Jason Worth

Tall, but with arms not quite long enough
you reached for the taste of two barrels
pressed against your soft palate. Firm
at first the metal there and firm
was your resolve, but your fingers strained
to find the trigger, your head reached
all the way back to the beginning, your eyes
pointed toward heaven. Then, only the sound
of silent wind twisting limbs to greenstick
fractures. Time stopped, as a train might
before a doomed trestle by all those tiny
round messengers of release.

I was a resident then. Your head packed
in every bathroom towel your brother
could find, his tears diluting the red.
Firefighters pressing down through
the remainder of your face to the back
of your skull to keep your last bit of blood
from running out, a plastic tube stuck
in the hole where your mouth might have been.
At hospital eight fallen angels scurried about.
Did you float above?—I could not see.

Your life then became an endless twitching
of flaccid forearm muscle, switched on—
switched off in time with a ventilator which
played like the bellows section of some robotic
orchestra to the melody of infomercial stacked
on infomercial, broadcast from the front
of a hanging TV, all reflected in the glass
of I-C-U, whose measure, like the difference
between life and death, is barely millimeters.

We built your jaw from rib, a sterile Adam
skin donated from the lending library
of your neck and back, a nose fashioned
with care from bits of hip tied together—slowly
like Humpty run in reverse, your face rebuilt;
a monster now, only on the outside.

Once you could walk, we sometimes
talked our way through pediatric
playground, your voice full of hope now
despite having taken an eraser
to yourself—your hands like birds,
fluttering hard to escape this trap you had set,
your body still tall and flowing, an awkward giant
beside my blunted shortness.

After rounds, your attending surgeon said
you would do it again, most likely better
[bookmark: _GoBack]next time—humans after all being good at learning.
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