
HABITUAL HEAD, THE EDDY Jane Bau blk 2-1 

English 12M 10/20/19 
 
 
 

eddy: a circular movement of water, counter to a main current, causing a small whirlpool. 
 

 

Although I didn’t see it in my juvenile hours, it was still there. Only now 
 
have I come to realize its place: a space  
between the edge of the world and the horizon with 
cloudy, viscous breath, and wild possibility. 
A rich and plentiful nowhere land that seals me up in shade and sun  
at the same time,  
so I am brightly invisible, and I can live peaceably there to think  
and think (and think some more). I would love to think of the things  
so irreversibly behind me and so incredibly beyond me, like  
the stinging, yearning time 
 
on that continent  
when I was so hungry and so lonely for what I thought would bring me satisfaction. 
Some foreign infatuation, some 
distant Eden 
beneath the billowy linen. I imagined 
we were made up of the crumbling stone, broken sage, and mimosa flowers  
of that other earth, so we would remain  
eternal in its soil 
under the wandering shadows of clouds. 
I would think of the littlest things noticeable 
(the raw honey of my exposed shoulder, the place on my blouse where the stitches collect).  
I was half drunk  
on the shape  
of my eyes in yours.  
I dreamt of drinking you up whole  
and of those watery nights when we didn’t know up from down  
in the opalescence. 
And it both troubled and soothed me that 
we would not truly tremble and die when I woke up. 
 
I would live in this tipsy thought, this not quite occurrence, letting it engulf me  
like a sorry tide, and after 
I would go back to my realm to find another.   
Oh, this realm 
where everyone else sees things coming to jagged ends. But I see  
such beauty in what they call wreckage, (what is wrong with an internal forever?) 
 
I wish I didn’t hold on to bits of thought 
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as tightly as I do. The smaller the thought,  
the more I strain, knuckles white and red, craning around its fleeting edges. 
Even after eons I will still dwell in illusion on the angle of your face in the light  
of a cosmic time when the evening was on fire, and this was only for a second.  
But I will remake this fraction over  
and over and do my best  
to make an entire picture out of it. 
And then try and fit the whole thing into my silly jewelled place that doesn’t exist  
to reason, my high chamber of memory and the constant, shifting 
vivids of the past. 
 
In addition to my discovery 
of that fantastical place, (holding mere pretty visions and half realities), 
I have come to realize  
that I am not how I really am. I float  
in the eddy of clean  
and unclean,  
the confusing swell of  
orderly perfection 
and free-spirited boldness. 
 
Unclean, 
in the dark, late tonight, head sweet  
and rotting from the inside out and the shadows  
all sinister and curving up the streets.  
The light from the hunched lamps makes my face animal, gaunt and 
I don’t notice a thing  
because my brain is wrong and velvet and my teeth are too, and so is each step  
I take, the sidewalk resurfacing then submerging like some current in a monsoon. Then the 
inside of the house  
lights up the back of my careless eyes and 
things are haloed and deep and so so wonderfully turbulent.  
An empty bottle of absinthe sits ill and diluted on the counter. Then I go into that bathroom  
with its raunchy French paintings and look into the red red red eyed mirror,  
(after midnight chaos seeping out of the sockets), not thinking about next week or next year, 
about my parents at home or the starved and dystopic future. I am unexpected and lovely, 
swaying to a song that has now receded into mere hazy, melodic flickers in the backwaters  
of my mind, 
unclean. 
 
I leave much too late and  
then walk the two blocks back to  
my quiet household and 
feel the sticky weight of unwashed skin, spiky black eyes,  
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wild, metallic breath on the pillow. 
I fall asleep in a room that is too soft and neat. 
 
Then the next morning, clean, I  
wash the night out of my hair, straightening it and then accidentally burning my neck. I wish it 
looked more like love mark, 
so I could have a story to think about telling 
about a person I think about becoming. 
Clean, I am being serene, careful, turtlenecked, 
painting my face with a mannequin’s hand and  
trying to make the sharp line extending from my eye look effortless, 
(like I was born with this frightening grace and precision). 
I laugh a laugh  
that sounds like a too sharp and empty version of the real one.  
I get all the answers right, I write  
in pen. Nothing bleeds  
because it is beautiful and all meant to be. And no one second guesses  
the sounds that tumble out of my jaws without error or flaw or awkwardness. 
I do not shrink at the dangling end of a conversation after I have had the last word, no 
deafening echo of the way my voice chews up language---- 
warped, alien, and all too vexing. 
 
I have come to realize  
that the eddy’s current is only as strong as I allow it to be. 
That people like me 
(who think they don’t know themselves, either), hesitant  
to become too clean or unclean, 
won’t drown in these conflicting thoughts without consent  
from their infected heads. 
So I really, actually, truly do have the ability 
to climb out, and I would be up on my feet 
in no time above the slippery slope that is 
the riverbank, the risk. 
I would be able to see the earth and the sky beyond,  
and I would run there  
through a field with a breeze blowing through it, 
 
and I would be out of the eddy. 
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