Wrapped

They were telling stories the other day,
and he told his favorite, about his sons—
one tied up, saran-wrapped by the other
to a chair—still laughing, nodding, and talking,
but strapped in—for a ride to nowhere. Watching
what he could and couldn't do was funny
for a while until his brother left.

He got home from work that day to find
his youngest son asleep and upright
in a chair that had no comfort to give.
At first glance, he noticed nothing strange,
but the closer he got, the more he saw
the reflections and glints that told him something
was not right. He woke his Son and asked,

"Are you alright? What happened to you, and who
wrapped you up like this?" "Oh, I'm okay.
We were playing, but then he left me here.
Can you get me out of this stuff?" He cut
and unwrapped the film, which stuck and grabbed
but came off when pulled just right. He dealt
with his oldest son when he came home.

When the story was over, the guys all laughed,
and he looked around at faces fond—
his gang of wheelchairs, walkers, and canes.
Now past the point of living new stories,
they just sat, telling stories repeated, and laughed
when they could. At rest, with everything arranged
in the home, where nothing ever happened.

At the party they had for his seventy-fifth,
all his presents were wrapped a little too well.
He needed some help with the ribbon and tape.
When he went to bed, he saw the wrapping
[bookmark: _GoBack]on the floor, on his hands, on his legs, in his mind,
all sticky and tough. He sat and waited
for someone to come and cut him free.
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