Arm Trouble

(for Andy Taylor)

At that exact moment

My bionic arm failed me.

Actually, it’s more accurate to say

That it malfunctioned.

Failure would seem to indicate that it stopped

Working completely.  Malfunction

Is a more proper terminology for,

“My bionic arm suddenly began

to punch me repeatedly in the face.”

And let me tell you

it’s fast and pretty accurate.

Seriously, it was like being attacked

By crazed ninjas.  I’m surprised my

Nose wasn’t broken in the process

Of climbing back up the cliff away

From the smoldering wreckage of my

Plane.  Luckily I’d memorized all of the secret

Maps.  I would tell you more about them

But they’re secret.

I was disappointed that the vice-vicar

Of Banff hadn’t survived the crash

But I hadn’t entirely trusted him anyway,

And with my bionic arm on the fritz

He may have had his windpipe crushed

By accident, I couldn’t be held responsible

For what my arm was doing.

At the moment it was still

punching me repeatedly.

And now swearing.

Initially that trick had been amusing,

My fist would punch an armed henchman

And then belittle him with obscenities,

But now, the obscenities didn’t really even

Go together.  It was rather like my arm

Was drunk.

When I reached the top of the cliff,

My arm was making so much noise

And had become so erratic, I figured it

Would eventually become a liability,

So I pulled out my gun and shot it.

It swore a few more times, sparks

Shooting out of the bullet wound,

And then dropped lifeless at my side.

I had just enough time to bury it

When a bullet whizzed by my left ear.

The henchmen who had shot down my plane

Were coming at me fast,

And without my bionic arm

The fight would almost be fair.

However, just to be certain, I decided that now

Would be a good time to switch on

My bionic leg.

It not only swore, it also spoke Spanish.
