
Running water drowns all noise. 
Its consistent sound 
blends into the atmosphere; 
it laces thoughts. 
 
A capsule for thinking, 
yet numbing at the same time. 
For a moment, escape; 
solace is found between the tiles, but 
so is horrid introspection. 
 
Thoughts must be quiet, so  
drown under the shower head, 
and look into the mirror. 


