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rE‘ Fs) r Cg “Can you please tell me whom to call, so | may donate my body?"
{Jrif 2 Upturned hands can clutch no words,
5
+ Leave silence stuck to disbelief—
Q//%\Q That even death is a question of storage.
il S e Where to keep the last repository,
r'_" - f when memory is a soft rind that peels away to reveal:

All that we have fastidiously tucked into slivered paper,
thinned and pressed into photograph,
the netted and shimmering fish of our senses,

; We must hastily overturn like a glass—
(o

i T e g ory. M And reeling from life we are left to ask:
e e e !J Who shall take us again?
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Ms. Dwarakanath is a member of the Class of 2017 at the Rutgers-New Jersey Medical School. An earlier version of this poem won first prize in the 2015 Michael E. DeBakey Medical
Student Poetry Awards at Baylor College of Medicine. Ms. Dwarakanath’s e-mail address is: mdwarakanath21o@gmail.com.
lllustration by Jim M'Guinness.




