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K- Goes Splat
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LITTLE K- JUMPED OFF the roof of her house. 

Splat! 

She landed face down onto the lawn. She stood up, brushed herself off, and went back into the house. 

The house was two stories tall in a new suburban neighborhood. 

The little girl jumped off the roof 20-30 times a day. It all depended on what was on television that summer.

Mr. Q- rolled out onto his driveway one day. He lived across the street from K-’s family. He saw her on the roof. His eyes widened. “K-, be careful!”

The little girl curtsied and then jumped off the edge.

Splat!

Mr. Q- cried to the heavens. “Oh, no. Why Lord? Why?”

K- stood up and brushed the grass off her dress.

“She’s okay,” said Mr. Q-. “K- are you okay?”

“Hi, Mr. Q-.” She waved and smiled. “I’m fine. How are you?”

Mr. Q- noticed his heart stopped. He pounded his chest three times and started it again. “I’m fine now. Please, don’t do that again. You could hurt yourself.”

“Oh, don’t be silly, Mr. Q-.”

She went back onto the roof. Mr. Q- watched her splat three more times. He couldn’t take it anymore. The old man placed a box spring mattress on the lawn right where K- should fall. “That should help her.”

K- jumped and landed on the box spring. She didn’t splat. Instead she bounced into the clouds. She did this a few times until Mr. Q- moved the mattress away. The little girl came down and...

Splat!

Mr. Q- cringed.

K- giggles and dusted herself off. “That was great, Mr. Q-. Can you do it again?”

Mr. Q- had a better idea. He pulled the hose over and saturated the lawn. The little girl jumped and...

SPLASH!

A tsunami rushed across the street and knocked Mr. Q- out of his wheel chair.

“Again, Mr. Q-,” K- said. “But let me change first.”

After he coughed all the water out, Mr. Q- dug a hole in the lawn. He dug it all the way through the Earth to another country. It might have been Istanbul, he wasn’t sure. 

The little girl, all dry and pretty, jumped off the roof and into the hole.

“Good riddance to such a stupid little girl,” he mumbled.

A giggle made him look up. K- dropped down from the sky. She had the biggest smile on her face. She flew past him and into the hole again. She did this all day and all night. Through the hole, out of the sky, and back into the hole. Her giggling kept Mr. Q- awake and ruined his concentration when watching game shows on television. He then had an idea.

Mr. Q- rolled to the edge of the hole and held a butterfly net over it. K- dropped from the clouds and fell in the net. But that didn’t stop her. Gravity was too strong and it pulled Mr. Q- with her. 

K- and Mr. Q- dropped through the Earth and then back out of the sky all day and all night. K- never got tired of it and Mr. Q- regretted trying to stop a child’s fun.
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MR. SEAMUS WAS SO FAMISHED that his stomach wrapped around his back. He slipped on his coat and walked outside to the front yard. He looked up into the tree and saw his wife, his son, his two daughters, his dog, his cat, his hamster, his mother, his father, his father-in-law, his mother-in-law, his grandmother, his cousin, his cousin’s wife, but not his brother sitting on the branches.

“Have you anything to eat up there?” Mr. Seamus asked.

“What about that bucket of apples in your arms, love?” Mrs. Seamus, his wife not his mother, asked.

“What are you talking about?” asked Mr. Seamus.

“The apples in the bucket,” Mrs. Seamus said, this time his mother.

“Listen. I’m very hungry,” said Mr. Seamus. “If you’re not going to help me then I’d appreciate if you didn’t make jokes.”

Mr. Seamus walked down the street to Mr. Bottom’s house. Mr. Bottom and Mr. Seamus were life long friends and co-workers at the pencil factory. Mr. Seamus stopped at Mr. Bottom’s head sticking out of the freshly cut green lawn.

“Hello, now,” said Mr. Seamus. “Do you have any food? I’m starving.”

“You’re kidding, right?” asked Mr. Bottoms, a blade of grass between his teeth.

Mr. Seamus moved the bucket of apples to the side and revealed how his stomach wrapped around his back. “Does this look like I’m kidding?”

“What’s wrong with the bucket of apples?” asked Mr. Bottoms.

“Oh, my. Is stupidity contagious today?” asked Mr. Seamus.

Mr. Seamus could not depend on the kindness of family and friends. He would have to feed himself. 

He rushed down to the local supermarket. Since the bucket of apples was so big, he had some trouble passing through the doorway. But once he went in sideways, he was fine. 

“Please, help me,” Mr. Seamus said to the grocer. “I am horribly hungry and I must have some food.”

“Sorry,” the grocer said. “We ran out of food.”

Mr. Seamus looked around the store. Boxes and cans of food filled the shelves and fruits and vegetables over-flowed the display tables.

“Are you serious?” asked Mr. Seamus.

The grocer waved his arms around to the food. “Doesn’t it look like I’m serious?”

Mr. Seamus left the supermarket and sat down on the curb. He placed the bucket of apples between his legs and sighed. 

He picked up an apple and took a bite.

“Now where am I going to find something to eat?”
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Dreams Swelled
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CHAPTER 1

Void consumed. Couch sunk. Spring pressed. Paint peeled. Roaches roamed. Flies buzzed. Time crept. 

Phone rang. I answered. He requested. We coordinated. He agreed. 
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CHAPTER 2

I parked. Driveway cracked. House settled. Colors nauseated. Drain dangled. Hope brewed.

I walked. Grass crinkled. Doorbell clipped. Door opened. He stood. Clothes hung. Holes widened. Face drooped. Skin sagged. Eyes flattened. I searched. Twinkle hid.

He welcomed. I sat. Chair broke. He apologized. He helped. I sat. Couch rattled. I settled. 

He offered. I accepted. Walls chipped. Garbage wafted. Bugs scurried. He mixed. Glass clinked. Ice cracked. He handed. I sipped. I complimented. 

We lied. We connected. 

I pitched. He understood. He believed. I presented. He signed.

Client left. I waited.

He returned. He revealed. Ball swelled. Ball cracked. I gasped. I envied. He doubted. I assured.
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CHAPTER 3

I returned. I placed. Table creaked. Ball wobbled. I stared. Ideas brewed. Hands massaged. Cracks closed. Ball flexed. Day sped. Moon rose. Ball glowed. Light brightened. Light dimmed. I congratulated.
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CHAPTER 4

Moon shined. Club throbbed. Music blared. Voiced blended. Bartender delivered. I sipped. I shopped. She stood. We connected. I approached. We complimented. We drank. We danced. We ground. I dared. She allowed. Lips connected. We left. 

We arrived. She opened. We entered. I complimented. We sat. Cigarettes burned. I bragged. She admired. We touched. She confessed. I lied. We stripped. Mouths opened. Hands massaged. Tongues licked. Vagina moistened. Cock hardened. She suggested. I accepted. She presented. I spread. She wore. She lubed. She pushed
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