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“Korea have special water. All bathes different special water. 
Our secret for beautiful skin,” Mrs. Kim declares proudly as we 
come to a bath of  warm ginseng water. I can’t help but notice 
that Mrs. Kim does have lovely skin. In fact, most of  the Korean 
women I have met look years younger than their actual age and 
seem to have a smooth glowing sheen to them. This isn’t the first 
I’ve heard about the “magical” sauna water and I was more than 
eager to slide into the mineral rich magic and emerge sleeker, 
newer, fresher. 

Another Korean beauty trick involves drinking soju, a tradition-
al liquor made from rice, and I had been more than eager to em-
brace that philosophy as well, although the results were not nearly 
so magical. Soaking in the tranquility I begin to feel comforted by 
the women surrounding me with their utter lack of  modesty. It is 
refreshing, liberating. My only experience with naked women up 
until this point has been my ex-boyfriend’s porn collection, and it’s 
a relief  to know that real women don’t necessarily look like that.  
Strange bodies are everywhere: flat butts, oddly pointed nipples, 
way too much hair down south, yet in all these imperfections I feel 
a perfect sense of  unity because nobody cares. I suddenly realize 
that I like being naked together! Instead of  quietly slipping into 
the water, instantly submerging myself  up to my shoulders, I begin 
frolicking and splashing about, leaping from pool to pool. I am a 
naked sea nymph finally set free. 

“Sarah, shower time!” Mrs. Kim calls out to me. Didn’t we al-
ready do that? I think but who am I to question the system. They’re 
the ones with the silky skin maybe I could have been a lot smooth-
er all these years. I head back towards my little plastic stool and the 
great big evil mirror.

“No, no, here,” Mrs. Kim eagerly herds me to a different area 
where we get to stand and shower the good old-fashioned way. The 
showers are crowded, some sharing two to a nozzle. I stand back to 
allow some room and wait my turn.

“It’s okay. In Korea no problem,” Mrs. Kim says as she gives 
me a shove. I’m sandwiched between two ladies brushing their 
teeth. As they talk they spit out foamy gobs of  toothpaste that flow 
down the drain in a frothy river. Their faces are open and invit-
ing and they become so enamored with the smell of  my jasmine 
shampoo that they borrow it. They don’t actually ask but in their 
defense they don’t speak any English and they did give me cursory 
smile before taking it. I don’t mind though, and I even offer to 
scrub their back.

“ You want coffee?” Mrs. Kim asks from the nozzle next to 
mine. The thought of  putting my clothes back on seems binding 
now, but I suppose I’m going to have to do it sooner or later. It is 
January and cold after all. 

“Sure. Should we head back to the locker room and get 
changed?”

“No. Ha ha. Take coffee here.” She gestures lavishly around the 
shower room. “With more mothers!” 

While I do feel newly liberated from the shackles of  my prud-
ish North American upbringing the idea of  a parent/teacher 
conference, in the buff, over coffee still feels a tad off. Oh well, I’ve 
come this far. There’s no point in turning back now, at least not 
until I’ve gotten a chance to eat my yogurt. 

After graduating from college with a B.A. in Sociology, Sarah decided to take 
a sabbatical from her distinguished waitressing career and travel to South Korea 
to teach English. This move proved challenging as she had no formal training in 
the profession, a disinclination for children with sticky hands and little knowledge 
on the basic usage of  commas. A problem, she still, has today. Seven years later 
she is still traveling the globe and collecting jobs. To name a few: she has been a 
television host in Korea, professor in Japan, treehouse dweller in Laos, house painter 
in New Orleans, sangria swiller in Spain, dragon hunter in Indonesia, fishmonger 
in Australia and an unpublished writer pretty much everywhere. She is currently 
planning to make a plan for her next upcoming adventure!

As for pictures, did you want me to send some from my time in Korea? I’ve gone 
ahead and attached a few.

In the picture of  the yellow submarine with only the kids, the little girl second 
from the right is the one that took me with her family to the Korean sauna. The 
other picture of  me displaying the American Flag is from Korea, I’m sure you’ll 
recognize the hangul on the sign. The last photo of  me was from a day spent hiking 
in the northern mountains of  Vietnam.
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Last Night
By Corey Norman

I wanted to call youBut stopped mid-dial
My finger resting on the 5
I knew you wouldn't answer
Couldn't Answer
I wanted to call you
The other day
I found a picture
You and I
From a Christmas when I was 6
You looked so young
So delicate
Before the cancer had infected our lives
I wanted to call you
After seeing a movie you would have loved
We always talked about movie
My finger hesitated on the 5
I knew you wouldn't answer
Couldn't answer
I wanted to call you
Not a day goes by
That you are not on my mind
I can see you looking down at me
Smiling
I wish I could hear your voice
Just once more
To let me know that everything will be okay
My father, my friend
I wanted to call you
But I knew you wouldn't answer
Couldn't answer
I wanted to call you
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