
Myocarditis
My heart skips a beat

As the helicopter, that angel from the heavens,

Rises with him aboard.

His heart, exhausted and feeble, has not given up.

My heart swells 

Now, ten years later,

As I watch him race down the football field,

Collide with his opponent, 

Fall, rise, 

And jump for joy. 
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My heart races

Nearly as rapidly as his.

Though mine brings a flush to my cheeks,

His musters only the faintest of pulses.

My heart sinks

As I recognize this three-year-old boy

I last saw racing down my clinic hallway, 

His heart a tireless engine.

Now lying limp and pallid, dwarfed by the long ER bed.

My heart aches

For his terrified mother,

Hands in mouth,

Tears streaming from wild eyes.


