
Cold Water 

“Sudden immersion in cold water causes an involuntary gasp for breath. Breathing rates can 

change uncontrollably, sometimes increasing as much as tenfold. All these responses 

contribute to a feeling of panic.”1 

We built houses in the sand, 

latched our gates to eroding cliff faces,  

dug fingernails into the roots of driftwood,  

to pretend failure is acceptable.  

 

My home is drowning in a sea of broken dreams 

the tide has come in, the shoreline is gone, 

our foundations have failed.   

Small town syndrome is suffocating me, throwing me under 

crashing waves.  

Temporary breaths of air, gasping for escape, for the end  

of panic.  

Why is nothing changing? You. Me. Her. He. She. Its genocide by self-acclaim.  

They won’t remember the houses on the shoreline but the graves that line  

their gardens.  

 

Breathe.  

 

I think we like to learn to love what we hate.  

                                                           
1 RNLI “Cold Water Shock”, https://rnli.org/safety/know-the-risks/cold-water-shock, (accessed 22/5/2019) 
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As if familiarity and friendship are synonymous.  

As is community and continuity breed excellence.  

This is not a home it’s a house.  

This is not survival is the prolonging of death.  

 

“If you fall face down, your first breath may be that of water.” 

I am chewing on salt,  

curls tangled in ocean waves. I am breathing water.  

Defying everything I have been told. Panic. Confusion.  

Ecstasy.  

 

This is not innate is inevitable.  

Build houses on the rocks they said.  

Instead, we tied weights to our cars and drove into the ocean.  

 Normality does not equate to normal.  

If I told you to jump off a cliff would you?  

 

Breathe.  

 

“When submerged in cold water ignore your impulse to swim and instead float” 

Ignore your impulse.  

Float.  



Instead we thrash, call loudly from bruised lungs  

heave what little air we have left.  

Waste energy on appearing to survive.  

What’s the difference between swimming and drowning? 

The control of dying.   

 

I am surrounded by masochists, who kill themselves every day to follow the routine.  

Perpetual sadism.  

I am drowning, amongst the swimming dead.  

We are sinking with the order we attached ourselves to.   

We are sinking.  

 

Panic.  

Breathe.  

Panic.  

 

“You could die if you don’t seek medical attention immediately.”  

 


