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Oneghus
Mingo Start

Background human emotions: hate, love, fear, superstition, joy, glory.

Indigo Sess did not escape the sewers that night for the train rolled in circles.

He slept as Yokel inserted genes; blood code coagulate stopping him bleeding to
death; and another worked overtime making cells, red and especially white cells as
the sewer is an unhygienic place: it has black mould on the walls.

Behind him rescue had been organised by a joyous sewer manager who had heard

HAPPY SOUND
the tale of the freed sewer worker. Melodious humming

Princess knew happiness here
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4....And attack the docking fleet when it was vulnerable.
5....Rattray wanted command of the united forces.

“And how are we to achieve all of this in such a short time?”” Rattray doubting the
impossible.
“Nothing is impossible where there is a will, besides I trust the Living Spirit,”

Oneghus said leaning against the moonlit window, silver rays glowing him

Death head moths landed on both men, it was their mating season.

“Are you he?” Rattray meaning The Deliverer seeing the skull on the back of a
moth as a bad omen for Satan.

“Don’t be foolish friend. I do not believe in superstitions conjured by shamans,”
Oneghus.

And Oneghus felt one with the moths for he was at one with the Living Spirit of
creation, God, who is God of the moth, God of all men, God of all animals: a God

who does not make dirty what God has made. And a grey owl with a ten foot wing






The air conditioning had broken down and an old ceiling fan rotated above.

A sign of the times.
Rattray wiped sweat from brow. A superstitious man who took everything as
omens. Oneghus smiled gently at him.

SOUND
And a Zarpod howled for its master. WEREWOLF HOWLING
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Rattray shivered and not because a pooh was moving in his bowels.

The Zarpod howled again, Rattray would have garlic put up, he believed in

vampires and ghouls.

He was a sign of the times; Emperor Satan had opened the gates of hell.

Sometimes our destiny is pushed onto us

Postscript

And although Cernurex smiled to Madam Loo’s customers, her smile was false
and only her addiction was happy when Madam Loo gave her orange juice. Her body
she could not stop physically responding to customer usage because that was beyond
her control; her body was full of Yokel’s DNA manufactured codes.

But that one single act of throwing a messaged bottle out the window became a
fixation to her; a star to believe in.

And the street urchins sang and included in their rhymes updates of the bottles
journey towards Oneghus and events on Hesse Planet.
And the desire for justice against the evil drug dealers Madam Loo and Master
Lugson gave her strength. Oneghus knew how to deal with their types
“Oneghus’s justice.
For drug pushers are evil.
They destroy lives.
So deserve no tears.
Oneghus knows what to do with them.”

The street urchin ditty went.



