He has been wondering if there
is something he can eat or drink in
advance to make the wax stick more
easily to the inside of the stomach,
because at times, it seems to pass
right through (not to mention the
times it comes back up), and that is
far from the purpose. What he wants
is to glaze himself on the inside, build
a landscape in there that is not so
rough and uneven and imperfect, and
human, something smooth and milk-
colored he can carry with him at all
times, without anyone knowing. If
Karl were a coarse piece of wood in the
process of rotting, the wax would be
the healing liniment that stopped the
process and rendered the rot harmless;
if only the thick layer of resin gets to
harden on the tree, would he feel calm.
An art installation in miniature inside

the body space it will be, only wax
formations and beauty, goldenly pure,
regular and shiny in an otherwise
stained and rugged organism. A secret
he can think of and feel joy over
whenever he likes, among others or
alone, the way he imagines it must be
for a pregnant woman during the first
weeks, before she has told a soul about
her circumstances. He does not fear
the pain. He looks forward to it. The
throwing up probably stops as soon as
the body accepts this is how it is going
to be with him.
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