
The colonnades were spinal – steepening and maddening.  More incensed were the candles and flickerings of light than of groups of hornets’ buzz.  There was a burnt, bitter-sweet smell of all types of things mashed together; an amalgamation.  This chamber had no end!  It seemed to be so.  He couldn’t grasp it!

‘Wish granter,’ he thought.  ‘Who could that be?’  After leaving the Bethel he still could not fathom her sudden mean and uncaring disposition.  It was as if she knew that it was a bad mistake coming here.
And you just stare in to space... Hahahahaha.  That’s what I did, and you do too.  Apparently studying it with your mind’s eyes.  You suck it dry with/upon your study, with knowledge, for knowledge.  Just don’t sashay in such a loamy state.


There was the gruesome text, all that he had said, in procession, word for word.  It was all scarred into the book, its hummus skin, pages like a steak – it couldn’t be ripped or cut.  But, who cared about the book?  He walked away in his innocent disinterest.  Why?  To find another date to play, and this date-person to play with was Disgustion.


Disgustion had been milling about the conservatory not uttering a thing,…
Damiatte  Dagiatte.

Perhaps I am a wound that won’t heal right.  Here is a piece offering.

You won’t make us dwindle down.  Become pathetic bugs.  Nor slugs.
No slugs allowed!  No slugs.

Berto.
