The skeleton has squishy memories.
However, the cat is completely unconscious,

like an old woman in church.

She gargled, “Oh, God!” and slapped the mosquito.

Smeared and warm, she realized it was her own blood.

Calmly, she wiped the blood from her lip and went back to beating the wolverine.

After the wolverine ate her, he got up and went to the marketplace.

He needed dessert

like a transvestite needs brown butter bags,

taking the scenic route home on a one-block trip.

She ran through the symphonic horde of sting-crazy hornets.
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