
SWEET INSCIPTIONS 

 

So you’ve come here. You’ve come here full of expectations. You’ve come waiting to be 

amazed, expecting to witness a spectacle superb and so profound. You’ve come here 

because someone else dragged you with them and in reality you don’t want to be here at 

all and you cant stop thinking of how nice it would be if you were still at home sank in 

your delightful love-offering sofa enjoying a nice hot drink while being submerged deeper 

and deeper into the filth that has become your life completely ignoring the utter ugliness 

that you are in. Maybe. In fact there might be an impossible amount of reasons that you are 

here but it doesn’t really matter. Nothing matters except from your presence here. Your 

physical existence being in this place. Your body exposed and ready. Are you ready? You 

are looking at me. Eyes completely aroused in surprise, mesmerized by this strange 

unknown creature that suddenly has found a voice to speak. Don’t. Try and take your eyes 

away. Try it. Harder. You cant. I’m here. In absolute surrender. Ready and keen to offer. 

Offer anything. I have baked my goods. I have taken good care of them. Really good care. 

They are piping hot. I have prepared them for you. I have tasted my sweat, drunk my tears, 

cleaned my blood, shaved my fur. A purification is always necessary you know. It goes 

further back than that actually. It goes as far back as you can imagine. Imagine a moment 

when time was just a transparent luminous string lost in endless space. Imagine this 

moment and imagine some more backwards. Imagine that. That’s how much I’ve been 

working for this. The product of my life. If one can call this life. Can you call this life? 

Would you? I am ready then. Purified and cleansed, prepared to open my flesh to you. To 

rip my ribs apart and offer you the hottest scarlet that your eyes can handle. Offer you my 

hair. Do whatever you want with it. It’s yours now. Offer you my skin, my fingers, my 

legs, my lips, my eyes, my stomach, my delicate whitest fingertips. Have them, you cant 

decline them. I’m offering you my muscles, my spine, bone by bone, my marrow, my brain, 

my nerves, my guts, my bowels, my liver, my penis, my testicles, my heart. Have them, 

you cant decline them. Open me up and cut me pure. Have whatever you like. It’s all yours. 

Raid it all and loot it. Dance endlessly in joy and bask in your newly acquired gifts. Don’t 

be afraid there’s more. I’m offering you my body, my present future and my past. Every 

love I have experienced in my lifetime it’s yours to have. Take it. Take my peaceful 

greenest fields, take my seagulls on the sand, take my immense space where only flowers 

can grow in, take my songs and take my gods. Yours to sin. Yours to see. Yours to eat and 

yours to kill. Have it all. Have my parents, have my men. Have every person I have ever 

met. Have them all, my boys and my girls, my old and all my young. Have the young. Have 

them. Enjoy them. I promise you unlimited pleasure will follow. Have my ought-to-be’s, 

have all my dreams, have every nightmare that has ever haunted me at night. Those of you 

who have any means of possessing or wielding or manipulating fire in any way can gladly 

have my beds. They can have my cribs and all my coffins. Oh yes, my dead. You can have 

them all. Take all my dead and feel free to conduct yourselves in every blasphemy a human 

mind can create. Go wild. Lose sense. Lose every function of civilized life form. Have it 

all. I am offering to you. I have offered me to you. I have offered. 



Are you scared yet? Are you disturbed? Have you started to realize what’s happening? 

Have you ever seen anything like that? Have you? Look at it. Unholy and impure. The 

most sacred of them all. The purest essence of all life. The saintest universal man lies open 

giving sounds away. Look at it. Admire this rare ritual of the species. You have not seen it 

before. A virgin sight for sure. Are you scared yet? Are you disturbed? Have you started 

to feel this little unnerving sensation in your guts that slowly creeps its way up your 

stomach and through your lungs to end up in your mouth and travel from there further up 

into your brain and fill everything from top to toe with eternal blackness? Can you see it 

now? Maybe. Stare bravely into the abyss and just accept. This is it. Now you can see it 

clearly in front of you. It just lies there. Doing nothing one would say. Just existing. Just 

taking up space. You struggle you squeeze your brain but you cant. Name it. The Final 

Beast. Lies before you now. You are not prepared. I want you to know that I will take every 

small sharp object I can find and carve your eyeballs with them. I don’t want to kill you. I 

don’t want you dead. Not just yet. I want you, I need you very alive and awake. Having all 

of your senses alert to experience the magnificent miracle that is about to happen. I will 

pay so much attention at where I cut. I don’t want to damage any nerve. I want you to have 

your sight. I will stick them in any empty space I can find. They won’t be long. Just long 

enough to cause the necessary pain and fill your sight with the required amount of red. I 

will pour on you huge cauldrons of hot oil until your skin reaches the boiling point. I want 

you to feel the skin leaving your body. I want you to know that you are losing it. I want 

you to acknowledge the change. I want you to smell the decomposing tissue surrounding 

you and know that this comes from you. It is so much yours. Nothing else could be more 

yours than this smell. You have earned it. I will take impressively effective machetes and 

very carefully entering your anus work my way up to your bowels and tear them out of 

you. This will not harm you at all. I need you here. Alive and awake. I will take this pathetic 

pile of meat that once used to serve as a gift from the gods, the eternal lightning, the spear 

of all power, the conqueror’s mark and with it penetrate your amputated cylindrical organs. 

Imagine how poetic that would be. Having your tube of excrements covering what was 

supposed to spread your insufficient kind. You may think. You may wonder. You may 

even start questioning. Don’t. You deserve this. This pain. this excruciating, intolerable, 

soul-exhausting pain. The realest of pains. This is your only heirloom. Your mark in this 

world. This is what we will all remember you as. The core of pain. This pain is your 

property now. You pathetic, outraged, arrogant pile of shit. Did you really think we would 

all drop our head and bow to you. Worship your so mediocre ignorance? Did you really 

dare to speak of any of this? Did you really expect to witness anything but that? Did you 

really come here wishing you would experience something amazing and profound? Let this 

now sink into your little heads. This is how you exist from now on. All the rights have been 

removed from you. You don’t qualify as life anymore. Subhumans. This pain now defines 

you. Creep your way forevermore into the filth you call your homes and hang your 

sparkling declarations of intellectual supremacy on the walls made of fresh shit. Keep your 

proof of originality on the pedestal and wait in the massive que to spit piss and bleed on it. 

How did you ever think that any of what you do could grab the core and vibrate. Have you 

ever seen that? Have you ever dreamt it? Have you ever even imagined what it would be 



like? No you haven’t. I hope you know now. I hope you understand. I hope you fulfilled 

your need to come here. I hope I managed to meet your great expectations. I hope I truly 

amazed and inspired you. I hope you will not forget. Now leave. Creep away into a massive 

orgy and enjoy your newly found way of life. All rejoice.  


