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The “Color Yellow” was first found in the esophagus and would wind its way to the belly, where it took settle, and burst the bowels. Four hours. This was all it needed to leave you twitching in painless agony. Vein splattered eyes would bulge out, well beyond the reach of their sockets. Gums would split and gush from a contortion and seizing of the jaw. Innards, from throat to scroat, would be reduced to giblets which the inflicted would shit out in one wordless and final plea. I got used to it though; watching all of those people turn their insides out. 

We have survived: The black plague, polio, STDs, the evolution of thumbs, self loathing, atomics, the flu, and that first step to land. It is those things that we deem insignificant that always carry the greatest effect. The plague was a disease carried by rats, vermin that safe housed vermin. The atomics were massive explosives that were merely excited and splitting atoms, but they leveled cities like a child’s sneaker would an ant hill. Our first step to land. My boy, the years of Gods has long since passed, and there is only us left. 

The “Color Yellow” was one of those things that we overlook. It is merely an insect, a golden beetle, so small that it could a ride a blood cell. A part of some forgotten past, or a new breed born in the protected rain forests and forced to migrate, I don’t know. I do know that they found their way into our food. Our cabbage, apples, beef, our water and everything else. I know that once ingested they pop like tiny juice filled candies. They scatter their guts and spread their eggs. Their entrails burn through a digestive tract and set of lungs like a flaming marshmallow drips from a campfire twig. I feel this now. They have my throat in a vise, and my belly has become over-cooked porridge. There are so few of us left, but already children are being born with a resistance to these bastard bugs, so I write:


To you, my son, I hope that my genes have evolved enough to grant you life, and with this in heart I shall leave as gracefully as one may. Live well, and remember me,








            With Love,









Your Father 
