
78 Room  |  VOL. 33.1 79

Teaching a Muscle to Stretch
GILLIAN WALLACE

Cortisol, friend of the one chased
by the wooly mammoth not
the sheet-bound, pajamaed
little ball in a corner of the bed.
Give it enough nights
and it will find a way to spread
through a lifetime, a new-drawn
map of the brain telling muscles
to huddle close, always to huddle
close, the high jump
might be needed. That it isn’t
is of no relevance to the body. It offers
what comfort it can: the promise
of ever-readiness, a girl guide badge
stuck to a naked chest already bruised
by kisses. Add the bones pulled out
of alignment as she ages and it’s no wonder
she can’t unfurl, is a flag
that’s forgotten how to flutter.

Learning to Unfurl
GILLIAN WALLACE

Every time she breathes
the muscle hisses, a sharpness
of tissue refusing its shape. No
position is comfortable, all
hold the weight pressing
her shoulder onto
the bed. Still
she lies there, counting
on her breath to draw her
into the present, fluttering up
to the ceiling then down
as thoughts float past
unattached. Or so
the theory goes. But she
likes theory, can carry
it with her on the bus, use it
to close her mind’s anxious eye
against the crowd and feel her toes.


