


Zombie Kisses #3

Hi Kidz,

Welcome to ZK3.  The first
note to take is the narrator has
changed from the first two
issues to the other brother.
Second note to take is the
artwork is by Dennis King
with me having done the
layout & cut open my arm like
a punk rocker to get a little
blood for it. Probably made
this in late 2000.
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Brothers – Part 3

   “Fuck!”  When I hear the
second explosion in the
distance I know it means my
brother was still alive when I
left & might still be now.  I
park the car on the side of the
road.  I tell Jennifer to drive
the car to her old house & that
I’ll meet her there in a few
hours & not to get out of the
car.  I give her a pistol & take
my shotgun & rifle & other
pistol with me & walk through
the woods the half-mile back
to the motel.
   I didn’t really have the time

   I didn’t really have the time
to see how many of them there
were when I drove out, but I’m
shocked we made it out.  They
must’ve mistaken our car for
one of theirs.  I count twenty-
three cars plus a Ryder moving
truck & two motorcycles.
There are probably about 70
of them.  At least half of them
seem really bored with the
situation.  The main entrance
is caved in from one of the
explosions.  I stay in the
woods & go around to the
back entrance.  There’s a
gunshot & I see my brother
lying down halfway out of the



motel propping the door open.
A man comes up from behind
him & steps on his arm & I
shoot the guy in the head with
my rifle.  I go up to my brother
& he’s not moving & he feels
cold, but he still has a pulse.
His jumpsuit is soaked with
blood & his wounds seem to
be leaking blood more than
bleeding.  I pick him up in my
arms & take him into the
woods & he still hasn’t even
opened his eyes.  After about
a quarter mile I get to a house
& I kick the door in & lay my
brother down on the kitchen
floor so I can make sure there

aren’t any zombies inside.
   My brother looks broken.
He looks more like an
unstringed marionette than a
man.  I get a roll of gauze &
tape & hydrogen peroxide
from the bathroom & I take off
my brother’s jumpsuit so I can
treat his wounds.  I cover the
wounds on his back & chest
& shoulder & leg & hand &
start cleaning his blood off his
body with the peroxide.  His
jumpsuit feels cold & wet
from the blood, so I get some
blankets to cover him & I sit
holding him on the floor trying
to keep him warm, but he just



gets colder & colder.  He
opens his eyes for a second &
looks at me & smiles & blood
runs out of his mouth & his
eyes drift back closed.  I try to
check his pulse, but there isn’t
one.  I put my pistol in his
mouth & pull the trigger &
keep holding his body until I
fall asleep.

***
   I wake up & I put my
brother’s body on the kitchen
table.  He doesn’t weigh
anything at all; I guess all the
blood & everything else has
drained out of his body.  I want
to bury him at the same site as
the rest of our family.  I guess
I need to get a car first.
   I go back in the woods
towards the motel.  I’m trying
to stay focused on just going
to steal a car & not to kill
anyone.  I don’t know if that
plan’s going to work out.  It
seems in a way like the easiest
& most rational thing to do



   I pull her out of the car &
shoot her boyfriend in the head
with the pistol.  I take her
inside & tie her to a chair with
duct tape.  “Who are you
people?” I ask her.
   “Fuck you, militia man.”
   She’s a lot younger than I
initially thought.  I don’t know
if she’s more than fifteen, her
face is still a little round with
baby fat.  I want to hit her; if
she were a guy I’d beat her
until she shit herself.  I’m just
staring at her & she’s biting
her bottom lip trying to be
tough, but she just starts crying
anyway.

would be to die trying to kill
these assholes.
   When I get to the motel,
most of the cars are still there,
but there are definitely a few
less than last night.  I open the
door of a sedan & there’s a
punk rock couple with dyed
black hair sleeping in the back
seat.  I smash the butt of my
rifle into the guy’s face killing
him.  I cover the girl’s mouth
with my left hand & say, “Give
me the keys & keep fucking
quiet.”  She pulls the keys out
of her dead boyfriend’s front
pocket.  I take the keys from
her & drive to the house.



   I get my brother’s body &
pull the punk out of the car &
put my brother in.  I get a
shovel from the house & drive
across town to the gravesite.
   When I get there it takes a
few minutes for me to get out
of the car.  The last time I was
here I had my son & wife in
the backseat.  I’d gotten a
neighbor to shoot them & put
them in the car for me.  I laid
them in the ground myself in
the forty-second row.  Both in
the same grave, marker 42-
317.  Our parents are in row
thirty-seven & our sister’s in
sixty-one.  This would be row

one-hundred-three where I dig
his grave.  I guess there won’t
be anyone left to put me here
when my time comes.



***
   When I get to Jennifer’s
house, the two kids (Erica &
Jason) & Sandra are waiting
in the car, but Jennifer left
looking for food.  I should’ve
put Erica in charge because
she’s the most competent, but
she’s only ten so it’s not too
practical.  I guess I was gone
a lot longer than the few hours
I said I would be & maybe
they thought I was dead.  I see
myself in the sideview mirror
& I have a lot more blood on
me than I thought & I look
tired & I realize I am tired.
   I go in Jennifer’s house &

make sure it’s clear & it is.
Her family had the place set
up pretty well.  I wonder what
she was like before her father
& brother died when Brian &
I saved her from a zombie
mob.  I wonder if she kinda
lost it then or if it was before
that.  Since she went for food
I guess it means she’s snapped
out of it.  Sandra has the same
blank look on her face she did
six months ago; she’s never
even said a word.  I only know
her name because she had her
driver’s license when we
found her.  At the motel she
was pretty able to function



unsupervised, but in this
situation I’m not so sure.
   I have Sandra & the kids
come into the house & I give
Erica a gun.  I tell her not to
use it unless she has to &
knows she’ll hit what she’s
aiming at & to wake me up if
she gets too tired.  I lie down
& go to sleep.

***
   The smell of something
cooking wakes me.  There’s a
fire in the fireplace & Jennifer
has some cans of food
warming by the fire.  It feels
good not to be in charge & to
be taken care of for a moment.
When she gives me my food I
say, “Thank you.  I’m sorry.”
She looks at me for a little
while & doesn’t say anything.
Maybe she understands why I
went for my brother or maybe
she doesn’t really care; I’m
still too tired to really be able
to discern.  The food’s warm
& it feels good.  When I close



my eyes with it in my mouth I
can pretend it’s a couple years
ago & I’m home after a hard
day at work.

***
   I grab a can of food & get
into the punks’ car & drive to
the house where I left the girl.
I go in the house & she’s still
in the chair.  She’s asleep & it
smells like she’s been pissing
herself for the past day, which
I guess is no surprise.  I cut
the tape & I have to shake her
awake to give her the food.
She’s a lot calmer than when I
put her in the chair, I guess I’m
calmer too.  When she’s
halfway through the can I say,
“I just want to ask you a few
questions.  Where do you get
your fuel?”
   “They make it.”



   “What do you mean they
make it?”
   “In a still in the moving
truck,” her mouth is full when
she’s talking.
   “Just alcohol?”
   “I guess so.  How would I
know?”
   “Do you just live on the road
or do you have some place you
go back to?”
   “We usually stay in a place
about a week & then move
on.”
   “Have you seen militia
anywhere lately?”
   “We ran in with some about
six months ago, in Evanston I
think.”

   “Thanks.”
   “So am I supposed to be
yours now?”
   “What are you talking
about?”
   “You killed Jimmy & now
you’re giving me food.”  Her
voice sounds a little sad &
nostalgic, like if she was
talking about a missing pet or
something.
   “No.”
   “Oh….” She looks sad.  Like
she thought I was a real source
of hope or something.
   “I’m sorry.” I turn my back
on her & leave the room.  I
hear her behind me & then she
jumps on my back knocking



me to the floor.
   She pulls my hair with her
left hand & she has a
pocketknife she’s put to my
throat in her right hand.  I grab
her right wrist before she
manages to cut me & I elbow
her & she drops the knife &
rolls off of me.  I stand up still
holding on to her wrist. She
looks like a wild animal.  She
tries to bite my hand & I let
her go.  I think about if I
should try to take her in to take
care of or if I should just shoot
her in the head, but she runs
out of the house before I get a
chance to try to do either.  I
need to get some sleep.

***
   I’m going back to the motel.
I just had a dream about my
brother.  It was just him sitting
in a field with the wind
blowing lightly.  It seemed like
he was the light source for the
scene as much as the sun was
& things started to fade from
color to black & white &
clouds came in & it started
raining & it washed the light
out of him into the ground
until the only thing I could see
was dimly glowing gray earth.
I’m not sure what it’s
supposed to mean, but I know
what it does mean.  It means
something is going to end



today.  It means I’m going to
run out of bullets today.  It
means I’m going back to the
motel to set things right.


