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THE DORM ROOM
By Paul Lanbrecht

The dormroomin the H oubetin Hotel enjoined a fenale
bat hroom where the girls would go in and out all day | ong,
and Peter could see all of what was happeni ng.

The girls would brush their hair in front of the
mrror in their bathrobes. Peter would be reclined in his
bed readi ng a book, never followng a sentence with

anot her, just itself over and over again.
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And the beautiful woman woul d be stroking her hair in
the mrror. Peter had been assigned to this roomfor the
duration of the senester.

Hi s reading, as you could see, had been suffering. He
showed up, bedraggl ed and ghostly to class, unable to
participate in classroomconversation, yet wanting to
inpart a |lesson on to them That of access, that of
w sdom at staring at the coifed and made-up wonen al |l day,
some of which were in the class with him

They had read their assignnents, he knew, because he
saw themin their bunk-beds, |eafing through their books
Wi th such raw assurance, and heady sel f-confi dence.

And they had such bitter and aggressive coments in
the class. They never quite | ooked at him but all of
their comentary seened ained at the preem nence of the
white male in culture and society. Peter just solemly
nodded, dreaming in his own m nd, partaking of the dream he
was inhabiting for alife. At least for the renai nder of
t he senester

He was far too timd to go into the bathroomwhile the
girls were bathing, showering, groomng, dressing etc. even
t hough this had not been expressly prohibited. And there
was a never-endi ng stream ng of other nmen through the dorm

room many of which nodded at Peter, and freely noved
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bet ween t he bat hroom and the sl eeping chanber. Peter
nodded back, and knew hi s page-readi ng attenpt was dooned.
Not one page had he read in a nonth, but he dreaned of
catching a glinpse of one of these nynphs in the buff, in
flagrante delicto.

At night he couldn’'t sleep, except for in fits, but he
heard the grunbles, starts, and subtle snores of the bevy
of girls, and knew they were twisting and twirling in their
paj amas under the sheets, and thinking of everything under
the stars, except for him \at a privileged life it was,
i ke a constellation just beyond the horizon, to be so
t hor oughly ignored and unconsi der ed.

The day in which his future would change, inevitably
for the worse, was | oom ng and fast approaching. He | ooked
with wist and failing wonder at the girls as they canme in
fromcl ass, and nmade use of the bathroom always energing
changed, cl eaner perhaps, as they went about their day.

If only once, he could get a taste of the parade which
was driving his subnmerged spirit wild. Take his submarine
above the waves, so to speak.

The hissing of the shower was calling to himone
eveni ng, a week before his dormtransfer would be going
through. He was all alone in the darkened room and the

coed in the shower was his only conpany. He had finally
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made it off page one, but it had been a purely cosnetic
perusal, he hadn’t grasped anything of the author’s intent
or nuances, so he set the book down.

He approached the aperture of the bathroom door.

Li ght was shining out in a triangle over the varni shed wood
floor. The noon was shining a circle through the w ndow.
All the girls had left to a party, but Peter, finally
succunbed to a perverse |love, a burning yearning for
ignomny, felt sufficiently bold to test the tense and
tenuous netting of the situation.

He passed through the door and | ooked into that mrror
with new eyes. He neither |iked nor recognized the anim
eyes he saw staring back, but it was too |ate.

It was just Eve in the shower, broom ng herself of
water with her hands, eyes closed, through the frosted
gl ass. Her pink shark skin, her dark thrust back
splattered flattened hair, her dripping dinples, knobs and
ni ppl es, the dark thickets of her pubic hair.

Peter stood stock-still as if in a dream and Eve
slowy ached towards him then her duck-wet eyes opened and
caught himin his trance, and the harsh scream ng started.

Pet er backed up and out of the room but the scream ng

continued like a siren.
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Wiy was it so wong for him thought Peter to hinself,
dense and oWy, depressed like a felon in the throes of
conf essi ng.

H's guilt was screamng at him His [ust was
accusi ng. But why?

A tide of drunken girls sauntered in at this point,
chatty and bow | egged. They imedi ately sobered up at the
prospect of all this scream ng.

The nmoon thrust its jagged fingers into the room

“What is it, Eve?” yelled Bitsy.

The other girls were staring at the horrified Peter
now, as if he should have had sone better place to be.

He lanmely ventured that he would be | eaving soon, he
was sorry, everybody just cal m down.

But there was to be no calm

Eve energed sobbing fromthe bathroom cl utching her
robe.

“What happened?” shouted all the girls.

Eve col | apsed on her bed, showi ng quite a bit of juicy
| eg, but Peter was so nortified, he could barely bring
himself to notice, to acknow edge this sal aci ous epitaph.

She rose to a half sitting, half |eaning position, the
facing sides of her breasts cross-eyed plunply sticking

out. She pointed at Peter.



Lanbrecht / Dorm Room/ 6 of 9

“He violated our trust.”

Peter put on | ooking shocked by this revel ation, but
he was already tainted by the accusation. H's pure and
unbl em shed past seened |ike a piece of art in a nuseum
beauti ful but he was unallowed to touch it. Yet it
bel onged to him sonehow, his humanity.

How to regain it?

The girls all sat in stony judgnent of him half-
dressed, sopping wet, all clamred up, sone drunk, al
horrified.

Peter blushed from his bed, unsure of his next nove.
Wanting to snooth it all over, to make them | ove him

Not a single one would I ove him he searched their
eyes.

Not hing in God' s Providence to bring themclose, to
learn fromthem

“Ladies,” he said. They were all ears. Standing at
attention, he’ d never again have such a rapt audi ence.
What could he say? He'd commtted the world s nost
unf orgi veabl e sin, that of pursuing a woman, in the
sancti nony of her cave, in the vulnerability of her
nakedness.

“Ladi es,” he said again.

“What am | supposed to do?” he asked.
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That was it. This was the dream bubbl e bei ng popped.
The i nprobabl e room assi gnnent, the contrived shared
bathroom It didn’t work. It was not a pl easant
envi ronnment for | earning.

“I"'’'msorry, ladies, | want to die, | really do.”

This seened to strike a chord. Peter could perceive a
sudden wave of relaxation trenble through the assenbly,

t hough m nor

He went on.

“I't’s just that it’'s been hard living with all of you
beautiful | adies, and seeing you go about your lives, and
me not get any attention. So ny dark side got the better
of me, and I walked in on Eve.”

He spared none of the connotation of such an egregious
act in his description of his own aberrant behavior. This
convi nced them brought sone over to his side.

Peter was just winging it, but saw the reception and
receivability in their eyes.

He was getting away with this, by putting hinself down
on a subhuman level. It was as if he had nmade them al
sirens and hinself an Odysseus who had just escaped his

| ashi ngs on the wings of his sexual notor.



Lanbrecht / Dorm Room/ 8 of 9

Wiy not go for broke? Don’t just weasel out, parlay
this intoalittle gane, said Peter to hinself, realizing
he was on the spot, that he was just wheeling in the w nd.

He | ooked at Eve. She was the nost traumatized, but
these other girls, especially the drunk ones, maybe he had
a shot. Two of them had already lolled their eyes back in
their heads, and were snoozing towards slunber, |aid back
on the bed.

He | ooked into the eyes of Any, the girl he d
previously admred nost, as if he had a snol dering Errol
Fl ynn gaze and they’'d just danced cheek to cheek in a red
vel vet -draped ball room

“Can | do anything? Can | nmake it up to you?”

Wul d they take the bait? Was he at all desirabl e?
He was adm tting now to being man-putty. D d anyone want
hi m f or anyt hi ng?

He | ooked searchingly at Amy. She | ooked at himw th
di sgust, the other girls | ooked to each other for
affirmation.

The end hive consensus was Any’ s di sgust.

Pet er was dej ected, though he had sonehow headed off
the shane at the pass. Everyone seened di sposed to forgive

and forget at this tired point in the night.
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Any | ooked at Peter, and though a distant kinship
exi sted, the gulf between them could not have been w der.

Peter barely returned to the roomduring the fina
week before they noved himout of the dorm Nothing ever
cane of the transgression he had commtted, the fool he had
made of hinmself, apart fromthe enbarrassed gl ances askance
he engendered when passing Eve.

But that next senmester, confortably ensconced in a
single, at |east he was reading again. He was suddenly

very interested in human nature.

End.



