Anesthesia

The knife is sticking out of her eye.
She lies motionless on the stretcher.
There is very little blood.

Her eyes are open but only one blinks.
It looks all around, its pupil big with surprise.
The knife is sticking out of her eye.

[bookmark: _GoBack]My lips are next to her ear – “can you talk?”
She is twelve years old – “something is in my mouth.”
There is very little blood.

The tip of the knife cuts the roof like the keel of a boat on sand.
She begins to cry so I dab away one-eyed tears with brown towels.
The knife is sticking out of her eye.

“Mommy and daddy were fighting.”
“Mommy picked up the knife so I ran to her.”
There is very little blood.

I brush blond locks form her forehead.
“You’re going to go to sleep now,” I say.
The knife is sticking out of her eye.
There is very little blood.

© Gary J. Gala
