah took a moment before responding, "I'm not sure yet. I
need to assess her during the consultation.” ‘

Norah believed a direct evaluation was necessary to fully -
understand Susanna's condition, as medical records only paint
part of the picture.

She and Gil discussed Susanna's condition for a bit. Once she
confirmed her start date, Norah took her leave.

The next day, Norah got a call from Phillip, letting her know hed
swing by to pick her up at nine.

Norah cursed under her breath. She didn't see the point in them |

h sensed that neitheq ;s:h“
. " /




444 Af iﬁ a:brlef pause, she chose to join him th
k seat was her choice last time, and sw

nov mlght seem too dismissive of Sean.

behind a mask, so her smile disappeared where nobody coul ‘
see it.

Sean turned to her with a piercing gaze. "So you disguised
yourself with that outfit yesterday at the Hayes family's
residence to hide your identity. | half-expected you were up to
no good.”

With a roll of her eyes, Norah retorted, "Mr. Scott, you're quite
the comedian.”

Feeling the weight of Sean's stare, Norah diverted her gaze
outside, breaking the eye contact.

The journey continued in silence.




vi 'amy

Sean led the way in silence, and Norah followed 'i‘hte
residence. H‘ 1’

Stepping into a spacious living room, they were greeted b ﬂ
maid who respectfully acknowledged, "Mr. Scott." it

Sean instructed, "I've asked Susanna to join us shortly. Please
begin with my grandfather." fh
both patnents after all.

As Sean led the way into the bedroom, Norah notlced an"
elderly man resting on the bed with his eyes open. The old ma ';‘

barely moved at the sound of the door.
Despite his condition, it was evident Rodrigo was r

good care. His face was clean. The room was ord‘er'ly
any unpleasant smells. il




_acking the sophlstlcated eq unpment found in hospital
' relled on her expertise for the examination.

"Rodrigo had a stroke, didn't he? It looks like the stroke le
paralysis on his right side and affected his speech and visior
It seems he can still regain consciousness occasionally,” Nor:
stated.

Sean, with a hint of hope in his eyes, confirmed, "Yes, he had a
stroke. Since then, his condition has remained lifeless, and
hospital treatments haven't shown much improvement. That's
why | decided to bnng him home and have a private physician
visit regularly.”

Norah nodded and asked, "What have the doctors said about
his chances of recovery?"

"They've all said he won't be able to stand again.”

Norah sighed upon hearing this. She knew that sometimes
medical opinions could vary widely. While some conditions

~ might be deemed hopeless by one set of doctors, Norah 3
believed there always could be a chance for recovery.




