
from The Book of Mud 

 

Charlie said to me, “I think I’m lonelier on the days that you are here with me but that’s not the 

end of the world. The end of the world is something different entirely.” 

We made a list of sex dreams. 

1. Half-dead fish in the floor of a boat covering our feet all facing the same direction. Blinking. 

The fish have beautiful eyelashes. 

2. A barn of bodies dancing en masse, throbbing amoeba of body parts. Jackson appears in a lab 

coat, naked underneath and quotes, Rubbing is racing and has transformed into Robert Duvall from Days 

of Thunder. 

3. A ten-gallon bucket of dildos under the trailer’s spigot. The pump’s been broken for months. 

4. Pulling ribbons from a beautiful wound in my throat and tying your ankles together. 

5. The house we built together but left unfinished. I walk through it in a trance and inspect every 

floor joist exposed and damp from rain. The o of the unconnected pipes. I whisper into their mouths. 

6. A porcelain teacup falling slowly from a table and breaking against the kitchen tile. 

7. Watching a small-headed bobcat rise from a carcass. Flesh passing over and the fact of its 

mouth, a cloying yawn. Fur stained with blood.  

8. The one where I woke with six extra hands and rolled over to you who thankfully had not 

changed. 

9. The book cover of a Confederate novel that my mother told my grandmother was the dirtiest 

thing she’d ever read, the jacket covered in painted branches of weeping willows framing a woman’s 

body. A woman, because of its element of heaving. The object breathes like the television set in 

Videodrome with Blondie’s lungs and a hinged paper body quivering under James Woods hands. The 

VCR wants to gossip at the fence.  

 10. The one where you waited for me at Coney Island and a stranger in a hard hat said Hank 

Williams Jr had died and we thought a moment on what that meant for us. I worried it meant the beach 

wouldn’t exist when we got to it and it might as well not since it was January, snowless but ashen white. 

One bird, only one bird and because of this bird you thought it would be a good idea to get naked which I 

wouldn’t do and I thought you understood that I was still shuddering with the resonance of losing my 

hands and then I woke up with my fingers inside my own mouth.  

 11. A length of days stacked on end, utterly ordinary. 

 


