Like a wind, like a storm, like a fire, like an earthquake, like a
mud slide, like a deluge, like a free falling a forrent roaring,
an ice floe breaking, like a tidal wave, like a shipwreck; like an
explosion, like a lid blown off, like a consuming fire, like spreading
blight, like a sky darkening, a bridge collapsing, a hole opening,
like a volcano erupting.

OMG they're killing us here
Where RU?



It's the mouth of a volcano. Yes, mouth; and lava tongue. A
body, a monstrous living body, both male and female. It emits,
gjecfts. It is also an inferior, an abyss. Something alive, that can
die. Something inert that becomes agitafed, now and then.
Existing only infermiftently. A constant menace. If predictable,
usually not predicted. Capricious, untameable, malodorous.
Vomifting destruction, and then sinking back info somnolence.

Can you believe it?
These fucking assholes!
Plzkill me



The thrill is that the mountain blows ifself up, even if it must
then like the dancer return to earth; even if it does not simply
descend - if falls, falls on us.

U there (8r?
U need fo see these numbers
FFS!



The plume whife smoke, the rumbling offen compared to a
distant roll of timpani: overture. Then the colossal show begins,
the plume reddens, bloats soars, a free of ash thaf climbs higher;
higher, until it flattens out under the weight of the strafosphere
- hours, days of this. Then if subsides. But up close, fear churns
fthe guts. This noise, this gagging noise, it's something you could
never imagine, cannot fake in. A steady pour of grainy, titanically
thunderous sound that seems always to be mounting in volume
yet cannot possibly be any louder than it already is; a sky-wide
ear-inundating vomifous roar that flushes the marrow out of
your bones and fopples your soul.

It was a funny thing really
Made a mess of it

LOL

2 much fuckin red fape IMO



In a village af the foot of the mounfain what appeared from
afar as a torrential flow is a creeping field of viscous black
and red ooze, nudging walls that for a moment still stand, then
devolve with a shuddering sucking plop info its heaving front;
pushing into, inhaling, devouring, unfastening the afoms of
houses, cars, wagons, trees, one by one. So this is the inexorable.

Call me back ASAP
We're getting owned down here!
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