
36  

LEILA CHATTI

Intake Form

Doubled for six hours and bleeding, I decide to go the hospital 
only when my boyfriend says How long? Jesus Christ—then puts me in the car, drives to the 

hospital.

Rate your pain from 0 to 10, 0 being impossible, the impassible
God, 10 being Christ pinned like a monarch, who was unlike all others wounded, who did not die to save 

you in your version of  the story, who endured the suffering of the world and everyone in it and never
once asked to go to the hospital.

Seven pains, or the pain sevenfold—pain like the pain of  the Blessed
Mother in the desert, of  the first mother who passed it on like an inheritance, of  my mother—

her first—on her back, wailing, in this hospital.

How much blood, would you say? What’s your best estimate, would you say? Would you say it comes constant 
or in waves? You stayed in the tub, did you say? Did it soak a tampon, did you say? How many tampons, 

would you say? How quickly, would you say? Is this abnormal, would you say? Is this a lot of  blood 
for you, would you say? Is there any chance you’re pregnant, would you say? Is it possible this is your 
period, would you say? When was your last period, would you say? Say, is that your boyfriend, I’m 
going to ask him some questions, okay? I’m just going to ask him some questions about your bleeding,
okay? Just clear some things up, okay? Get a clear picture, okay? Then we’ll get you into the hospital.

In the twenty-second year of  my life, in the twelfth month, on the fifteenth day of  the month, 
all the fountains of  the great deep burst forth, and the windows of  the heavens were opened.

And I caught heaven in a plastic bag. Heaven teeming steadily into a bag beneath 
my jeans. And—God forgive me—I think mulberries. And an angel speaks 
the measured, anodynic language of  angels directly to my vein. And I bob in and out 
of  what divulges no horizon. A voice above pronouncing flood and me affirming yes,
a flood. And so, one day, I’ll say it was—the word came down to me so simply            
that first day of  the spate, of  the hospital.


