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EXCERPT

After several days, while David had left on assignment, Akilah came to see me. Although there
was alarm in her eyes when she first saw me, that shifted to compassion as she found me lying
across the bed. Unwashed for weeks now, my mouth was crusted over and my hair a tangled mess.
I reeked of alcohol, filth, and despair. Quickly, she ran to the bathroom and started the tub.
Gingerly, she lifted my arms and began to guide me toward the tub. I resisted her.

“David is coming back. He will find you here. You must leave,” I pleaded.

“Not until you are washed.” She helped me into the bath and proceeded to wash me as one
would wash a little baby. It was with such tenderness and loving hands, I thought I might simply
dissolve under her touch. She started at my neck, face, and mouth and wiped away the crust that
had been lingering there for far too long. She lifted each arm with the warmheartedness of a
mother. As she washed up and down the length of my arm, I couldn’t help but notice the contrast
of her dark skin, which seemed so strong compared to my delicate white skin that could peel away
at any moment. She pitched the top half of my limp body forward in order to scrub my back. 1
could feel the suds from the sponge trickle down my spine into the water below.



