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I was lulled back in a vegetative state  when it hit me. I hadn't seen a single member of the despised  cockroach family prancing around my quarters for a while now. I couldn't attribute it to neurotic tidiness or a recent pest extermination campaign. The logical reason that I had trouble admitting was that my unwanted guests had found greener pastures.

How could they live off a man whose clothes clung to him loosely as sheets on a clothe line?  This must have been part of their final thoughts before they decamped for good. My utensils were covered with fine dust, beautiful fossils whose last use I couldn't date.

My stainless steel spoons were finally showing signs of giving up the good fight and rust was creeping up upon them. My body in itself was truly shrivelling up and it was only a matter of time before that pesky thing they call the soul, would sip through the cracks and into the next dimension.

Was it Wednesday ?..cursed blazes. It was a  day of torment. My next door neighbor communed with rowdy fellas every Wednesday in his house in the name of church fellowship. Normally I would go for a walk but my feeble legs creaked with equal measure to my broken bed when I tried to take a step.

" Praise the Lord !" this fiery chant tore up the air with such astounding force and my persecution had commenced. It was a two hour affair of ululations, incantations, prayers, gibberish and every ear scraping sound that the human mouth could produce. I once complained about this during a tenant's meeting and the reception I was met with completely blew me.

It was as if I had suggested they switch to the worship of Lucifer morningstar. Now immobilized with my human plight of need for nourishment, I just lay there and filtered the sounds through a veil of self illusions and visions. The sounds transported me to mysterious  places that I wouldn't ever see again.

Flames danced and licked the nape of my neck as their chants and prayers slithered around my torso  in eternal divine twists. My ears captured familiar phrases once in a while within my delirium. They spoke of a foreign god whose tidings was the clucking of poultry to me, it made no absolute sense.

This god supposedly dropped fat delicious morsels into the belly of starving unfortunates, sinner or saint. He sheltered the orphans beneath a wing of golden feathers, he saw every inequality and was swift to balance the scales of justice. He was the epitome of all goodness and every silly little thing that happened could be easily woven into his infinite plan that he alone knew about.

Who was this they spoke of? The all seeing enigma? I agreed that there was a chance of a watcher but if he had his hand in this cesspool..I highly doubted it.

My stomach grumbled in agreement, a little drawl spiteful sound, it was even almost a hiss, those snaky intestines had never met such affliction. If only man was a solar android to be redeemed only by the sun's ray, wouldn't that be better?

I would lie under the sky's orange fury eye for a bit and alas, energy like overlapping waves on a stormy night would rush through me. I would spit in the wheels of work for then man would only toil to satisfy other luxuries but in the way of food, he would need none.

We would skip the humbling experience of squatting down to dispose off yesterday's feast now turned into some loathsome repulsive thing. A solar panel would rest atop every one's head and oh! What a life this would be.

I turned my face to the wall clock and I gnashed my teeth upon seeing that only thirty minutes had passed since the fiasco next door had begun. One and a half hour more of it and my sanity would fly up to the Moon forever and ever.
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I started humming under my breath a tragic song that popped into my head without reason.

' Am a misfortune of a man

a sad song wrapped in flesh 

You're a too pure lively rose

Whilst 

Am only a  dusty jagged vase '

This lyrics coiled and coiled around my head till I couldn't hear or think about anything else. Who was this heartbroken man? It was long since I'd felt the rabid bite of failed love. For as long as I could peer into the past, food was my foremost concern. Affection for someone else, let alone myself felt like a luxury in this fever state.

The healthy smile of my fellow men stung like acid insult on my hollow cheeks, in such delirium I only viewed the world through a red blood screen of hate.  Alas! If I looked back though maybe I could stumble upon someone I cherished. The records were belly up floating in a mixture of fiendish soup. 

Lies and deception were filed in place of memories I held to heart, at least I thought so. They were lined with such a fantastic glowing light of nostalgia, that I doubted their credibility. Did my father really forgive me of my transgressions against him on his dying bed with a kiss to my brow ? Was it really just two months since I had buried my one and only child ?...wait..did I ever sire anyone into this wretched abyss for starters?  If so who was the unfortunate woman I saddled with this burden? 

A vortex of questions, mad statements and whatnots. I had receeded into a most inner dark cave within myself. My thoughts like sightless bats flying around while successfully avoiding the walls, thus not straying outside my head. A depressing silence was about the place.

I hadn't noticed the noise next door halting. How many hours had passed? Had god come and eloped with his elect? Was it now time for that crafty ancient dragon to rule us 'his people '? 

Ha! Heaven or hell ? Who cared ? I just wandered the woods within till I wore out the soles of my mind. I closed my eyes for they had been wide open like English tea cups barely blinking.

I had dreamed crazy visions of my own accord, now it was time for the director beneath the veil to take the reins and spin the reels. It was no wonder the dreams that assailed me were solely about nourishment for the stomach. When it rained, it was pouring red wine in heavy drops. The frogs that hopped frantically about were made of spoangy lumps of bread.

The utensils themselves were edible material, the dream world was a humongous dining room and the heavens it's kitchen where goodies dropped from above .

I stirred from the madness quite energized. Who has visions of food and wakes up with a brimming stomach? Only a sick mind .
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