“And so he cut the seed in two, revealing, both the inside and out of the workings, the first and the last. Once he had accomplished the cut, he found that he had also developed a seam that was drawn down his middle portion, revealing that he too, was a seed that had been planted by the wrong hands.” The voice echoed through the absence of light, like a misleading narrator without proper narration. Once the monologue had ceased, another sound took over the airwaves, this one of harsh, daggerlike keys of industrial tuning and scraping, airplanes crashing, buildings burning, walls crumbling radiated at thumping levels through Brian’s ears.

The sounds only grew more and more intense as the minutes dragged on, even with the grinding, crushing noises of machine versus machine, there was no light to be seen at all. Everything was but a solid black. Soon, all the noises came to a screeching, drawn out, and very well organized halt, and once they had stopped, a small light appeared. The light was like a pinprick into a sheet of black paper, the type of thing that one would look through to see a lunar eclipse.

The pinprick grew stretched and strained to accompany the light that was pressing through it; it was bending like the skin of a tracheotomy. Once the hole got about six inches in diameter, a finger looped out through the hole to act as a hook to pull it stretch it further out. Once the entire hand was revealed, the arm followed next, then another hand and its arm and then a head came through what was a small pinprick in an otherwise opaque canvas. The head was bald, dirty, and coarse, the face reminisced to be that of a skeletal man. The arms attempted to grab at Brian’s, only with limited room to move, but eventually the deathful force endured and the arms from the hole took hold of Brian, and once they did so, he woke up from this dream. 

So there he was, in a starless night, awake and sweating. The bed that Brian was sleeping upon was that of rose bushes, every day that he slept here there was a newer thorn in his back. He struggled to wake up and rise from the thorns, battling the idea that he had planted the vines himself, battling the idea that his nightmares were still better than the world that he had to live in.

He was the masculine Alice in Wonderland, his house was crooked, and the paint changed color depending on what prescription that he was taking. The trees the infested his front yard were always in magnificent bloom, the leaves were all rolled up dollar bills and the flowers were always pill bottles. The fence around his house was that of knives, daggers, swords and syringes all stabbing up from the soil. The grass was red and sharp, sharp as the thorns of the rose bush, but not as thick. Brian untangled his arms from the grasp and brushed off his legs. 

It was nighttime, but the moon was a dilated eye in the sky, mocking all that slept with its constant surveillance. Brian had lived alone in his world, every day he could chalk a softer existence, one without self-testing, relentless torture, but he had not the concepts to do so. Brian had grown accustomed to the pains of isolation and the bludgeon of self-hate, he had created a problem that could be solved, but the problem itself was more interesting that what the solution could possibly give.

He dragged his feet along the burning plain of screaming grass, only to trudge up the stairs to meet the door of his house. Brian drew the key from his pocket and aimed it at the keyhole, only to have the key zipped out of his hands, spinning on its way to a man behind him. Brian still poked his empty hand to the lock, then turning to see what snatched the key from his hand. 

All alone in his desperate world, Brian grew his own weeds just like he grew his own thoughts. It could rain ink, it could be a blizzard of razorblades, his world was relentless in whatever it would do. Brian was created in a vision of negative, bad thoughts, reverse karma, and the searing, burning type of hate that causes fatal pains on both parties included, so verily Brian was going to unconsciously create a world that was akin to the concepts that he was first accustomed to. Brian was the membrane of a dead God; the aftermath of a murdered deity was developed as a human being.

And so Brian spun himself around on his crooked heel, for his eyes to fall on a being that he had not created, but something just terrible enough to fit in like the last puzzle piece to an abysmal jigsaw. The figure was an incredible fat man, his skin stretching and breaking in parts; some of the man had bandages and stitches from previous engagements. The man lumbered forth with his clubfoot, to do what Brian interpreted as a bow before him. But it was not a bow, it was bending over to reveal what was on top of the mans head, it was a thin black line, a scar, or a seam that went down his entire mid portion. 


In the world that Brian created, there was always a small drizzle from the opaque, smooth black sky, but not a precipitation of water, but a rain of pills, and love letters, and knots of hair pelted the ground on a steady basis. So they would not build up over time, there was a mouth, full of dull, gnashing teeth, that was always gobbling up all of the unwanted things that fell from the sky, there were mouths like this scattered all across the plain. 


The seam of the mans head began to split, revealing a pitch blackness, a sticky funk that held the man together, and soon both halves fell limp to the ground. The halves were like suits of fleshy armor, to protect the second man within the first. The second man was in a wrinkled, brittle suit, he was just about as thin as a twig, he kept himself up with a cane as he merrily goose-stepped his way over to Brian. Confused, feeling powerless, Brian hadn’t the chance to speak. The twig mans voice was great in proportion, like a carnival barkers call. 


“Here I am, my little one! I know that you have been waiting for me, and so I made my decision to show my face!” The twig mans smiled a gritty, toothy smile, then turning to leap with one great stride, onto a tombstone where he overlooked a slight bit more of the yard that he was in. The twig man sensed the confusion, so he responded promptly  “What you need to know, my dr-r-readful dear, is that I came before you!” Brian relaxed his body, deciding not to show his emotions. 


The twig man walked over to Brian where he jabbed his cane into the small bit of ground between his feet, where the soil tore like paper, releasing several dozen snakes to writhe out from the gaping presence. “This is my work” Brian managed to expose his power over the newcomer “since when does anyone else have control over my dynamic?” The man simply grinned and spun around on his heel “You may be the head of God, my faithful wraith, but I am the membrane of your deity! You still have your control over you world, but you must not have control over who else shares it!”


Little bits of hair whipped through the skies, clouding the trees in billows of brunette weight. “But why talk about what is and isn’t when we can talk about it in a better body? The best place to think, in my own opinion is where thought is what it was created to be. Of all people to know what thought is, I think that you are certainly one of them.”


The man snapped his fingers, causing a rumbling up from the ground, where a gigantic serpent surged forth. The serpent fell to the earth, where it heaved a great sigh, and then it depressed to become a soft tube. The skin of the snake quickly shed from the flesh, the flesh quickly rotted away, the bones were soon bare and before everyone. “This is my house, or better yet, it could be yours.”


Brian was one for curiosity, this sense played a major factor into his addictive world, and so he quickly followed the man as he pranced into the snake’s gullet. The birds that flew through the skies, were simply limp lips with wings, blasting rings of smoke every so often, there were also hives of cigarette butts, each with a separate set of wings so they could travel in swarms. Seemingly out of nowhere but the imagination of Brian, there could be throwing knives or daggers that would propel without hesitation or source of force, indefinitely.


Inside of the snakes ribcage was like that of an auditorium, everything that created a sound was cherished for the fact that it could echo as deep as the snake was long. “This serpent is a very special one for me. It has thirty-four ribs, and no brain.” There was a tremendous glass eye that had a large sheet of glass balanced upon it in the middle of the room, there were but three chairs that were around the eye each one was a bullet of a different caliber. One would note that each bullet had a smith’s name on the side of it, Jeremiah, Rhine, and Epperson. 


The twig man took a seat on the Jeremiah crafted bullet, where he invited Brian to sit on the Epperson craft. The glass eye rolled around beneath the table, on an axis so it wouldn’t change the position of the table. The twig man bent over to take a pair glasses a pocket in the Rhine crafted bullet, then placing them on the table. The glasses were cracked at the lip, but they were still apparently useable. 


Brian watched carefully to learn all that he could from the beast of creation that was working his whimsical sickness before him. The belly of the snake was a bizarre but perfect match to the personality of the twig man. The man seemed to take pleasure in the carnal spectacles that Brian had unintentionally created, he would be the type of man that would stop and smell the CONCERTA pill bottles while they were in their bright orange bloom, or take an hour from his day to walk through the rippling, field of quiet chainsaws, or take a walk down the ground-glass beach that overlooked the piss-blood-and-sugar-water ocean. 


The twig snatched his hand immediately up into the darkness that was brewing above his head. In fact there was a small rain cloud, a thunderhead that was stirring the air and sending light stinging drops of rain towards table. From the cloud he dragged down two live bats, still smoking and chirruping from their gaseous gag. He took a bat and put in the bottom of one jar, letting the other one fly aimlessly around the room, weaving in and out through the ribs of the snake. He opened his mouth and crammed his hand inside, staring off into the distance, as Brian was keen to his every move. In a few seconds, he removed his entire tongue revealing it to be made of solid silver. He compressed the bat within the jar, until the bottom of the jar had turned to an opaque sludge, and as he removed the tongue the sludge decompressed and expanded until it reached the brim of the glass where it turned to a light pink. 


The twig man spun put his hand on the edge of the table and gave it a sharp spin, mysteriously the glass without the bat within it had stayed put but the glass with the bat in it spun with the table. He proceeded to do the same thing with the second glass as he had the first, this time he was warm enough to speak. “My name” he took a moment to apply extra pressure to the bat as it tried to squirm out from the glass “Is not as important as what I am. I am the Harlequin of Brian.”


“Well” Brian stammered, dividing his attention between the contents of his glass and The Harlequin “What does that mean for me?” The harlequin stood on top of his bullet, his two dainty feet balanced on the tip. “What this means is that your pitiful world of pains, paints and razorblade smiles, is going to be overdosed with a downer that I call art. What I do as a harlequin is reside in the back of the minds of every human being that has ever been born, and a few who haven’t. I am the brilliant flux that drives live to create fantastically and destroy creatively, as a harlequin I am the raw meat, a jagged star that pokes into the human’s nervous system.” The Harlequins glass floated up to his lips, where he took a slight sip of the contents and then left it hanging in mid air


“Without me there would be nothing, without that nothing where would you be?” Brian stirred his drink with a prosthetic finger that was taped under the table. “So, drink up my fine feathered friend, because this is our last day of existence.” The Harlequin stepped down from his perch, to sit on the edge of his chair, folding his long matchstick legs. “I don’t believe anything you say. I don’t believe in you at all.” Brian said, attempting to take a stand against the Harlequin, who simply bent forward over the table and got within inches from Brains, so he could snarl out his garbled message. “Brian. I am you and you are me. We share the same soul, but I have kept in hiding, in the back of your mind, keeping you artistic all these eons. If you die, you die with me, if I die the reverse occurs. The only thing that separates us, my dear Brian,” The Harlequins voice dropped several notes, speaking in a slow, burning slur “is that I have asked myself the question: DO I EXIST?”


For a moment, there was a stand off between both faces, both trying to out-un-emotion the other, portraying themselves as the angriest of Gods. “I can sense your wrath. Brian, you recall that you were only created because God had deceased and you were the only living cell of him left. You remember?” Brian replied with a smooth, icy ‘Yes.’ “Every God or high power, or significant being on any of Gods creations had art created for them, or by them. But there was never any recognition of where you got that art. I am half of all of your powers, but you never used them for their intended purpose. You spent day after day creating your fake world of thorns and daggers, never stopping to thank someone for your sad creations. Well I am here now, and you have only degraded me and my strength before you further.”


The snake boasted thirty four ribs, each one with a painting on it. There was still a layer of skin that was draped between each rib, and across the spine of the serpent, but there were not any organs left. Towards the end of the snakes gullet, several feet down from the table, is the snake’s skull.


The Harlequin ended the treacherous standoff with a polite smile, or what some would assume to be a smirk, then spinning on the axis of his heel, coming to a stop when he faced Brian once more; this time he had his cane of pure silver, crafted to resemble a spinal column. Brian stands up to keep on level plain with the Harlequin, turning to see a taxidermied elephant standing in an intimidated pose behind him. ‘HE DOES NOT FORGET’ was written in crayon on a piece of loose-leaf paper that was taped to the front of the elephant. “It’s true, God does not forget.” The Harlequin spoke after shooing away a few flying cigarette bees. 


“But if I am God, and you say that I forgot about you….?” Brian smirked his riddle out to the Harlequin, who responded promptly “But you are not God alone. God was divided between us. When God was born he was born with his caul, the membrane of his developing head still attached, it was removed and kept. When God killed himself a little bit of the back of his brain remained after they cleaned him up, and after eons of Godlessness, we had grown from cells into full beings, not in the likeness of god, but as Gods ourselves. We are alone in this world, two men and one soul, divided between us.”


The Harlequin gave up on shooing the bees away and began to bite at them, eating the right out of the air. Once he swallowed he opened his mouth once again, “I never forgot about you, and I never forgot about me. I developed into a full grown, or a full groan, because I came from a mature part of God, while you simply came from his membrane.”


Brian thought about what was happening as the Harlequin looked around at some of the paintings. “But, you know, there is a way for us to merge…” He dramatically glanced over his shoulder, to catch eyes with the elephant, then turning around completely to stare at Brian. “If you were willing to do so we could escape our deaths.” The Harlequin stood fully in front of Brian, thinking severely. Brian spoke up “What would we need to do? What would be lost?”


The Harlequin took a small white sphere from his pocket and threw it to up into the sky, where it landed and became the moon. “If we go to the moon above us, I have the transubstantiating device located on the surface.” He stared up to the glowing circle, one could see the little black speck that was the transubstantiating device. “In the end, the only thing that would be lost is you. It is an action that conglomerates two physical beings into one simple soul.”


The eye beneath the coffee table rolled away, thinking and acting, the eye chose its own path independently of any other influence. Even when the eye rolled off, the table was still standing, but on its way out the eye knocked over the bullet that read ‘Rhine’ 


“And so, if you want to do it, I have means of transportation, means of creation, and a way to fashion all the other parts that we don’t have.” The Harlequin turned his glass of bat fluids upside down; spinning it sharply, once it stopped the fluids had disappeared, and in their place was a red spider with black legs. “So I will be destroyed for your benefit?” Brian questioned him bluntly. “This is where the true childish nature comes out of you, Brian. You will not be destroyed, you know that God can never forget anything that he does, his creations are all remembered. A soul cannot be destroyed, but the host that it resides in can. You still have the part of God within you that stores all of the keen data of what God creates, and you need me as a full part of you to help you access it.” The Harlequin removed the glass that was containing the spider. “You lose nothing but an absence of thought and fulfillment. Are you coming or rotting?”


Brian looked through a shred of torn snakeskin to see his home, still standing off in the starless, hopeless night, the childhood home of God. The house was crooked and dilapidated, not the least bit inviting. “I don’t have any other options, do I?” Brian asked, sullen. “Rotting. That’s an option. You seem to be proficient at that.”

The Harlequin cast the glass over his shoulder, then he pushed the spider off of the table. Once the spider landed, he crushed it with his foot, following that, the spider grew to several hundred times its size. The Harlequin took hold of the spider with one arm and of Brian in the other. The spider stepped unto the moon, like it was still floating in the belly of the spider, but following that the spider pulled itself onto the moon.


Dismounting from the spider, which promptly shrunk back to normal size, the Harlequin cuffed his sleeves and began manipulating the gears and handles on the Transubstantiating device. As he was dedicated to his work, Brian was contemplating his life unfolding before him. He looked from where he came but he did not see his world floating in the dismal abyss. “I have worked on this from the day I was born, I had not rested an instant. I have always been determined to succeed and overcome the gap between us. Even if what I am doing is a tremendous failure for you, no matter the outcome it will be a fantastic success for me.”

His words did not help Brian or his path of thought, staring through the dusty craters of the moon, the glowing surface and the death-black canvas sky.  His bleak absence of thought was narrated by a maniacal inventor, fine tuning the device before him. “I have been forced to make some difficult decisions in my life; I worked to over come such difficulties. You have made virtually no hard decisions in your life; you have lived simply one pain to the next.” The Harlequin had his sleeves rolled up to reveal his near bone arms. He began to cleanse his hands of grease, he finalized his statement: “But now you have one decision. Comply with what is before you, or perish.”

Brian stared at the Transubstantiating Device, a sinister conjugation of metal and glass. It appeared as if it had ruptured from the moon surface itself, like it had been shoved up from the inside. The machine boasted two holding cells and a bevy of dials and gauges, and several hundred multicolored, tangled wires that connected the two vessels. The cell doors opened letting clouds of chalk red smoke billow out from over the bend. “I have nothing else.” Brian said reluctantly, waiting a moment, then slowly walking to the cell on the left side. “And so we assume our positions, and bid our last moments of multitude adieu…” The Harlequin said with a poetic sense in his voice. 

The Harlequin crept into his chamber, and sealed the glass door, and gestured for Brian to do the same. Brian looked behind himself one last time to ensure that his world was still not present in the night sky, then walking into the cell  and fastening the cap over his head, tightening it until he had a splitting headache.. The red smoke began to rise, soon enveloping his legs and then up towards his chest. Garbled, hissing, the Harlequin barked a countdown over the intercom, every number that he chanted was accompanied by a searing red light. By the time that he reached two seconds on the countdown, the smoke was up to Brian’s neck. By the time he reached one, Brian could withhold himself no longer and he bashed the door open. 

He leapt out from his smoky grave and slammed the door shut behind him, for fear of what would happen otherwise. He stared at the Harlequins shrieking face in the blasting red lights, his terror then quickly evaporated with the rest of his body as he then transported in a blinding flash of light into Brian’s former cell on the left side. Brian watched closely as the Harlequin tearfully attempted to claw his way out of the cell, pounding his fists in a slow pitiful manner. Brian then realized, as he watched the eyes of the Harlequin slip to the back of his head, that he still had his cap on, still tethered to the machine. The Harlequin dropped back against the panel in the cell, his cap enveloping most of his head, every hair on his body and every bit of clothing was singed down to the roots. Brian felt a sharp warmth grow in the back of his head, like a moist growth taking over as he saw in his reflection of the glass, the lights of his cap flickered on, just as they did on the Harlequins. In another detonation of roaring amazement, the Harlequin was slammed against the clear glass plating, where Brian watched explicitly as his flesh fell from his body.

As the skin fell, it was revealed to Brian the one last trick up the sleeve of the Harlequin. His bones were all a clear plastic, still twitching and animated. The ground began to shake, and a blazing heat and a intense red light stabbed at Brian’s face through a crevasse that was forming at the base of the machine. The hole was spreading and cracking the dust ridden soil. Brian frantically looked back at the skull that was the Harlequins to see that jingling within it was the key to his house. Brian knew that he would be nothing without access to his house, where every day he could mend the wounds and seal the holes that the previous night gave him. He thrust his fist through the plate glass, shattering the pane but three of his knuckles as well. He grabbed the skull of the Harlequin and attempted to rip it out from its base.

The shinning, glassy hands fought against Brian’s destroyed knuckles, pressing against his head and battling against the quickly sinking turf. Once the soil began to crumble beneath Brian’s feet, he lunged up to take step on a projecting valve of the device. The translucent skeleton began to through devastating punched towards Brian, who began to bash the skull up and down against the jagged edges of glass. The blazing heat soon captured Brian, who slipped on the pipe that he was standing on, but his grip on the skull did not waver. Demons and devils began to write out of the hole like so many thousands of snakes, biting and gnashing their way to the top of the pile. One of the devils jabbed a claw into the soil, and dragged it along, causing it to tear like paper. Brian made on last leap with all of his strength, before he shattered the spinal column of the Harlequin, freeing its head while the rest of the body fell limp. 

Brian began to fall through the insane wrath of the army of death; he took hold of a scrap of the soil that was now acting as it were paper. Brian plummeted down the thousands of feet, taking note that the machine that was going to be used for transubstantiation, had taken root in the center of hell. The mechanics of the device seemed to be without end, terrifying creatures crawling over every part of it, steam blasting from many open pipes and holes. The center of the moon, the vortex of hell towards which Brian was falling, is being surrounded by winged teeth, and piano strings. The very center is a small black dot, a pin hole that which was prophesized in his dream. As Brian fell, the demons came after him, swooping and leaving black trails of smog that grew faces and spat kidney stones and bent-up pennies at him. Their powerful claws tried to wrestle the skull from the hands of Brian, but they came to no success.

The second that Brian met the hole, he blacked out, and woke back up when he pounded through the earth, landing back in the snakes belly, skull, shattered knuckles and flaming shred of the moon and all. When Brian erupted forth from the soil, he knocked one of the bullets out from under the table as well. He tried to catch his breath while leaning across the bullet named Epperson, as the flames soon draped over him. The heat was tremendous, unlike anything that had ever been before, but it did not serve to annoy Brian. His relentless, brutal attempts at cracking the skull open to access the prize inside. It was either the skull breaks, or Brian perishes under his own reign of terrifying thought. 

Minutes past and Brian’s attempts at crushing the skull were futile, but he felt that the plastic was getting softer from the intense heat. He continued to manipulate it until it was soft enough for him to bend it open and grab the key that he had been lusting for. He cherished the key but only for a moment, as the blanket of flames was zipped away from over his head, the bullet the he had been resting on had discharged. 


The bullet accelerated until it met the snake’s skull at the end of the spinal column. When it met the bone, the skull explodes open to unleash a snarling, drooling army of vicious lightning bolts and pedophiles.  The lightning bolts caromed across the room, electrifying the paintings off of the walls, singing them until they turned a complete black. Out of the smoking hole crawled the apocalyptic horde of pedophiles, each equipped with a trench coat and tattered jeans, they tore across the room, dashing straight for Brian. 


Brian still clutched his key, like it was his daughter breathing in his own hands. As the skeezers and shysters began to circle around Brian, tossing alcohol and broken glass at his feet, the ground began to grow warmer. Just as the most daring of the pedophiles lunged for Brian, the hands of a devil surged up even faster and drug him screaming into the hole that the hands originated from. Soon the demons that had inhabited the moon were all piling forth in infinite numbers. The battle had begun between the unending pedophiles and lightning bolts and the unending demons. 


Brian was amid the chaos, the sounds were curdling the blood that was up to his ankles. All parts of his surroundings were in constant attack, and soon so was he. The warm sensation in the back of his head clicked on and the front part clicked off. The Harlequin had made a snug home like a bullet in his brain; his had become the dormant seed of art. The back of Brian’s brain eventually devoured the front half, killing it in the process. The part that kept Brian but a boy had been disintegrated, and he had grown into himself. This was not the end of the Harlequin, the Artistic force in humanity, but it was the beginning, now the Harlequin finally had a body to work from, the body of God in fact.

End.

My love for you and our common hate empowers us, my friends; we share a common distinction and need. We can use our love to power our machine, our Transubstantiating device, and we can do whatever we want, no matter who gets in our way.
My hand will touch yours, our minds will intersect and we will make a group effort to dig up the old hatchet, and test our strength once more. I love you all, and I am very grateful for what you did for me before I was completely altered. Tomorrow night Winslow Dumaine passes on and Winslow 404 resumes condition. So in the next hours, we will rest, saving our energies so we can overpower all that is put before us.
Into the depths of self-discovery,


Winslow 404

