A Surgeon Confronts
The Real Numbers

The dead gather at night around my bed.

The nurse friend I killed by missing
the resurgence of his tumor
before sewing him back together
so that he could rupture and die,
stool running like rivers from his open belly
lap pads hoping to sop up the liquid brown
like bread in gravy at Thanksgiving.

The sixteen-year-old from a head-on, steering wheel
bent funny like a broken arm, remarked
"funny to die on your birthday"
her last words while I put her to sleep,
her liver found floating among intestines.

The two-year-old who never spoke
a single entrance wound above her right eye—
a third eye, tiny and wild like some
genetic disaster, assassinated
in her car seat beside her father who failed
to get out of the car-jack fast enough.

The sideways glancing blow
from a man so full of cancer
his belly blocked completely,
a yellow tube draining his stomach
pointing as if at attention from his side.
His drinking water for comfort only,
running out from the hole onto my shoes.

At first I feared the way they stood
about so quietly, heads down, unspeaking.
Now I wait for them, a metal
taste in my mouth, my mind turning
a small child's face to the world.

Mother-
When you said we wouldn't need
[bookmark: _GoBack]anyone 		what did you mean?
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