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Youarestanding
inasmallspace

-darkandcramped,
withnoroomtosit
orstretch.Reach-
ingoutinfrontof
you,youcanfeel
hardwallsless
thananarm's
lengthaway.
Runningyour
fingersalongtheir
cracksandfacets
revealsalong,thin
verticalpassage-
way,reachingupto
adistantlight
above.Below,a
smallpuddleof
waterbyyourfeet,
justenoughto
preventyoufrom
sittingonthefloor.

Lookingup,you
seethatthereare
nobarsatthetop
ofthechamber.It
seemstoofaraway
toclimb.Perhaps,
youmightattempt
itlater,asifyou
willsuddenlyfind
areserveofenergy
andcouragethat
wouldmakesucha
featpossible.

Shapesmoveat
thetopofthe
oubliette,shadows
thatmovelike
people.

Whenyoucall
forthemtorescue
you,aformleans
overanditswords
echodownthe
walls:

"Youcanget
outwheneveryou
choose."

"Thenletme
out,"youcry.

Buttheshape
makesnomoveto
help.

Later,foodis
droppedfromthe
topofthe
oubliette.Scraps
fallintothewater
andarehungrily
retrieved,even
thoughthewater
servesasyour
toilet.

Youshoutagain
tobeletout.and
again,theresponse
comesfromabove:

"Youcanget
outwheneveryou
choose."

So,itisupto
you.Bracingyour
backagainstone
wallandyourlegs
againsttheother,
youtrytoclimbup
tothetop.What
willhappenifyou
getupthereis
anyone'sguess,but

thequestionis
academicbecause
youfallbeforeyou
gethalfway.

Yourbones
acheasyousob
intothedirtywater,
thepainandfrus-
trationbarreling
outofyouasa
primalscream.

Timestretches.
Itfeelslikedays
sinceyoulast
moved,butthereis
nowayoftelling
withoutsightof
sunormoon.

Sometimesyou
feelthewallsclose
inonyou,
squeezingyoulike
thelastdregsina
tubeoftoothpaste.
Othertimesyou
imaginethefloor
givingout
underneathyour
feet,lettingyou
shootdownwards
likeachuteina
waterpark.

Buttheseare
justdreams,
becausenothing
everhappens.Not
really.Thereisonly
theoubliette.

Itispermanent
andunchanging.
Theonlymove-

mentisthatofthe
shapesabove.
Sometimesyou
screamatthem,
othertimesyou
beg.Nomatter
whatyousayto
them,theirre-
sponseisalways
thesame.

"Youcanget
outwheneveryou
choose."

Inoneofyour
meals,youfinda
bone.Althoughit's
small,fragilething,
youlikethefeeling
ofatoolinyour
hands.Slowly,you
chiselawayatthe
walls,asifyou
mightbeableto
tunneloutside-
ways.

Inevitably,the
bonebreaks–
shatteringintotiny
piecesthatfallinto
thefetidwaterin
thebottomofthe
oubliette.

Thisfinaldefeat
turnssomethingin
youandthewords
comeoutofyour
mouth.

"Iwanttoget
out."

Andsomehow,
thisisallittakes–

maybeallitever
took.

Aropeislow-
eredandyoutieit
aroundyourselfso
youcanbehoisted
uptothetoplikea
bundleofcargo.

Youemergein
thecentreofa
roundchamber.
Attendantswrap
youincomfortable
robesandusher
youtoabath,
whereyouare
washedandanoin-
tedwithsoothing
oils.Afterwards,
clothesarelaidout
infrontofyou,so
manythatyou
don'tknowhowto
choose.

Yousitata
dinnertable.You
areoffereda
selectionofdishes,
noneofwhich
satisfyyourhunger.

Therearepeople
atthetablewho
requireyour
attention.Theytalk
andtalkandtalk
andwhileyou
listen,yourmind
returnstothe
oubliette.Tothe
dark,thequiet,the
certainty.

Atnight,youlie
inyourcomfort-
ablebed,but
cannotsleep.Your
skinitchesatthe
cleansheetsand
softmattress.
Whenthespace
aroundyou
becomestoomuch
tobear,youstand
inthecornerofthe
room,comfortedby
thesafetyofthe
twowallsinfront
ofyou,ignoringthe
emptyroombe-
hindyouandnot
daringtocontem-
platethebalcony
andtheterrifying
expansebeyond.

Afternotmany
morenightslike
this,anattendant
findsadiscarded
trailofclotheson
thefloor,which
theyfollowtothe
circularroom.They
arrivejustintime
toseeyourhands
disappearintothe
dark.

Theytaketheir
placeatthetopof
theoubliette.
Patientand
waiting.

Untilnexttime.
•


