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float within my bubble. Outside of it, fragments of me float bumpmg agalnst the surface.

. Resting at the bottom of the bag, impassive and looking away
from me, is the head of someone that | used to know well.




A label is attached to the bag, and on the label
is a question. | wrote the label, | realise, but |
have nobody to ask that question to.

My attention is drawn to my right-hand
side, and | notice a new bag, which is
much older than the previous two.

| don't look inside, but from within it | §
can hear the sound of gravel crunching
under somebody's footsteps.
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| float in my bubble, clutching my three rubbish bags.

-~ ¥y

B Atruck stops in front of me, a skip swinging gen

\
. | lift my rubbish sacks and cérry them toward the skip,
« ready to hoist them in to it, for them to be driven away.
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. At the last moment, | look down at my sacks of trash and | think: ]

Could | use these, though?
AT I |
B Am | really done with them?

My bubble doesn't pop, it
just curls away gloopily.

The fragments of me, which moments ago
were eager to recombine, drift away tutting. |
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As they settle back into orbit around me,
| hear one of them mutter 'for fucks sake’.




Now, | just move from room to room.
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In this house, which has become a sea of me.
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¥ Kitchen sink, full of water, as well

as one mug and three teaspoons. §
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If this house goes, I'll need
to go somewhere else.

And by extension: if this planet
® goes, I'll not be on the planet.

I'll be in space. Floating between stars.
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A whole universe to haunt. &

And maybe I'll have room to sleep again. h
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I'd be an exhalation, finally. '_-__.
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| THEY ARE LYING.
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THEY SLEEP NEARLY ALL DAY. |
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@7 SIT INSIDE PIPES AND
%] (| STUTTER THE WATER.
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I AM THIS HOUSE AND NOTA SEA OF THEM. |
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THEY REMEMBER ONLY THI‘\TGS
WHICH SERVE THEIR SORROW.
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‘ PERHAPS THEY'LL FIND PEACE
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{ WITH NO HOUSE TO RAGE AGA]‘\TST
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BUT PERHAPS THEY WON'T.




