Anthony Bonds

4895 N. Woodrow

Fresno, CA  93726

512-635-3871
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There I was, in my bathroom.  It didn’t look like my bathroom but I knew that it was.  It was like a movie, and here was this other bathroom playing the part of my bathroom.  In the bowl of my toilet, conspicuously attached near the place where the water goes down, was a portal.  A portal, as in a wormhole, in my toilet.  I wondered, how long had I been flushing into another dimension?  What if the other end of that wormhole floated above the breakfast table of a happy family?  All at once I realized the problem of a portal opening up in a toilet.  What if something came out?  Like crocodiles, or dead people?  


I had to go pretty bad.  I fantasized about a greasy gas station bathroom, because although a gas station bathroom would probably be roving with bugs and odor, it would be a safe bathroom, a bathroom where in my moment of vulnerability, Jerry Lewis’ ghost wouldn’t fly up my asshole.

I wanted to walk away, but I couldn’t move.  This is where you came into my dream.  I heard you singing, your voice carried through the portal like a violin through a long empty hallway.  I wanted to flush myself down the toilet like they do in cartoons, so I put both feet in the bowl and pressed the handle and tried to straighten my body.  After that, I rolled up my sleeves and got to my knees and plunged my arm into the portal.  It was dry on the other side, and warm like summer sunshine.  I felt you touching the inside of my elbow and I got goose bumps as your fingers kissed the soft part of my forearm, then my wrist.  When our hands met our fingers interlocked the way they always do.  You gave my hand a squeeze and then you let go.  I waited a moment for your touch to return, but it never did.  I pulled my arm out of the toilet, drew in a deep breath and dunked my head.  My whole head didn’t fit into the portal, but my nose and two eyes poked through, and I saw into your world.  

You were singing in the Hanging Gardens of Babylon, starlight lingered on your naked body.  You floated just above the grass, a flower behind your ear.  Your song made me feel like a cloud.  You saw me pressing into your dream and you looked at me.  I asked you if you could make your way into my dream since I couldn’t fit into yours, but you couldn’t understand my words because I spoke through the water in the toilet.  You smiled and tossed your long billowing hair, and it swam around you like the sea.  I could smell your shampoo.  

But then I was lying on the edge of a bed.  A bed that, I often complained to myself, was far too big.  I muttered profanities into my pillow and tried to continue my dream.  But I couldn’t sleep, my breath was strong and I could see my blood colored heartbeat under my eyelids.  Then, in a psychic flash it occurred to me that in the dream world we had made spiritual contact with each other, that we had been dreaming the same dream.  My phone rang.  You said, “Good morning darlin’”, and you told me you had just had the most intense dream and that I had been in it.  “Really?”  I interrupted.  “Were you in a garden?  Was your hair long, and were you naked as a pearl?  Did our eyes meet and pour into each other so completely that we forgot we were two separate people?”


You said, “No, that wasn’t my dream at all.”    

“Are you sure?” I said, as the cobwebs of sleep floated out of my head.  

You said softly, “I dreamt that I was a cloud, and so were you.”  

“A cloud?” I said.  “How is that intense?”  

“I don’t know, we were just clouds.  Two separate clouds, just floating along.  It just felt so real, you know?  Does that sound stupid?” 

“Yeah.  It kind of does,” I said.  “I don’t want to be mean, but what in the world do you know about being a cloud anyway?  Fantasizing that you’re an inanimate object?  That’s illegal in some states.  And dragging me into it . . . ”

“Oh – shut – up,” you said.  “You should feel honored that I even allowed you into my dream.  That’s prime real estate, you know.  That’s my territory.”

“Really?” I said.

“Really,” you said.

“I’ll be sure to remember that.”
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