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Our Bathroom
The room’s apathy is deafening, that's why | feel white noise
oscillate in my ears...I've beenwatching the water rise since the
rain stopped, watching single droplets dissolving into each
other every so often. I've been staring at the tap too,
thinking | should turn it and let the waterpour at the pace it wants to.
| watch from the floor next to the mat; hunched flesh, cold
against the tiles. My face has given up its expression, hanging and
malleable like a sheet in the wind and so | float about,
without moving at all.
A shadow fogs my right eye, | hear its sound as though
| was drowning. My present hasbecome a blurred film, muffled in an
old coat pocket. My head is
being supported and mylegs are cocooned in something warm.
| don’t look to see what it is, what it is that covers me,
it'’s just there. My eyes remain on the tile to the left, the one with
grime on it. | decide neverto clean it.
| don’t know how long it's been but | know the bath is full.
| think I've let my body becometoo settled in its limpness.
| don’t trust my legs to lengthen and then put me somewhere.
Where would | go? | think I’'m making noise or saying something,
the white noise makes an enigma of me:
Well...doesn’t everything? | feel the heat of external speech now,
from above. | decipher the words ‘lift” and ‘relax” and upwards I fly...
When was | last suspended like this? letting the air and arms around
infantilize me. She lifted
me like this when | refused to rejoin clothes and the
swing of bedtime, my robust legs
kicking, desperate to stay amongst the
splashes of adventureland.



“I'm cold” I'd say, legs blurred with movement, determined to
attack each available air pocket.
“Would madam like a towel?”
“But | just... nmmmmmaa” looser kicks this time and with a

slightly cunning look upwards.lée say “five more -

minutes pleeease, you said” “hmm...|

| I did say," she said slowly,
smiling and lowering me to tt — -

| feel myself belng lowered ) '
of protest. The water draws a line Ny fa my
eyelashes grow wet with steam. lam subme izf‘ged but the
heat fails to sink me. | look down at my chest and notice then
othingness | feel about the lifelessness there.
You have to care to feel %onscious and you can’t care if you've
forgotten how to do it. | can see that feeling but | can’t remember the
hold of it, the utter urgency to diffuse someone’s image of you to

which you are denied access. | pretend to know it; guiding the water to bleed
over my right breast. | can almost see the foam of a cheap bubble bath,
tactically poured to drown out thé swells of my new body.
I’d watch her in this wrapping, my childhood sealed. Each strident stroke
of eyeline;W;fouldcome hand in hand with a jaunty tilt of her chin and if
> wine rested against the mirror there'd
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