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I notice light streaming in through a closed window. Everything here is massive, and
ornate, and grand; | must be in a palace, or a mansion. The walls are brightly coloured. |
see the abstract drawings of a child plastered to every surface; it reminds me of myself.
The room shifts at that, sliding a little to the left, and I realise I’ve been here before. It’s
achingly familiar.

The door to the room is dark and looming, shut like it’s never been opened. As much as |
stretch, | cannot even brush the brass handle—but it turns, slowly. A man enters, nudging
open the door with care; he must know the hinges squeak. He looks down at me with
grief in his eyes. “Pardon, er...sorry for the intrusion,” he says with my loping, rounded
tone, like the words are too large for his mouth. | have never met him, but | know him
better than most people ever will, although | do not know how. My hands are twisted in
the sides of my dress—dotted with forget-me-nots—and | am not sure what to say. | run
my tonque over my teeth, feeling a large gap.

There is a scarred-over scratch just below the teeth on my lower jaw. When | am in need
of distraction, | press my tongue to it and rub it raw. It reminds me of the dentist (where
| often am), the taste of dry plaque and burning lights, metal clinking in my head. | don’t
remember when they pulled the tooth—they had drilled too far, so my gum had bulged
with a bleeding, painful abscess. My mother tells me I cried. But | cannot recall anything
about it; all I know is that they took a sharp point to my gums, applied anaesthetic and
now my molar is gone. I can’t recall it hurting. | don’t remember crying. But my tooth is
gone, and | don’t know where it is.

“l...have something of yours,” says the man when | forget to respond. He feels uncanny;
I have seen every part of his face before, but never all together. Opening his mouth wide,
he runs his thumb and forefinger over each of his teeth before grasping onto one at the
very back. He tugs on it harshly, brow furrowed, until it comes loose; it’s stubby and
milky white, like my baby teeth, with a blackish hole at the crown. The man kneels in
front of me, and his teeth are bloody when he speaks; “I’ll put it back,” he says. | open
my mouth. His fingers, still damp with his own blood and saliva, fumble around, finding
the gap. He presses the tooth into my smooth gum, pressure unrelenting as it pierces,
settling neatly beside my other teeth. It doesn’t hurt.

With blood dripping down his chin, | realise the man looks just like
me. “You are a real person,” he says, disappearing through the
door and closing it behind him. | blink. The room is still.



