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Ancient, rotten matter is falling apart. Spreading around it the smell of despair, despondency
and melancholy.

For how long one may last the lifespan of a stiffening cadavre? Will life return to it if we
let current flow through it or heat it to room temperature? Look, skin is already beginning
to bubble, green, growing spots are getting visible. When I turn my head and look at the
corpse once again, I see that these spots are becoming more and more obvious. Soon the
corpse will turn green completely. I suspect the corpse is turning green from the inside as
well. I mentally imagine how his insides are covered with green bloom and inflate, as if
they are preparing to burst. But they will not burst if they are not heated. If you put a
corpse in a fire, then the air remaining in its intestines, stomach and lungs, will increase
in volume, and then these leather bags will begin to burst, making a characteristic sound.
I do not think that this sound will be as loud as if someone had burst a balloon. I think it
will be more remote, softer, it will be a more velvety, more gentle sound. I have never
burned corpses and therefore I can only guess what kind of sound it will be.

Sometimes art reminds me of this corpse. It lies in the sun, heats up and slowly rot,
shimmering with all the colors of the rainbows, but it is necessary to warm it to the required
temperature, and it will begin to swell and burst, letting out the poisonous gases

hidden inside. Some of us will feel bad, someone will feel dizzy, someone will start to

feel sick, someone may even die, but I would not suggest it will be a big deal. After all, in

the end, you can always go away, hide in a safe space, have your quiet life for another ten

or fifteen years. The bad news is that in these fifteen years, poisonous gases will reach

you, although it is possible that this will happen much, much earlier. Although, the good
news is that not everyone might feel bad from these poisonous gases. In general, your
overall condition might even improve.

You ask what needs to be done to fall into the category of those to whom poisonous

fumes of burst rotten art will benefit? The most correct answer is the most obvious. Much
better from such inhalations will feel those who already will be infected with poison, in
whose blood this corpse, fetid liquid will already flow. You should not be afraid of this,
because it acts on the principle of vaccination. A little poison is injected into your blood

so that your whole body imperceptibly mutates for you, turns into something else, something
new, something that is no longer afraid of dying from poison, because it itself now carries a
part of it. Mutants will be saved and will feel like in a good resort. I will be very happy for
them. They will pick up scraps of torn flesh and remnants of splashed liquid

from the ground, after which they will begin to sculpt a new form of art, I don’t know
which one. There are no recipes yet. Maybe they will plant it all in the ground, like root
vegetables, or cook until a homogeneous mass, or roll it into jars. Maybe these bits and
pieces will have to be fertilized, and for this work there will be bees who will not refuse

to fly to the call of the mutants. Or maybe they just have to eat it all and pretend that
nothing happened so that they can safely go about their business ...



I know you have another question. What will these mutants look like? Will they look like
you or your friends? Or, maybe, on your distant relatives, somebody whom you especially
dislike? Here I can only say that some of them already live among you and their appearance
does not differ from you. How is this possible, you ask. I will answer—I do not

know.

We are crazy dancers who do not know fatigue.

We are three times brewed tea bags that have retained their taste.

We are the ones who looked straight into the eyes of invented danger and survived.

We are scattered in the infinity of glittering particles, and we ran out of money to pay for
the fare on the night bus.

We always know exactly what to say, but when we say it something incoherent comes
out.

We constantly get our hands dirty but by some miracle they always remain clean.
Nothing could be more absurd than us.

Nothing more nightmarish than us would have been possible.

Nothing could be more boring than us.

Nothing more usual than us would have been possible.

We are always ready to make you our vague requirements.

We have long been accustomed to your ridicule, but we know that laughter prolongs life.
We write our manifestos, because we know that they are absolutely useless.

We do our art, because we know that it will soon explode.

We will die one by one, because we know that we will live forever.



