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     For this exercise I am sitting in the garage, door shut and lights off; it’s raining and I don’t want to leave the comfort of familiar surroundings. But this space is not really familiar to me, I pass through it but never really look at it, it’s just there, part of the architecture of life. 
     Like my body, it’s there, should do its thing without recognition or comment. Well that was the case when I was young. Here you need a bit of background history before reading further. During my thirties and forties, my body didn’t just voice comments; it tore me up, cut me open, tormented and scarred me, mentally and physically. The physicality of it was visceral, pain and tears were impossible to differentiate, it was exhausting.
     Here I am, with the help of many, many drugs, love and time I survived, make that, we survived. I’m convinced that after those years, a disconnect happened, mind and body separated from each other. I never really trusted it again, it was the machine that carried brain and organs, but not the real me. After about ten years life was more harmonious, lack of trust remained, but I ran half and full marathons, even learnt to swim. Didn’t hate it or love it, washed and moisturized then fed, it performed for me.
     In the last two years the body is becoming talkative again, doing its own thing, despite my efforts to answer back – it is in control. Not angrily this time, but chronic and tiring, bloody annoying.
     This will be the first time in years I have chosen to sit and voluntarily pay attention to it, the dark feels like a suitable environment to chat, see how it feels to be the other.
***********
     Sitting on the concrete step that leads to the garage, door behind is closed as is the main door.
     Door shut now, black, black, black, I’m aware of the sound of rain on the metal rolling door. A sliver of dark light under the door finds my retina, I like the light, even dark light. Closing my eyes, a show of green and red with white flashes plays against the eyelid.
     Open them.
     The garage appears to be in twilight, silhouettes can be traced in the dark with a finger: shelves, a bucket, freezer and dryer in the corner, I know all the junk around them but cannot see, disturbs me. Wellies, spade, hoe, strimmer, and two mowers, missing, I rock gently on the step. My eyes play tricks on me, but I don’t believe in magic. Light is greyer now, smaller shapes seem to settle my agitation; old paint tins, boxes full of essential junk, mop, recycling bags and cat litter. I hear myself reciting a list of what to bin when I get around to it. The largest presence in this cold space is reassuring, I don’t know which bit is which from the step, standing up I take three steps and stroke metal. It is cold and the same colour as the light. It makes me smile, in my head I see sun and mountains.
     Turn around and sit back on the step.
     What can I hear?
     Rain, the stream at the bottom of the garden is high and charges down the hill to the sea. Wind, the house name means sound of the wind; it is trapped in the valley and screams to be let out as it follows the water. I love the sound of the wind; it reassures when you are inside your space and it can’t find you. Heartbeat is slow in my head, always I count it, fifteen seconds times four, second nature after so many years of counting others. Nod of the head and respiration checked, all satisfactory for now. 
     Borborygmus, a line of its own. After forty years I still can’t pronounce it.
     Always keeps me company, I laugh, but embarrassing in public; the gurgles, rumbles and squeaks a symphony from within. The pain when it reaches the usual spot, hold your breath and it’s gone. It’s gone. 
     A mouse runs across the floor, sounds like a lion as it peep peeps past unseen.
     I rub my stomach on the right side, an old habit, comforts every time.
     Aware I’m sitting all hunched up, I stretch upright. The step is cold and a bump in the concrete is sticking into my skin, shuffling to the left makes it worse, so I stand.
     My limbs are cold and achy now, as I rub them vigorously to find some heat, I notice how bad the muscle loss has become. I used to run and do weights; it’s astounding how quickly the mass is lost. My body whispers back; 
     ‘You know why Mrs.’ 
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