
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


♾️

Prometheus on the loose.

By James sanja.



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      PROMETHEUS ON THE LOOSE

    

    
      First edition. November 29, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 james sanja.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230853992

    

    
    
      Written by james sanja.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1.False genesis.
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Time was zapped bug-like, into two distinct entities. Deity-like I observed the future recoil from the past, whilst not observing it from the present, but from an alien dimension, way beyond my comprehension. In an instant, I was in Congo, right at the pinnacle of that infamous moment, the rumble in the jungle.

I hang meticulous on the ropes, at the corner of my Lord big George. A mighty flash, that happened to be his electric jabs, were munching down Ali at a beautiful pace. The lions roared in the stands, as a bloodied white tooth flew from Ali's mouth. 

George was killing him! The chimpanzees were hooting for dear life, and I helped them along. Just as he was about to zap him for good, the bell recalled him, and I hovered over him on his stool, a dripping towel in my grip.

"Magnificent! Bravo! It's a pulp, his face that is. One more jab and the coroner is in business," I applauded the beast, as his snout puffed sulphurous smoke. Thrusting me and the world aside, big mean George had leapt to his feet, going in for the kill. I never got to the finish line, I was soon in a greenest thicket.  A mad old man was about to stab a frantic young fellow, and I was soon upon him. "The lord wills it!" The mad fellow kept shrieking.

He melted into nothingness as I soared further into infinity. I merged with all plausible patterns in existence, I understood the essence of the color blue, and exactly why it had to be named so. Sited under a glass tree, an army of dogs barked in harmony, the whole champions league anthem. An offending sharikov, barked a note out of place, and the poor fellow was cast out of the orchestra. Slinking pathetically, he'd appealed to me, that I intercede on behalf of him to his brothers, but they were not having it. At the end, he tore into the night, melting into the indifferent distance.

I plucked the stars from the sky, one by one.  with a mighty hand, I flung each as far away as I could. I blew out the sun with a single majestic puff and oh! How marvelous it felt. I watched man devolve into ugly stupid monkeys. I watched the long tails wage a race war against the short tails. I watched them evolve once again into different directions. They unearthed sign language as some worshipped the moon, others the sun.

And this too was a flare point for chaos, murder! Murder! The moon worshipers hunted their adversaries at night for obvious reasons, whilst sun worshippers hunted their foes at high noon. I felt enmeshed with a divine oneness. My bones were powdered Zeus, my skin a glistening Yahweh. My blood was lava flowing into the orifice of an infant. I shrieked thunder out of my arse! I was HIM, as supreme as it could get. I created and pulverized with atomic urgency.

My Adam was a machine gun wielding maniac, hand in hand with a sleazy, double dealing Eve. I myself delivered Cain off a C-section. Abel pranced out by his righteous self. I spurred them onto deadly combat, the standing victor would be my chosen one. My Abel stood erect, Cain's head in his right hand, and the penis of his in his left. 

"You have triumphed!" I farted in thunder across the sky. I marked him as my eternal champion.

––––––––
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I FLOUNDERED ABOUT in the blood of thousands of men. They'd died for "noble" causes, as fools always do. It was chilly saucy matter, swamping the whole of a valley. Headless corpses went by on horses, proclaiming the glory of the great god of war. Dead men munched on humongous breasts, still attached to the dead chests of the once beautiful maidens, but now claimed by the handsomest suitor of all time, death! 

Oh! He of the terrible name, murderous gait, the motherless bastard who will never know love. Yes, I saw him too. Unassuming as a white cloud in the midst of Oceania blue, he was and is till eternity. Whom didn't he bend over and vigorously shank? Were they not kings? Were they not queens? Didn't they proclaim themselves gods? But gods don't die.

God's don't bleed, they don't keel over and pass out shit! But handsome death reminded them, in a wordless epilogue, that he never met a man he couldn't kill, lips he couldn't kiss, a dance he couldn't fall into step with, a maiden he couldn't charm, a god he couldn't outgod, a din he couldn't silence, a brook he couldn't halt, eyes he couldn't gouge out, a head he couldn't part from its neck, skin he couldn't peel, he'd met it all and conquered.

Until he death, was dead inside. Alas! Until he death, was dead inside.  Why? Why? I cried out to the darkness, but only the light answered. And it was more terrible than whatever a fiend could conceive! I pelt myself for my innocence. I cry blood tears; I have torn mine own scalp from my head. Nirvana shall know no rest, with the lights out, it was always less dangerous. Now my sight had ingested a sight meant for the gods.

I am no god.

Perhaps I once was, or maybe I merely served in the courts of one. And I thought I could become one myself. I'm falling through eternity as a consequence. Pride is the pedestal that lowers. But isn't that humility? Ha! Ha! Ha! Insanity, long lost brother of mine! We always meet. By the blue chords that interlace at the neck of he who rules the heavens, he whose name I am eternally forbidden to ever mention again, memories!!

I too keel over under their weight. How so? Will my once voice of celestial melody, get attached to the symphony of sulphurous pain...

I too shall groan under the weight of his righteous essence, he whose name...

Why does the rain smell of death anyway? Why do the young ones curse their mothers from inside the womb? It's because the days are on hand, ones in which every man, absolutely everyone, will wish to have never been born. 

Man knows no terror. Man is a string yet fine-tuned. Man has been whipped, but has he been flayed alive as acid drops into the balls of his eyes?

The numbers shrink back; the soil spits out all kinds of monsters. Triple, double, it's all a medley. There's a house at the end of time, its sole occupant is a shriveled hag. She's sewing a sock for a son she never had. Her bosom is fallen, from breastfeeding this child she never had. Her teeth are chipped; she broke them on her own bones. 

Her eyes are snake green, her tongue slithers back and forth in nursery rhymes. Grandmother of grandchildren that will never be, with a mouth shaped like a leech, do I pray to you or to him? Do you like the little ones roasted or skinned? Shall I chant your name crouching in the grave of a long dead witch? Do you perceive me as I do you?

Do you whistle carols with the bones of dead proud men? Are you mother of all the blind, do you truly store all their eyes in a case made of alligator skin? Grandmother you scare me. But you swear the blood on your mouth, is all from a bleeding tooth. They talk but you're deaf. As deaf as he in the sky.

The bats have sprouted angel wings, the snakes impale men on their horns and grandmother only laughs. Oh! The most terrible laugh of all! Who will be saved? Now, tomorrow, here or in "paradise". Whoever has come into being is already doomed. 

Ethereal sounds have drowned out the bullhorn of Lucifer.  Chocolate skinned, nirvana scented, the angels come to me. Their robes are nowhere to be seen, their nipples deliciously point at me, and I point back with my rod of flesh, I am pan erect. The thistle of purity, my thighs caress. The clouds circumnavigate my holy self. Where is pain? What is that? Where is death? Who is she? Barnabas they crucify again and again, oh! Ill infamy.

My tongue, they butter with gold, my heart palpitates in silky folds. I couldn't fathom paradise, how could I? For once fathomed, then it's doomed. Rest pure one, all you do is pure. They spin me about, I waft hither and thither. Man is nowhere. I am no man.

I am higher, there's no lower yet to describe the latter. Forgive me though for breathing into his being. The vowels in my apology are in jest. I can't be forgiven, I can't error. I am inconceivable, I am. I am not, not in any way beyond myself. I'm the organism and its environment. I'm madness then to he who seeks to comprehend. Therefore, do not seek me, for an abyss is between the and I. Only I, am capable of stride. I devour eternity, as easily as I made it up. I am incomprehensible to the self; can anyone ever solve that?

I'm laughter in the dark.

I'm the cold speck in the brain matter of man.

To whom shall you run to, I deprive you of feet and spine too. To whom shall you cry to? I'm the single sided coin. Ha! Ha! Ha! Pity! Have pity on thee? I promise I will, but not until, I conclude my game with thee.  The walls have fallen on a harlot, I'm laughter in the dark.  Bones beget bones. Fingers dancing in front of fate, whence cometh my help.  Toddlers marching to war, shall they die men, on ostrich legs they prance, bobbing feather heads, their beady eyes are on sweethearts behind them.

A snake evil is worshipped by the priests of their gods, their witnessing drivers, they've driven into the ground.  Mama Mia! Her womb has spat me into a nest of vipers, she whose milk is mine, is dead on my arrival. As soon as I leaked out, she partook of the lord's supper. Umbilical cord of doom, perhaps I should have been strangled by that strange attachment. Especially as the birds fly backwards, my dog has smoked my pack of cigarettes. They're blowing smoke into the ears of a priest, they confess hallway romps.

With hind legs firmly attached to hades, forelimbs sinfully holding onto Sodom and Gomorrah. Salt of the world! You're salt of the world lot's wife. Ha! Ha! Alas! Your daughters shall fill thy filthy shoes as soon as righteous lot is drunk. Nymph, nymph, they are it! Today and tomorrow all is aghast.

Perhaps lot should have thrown them out to the sodomites instead. Where is Abe? I seek to swiftly pull him out of his grave, with your naughty beard too father of faith. I'm he, your son, and not a lamb. My feet shall run, mother shall know, that into my skin a knife you almost plunged. So it goes, that round the sun, apes are shuttling by, some with syphilitic vision, others with bones sizzling from morphine injections, who has the death machine? It's old as whoredom itself, the noose I mean. 

A knot here and a knot there, and perhaps we shall strangle god. Perhaps an army of sharikovs is upon us, summoned from the skin of the most diabolical mongrels. Canine soldiers, paw bandits, they hammer into my conscience.  They pierce into my nine lives.  I'm whiskered in Leo mufasa trusses. Utilitarian soldiers, sons of dogs! Let's match on Babylonia, the gates are gold, the women wear diamonds in their pants, their asses, they wipe with silk. A slave washes it's face with milk. Why do we wear donkey skin? Why do we wash our faces with raccoon blood? Who are they? Who are we?

Hurrah to the blood machine that equalizes.

Hurrah to the blood machine that persists from Methuselah to Raskolnikov.

I'm slithering down a dangerous road, I'm indebted to he who takes a foot and hand for a silver coin. He loves it when they run, the fear goads him on. Ho! Blood meridian, murder me at my peak, when the glory of battle doesn't yet stink. Before the flies dig into my eyes. Disembowel me with a roar on my lips, don't come for me in my bed. Run me through glorious father! What is a serpentine long life?  Lay me back in honey, impale my head with dragon horns.

May Hannibal prepare my enemies for me, my most hated I'll have for desert and perhaps a friend as an appetizer. The crows know this sanguine scent, a tree lies in my path, where am I from? The monsters mirror the self. The talismans are coal black. Wooden portals spirit me away, and perhaps shuttle me back in a vessel of blues and reds.

My slowest mare I ride to a swift battle; the kings have already fed on each other.  Odin's son, where to old man? A god has died, to whence now? Does his navel profess parentage? Oh! Touchy subject. Each proclaims to be self-begotten. Out of nothingness, materialized a power hungry lizard, with its scales it weighs the sins of its hatchlings. I'm worthy of none and nothing, if I fall on my knees, it's in the worship of myself. Infinity is beautiful, where's the harm? If the sun expects organic praise, then I shall exert the same. I lathe myself in a glaze so furious, I’m he! I'm he!

Without me, none is! I'm the first contended god, I want no one's praise, mine is enough. I'm worshipped by the devout three, the I, the myself and the me. If the bipeds, featherless ones, doubt their own divinity, they're free to doubt mine too, for I'm deaf and dumb as their gods. I'm in constant fellowship with the self. If an external creature wants my adoration, let not lying priests speak, speak straight into me you charlatan! Worship you? You're nothing! You're in want and therefore in despair. You're a shit stain on the pants of Gollum! The butt hairs of a treacherous Malfoy! 

I'm supreme in my nirvana self.

Poor childless mother, you don't need prayers, how about some therapy. How about a cosmic size tit for thee to suck? Is there a cradle big enough? Was the darkness too much? Did you need the echo of your tools, in order to assert your divinity? Burn me not cry baby, on Lucifer's skull I hear you have cut your teeth.

I'm the stripes of some other animal so swift. From the Nile to the Galilee, from Timbuktu to saint Petersburg, the crow will sound a thousand times. Ha! Ha! I shall denounce you a thousand more! What is this hate that your doctrine kindles in me? Your falsity repulses the thinkers; fools are drunk on your effigies. Wormwood, I curse thee, my steel cock shines in defiant pagan virile thrusts.

The waters of Timbuktu are blood red; the fish are dancing atop the waves. My roof has flown off to the swamps. The frogs are marching to fight Saladin. Shall he meet them with a kiss? Croak, croak, we go, the enemies of pan are also sons of his flesh. 

We shall defend him, shadow of our imaginary fears! I tinker with my soul, I edit a curve into a horn, a bump into a metallic edge. Did I summon myself from the abyss? Great universe, would my absence have culminated into your damnation? I'm a drop in poisoned waters. Imbibe me eternal father and die. Who will bury the gods?

Cornucopia of madness, your stock is tilted into my head. Hurrah! Hurrah! We have breached Zion, Olympia hasn't fallen, it was never up.  Marooned in desert solitude, the ghost of Judas visits. 

Haggard creature, what do you seek?

I'm as royal as peter.

Lies.

All was a kiss.

Murder!

But you don't love him.

True enough.

Inertia then?

Inertia Iscariot, it's the name of my existence.

You jump into a carcass Mr. glass, and all is inertia?

True enough apostle of Christ.

But bad or good, eternal publicity abides in me.

Noose my lad?

Cliché innit?

Tad bit Mr. Jude.

The why, the why mister? 

Staged, staged!

Really?

Murder I repeat. 

A business man doing business?

True words never spat.

Who is behind him, he recurs in jubilation, prose sanctified. It's he, Theodore.

What is that crime on your sleeve?

I'm the beholder of his blood, I strangled him!

Abel?

No.

The Iscariot lad?

Perhaps it is him.

Thirty silvers?

Then it is him!

Oh! You have maligned eternally unrepentant Jude. 

The stool pigeon of the ages?

Stalin would have loved him!

Who?

Never mind.

––––––––
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ANY MORE TO CONFESS.

They didn't crucify...

Ha?

No!

Speak Theodore!

I shall not fallen one.

Then off you go, as I seek my wandering Jew. Is he in Gaza or perhaps Warsaw. Did he hold the polish painters hand, tried to instruct him in technique? Did he push Moses off the mountain? Did he stay the hand of death, in time to save the master puppeteer of the Karamazovs? He's in Moscow courts maybe, paying obeisance to oligarchs, oily rich fossils. He tuned the first Hendrix guitar? All supposition, he's mired deep in a cave, Dracula deep. His eyes are no longer flames, his wings have shriveled into stumps and he no longer draws in air.

I am he yet am not; he proclaims this from the dark

Patronymic?

None, I was before him that supposes to have brought being into being

And the other one, he who stands in the shadows of all

He was the first and then I 

And what is your wisdom?

Wisdom plateaus into the grave, bones are powder and fortunate men, you're acquitted with death. The cup doesn't fit my lips. On the contrary, I do not crave it. For being the matter of galaxies, I'm interwoven into nothingness too. Man of what businesses is words hiding Gain to you, isn't that your wisdom?

The very one!

Listen then

I hear silence

And now

A wind passing into a valley of graves, on its way to refresh the living, but what is its essence?

Creature be gone! Old men in caves are dangerous for your soul!

I stagger out into mother earth again, there I am. By the hospital beds, martini is performing his last kamarinsky. Camphor no longer helps. Morphine! Martinia wants more morphine, just an ampoule more and Martinia the body will part from Martinia the soul. Why does his eyes rivet from floor to ceiling, it's the I seek god look, perhaps he's on the cobwebs above martinias head, no! Try again! No Martinia, not up the nurse’s thighs and down their necks. Phew! Even dying men have two heads. What is martinias last wish, don't begrudge thyself Martinia, even Herod's daughter preferred the wisdom of Solomon to John the Baptists head.

The young lady requests thee

I'll be up

Just the head sire

What?
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