A New Liquor Named Lye:
Hippocratic (Dis-)Embodiment in Honor of Coleridge and Pollock
“For art to exist, for any sort of aesthetic activity or perception to exist, a certain physiological precondition is indispensable: intoxication.”

–THE EPIGRAM FADES–
“Been to London,” the garbled words spewed between the rotting, un-ordered, and sienna teeth of the Sot
 in gasps of bilious redolence: his voice reeked of an irrational choler as his breath prompted a taste of gall.  A streak of viscous phlegm trudged from the left intersection of his plump lips to his corpulent chin, forming a parade of tint with the dilute burgundy of the sanguinary colloid system, as the orifice broadly un-folded on each syllable showing clearly a tongue covered in dark mycelium
 fibers and an orb of mucous in the throat’s rear, “Where’ve you?”
–MOURN THE LOSS OF REASON– 
“I have seen mount Zion fade into the pied beauty of a flame-like sunset in a violet and cloud-dotted sky,” an eldritch smirk formed against the gaunt visage of the Artist, exposing a set of straight, healthy, subtly yellow enamels as the melancholic words undulated in their grey ambiance.  The cultured sneer lowered, following a nasal inhalation, pulling his cheeks further into the vacuum of his maw to embellish the jagged play of light and shadow upon the skull, “Horreur, quelle horreur.”

–REALITY DECAYS–
“You are then a religious man?” beaming, the corners of the Teetotaler’s
 crimson lips rose meekly toward his rosily hued and invitingly elastic cheeks slightly squinting his androgynous fluid eyes, glistening in a soothing light that seemed to both brighten his face externally and emanate from within its sinews.
–BEAUTY IS NAÏVETÉ–
“A hygienic product,” the Sot blinked his eyes furiously, marbled with a sanguine viscosity comparable to that of the Teetotaler’s aura, forcing his entire head to oscillate upon its trunk embellishing the violent motions of his mandible and blurring his mouth into a horrific vision of mal-formed terra cotta.  As the lanuginous
 jaw lowered, a parallel boundary obscurely delineated by unctuous and un-groomed coils of once-blonde viscid hair moved synchronically with its edge; one could hardly follow a single globule of saline filth amidst the quagmire of revulsion, “That’s what he is.”

–BANALITY IS ABUSE– 
“Eliphalet;
 I have embraced the divine demise as my deliverance,” the timbre of a deipnosophist
 enveloped the quiet voice of the Artist, the tongue feverishly clicking against the palate on each perspicuous enunciation, his fluid speech evaporating into an air of deific omniscience circumscribing his skeletal vestiges of conscious putrefaction.
–THE MADMAN IS NOT SO MAD– 

“Oh; then you are,” the Teetotaler’s falsetto reply reeked of a malaise bouquet whilst he swatted at a swarming halo of un-certainty with violently subdued paroxysms of the neck, sending two uniform bundles of fraying hair vacillating oppositely and outwardly behind the skull.  He oscillated laterally upon the pivot of his hips to regain his eunuchoid composure, turning his head toward the Artist, exuding a holophotal
 stream of quanta onto the addressed face from an expanded labyrinth of capillaries, “You are then a religious man.”
–BANALITY IS BEAUTY–

“A hygienic product,” the words fused together as the Sot’s mouth and throat were drying into a solid mucosal mass, the tenacious compound hardening within the geophagist’s pneumatic passages to impair his breath and develop an irksome wheeze.  His voice grew increasingly lower, sottovoce
 upon each malocclusion
 as the superfluous flesh of his cheeks deepened from a foul tan to the shade of ox blood, “Buy me a drink.”
–DEATH IS TRITENESS–

“Lye?”

–HUIS CLOS–

“Give me that decanter, Eliot!”

� Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche (1844-1900), German philosopher.  Twilight of the Idols (1988)


� A habitual drunkard


� A mass of interwoven, branched, threadlike filaments that makes up most fungi


� French: “horror, what horror”


� One who abstains from all intoxicants


� Pertaining to the soft, downy hair covering a normal fetus


� Masculine Hebrew name meaning “God delivers”


� One who talks learnedly at the table, so called from the Deipnosophistae, a series of dialogues by the third century Greek author Athenaeus


� So arranged that all light is utilized and thrown in the desired direction by reflectors, refracting lenses, or both, as in a lamp for a light-house


� Italian: “under the voice,” softly, in an undertone


� Faulty closure of the upper and lower teeth


� French: “Closed Door,” also the native title of the drama No Exit (1944) by French philosopher, novelist, and dramatist Jean-Paul Sartre (1905-1980)


� Howard Phillips Lovecraft (1890-1937), American author and poet.  The Rats in the Walls (1923)





