
I want to let you in  
to the shower of my heart. 

After my friend Bobby died I  had a dream that  I 
was in his old house.  I  searched all  of the rooms 
but  could  fnd  no  sign  of  him,  until  I  heard  the 
sound of the shower on the second foor. I went up 
the stairs slowly so as not to make any noise. The 
bathroom  door  was  unlocked  and  I  opened  it  a 
crack and called his name into the steam. He told 
me to come in but I was afraid. I knew he meant the 
shower and  not  just  the  bathroom and I  thought 
that maybe he was joking and he'd get mad and call 
me gay if I actually joined him. That's the kind of 
guy he was, the kind we all were growing up, but 
despite my fear I stripped and stepped behind the 
curtain.  We didn't  talk  at  frst,  instead I  took his 
head and ran my hands over his scalp to see if  I 
could fnd the hole the bullet had made. I wanted to 
clean  and  bandage  the  wound  but  either  it  had 
already healed or it wasn't there yet. I let him go 
and we washed ourselves and if anything was said 
the words were lost when I woke.   

I  want to let you in to that hidden place, the place 
behind the curtain inside the tiny room on the upper 
foor of the locked house where it is safe to be naked, 
but I have to be careful because you could easily take 
advantage  of  me.  Have  you  heard  about  the  fve 
people who were arrested in Cleveland? I don't know 
them but I think maybe they feel how I do sometimes 
and how my friend Bobby did: lonely and powerless 
and angry and sad. People who feel like that often do 
desperate things. Some drink a lot, or abandon their 
families,  or  marry  people  who  treat  them  badly. 
Some  kill  themselves.  These  people  in  Cleveland 
allegedly accepted explosives from an FBI agent, who 
pretended to  be  a  friend,  and agreed to  blow up a 
bridge with him. Now it looks like they will go to jail 
for a long time and with the charges they will likely 
be added to  the eighty thousand people  already in 
solitary confnement. They might never touch or be 
touched by another human being for the rest of their 
lives, aside from pat downs from prison guards. 

You don't seem like the kind of person who wants to 
trick people but I'm still nervous because, even if you 
don't  pressure  me,  after  I  let  you  in  I  might  do 
something stupid. Not the embarrassing-stupid, like 
when I absentmindedly put ice cream in the cabinet 
instead of the freezer, I mean the romantic kind of 
stupid. You see, I already know that you are pretty 
and smart and if  you come into  the shower of  my 
heart and I am uncovered and you are too and I learn 
about that infnite inside of you I think I will fall in 
love.  When that  happens I  won't  want  to  live  in  a 
world where we spend most of our time working or 
where  you  feel  sad  enough  to  die  or  where  some 
people have the power to lock us up. I'll want to give 
you a different world, one habitable for human life, 
and  the  things  I  do  while  trying  to  give  it  will 
probably be stupid. Other people have already failed 
and most were smarter than me. Yet still I hope that 
we will be different, that we can make love exist in an 
unhappy world. Do you want to see me?           
                                          I will leave the door unlocked.
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