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THE BATH 

by Keren Green 
 

Eddie walked into the bathroom and closed the door. He glanced around, taking in the polka-

dots on the wall, the blue flowerpot and that ugly, bright orange rug that he insisted they had to 

buy. He smiled and laughed to himself ever so quietly as he sat on the edge of the tub. Everything 

is as it should be. 

A single tear slipped down over his cheek. Eddie wiped it away with the back of his hand and 

took a deep breath. It wasn’t that he had a bad day, on the contrary, his day had been rather pleasant. 

The blue, cloudless sky, the green leaves and the songs the birds sang as he walked to work made 

his heart feel like it would burst. Plus, there was that one woman at the check-out counter who had 

actually looked him in the eyes and smiled when she wished him a nice day. It had been a nice 

day. One for the books. 

Eddie looked at his watch: 11:55 pm. He reached into his powder blue, zip up jacket's pocket 

and pulled out the bottle of pills. They’ll look for a note. But he didn’t want to leave a note because 

there wasn’t really anything he could say. He just didn’t want to walk this road any longer. He had 

never imagined that he would be in this moment, yet here he sat on the edge of the tub, twirling a 

bottle of pills in his hand. 

He knew he couldn't go one more day like today. He didn’t want to walk to work through the 
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park, again, watching children play, couples hold hands and that old homeless man's attempt to get 

comfortable before his morning nap on the bench. Eddie knew all of it so well. He always got teary 

on the days when the wind blew just right and the smell of salt wafted in from the sea. It was all 

so beautiful. Every moment, every day. Maybe it was too beautiful. Maybe he was simply afraid 

that it would all start to fade, that he wouldn't see the beauty anymore. Either way, he didn’t want 

to walk through the park again. 

He pressed down on the cap and turned the lid. The small yellow pills with the number three 

stamped onto them poured out into his hand. He counted them. There were twelve. That should be 

plenty. Eddie popped all twelve into his mouth, crossed to the sink and filled the glass with water. 

He looked at his reflection in the mirror. This is the last time I will see this face, better make it 

good. He smiled as big and as wide as he could then let out a little laugh for good measure, but 

quietly as he didn’t want to wake anyone. He stared at the door as he thought of the girls. Their 

big hazel eyes and sweet smiles. Oh, how he'd miss them. He closed his eyes and reminded himself 

that it was better this way. They would be happier in the long run. 

Eddie turned on the tap and the water swirled as it slowly filled the tub. He noticed the pink 

bottle in the corner. Wouldn’t that be wonderful? He emptied the entire bottle under the tap. 

Bubbles quickly multiplied and, before he knew it, had taken over. He couldn’t even see the water. 

Perfect. 

He undressed, stepped in and slid down into the bubbly water. Ah, nothing like a hot bubble 

bath. It was exactly as he imagined. Much better than a hospital bed would be, with all those tubes 

and machines... No, this was the way to go. Eddie nodded to himself as he thought of Sarah and 

the girls. Much better. 

He turned off the tap and closed his eyes. 


