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“Doctor’s CDiagnosis”
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/ba&datywas /h&[dywrhand. Yo were andous, as was |
The doctor droved. witil ( heant. in Wis tone
“Graves Disease’ wiight be what you,‘re époh‘ng for
Bulging eyes, racing heart, sweating and increased. appetite
All symptoms cused. by a hyperthyroid
(ts Just too wuch, the doctor said
These horwones wiight kil you
(¢ wight lave you. dead.

[ rewember how [ felt your throat
And the way it swelled.

And when [ touched. your wrist
[ felt your veins and. the way it /ou&d
As [ dasped your hands, ( sat and prayed
([ wust bave faith, as [ wept over Graves.
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“Brittle Bones”
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These bowes are stable
Youwg avd. fim
[ feel so s{nvmg
Like [ could tower up t God
[ grow siawu]y as [ get taller
But like Bavylon, ( was not meant to tower
Slowdy { feel it
My altivon is low
As (m broken down slow
from an excess of parathyreid. herwiones
My system (s flooded.
70/rm/9 waterial out these bones
But slondy and surely
([ huild. back whole
Bt another day pussts, andl, & begins again
Osteoclasts strip me
Tl (wn brittle and. ful of holes




“Syotty ‘Mirror”
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( look in the wiirror
Avdl staring back was Puﬁ[y eyes and mty growting neck
[ feel drowssy as ( grasp my threat
And. fail to recall
The lst time [ took way weds
[ gri¢ my teeth
A wonder f ( took them today
My eyes begin to gloss
As ( stare into the wiirror
(ts spmffy andl. f@ﬁed
Just like way overstimdated. head
As my racing heart
Fills we with dread
When this is all over; ([ hope to God
(Ul clean this wiirror, and. rest in bed.
Avd when ( wake, ([ think clearly again.
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