
Table 6 

I awaken amidst my students’ whispers and commotion –  
another day has begun and I am ready. 
Well rested underneath white fabric, 
cleaned thoroughly with formaldehyde the night before, 
I lay calmly on dissection table 6 in Gross Anatomy class. 
 
Brachial plexus, radial artery, ulnar nerve, superior ventral margin… 
 
Both silent teacher and perpetual patient, 
I offer my body to science, field of never-ending conquest. 
The life I knew before has abandoned me, but 
trust tells my body to serve another purpose. 
Ironically, this may be the beginning of real contribution. 
 
Dorsal medial margin, infraglenoid tubercle, subscapular fossa… 
 
Stale stench of decay clings to my yellow, withered flesh. 
Gone is the softness of touch and warmth of a beating heart. 
Physical sensations elude me – pain and pressure are synonymous. 
A bundle of nerves, tubes of tissue underneath sunken lids, 
wide chasms gape between this body and realm of the living. 
 
Poster humoral circumflex, lateral thoracic artery, subclavian vein… 
 
A blur of surgical scrubs, a flash of sharp metal,  
and first skin, then nerves, then flesh is pierced.  
Dissection is a plural term – they practice it over and over. 
For me, this flesh, these vessels, this skin will never heal. 
Medical students hover like helicopters over my body. 
 
Phrenic nerve, pericardiacophrenic artery, Azygos vein… 
 
Four pairs of eager, anxious eyes stare unblinkingly. 
Lump in throat, another grips the scalpel with white knuckles.  
Just as I grip onto the hope that my body will be valued. 
“This is beautiful,” breathes one girl. 
I smile and realize that appreciation is easily gained. 
 
Greater trochanter, gluteal tuberosity, pectineal line, linea aspera… 
 
I am floating and my vision becomes hazy. 
Lines and shapes seem to converge and angles are distorted. 
From time and space extend new dimensions never seen before. 
Under each fold of skin lies millions of nerves, connected in a circuit –  



I am dreaming. 
 
Right pulmonary artery, coronary sinus, left superior pulmonary vein… 
 
A burst of light, exploding in a rain of stardust, 
I can see the insides of each one of the student’s bodies, 
five pulsing hearts supplying life-giving blood to  
the brain, muscles, and extremities.  
The human body has never been so spectacular. 
 
Superior mesenteric, common iliac, inferior epigastric, celiac trunk… 
 
Only after much longer did I wake up. 
The lights had been turned out, 
my body is once again covered in white sheets. 
My skin had once again bathed in preservatives, 
I once again became the body on dissection table 6. 


