Excerpts from A Box of Matches by Nicholson Baker 

Making coffee in the dark, especially when the moon has set, or when there is no moon, is a skill that improves with practice.  First you pull out the old filter, with its layer of coffee sludge, and pin its sides together like a soft taco so that you can get it safely into the garbage can without spilling, and then you rinse out the filter basket and the carafe, taking special care to clean the little hole in the plastic top of the carafe, which is like the little hole in the top of a baby's head, where the coffee tinkles down from the basket and into the baby's brain.  And you stretch the fluted mass of paper filters so that your fingers can feel and take hold of one layer — a sensation similar to turning the pages of an eighteenth century book — and you settle the filter in the basket so that none of its sides are likely to flop over, allowing the water to flow around the coffee without drawing out its liquor.  When in darkness you scoop new coffee into the new filter, the danger is that the coffee will unbeknownst to you stay stuck in the scooper, and that you will think you are pouring in scoop after scoop when in fact nothing is going in.  Today to be sure I poked my finger into the mound in the filter until I crunched bottom: I felt the coffee grains go past my first knuckle and a little way to the second— but I added another scoop to be sure.

Filling the carafe with water is not so difficult as measuring the coffee, because the sink is directly under the window, and I can sense the weight of the water; but when I pour the water into the top of the coffeemaker sometimes some streams out and down the sides and onto the counter.  But who cares?  It's just water.  It'll be dry by the time there is light.
pp. 16-18

Yesterday towards evening I started to feel better and i decided that I would in fact like to know my temperature.  If I didn't know, I wouldn't be giving my sickness its fair due, since the only real achievement of a sickness is the creation of a fever.  The rest is dross.  I found the thermometer and got back in bed, leaning against the pillows, and slid the glass swizzle-stick down into the fleshy church basement below my tongue, on the right side of that fin of stretchable tissue that goes down the middle.  The cool glass almost had a flavor, but didn't; maybe it was the flavor of sitting at a lunch counter in the afternoon, looking out the window.  My bottom jaw came forward a bit so that I could gently cradle the instrument with my teeth, and I held my lips pursed, waiting for the mercury to warm itself in my deepest saliva catch basins; and as I waited I looked around the room, grazing my fingernails on what proved to be an unusually interesting stretch of wall.  Every once in a while the thermometer would slip out a little ways and I would frown and clamp it firmly with my teeth and then chimp it back into place with my lips.  Finally it was time to see what my temperature was.  I held the glass very close to my eyes and turned it.  At first I saw liquidy swollen numbers dancing and drinking sherry on the far side of the triangle, and then, turning more, these hove around and became more precise and fringed with well-tended gradations lines, and behind them flashed the infinitely thin silver band, the soul of the body's temperature, stopped at a little under 101 degrees.  I sank back with some relief: I did in fact have a fever.  "My fever is a hundred and one!" I called out to whoever could hear.
pp. 132-133

I think I know why I'm feeling especially lucky this morning.  It's because yesterday I hit sixteen dollars exactly when I filled the car with gas.  I unscrewed the cap and put it on the roof of the car, and I selected the fuel grade, regular, and I started pumping.  The metal of the pump was very cold on the finger-bones; the hose jumped a little when the gas started flowing through.  I looked up from my gassing crouch, and stared at the electronic numbers on the pump, trying to take in the movements of the rushing cents column, which go by so fast that you end up only being able to make senses of the pieces of the LED numbers that each numeral has in common: the 4, the 5, and the 6, for instance, all have a middle horizontal stick, but the stick winks off for the 7, and then it comes back on for the 8 and 9, then off for the 0 and the 1; and there are other rhythms as well, so that each ten-cent cycle has a good deal of blinking syncopational activity.  But don't let yourself get hooked on studying that.  After five dollars' worth goes by you have to steel yourself to ignore the winks in the cents column and concentrate on the basic thumping beat of the dimes column.  Get that rhythm in your head and then start tapping your foot steadily to that beat so that you can become an automaton of steady flow—30, 40, 50, 60, 70.  Keeping count up past ten dollars, and eleven, and twelve, watch those mystic dollars change, and don't release the handle, don't slow the flow, run the gas full throttle, counting and chanting and tapping the numbers like the monster of exactitude you are, and then get ready to release all at once, coonk.  Yesterday I originally shot for fourteen dollars, and then fifteen, and then when it came to fifteen I said to myself, "Go for sixteen, you sick bastard," and clenched my teeth and stared and counted six. seven. eight, nine, and off.  Often I'm disappointed; the number will stop at $16.01 or even $16.02— seldom below.  But no, yesterday the numbers stopped dead on $16.00 and I said, "Bingo, baby."
pp. 145-147
