Some Uncollected Fragments by Kevin Donihe

I remember something about love, but it seems far away, like a dream that I should have never forgotten. I’m suffering to this day due to that dream. Even my bones know it.

Have you ever wondered what would happen if all your alternative selves did the same thing at the same time?

A thing becomes real once someone held as authority tells you it’s real. It becomes gospel once someone you esteem and admire tells you it’s gospel. That would work well if all authority figures were to be trusted and all admired people were admirable.

The secret is this: You are all corpses. You are all the walking dead, but you don’t learn from your mistakes. You forget you were ever dead and, like a moron, you die again.

I look at the fridge and imagine its door closing gently against my manhood.

I have no problem with wearing clothes. I understand clothes-wearing comes from an outside program, but it’s practical in this day and age and, hell, some of my clothes compliment me, though I doubt you’ll find anyone who’ll second that motion. If I refused to wear clothes, I might not get around well in society and circumvent all progress made.

If there are any secrets to be found, they’re probably buried under polar icecaps. 

I used to have friends and family and we didn’t kill each other or shove things into various pre-existent or newly made holes, but I was younger then, not the same.

A bunch of denuded and semi-denuded skulls lie in baggies in the fridge. Only a few of them still have a little flesh on them. They must be … leftovers … from a barbeque or a picnic or something similar

No mouth. How was I to insert pleasure-items into myself without one? I felt around my back for my Eternity Hole. It was gone, too. Forever Space had collapsed upon itself, becoming a supernova.

The postman had delivered a bunch of bills over a year ago; so many bills my box couldn’t hold them all. If I took my aggression out on the companies, they would take their aggression out on me, so I expressed my displeasure with the messenger.

Sure, rats are killers, too – but you never see a rat serial killer.

Don’t drop dead at the sight of the Reaper; he might not even be coming for you.

The Ewings was a sitcom about the shambling thing that lived – if ‘lived’ is the right word – in the cistern behind Old Man Greenwood’s place. It was funny in the way that only horror-killings and terror-mutations can be funny. It’s lasted for over 30 years in syndication. I tell you, that show is as fresh now as it was then.

You’re vomiting your preconceived notions all over me.

I feel too much like a confused octopus, tentacles everywhere but where they should be, lost in my own ink cloud, adrift in a sea of stupid.
My waste will help catalyze The New Plague and kill billions.

Then there was Light, but we hadn’t left the tunnel, nor had overheads turned on. A solid mass of radiant energy moved up the aisle like a scanner, sweeping over the living and the dead and things with eyes like insects, filling my mind and body to brimming with light and making me new and more suitable ... but more suitable for what?

The execution show had gone off the air. We didn’t need it. The world had become our TV.

Somewhere, high above, I imagine him saying, “My child, you are forgiven.” Then I imagine him rotting in the earth, being eaten by worms.

I take a seat in the closet chair and watch the blank TV. Seems like the less taxing thing to do, apart from maybe curling up in a fetal ball for a few days. I try to choose that option – just as an intellectual curiosity – but my body won’t contort.

I doubt you’ll remember my name even if you pay attention. I’ll just sink into the muck and the mire of kooks, head-cases, visionaries, and truth-tellers that, on rare occasions, get invited to things just so they can be shot down.

