“STORY OF THE UPPER LIMB”

FADE IN:

EXT. HEAVEN – DAY

Bright light everywhere, a luminescent fluffiness. As Heaven should be.

GOD sits alone. He’s hunched over a small table studying its surface. In deep thought.

On the table, several rows of cards are laid out in an orderly fashion. Solitaire.

Silent, God is stuck on his next move. Hasn’t won in awhile.

Suddenly...


VOICE(OS)

Sir?

God doesn’t notice. Too focused.


VOICE(OS)

 (clears throat)

Sir?

Interrupted, God turns to look towards the voice.

A tiny elf stands in front of his master. He wears clear goggles on his head and a dusty, white outline on his cheeks. He pushes a small piece of cylindrical bone in God’s direction. 

God squints at the piece of bone and takes it from the little man. Looks the piece over.


ELF #1

 (smiles)

What do you think?

God doesn’t respond. Keeps inspecting the elf’s work.


GOD

You call this a Clavicle?

The elf’s confident smile quickly fades.

God peers down over his glasses at his worker. Holds the perfectly straight bone up high towards the sunlight.


GOD

This things gotta connect an entire arm to the torso. I wanted an “S” shape here. 

God lowers the bone. Points to the center of the bone.


GOD

How’s this gonna reach around the neck muscles and sit on the scapula? 

He grabs one end of the bone between his fingers.


GOD

And this end’s gotta be flat. One end round and one flat. Remember, the flat end sits on top of the Acromion and the round end butts up against the sternum.

The elf looks on intently. Blank.


GOD

You think I just made up “Acromial End” and “Sternal End”?

No reply.

God hands the bone back to Elf #1.

Elf #1 takes the bone, still silent. Turns and leaves.

God turns back to his card game.


GOD

And I want a Conoid Tubercle on the bottom near the flat end. It’s gotta be rough.

Suddenly, God smiles. Moves one pile of cards on top of another. A good move.

Soon, another interruption. 

ELF #2 walks towards God’s card table. Holds a brand new scapula in his hands, inspecting it. Almost runs into the card table before stopping.

Again, God peers at his little worker.

Elf #2 holds the Scapula upside down, towards God. Rubs his finger along the Inferior Angle.


ELF #2

 (southern drawl) 

Sir, I just don’t see how the clavical is going to fit anywhere here.

Elf #2 looks up towards God. 

God stares back. Rubs his white beard.

Slowly, God reaches down towards the Scapula. Rotates it right side up.

Elf #2 frowns. 


GOD

Okay, let’s go over it one more time. It’s called the Inferior Angle because?

Elf #2 looks at God blank.


GOD

Because it’s at an angle...you know what an angle is, right?

Elf #2 quickly nods.



GOD

Good. And it is the bottom angle so it’s Inferior, right?

Elf #2 nods again.

 



GOD

And the top angle is?

Elf #2 hesitates.

ELF #2

Lateral?

God lets out a frustrated sigh.


GOD

Superior. Superior Angle. 

Elf #2’s eyes widen. An epiphany.


GOD

Right. Let’s go over it again. Angle’s angle, border’s border. 

 (beat)

And why did I name this the Coracoid?

 (points to Coracoid)


Elf #2

Because it’s shaped like a “C”?


GOD

Because it’s shaped like a “C”. Very good. And this? The largest projection connected to the spine does what again?

Silence.


GOD

Articulates with the Clavical. The Spine’s connected to the Acromion, which articulates with the Clavical. 


Elf #2

Oh...


GOD

You sure this is your work?


ELF #2

Y-Yes, Sir.

Again, God peers at Elf #2 over the rim of his glasses. Suspicious.


GOD

Tell me. Which fossa is the largest and lies anteriorly?

Elf #2 begins to sweat.

ELF #2

S-Subscapular?

GOD

 (points)

And why is this called the Supraspinatous Fossa?

Elf #2 thinks about it. Suddenly...


ELF #2

 (confident)

Because “Supra” means above and “Spinous” refers to the spine of the scapula and “Fossa” is a depression. 


GOD

A depression above the scapular spine. Funny how that works, huh? 

 (beat)

So I don’t have to tell you what the one below the spine is called, do I?


ELF #2

No, Sir.

God smiles. Hands the Scapula back to Elf #2.


GOD

Good. Nice shape, by the way.

Elf #2 smiles radiantly.


ELF #2

Thank you, Sir.

Elf #2 turns to leave.


GOD

 (to Elf #2)

Oh, and Son...

Elf #2 stops, turns to God.


GOD

Make sure you give me two tubercles, one above the Glenoid Fossa and one below it.

Elf #2 looks at the scapula in his hand. 

ELF #2

A tubercle, Sir?


GOD

Tubercle. Tuberosity. Same thing. We need a rough, bump for muscle or tendon attachment. 

Elf #2 Gently rubs his finger above the Glenoid Fossa where the Supraglenoid Tubercle should be.


GOD

Yeah there and inferior. Please.


Elf #2

You got it, Sir!

Elf #2 leaves.

God turns his attention back to his card game. Counts out three cards from a stack in his hand. Turns the third one over. Looks for a move. Nothing.

The SHIFT SUPERVISOR, well fed and a little taller than Elf #1 and #2, approaches God. A clipboard under his arm.


SHIFT SUPERVISOR

Sir, I’ve got some bad news.

God doesn’t bother looking up.


GOD

What is it this time? One of the employees gone AWOL again?

God chuckles at his own joke. Counts out three more cards. Turns the last one over.


SHIFT SUPERVISOR

No, Sir. Nothing like that. Everybody happy as plum pudding.

God continues to inspect his hand.


GOD

Tell me. What’s the difference between a “happy” plum pudding and a “sad” one? 

 (beat)

Gotta get that fixed. Whatever it is.

The Shift Supervisor watches God. Not sure if he’s serious.


SHIFT SUPERVISOR

Sir?

God looks down at the confused Shift Supervisor.


GOD

It’s a joke.


SHIFT SUPERVISOR

Oh.

Silence. The Shift Supervisor doesn’t get it. Continues with the news.


SHIFT SUPERVISOR

Sir, we’ve got another complaint.

The Supervisor hands God the clipboard. Several photographs are attached to it.


GOD

 (grabs clipboard)

Another Humerus?


SHIFT SUPERVISOR

Afraid so, Sir. Greater Tubercle is more like Greatest Tubercle.

God studies the photos. Flips through a couple.


GOD

Jeeze. Looks like the kid’s got a rock on the side of his shoulder. You get an inspection of the line done?


SHIFT SUPERVISOR

Yes, Sir. 

The Supervisor hands God a sheet of paper. The most recent inspection checklist.

God looks it over.


GOD

Your guys should know that the surgical neck is smaller than the anatomical neck. Your diameter here is way out of specs.


SHIFT SUPERVISOR

I know, Sir. I don’t know how may times I’ve told them that the Anatomical Neck is the real neck, the bigger one. The one attached directly to the head of the Humerus. Not the other way around.

God looks up from the inspection sheet and back to the photos. Shakes head. 

Back to the inspection sheet. Goes over the specs.


GOD

 (to himself)

Lesser Tubercle’s anterior...nice Deltoid Tuberosity numbers...Intertubercular Groove’s where it’s supposed to be...

The Shift Supervisor looks on.


GOD

You’ve just over-tubercled the Greater Tubercle. 

God hands both the clipboard and inspection sheet back to the Supervisor.


GOD

We recalled these models?


SHIFT SUPERVISOR

Already done, Sir


GOD

How many are we looking at?


SHIFT SUPERVISOR

A few thousand or so.


GOD

 (calm)

A few thousand or so too many. We’ve got a reputation to uphold.


SHIFT SUPERVISOR

Yes, Sir. I’m aware of that. Won’t happen again. I can assure you.


GOD

 (smiles)

Good. Infallible isn’t just a title, you know.

God turns back to his card game.



GOD

We’ve got to be perfect around here.

The Shift Supervisor stands silent waiting for orders. Looks down at God’s card game on the table.

God looks up from his game at the Supervisor.




GOD

Well?




SHIFT SUPERVISOR

How long you been working on this one?

God looks back down at his cards on the table. Then at the cards in his hand.




GOD

My two-hundreth game. Can’t seem to win. Not my game, I guess.




SHIFT SUPERVISOR

Can’t be perfect at everything, Sir.

God looks down at the little man. Not sure how to respond. Grins.

An awkward silence. The two men stare at each other for a moment.

Finally breaking the tension...




SHIFT SUPERVISOR

      (holds up clipboard)

Well, better get this fixed.




GOD

Yeah.

The shift supervisor hurriedly leaves.

God watches his worker leave.


GOD

      (to himself)

Not perfect? Losing my edge.

God studies the cards on the table. No move. Counts out three cards. Nothing still.




GOD

Two-hundred and one games, I guess.

God lays his cards on the table, face up.





ELF #2(OS)

How’s this, Sir?

Annoyed, God looks down at Elf #2. 

Elf #2 holds out an unidentifiable piece of bone in God’s direction. He smiles at God for approval.




ELF #2

This what you were talking ‘bout?

God stares at Elf #2 over the rim of his glasses. SIGHS heavily.

GOD

      (slightly annoyed)

I want you to re-read the entire section on scapulas before you start on another one.

Elf #2’s smile fades. Lowers his head in dissapointment.



GOD

      (easier)

Son, we can’t be perfect everytime can we?



ELF #2

      (looks up)


No, sir.



GOD


Keep trying you’ll get it.




ELF #2

You’re right, Sir. Gotta keep trying. I won’t dissapoint you.


GOD

 (smiles)

Good.

God turns back to his finished card game. 

Elf #2 surveys God’s cards.

God picks the first row up, ready to start a new game.





ELF #2



 (interrupting)

Sir, you gonna play that deuce of clubs?

God stops. Looks again at his worker.




GOD



Do what?




ELF #2

The deuce in your draw stack. It’ll play on your Ace there.

God looks at his cards. Looks at the deuce. Lays the stack back down. Moves the deuce over to the Ace.


ELF #2

Now you can play the rest over that deuce.

God looks at Elf #2 again. Back to his cards. Sees the move. 


GOD

 (unenthusiastic)

Thanks.


ELF #2

No problem, Sir.

Elf #2 turns to leave. 

God moves one card after another on its appropriate pile. He’s finally won.

Looks back at the departing Elf #2. Watches him leave. Smiles. Nods. Finally LAUGHS.

God picks up the neat stack of cards. Shuffles them.

Lays out another several rows of cards. A new game.

FADE OUT.





THE END

