
The communal washroom in the cellar of his apartment block. The windows that lined the ceiling. The white 

plastic body of the washing machine. The clumps he picked out of the mouth of the machine. The clean, 

damp, dark pile in the washing tub. The shirts he picked apart from the trousers. The sweater he picked apart 

from the shirts. The trousers he picked apart from the sweaters. The clothespins he didn’t like to use. The 

reason he had for that preference.  The company I kept him. The conversation we maintained. The Jungian 

podcast he told me about. The paywalled episode about dream telepathy. The whole thing about the cellar 

and the psyche. The absent-minded work of the hands as he hung up his clothes. The dream he shared with 

me. The dream I shared with him in return. The problems of phrasing your dreams. The faulty logic. The soft 

curve of the clotheslines. The order in the room.
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