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"Arkitectura Progressivo" 

A Feeblish Story
 
Davies
 

The yellow sea waved and undulated. The fruit shifted and squashed,releasing the odour of elevator shoes. 
Consuela rolled and flapped her Pesos as she cried,"Amarillo!", The yellowness parted ,revealing Jorge, dressed 
only in his morning-yellow jockstrap, his Pendeho waving like a stunned nun at the Vatican .. 

She lashed out with her yellow-smeared Nanutschka, pleasing hairs curling and spiking like a Lost Stock Market.
 
"Jorge!,Jorge!" she roared, her yellow lips glistening in the morning sun shining through the porthole.The yellow
 
walls shone with their yellow Naugahide surface looking like Marlena Dietrich's eye makeup.
 
Her plump limbs thrashed, making the walls pour yellow pineapple juice down their metal surface. She threw the
 
bananas into the fetid air,making them sound like groundbeef shoulder pads in the Football Meat League.
 

Jorge joined with her, banana peels flying out through the Porthole,landing in the
 
cobblestoned street of the quiet English village. Their quiet patter attracted the notice of Lady Church-Dwight as
 
she listened to the small band play ,"Nearer thy Pook to Thee?, on the small,yellow bandstand.The few tweed­

clad villiagers seated in front of the band turned and regarded the banana peels lying on the copbblestones.
 
Their jolly yellowness making a shocking contrast to the various shades of brown which composed the village of
 
"Burton-Qn-Teeth. The band and the villagers stood up,staring, making small sounds.
 

"Moo, Moo," the assemblage crooned,doffing their drab tweed clothing,revealing pale yellow undergarments.
 
They ripped the yellow covers from the concealed bottles they all had held by their sides, revealing brown bottles
 
labelted,"Moonson's Yellowheart Scotch Whisky" They all opened the bottles and drank so deeply the bottles
 
were empty in three minutes. The band and villagers wiped their mouths and broke into dancing a sprightly
 
Tarantella, running their hands over each other and entering the early states of copulation. Soon the entire village
 
was having intercourse on the cobblestoned street, their doffed yellow underwear making an intrigueing Yellow
 
pile that made the morning sun even yellower.
 

"Cut!", Moses yelled to God. "how was that one?"
 
God shifted in His chair,finishing His banana, and spoke softly to Moses,belching ecclesiastically.
 
"Not bad for a tewnty first century motiv, but just a shade underdone. Can we return to the first scene where
 
Adam and Eve were doing the polka in that waterfront bar? I think they ought to be in an apple orchard don't
 
you?" We can return to this scene after the Adam and Eve thing,and by the way don't you think we should dress
 
Neanderthalt in straw hats and yellow blazers?
 

"Oh,God, You seem so conservative today." Moses said, leafing through his stofyboards. 
FINI 
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