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Hydrophilic

Friday, I asked my mother if I could come to the family apartment last weekend because I needed a bath. If anything, it works on both ends–she's been wanting me home a while and I needed to experience actual hot water. She’s ecstatic, agreeing to come fetch me after 3 o’ clock. My bag is already packed with essentials for the weekend. I waited for her to pick me up from the most convenient curb. After she pulled up, beckoning me into the passenger seat, we went on our way. I remained quiet on the journey as my mother raved about how exciting it would be to have me home, responding every now and then to confirm I was still conscious. As much as I love her, all I could truly think about was how relieving it would be to finally get into the bathtub.
It's been a month and some change since I left for the fall, living elsewhere, where I am subjected to shower shoes and lukewarm mediocrity. I hate showering outside her home, especially in a building with no heated water during winter. Her home is warm, I know I didn’t need to, but I used the excuse: “My back hurts…” to come home. It is true, but I also don't know how I can explain that I need to be submerged in water. 
I need to be in water. Right now. I need a larger, stronger force to entrap my body within its hold. I need to feel secure. I need to escape into something that won’t let me go unless I decide to go. I need Epsom salt and bubbles. I need to get away from myself and others because I am so overwhelmed, and I can't take being surrounded by paperwork bullshit and unfolded clothes, or low-speed internet. 
Other than the dramatics, I missed the luxury of the bath. An average porcelain tub, about the size of a standard twin-size bed. White square tiles surrounding the tub going all the way up to the ceiling. Then there's the view from the bottom of the tub, in the shower/bath combo; the silver shower head, the clear, plastic, crystal-shaped handle controlling the temperature, and the faucet where hot water pours into its new resting spot. It’s comforting. 
My mother eventually notes my timid behavior, wondering what could be troubling me. I responded, “I’m okay. My back just hurts, and I need a bath.”. She rubs my back for comfort, telling me that we’re almost home. That’s all she needs to know. I don't want to overwhelm her.
At 7 o'clock, Saturday evening, I went to prepare my bath. I prefer bubble baths, of course, and Lord knows when I'm going to get the chance to do it again–I sure as hell didn't. Testing the appropriate temperature, I allow the tub to fill up. I drown Epsom salt within the steaming depths, dancing my fingers through the growing waters. To make it even more special, I purchased a bubble bar to lighten the mood. It's a beautiful powder blue and the scent sweet, but not overly sugary. It was a type of sweetness you get from a flower blossom after it rains, with the droplets expanding upon the scent but not muting it. It was like being back in my grandma's backyard, and finding honeysuckles in the thicket. A softer, gentle flower to inhale–beautiful and wild. The bar leaves a pale tint in the water, resembling an untouched body of water in the middle of a vast forest, maybe accompanied by a waterfall. One only seen by few, wandering aimlessly through the void, only to discover an oasis. One only used woodland creatures that climb and burrow, this being their sanctuary. I allowed this imagination to clear my mind, peering down at my perfect new comfort. It was a beautiful, “natural” color that I could submerge myself in and feel completely sound. So I do. 
Dear God, I love bubbles! They're so bouncy, and clear like glass but as light as air. I love how when they group together, they create this giant white foam you would see on the ocean. They cluster and they stick so well until you separate them. I separate them for my own pleasure so I can blow them about the tiny area of the bath. I want to watch them float up into the air and fly above my head like clouds. They move just as slowly. I cover myself in bubbles because I want to surround myself with such delightful energy. I want to hide my body under a cover of softness and iridescent beauty. I breathe in these multicolored sparkles, wishing they could just stay glued to me. I value such a small pleasure that fades all too quickly. I don't want to look as they fade away. I don't want to look at myself or the water. I wish they could last forever.
	My mother checks in periodically, possibly to make sure I don’t go under. I have the tendency to. Not for long, though, I would hate to drown. It’s ritualistic, I have to dunk my head under each time I take a bath. It’s a refresher, like baptism. No matter what horrible thing I did before the bath, if I dunk my head under, all is well again. At least that’s my interpretation of it. It helps when I’m overthinking–the things I can’t say aloud. The suffocation, feeling inadequate, and repetitive curses directed towards myself. I long for someone to express my hardships to. I’ve attempted counseling, journaling, or simply talking to one of my friends. Yet my worries tend to be overshadowed, often by lack of financial distribution or the passing comment of: “Everyone goes through what you go through”. So I allow my conflicts to fill me, bottled with a porous cork. I do what I can to keep myself in the shallows of my mind. I’m only going to be dunked under with comments of disregard, so I’ll hold my breath.
Whenever I get overwhelmed, I bathe. At some point in my life, I noticed that when I feel really bad, I reek. I’m the only one that seems to notice. It makes me want to retch just thinking about the smell. I smell like how I would describe coming out of the pool and just sitting on the metal bleachers for a hot 30 minutes before going to shower off. Coming out of the pool, there is absolutely nothing covering the human odor. No deodorant. No lotion. Absolutely nothing and it's aggravating to think about. It’s the stench of hot dog water soaking the urban streets of festivals in the summer sun. It drives me to the edge, which I have to talk myself down from and tell myself that I simply need to shower– much to my disdain. I don't like showers but I’m used to them now. I want to believe that I was traumatized as a child as I distinctly remember walking out of the shower and never wanting to go in there again. The water droplets were pounding into my tiny orbs and I couldn’t breathe. I swear I was going to drown just from standing in place, with the stream filling my nose. It was a stall shower with a heavy glass store, so I was trapped for a while. I find shower curtains more comforting. They provide more security and tend to be convenient if I get too overwhelmed. A quick escape from the heat just in case I need to.
I used to experience shower thoughts but then they just became daily thoughts. I would understand if most of the people in my life consider me to be very naïve or witless. So now all I do in the shower is stand under the head and let the water run down my body. Of course, I scrub, exfoliate, and cleanse, but when that's all said and done, I just stand there. No thoughts. The stream is barely but I embrace it. It's a great distraction that blurs my vision and fills my ears with the sound of rushing water, like standing behind a waterfall. It's not as warm or comforting standing under a shower head, though. The stream encapsulates you into this invisible pod that only it can access. It's suffocating to be entrapped in it, yet leaving means the feeling of the cold rush of the outside world. So I stay under–I let it run down my head, past my face, all the way down the drain. The stream isn't like bubbles either. I can see everything that's uncovered. Sometimes I pray, but not often. I stay under until my legs feel like they're going to give out or I feel I'm going to be late for class. I don't want to wait to see if the stream is too powerful and takes me under.
I don’t have to worry about that in the bath. All I have to do is lounge in the water with a pillow at my back and just breathe. I can lean my head back and stare into nothingness, praying my mind does not fall victim to any intrusion. I breathe in steam and release stress. In one blissful moment, I feel nothing. My lashes are heavy with slumber. My heart beats low and strong. My limbs rust against the rim of the tub, with my fingers dancing to step on the surface. The rest of me sinks into the water. I feel peace and nothing else matters. Yet this feeling is only temporary.
I notice that the bubbles have completely deserted the tub. I can see my bare legs again and how they wobble underwater. My fingertips are wrinkled and my knees are cold. I know it’s time for me to get out of the bath. I drain the tub and start to dry off with the towel my mother has to re-dye every few months. Starting with my hair, squeezing as much excess as I can with twists and pulls. Down my face. I go along my neck and my collarbone, into the crevices of my chest and pits. I scrub out my arms and my legs trying to dry off as much as possible. Then I wrap the towel around my body and just stare into the foggy mirror for a few moments. I am fresh-faced, curly-haired, and I look beautiful. I look like a girl. I feel this sweet, soft innocence when I am in the presence of myself in the mirror. The skin of my face and my shoulders is pink due to the friction from the scrubbing. I feel new. I feel better. But only for a moment. This joy is temporary. The gargle with the drain reminds me of all my sins and all my tragedies. I feel an inkling of overwhelm and the anxiety of existing returns. I’m disgusted with myself. I leave the bathroom. 




