
It is for many reasons that the bathroom has become the average person’s fortress of solitude—
mostly, though, it’s because we’re perfectly fine with the world not seeing our weird selves
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There’s something very intimate about the bathroom. It’s 
where you’re uninhibited; with all your masks off, you’re 
expressionless for the most part. It’s where you are absolutely 

alone, with no need or requirement to make conversation, to 
perform or to be anyone. You’re naked in more ways than one. All 
your flaws and imperfections stare at you, magnified by mirrors 
casually leaning towards you from a wall. The slightly bent bridge of 
the nose, a smooth wooden-hanger-like clavicle, eyes set too wide, 
eyes set too close, Mr Spock cheekbones—the scrutiny in this private 
space is unending and that’s one of the reasons why the bathroom is 
so important.

I travel a lot and my one criterion for every trip is simple: a clean 
bathroom. The number of times I have said ‘I don’t mind staying 
here as long as the bathroom is clean’ is equally proportionate to all 
the ‘let’s rough it out’ trips I have taken. I could be at a bed and 
breakfast, a homestay, a makeshift resort, Havelock, Phnom Penh, 
Hampi or the storage area above a shoe closet in a hostel and I will 
remain fuss-free and happy as long as the bathrooms reach my 
standards of cleanliness. I’ve also noticed that I have friends who feel 
the same way. Whether it’s a subconscious attraction to people with 

a touch of OCD vis-à-vis cleanliness or just plain happenstance is 
something I will never know for certain. But the cleanliness of the 
all-important bathroom is something I do know, and a big part of 
most of my travels. Landing up in Wandoor (Andaman and Nicobar 
Islands) without thinking ahead and booking a place, leading up to 
sharing the bath area with a very alert frog will do that to you.

I’ve spent a large chunk of my life sharing a bathroom with my 
younger brother; there have been times when he’s caught me 
checking myself out or trying to figure out my best angle, and it has 
been embarrassing to say the least. There have also been several 
occasions where I’ve walked in on him practising his come hither 
look in front of the mirror with enough gel on his hair to make coal 
tar blush. I would describe the shame felt (by both of us) on being 
caught in the act, but it’s happened so often that we’ve become 
numb to it. There were also times when our violent sibling fights 
would be taken a notch up by locking the other person in the 
bathroom. Indefinitely. This was done mostly when the parents were 
away. The wails and threats would be drowned out by loud music, 
and the detainee would resign themselves to being stuck in purgatory 
and get comfortable.                  >

BATHROOM ESSENTIALS
The ‘IL BAGNO ALESSI 
One’ bathroom by Laufen 
is characterized by a 
timeless form and a hint of 
eccentricity. It is available 
through FCML Bathrooms.
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<     Bathrooms are not just used for the physical and mental torture 
of a younger brother. A lot of times self-fl agellation—in the form of 
calf raises while showering, tummy sucking while brushing teeth, 
Russian dips on the wash basin counter (and kissing the guns when 
no one’s watching)—has managed to sneak its way into the 
bathroom on days when I haven’t had enough time to work out. It’s 
not a lot, but it’s enough to trick myself into believing that skipping 
the gym was totally legit and I burned 6 million calories in 15 
minutes. Delusion is a helluva drug.

Recreationally, the bathroom has done a fair bit for me. 
Depending on my mood, I’ve either sung in the shower or frowned a 
lot. It’s possible that I may have been at peace on a few instances, but 
mostly I’ve oscillated between serenading myself and worrying about 
a nuclear winter. In the absence of distraction, melodies that have 
been jammed and looped in my cranium make their way out in the 
shower, which for that brief moment of reckless abandon, I assume is 
soundproof. On the fl ipside, I’ve worried enough about death and 
taxes to give me a migraine that no shower or sledgehammer can fi x. 
A bathroom can be a place for a time-out—the one place where no 
one can get to you, where you can be locked and safe for a bit, where 
you can clear your head, align your thoughts or throw up if you’re 
going on stage for the 500th fi rst time. I have silently wept in 
bathrooms when I’ve not wanted anyone to know my grief; when 

my grief has ebbed away, I have tried to watch myself cry to see how I 
really looked. Sometimes I have looked great and immensely 
upset—other times, a total fake. The analysis and judgment have 
always been just mine. 

It’s also where I’ve been fascinated with my bed-head and its 
ability to look like a fi bre-optic vase. It goes without saying that 
grooming takes precedence above all other activities in the 
bathroom. How you wear your hair; the right kind of concealer; the 
right amount of hair gel; plucking all stray, maverick hair; making 
complete eye contact with yourself is all done here. We fi x our 
shattered, under-slept, raw selves in the bathroom, come together 
like long lost mercury and step out into the world with our game 
face on—more often than not, humming Pharrell Williams’s Happy 
or some other equally pumped-up ditty.

Music and bathrooms go together like Mickey and Mallory 
Knox—with the same torrid relationship as the leads in Oliver 
Stone’s Natural Born Killers. If you’re not singing or listening to a tune 
in the bathroom, trust that some urban designer somewhere is busy 
turning a toilet into a pub, nightclub or restaurant. From being a fad, 
it has now become a novel thing across several countries. London, 
for example, is doing it because of the affordability factor; many 
public toilets on account of being decommissioned are picked up by 
developers and converted into usable space. That’s how far the 
bathroom and its stepbrother, the toilet, have come. From being a 
personal cocoon of self-expression, discovery, torture, 
entertainment, exercise and so much more, the humble bathroom is 
now a shining star and is seeing a lot more (well deserved) public 
action than it has in the past.     

It goes without saying that 
grooming takes precedence above all 

other activities in the bathroom.
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BATHROOM 

  CALM DOWN
  1. Dusty Blue by Charles Bradley
  2. Just Follow My Lead by Hans Zimmer
  3. Doin’ It Blue by Sam Sullivan
  4. Francisco by Brasstronaut
  5. Down in Mexico by The Coasters
  6. Lotus Flower by Radiohead
  7. Where Is My Mind? by Maxence Cyrin
  8. My Favourite Things by John Coltrane
  9. So What by Miles Davis
  10. Clair de Lune by Claude Debussy
  11. Phantoms & Friends by Old Man Canyon
  12. Green Onions by Booker T and the MG’s
  13. Svefn-g-Englar by Sigur Rós
  14. Elephant Gun by Beirut
  15. Take Five by The Dave Brubeck Quartet

  PUMP UP
  1. Flow by Dub FX featuring Mr Woodnote
  2. Perfect Day by The Constellations
  3. When I am Through With You by The VLA 
  4. Spoonful by Howlin’ Wolf
  5. Lucky Man by Courtney John
  6. It’5! by Architecture in Helsinki
  7. Do I Wanna Know by Arctic Monkeys
  8. Light My Fire by The Doors
  9. Dimension by Wolfmother
  10. Raining Again by Moby
  11. Won’t Get Fooled Again by The Who
  12. Crazy by Gnarls Barkley
  13. Get A Move On by Mr Scruff
  14. Money Grabber by Fitz and the Tantrums
  15. Quiet Little Voices by We Were Promised Jetpacks

—SAMIR WADEKAR

With Kohler’s ‘Moxie’ rainshower you can 
cleverly introduce music into your showering 
routine. Most people either love a relaxing 
shower or crave something to pump them up in 
the morning. These playlists help you do either.


