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That feral creature, it lives in the toilet, on the kitchen
sink, by the basin, covered in suds, like a leper,

stray hair and bits of lint clinging to it for dear life.
It has seen so much more, yet continually suffers
devaluation. This bar of soap has touched the hands
of many and many have left their mark on it. It has
seen civilisations grow. But soap is the chosen one, a
martyr. It must sacrifice itself for the common good.
It withers with every touch, melting into our hands,
running down the drain, taking its story with it, and
all we are left with is a feeling, a smell, a softness,
perhaps a memory.

Some say it was the Romans. Women gathering at a
specific point at the foot of an alleged Mount Sapo,
airing their dirty laundry found their clothes to be
especially clean on the days it had rained the night
before. A dormant volcano, Mount Sapo was the
source of River Tiber and a sight for sacrifice. The
blood and bone of lamb burnt to an ash, mixed with
the volcanic ash of the mountain produced lye. This
reacted with the fats of the sacrificial animals to
create something like a soap, and this soap would get
washed into the Tiber when it rained. Roman women
believed this soapy mix was a gift from the Gods, a
sign they had been appeased.

Although the mention of a soapy substance dates as
far back as 2800 BCE, it wasn’t until as late as the 2nd
century that soap was used for personal hygiene Prior
to this the Germans and the Gauls were known to use
it as pomade and dye for the hair and the Arabs and
Romans used it as medicine and laundry detergent.
However, it wasn’t until late 14th Century that soap
was produced in large quantities for the purpose of
bathing. The onset of leprosy and plague and later
cholera put greater emphasis on personal hygiene and
soap started to gain popularity. Due to the heavy taxes
levied on it, soap was considered a luxury up until the
industrial revolution when the tax was revoked and it
became a booming industry. In the early 19th century
soap manufacturers began using advertisements

to boost their sales. These advertisements while
promoting the virtues of cleanliness also imparted
clear messages of racial differentiation. By this time
cleanliness had become a bourgeois preoccupation and
dirt became synonymous with barbarism. Soap was
presented as the talisman that would end the “white
man’s burden,” bringing civilisation and culture to the
colonies while on the other hand preserve the image of
the Imperial male in the threshold zones of the Empire.
Thus, soap became the foremost domestic commodity

to infiltrate households worldwide and ensure white
male power and world domination forevermore.

It is beyond shelf life and expiration, it is a carcass.
It does not rot, it hardens, mummifying in its own

excrement and with it are embalmed traces of the
hands that have touched it. The soap wrinkles, and
lines appear in it, like stones washed in the river.
Soap is a fading monument to shared intimacy,
perhaps a nonconsensual, unnoticed, undefined
intimacy, that encapsulates a shared history. The
tangibility of this object, its weight, its surface,

its texture, the way it takes the shape of our palm
when we turn it on its belly, and how that is altered
with every use, reminds us that time has passed. It
makes us think of the hands that have held it, the
people those hands belonged to, and what they have
seen. [ always like when they have little soaps in the
bathrooms of hotels I can take with me. To me they
are relics.



