
The Darkening World 
 
In an attempt to fuel the Technological Imperative 
and cut costs associated with human error, 
the government has ushered in the Doctors 
to replace physicians, caregivers, and nurses. 
 
wake up, take medication 
 
machines have advanced during the movement –   
deterioration of the body is painless 
patient history collapses into zeroes and ones in a spreadsheet. 
anonymous tumor, silent amnesia, precise and errorless 
vestigial odors of blood and sweat linger in this facility. 
 
look out window, peer up at an ashen sky 
 
the best kind of sickness is physical trauma, 
a flick of a wrist covered in metallic armor and 
the Doctors invite Morpheus as silent spectator. 
thirty-five seconds equals one tracheotomy,  
half inch incision for mitral valve replacement. 
 
walk to the bathroom, use the toilet 
 
the worst kind of sickness is terminal illness. 
not because of the impending death,  
but the lonely wait that makes widows cry. 
the Doctors work best under quiet, sterile conditions, so 
each patient is allotted two visits per month  
totaling no more than twenty-one minutes. 
 
count the number of steps back to bed, get there but forget to flush 
 
my window overlooks a naked land  
pallid and exhausted, in the distance, the 
drooping shoulders of telephone wires disappear into a haze. 
faded billboards advertising nursing programs arise as  
an anachronistic phenomenon, falsely comforting. 
 
go back to flush 
 
 
 
 
 



the government has deemed me obsolete –  
our society does not waste resources for the terminally ill. 
I am more than obsolete –  
I am a wanderer in a legend, 
journeying through denial, anger, depression, acceptance, 
traveling in no one’s company but my own. 
 
adjust the pot of fake sunflowers 
 
I am a keeper of secrets –  
secrets of the precise number of black smudges 
on the low ceiling and the slightly different shade of slate  
adorning the east and west walls of my room, 
secrets of how the faucet drips and sings and 
dust filters and dances in the dim illusion of a sun. 
 
look out window again, search for hope 
 
in my longing for human contact, I am broken –  
a jouster without a steed, 
an emerging plan without an inventor, 
a time traveler trapped in fragmented time,  
prisoner of machines and liability of society, 
but I take solace in my frail humanness. 
 
not finding any, but tomorrow perhaps 
 
no machine could predict the tortuous path that  
a single red cell takes in the body, 
or the birth of a thought condensing into an idea 
whisked away the next second to be replaced by another, 
or even when the rhythmic lull of the chest 
changes into a rapid clamor dissipating into a sigh. 
 
fall back to bed, breathe. 
 
during nightfall, the gray outline of the city blurs 
and the darkening hour whispers rumors  
and tugs the scarred trunks of trees.  
I sleep without dreams, relax without comfort, 
always lonely in the darkening world –  
sterile, deserted, hopeless. 
 
 


