
No propriety. The johnny-shirt tied loose
as the slab underneath slides out and light
hits unadjusted eyes. Thirty minutes is
a long time to search for blight, nests of
cerebellar locusts, the exact site of pestilence,
and then to see vast, white emptiness outside.
The machine sits and technicians, nametags attached,
guide noninitiates—plebes who’ve seized,
gone blind, or otherwise lost their sense—
from the room. I’m exposed, in partial clothes,
and barefoot identity’s more than the loss
of health but also less—the business
of symptoms and diagnosis, but also shivers
to keep warm and ask the question: what’s next?

Shane Neilson, M.D.

Dr. Neilson is a resident in emergency medicine at Dalhousie 
University in Nova Scotia. His first book was published in November 
2003 by Frog Hollow Press, Victoria, British Columbia. His address 
is: 429 Gardiner Street, Oromocto, New Brunswick, Canada E2V 
G3. E-mail: itchscratch@hotmail.com.

Out

Im
ag

e 
b

y 
R

o
b

er
t 

K
at

o

The Pharos/Autumn 2004 31


