
Anatomy Lesson 
 

 Anselmo’s eyes widened as the doctor peeled back a flap of 

skin on the specimen’s leg. The exposed red fibers of the 

quadriceps glistened under the overhead lamps.  An assistant 

sopped up blood with a white cloth, drying the wound.  The 

dissected man screamed and writhed. 

 “As you can see, students, when the specimen struggles 

against his chains, the muscle fibers contract thereby moving 

his bones.”  The doctor, his hands and torso blood-spattered, 

hooked a tendon with a curved probing tool.  “These white 

cordlike structures are not muscle, even though they are fibrous 

like muscle tissue.  These tough connections between the bone 

and muscle are called tendons.  They connect the muscle to the 

bone, a rope and pulley if you will.  As you will see here when 

I sever the tendon,” the doctor sliced through the tissue, “it 

renders the muscle useless.” The muscle shrank and bunched up. 

The man’s shrieking and rattling of chains echoed through 

the observation room.   

 Anselmo cringed.  As he thought of the man’s torment, his 

eyes teared up.  Although the specimen was a prisoner to be 

executed, it would have been better to be hanged or beheaded 

than to go through this torture.  Anselmo brushed his long hair 

out of his face.   



The doctor suddenly cried out in frustration. “Gentlemen, I 

have unfortunately cut into a major artery.  This man will bleed 

to death in a matter of minutes, so let us hurry on.  The 

abdominal muscles are a fascinating bunch.” 

 Anselmo closed his eyes as the doctor began to skin the 

prisoner’s torso.  The man’s thick gurgling percolated in 

Anselmo’s mind like a bitter brew.  The thrashing slowed so 

Anselmo peeked through slitted lids.  Blood flowed from the 

dissecting table and trickle into a small, grated drain.  The 

prisoner’s struggles weakened until the chains fell silent. 

 “Well, our time with this experiment is over.  I hope it 

has been enlightening.  We are wonderful creations of God.  

Next, I would like to expose a living digestive system, reveal 

the intricacies of the bowels as well as other vital organs.  

Guards, the next prisoner.” 

 Anselmo’s hands dropped from his lap.  His own chains 

rattle on the ground as the guards made their way to him. 

 

The End 


