HANDS

Fiction by Lockie Hunter

HE IS LITERALLY DOUBLED (WER, her long leps bent at an
Suncumfﬂrtablc angle. This is done so as to fit her—a giantess of
a woman—in a regulation hospital bed. If she fecls discomfort,
she does not evince it. At home, she slept in the long twin bed. She
read her fan letters in the long twin bed. She took her tea in the
long twin bed. She blustered about the administration in the long
twin bed. She exposed the heart of others in the long twin bed.
Here, shc sleeps in a short, railed bed. Her mouth is open, and her
skin is baggy on her jaw and her clbows, on her earlobes and her
kneceaps. All over her frame, her covering hangs. It seems to her
as if she is wearing some ill-fitting suit of flesh. Her sleeveless
nightgown exposes skin that folds under nurses’ hands and seems
to roll away during examination. She feels as if one can just roll her
up like one would roll up a well-worn sleeping bag where the goose
stuffing has either all piled at one end or has come out through
small holes made by cigarette burns and snags on twigs. Her nails
are long and yellow-brown and calcified and hard. No one has
cleaned underneath them. The nail bed contains bits of yesterday's
lunch. The nail bed contains bits of last week’s lunch. She notices
her hands and seems confused. These odd hands are connected to
her wrist where her radial pulse must lie. She greets the nurses as
they come in, “I’'m just checking your radial pulse now,” they say.
They regard her radial pulse again and again.

She talks to herself. She talks to herself of the Brooklyn
Dodgers.  She talks to herself of her babies and grandbabies. She
talks to herself of Munich. She talks to the nurses. She tells the
nurses that they should not read in such dim light.  She tells the
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