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You were ambulanced in, your leg hot,  
The shakes reminding you of the times infection  
Tried to take you down.  
  
I worked the hospital’s empty spaces,  
Construction on the lower levels, bad signage. 
I'd get lost, make for ICU, or Imaging, 
Come up a blind hospital alley,  
Retrace and start again, no give. 
  
The social worker didn't call me back. 
Interrogated your roommate, 
Denied him care. She'd be no help. 
  
My mother, your wife, dead two years in a hospital room you'd shared,  
Walked in my thoughts, appeared.  
”You should call.” 
Her hair full, bruises on her face gone, blown retinas clear,  
Healed by time and death. 
Trick of loss or mind: she wasn’t gone. 
I thought: It's ok. He'll live. We'll be home soon.  
  
She vanished, no need to ease her worry, unreachable.  
The cell phone digested my keypress. 
The shared house emptied, the  number you'd had for twenty years 
Deleted but remembered, engraving on a wedding ring worn smooth.  
”This is not a working number.” 
   
I held the line to hear it through again and then the purling hiss.  
She wasn't going to answer but I'd had to make sure.  
  
Down your hall, a man yelled for help. 
Tied down, he'd got a leg through bed rails, trying to escape.  
His nurse apologized. 
"We've tied his wrists to the bed, but. He's going somewhere else." 
A locked unit, with stronger meds, no doubt. 
I'd snitched him off, didn't care. His escape, not mine or yours. 
  
Yeats Second Coming, remembered in a roadhouse. 



Things fall apart, the center cannot hold.  
The rough beast, slouched towards the hospital on the Bethlehem Pike.  
No traction for it either.  
With luck, and antibiotics you made it. 
 No need to call, after all. 
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