Imagery

Of

The

Mind

The following poem called the Age of Holomon The Great can be sung to whatever tune you desire, as long as is a jolly one.

Darkness of the mind of void, emptiness, pitch black 

Oblivion.

Striding out into the black dusk of torment,

Red to the eyes of beasts, white like light

Turned green as shadows.

One by one, coming into view,

Snakes of wile and cunning,

Blue like fire.

Glowing embers burst into flame, sparking chain reactions across the void,

Bringing life into existence.

Volcanoes plummet, oceans dance 

With waves like mountains of steel and brimstone

Fashioned by dwarves of the mind

With hearts of lead.

Elephants, pink as the ground, dancing to the beat

Of the waves under the sky.

Look out – the fell voices on the wind cry – 

Look out.

Pink elephants on parade.

Green grasses, swinging like hammers in nightclubs of the future.

Dirt ground, wildebeest

Roaring like engines across the metal plains of technology.

Illegal trafficking, cars blown like birds out of the 

Sky, black as soot.

Nations collapse, beneath the sea

Black once more

Apart from the pink elephants

On parade,

Taunting humanity. 

And the lemonade at

99p a bottle

For 

99 balloons of corruption

And flowers waving 

On embroidered curtains,

Near contented cats,

Purring and barking and bleating and quacking and speeding with the chaos

Of the gates

Of the desert.

Chapter 1: Sanchez of the Dessert

From the desert winds of time, comes a solitary figure, cloaked in garments woven from purest Churchill, fastened with a broach of TV Soap.

The figure, whose name was Sanchez, was a man of a curtained nature, dog worn and with camel humps decorating his serrated brow.

His skin is pierced by wires, connected to a red box by his side, from which comes a purring noise like that of a purring engine or a purring fish.

Sanchez was born in West Carolina, in the Outer Hebrides of the Western Hemisphere.

The weather is warmer here than over there, where the icy temperature and boiling dry winds, and the grass storms that roast you till you’re frozen solid, make a man go home and turn on the TV to Saturday shows of men in bowler hats bidding each other a good day before going to the cinema with their rat.

Sanchez, who is now buried in a few meters of sand, is not as normal as you would expect in a West Carolinan. For a start, he has a tail, which unless you’re over 85 there is no reason you should have one.

Sanchez doesn’t need a reason, as he is insane.

He is riding a bicycle over the Cheddar moors at the moment, singing merrily to himself and admiring the cheese meadows.

Soon, our flat-footed friend Doox III lifts Sanchez out of the tiger pit, and dusts him down.

Sanchez is carried over then to an inter-city bandwagon, which flies off to London.

Amidst the bustling traffic of bandwagons and trains, and horses drawn by tired carriages, smoke fumes of sulphur monoxide and some form of green gas float around like a thick smog that blinds your vision and makes you feel like dancing, dancing the night away.  

Sanchez and Doox III pull up outside the Station. Hundreds of cats sit outside, meowing and squeaking contemptibly, viewing the other races with subtle but devious eyes.

Sanchez picks up a cat and hands it in to the ticket box. The ticket collector nods and scampers down to under the sherbet grass sticks. Doox III shoots Sanchez, who shoots him back, grinning like a madman.

They get onto the track, and sucker themselves to the walls.

Soon enough a camel comes along and takes them to the Junior Master Sheriff of London.

After waiting for him to finish in the toilet, they talk briefly to him. Once the meaning of the life is explained and understood, our characters exit. I will not bother you with the meaning of life, it is fairly common knowledge down our way and it bores many people.

Once getting a carriage-drawn horse they get cut down by a mad Londoner with a kilt and twinkling eyes.

Of course, being the insane idiots that these two are, they go up to Heaven to meet God and maybe play some chess and do really wild things.

Like eat cheese.

Which they do.

Sanchez offers to comb God’s beard, who refuses blatantly. 

Which was slightly unfair.

After several thousand years of doing really wild things, Sanchez and Doox IV (Doox III recently died a few hundred years after giving birth to Sanchez’ mother-in-law) want to get back to Earth 2 so they then argue about why anyone would want to go back to Earth 2 when Heaven is so obviously much more fun, plus you get to do really wild things.

God 2 (overthrown by Doox II (Doox III’s mother-in-law)’s mother-in-law recently) , informs Sanchez and Doox IV that this is impossible. Many things are impossible, so they both decide to give it a go and try and make a Cloudship out of cloud so they can get back to Earth 2.

The following is a story of their attempt:

It fails, miserably.

Due to a strange increased interest, the remainder of this story is about the wild attempts Sanchez, Doox II, Doox III and Doox IV (and all their mother-in-laws) have in Heaven. I, the author believes this is of no interest whatsoever, so I have refused to keep writing.

The fact that after this story was published by the original author it outsold the Bible, which forced God to quit and Heaven to fall into the Sea, is irrelevant.  

