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​The Nightmare
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[image: image]The fools that bring the pain to their minds sign a godly place's demise. Written in blood and anguish as I started to make the sketches that would form the base for this work, the nightmare will visit you too in the following days.

A collection of stories that haunted me for many years. I named this piece of printed paper "Myths from Dimension 3" because they are what they seem to be. Depression, lust, agony, and suicidal thoughts must be vanquished. But to do so, you will need to know your own plane of ideas first.

Once I dreamt about meeting the Grim Reaper. He was cloaked and waited for me behind the door of my bedroom. I knew something was waiting for me there, but I gathered my strength and entered. He looked at me, straight into my eyes. Taking down his cloak, I saw myself. He told me to wait and that he would return once again soon when I would be ready.

Many years passed; I cannot remember how much it took. But one night, before going to sleep, I told myself that I wanted to find a horror movie that would make me shit my own pants...no luck. But that night, I remember having seven nightmares, waking from one to another. I thought I was safe when I woke up, just to realize I was in another sleep paralysis. In my sixth nightmare, everything became calm. There were two people there, not quite that close to me. Even so, I wasn't alone anymore. I talked to them, asking why they were there, but they simply replied that they were not. They looked at me and told me they were my consciousness. They could have been anyone, but I somehow chose them two. The two of them were happy to see me, but I ruined it all.

Just before they could reveal to me the reason for their appearance at this moment, I knocked on the wall for help so that they could wake me up. It was the gravest mistake I ever made. The earthquake began, and my consciousness disappeared. I heard it coming again; the paralysis. I woke up again, thinking that I had escaped, but hands started moving on my body over the blanket. I said, "fuck it, I am a damn grown man," and forced myself to get up and smash the shit of whatever was trying to get me. But there was nothing there. This time, I was fully awake.

Many months have passed since, and my subconscious hasn't appeared anymore. I know it is there absorbing the information through my spectrum and analyzing it through neutrality. 

It was a peaceful time before the travel. On a night of winter, when the snow passed the milestone of a storm and the blizzard started to get serious, the words I waited for all those years finally came. I was ready when my subconscious decided to visit me. Taking my hand like an old relative showed me what lies beyond our world. The place where we all meet in dreams. Where nightmares and thoughts of immortality shake hands and change ideas. Where souls actually go when they die. A plane of mind that can be, and it is, taken by as a place. But it is definitely more than that. It is like a prison of prisms. Where everything can get in. Every piece of collective information gets stored and merges. It is here. I was there. And in the following pages, I will recall what I saw and how my subconscious explained to me the deeds.

Remember the words. You can also travel there anytime; it is not a secluded place. Even now, they are watching you from there, as you are feeding your subconsciousness with those words and images. Remember to tell yourself now, or before going to sleep, the following terms.

"I will have sleep paralysis tonight, but I will not be afraid. The tall-blue man will take me through this book. I will vividly dream of the third dimension, letting each of those beings rule over my body."
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The Amorph
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[image: image]Back in the old days, in the winter solstice, there used to be a holiday for the one forgotten. Three hundred soldiers are said to have died in the place where it is now celebrated. They were crushed and minced into a paste, or so the story goes.

When I first visited this place in my dreams, I could feel a gaze looking through my bones, salivating over my blood. It was an odd feeling, but not something I hadn’t felt before.

My subconsciousness pointed to the outer wall of the village, near an old moist pillar. The rain created dentures on the pavement, and mud sprouted like the river Thames.

The rotting smell of corpses came with it.

From the ground, “The Amorph,” as it called him, raised above a fresh corpse. It leaped towards him, consuming every piece of the body. The Amorph made a big smile towards me, with all the teeth of the three hundred soldiers.
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The Archdemon
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[image: image]I felt his gaze on the plains of men. The missing eyes of an all-seeing monster. The wings of the old and the arms of the new. The Archdemon lurks for his lost enemies, the ones who escaped.

Thousands of years ago, when gods were still crucial to humankind, the idea of the omnipotence of the evil ones came into our subconsciousness. As it was dragged in here by the afterthought of our predecessors, it swore revenge.

That is what it has in common with everyone in here. Ideas roaming from collective consciousness. Relics of an everlasting and forever evolving thought of evilness and wretchedness that creates The Archdemon.

It lures people in their dreams to come into his domain. Eating their consciousness, breaking their mind into millions of unrepairable pieces. It leaves a mark on every victim; coma.

Some of the victims escaped, ripping parts from his heart. Everyone who woke from the coma has the piece guarded by the subconscious. The Archdemon will come back to you, lamb.

Once he has completed it again. Everyone will sleep.
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The Archer
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[image: image]The mountain was unclimbed for thousands of years. Every single person who tried before either died from frostbite or hunger. Except one.

A few years back, when I was searching for my exit from this place, I heard a loud howl coming from a creek. There was a koi-fish smiling and eating the rotten meat of a tortoise. Politely, it stopped while talking to me and told me about the story of “the Archer and the Mountain.”

The relief changed drastically when the collective dream of conquering the heights began to rise in this plane. The terror of the mountains erupted from plains and hills, leaving many crippled.

Everyone was afraid of the new background. The thematic of death was surrounding the many. In the eyes of darkness, the enormous metamorphic rock was creating a new type of fear. Until the Archer appeared.

The Being stopped at the bottom of the tallest mountain from a long-lost dynasty of shadows. He jumped twice, then threefold. The being laughed at the ants from the peak of creation. The Archer conquered the mountains alongside the humans on our plane.

The koi-fish was done eating. The arrow struck him dead.
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The Arena
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[image: image]There was a long night when I first entered the Arena. The cold-blooded feeling I had marked me forever. In mere moments of total silence, the doors opened. A colossal base appeared. Covered in wooden planks, with only the entrance visible, the Arena was filled with more corpses than contestants.

Feeling distressed, and remembering the cold breeze of the entrance opening, even when I was awake, I could almost touch the wooden pillars of the Arena. I was rudely woken by the rotting stench. Madly infuriated by this, I promised myself to return. With each day, another nightmare came.

When I went to sleep, I reentered the Arena on the fated day of 27th September. The wooden walls were arching perfectly, creating the shape of a dome. Each pile of corpses was peacefully sitting on the ground.

The smell didn’t bother me anymore. The rancid smell of decomposing meat, the blackness of the rotten skin, and the allure of their whitened eyes were creating the mortuary pastel of the Arena.

I walked by the contestants; they were lost. The many horrors I have seen in my sleep were piled with the other corpses here. The door of the Arena closed behind me as I went outside. I left Prometheus’s gift inside to sanctify my soul.
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The Barrel
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[image: image]As each Winter ends, the Spring comes back to me with the long-lost dream of the Barrel. I remember the dread of our first encounter each time I see it.

It showed me a secluded cave with aquamarine rocks. It smelled like putrid oysters, and the walls were abrasive.

My subconsciousness wanted me to bury my feelings of terror and uneasiness that came from this plane.

I gambled my life and entered the cave. A barrel was sitting right in the middle, resting near a piece of a gigantic brain.

My subconsciousness was looking at me right from beside the Barrel, making a sign of approaching.

I hesitated a moment. But when I got closer, I could feel my emotions dissipating. My own escape from fear.

Dream of the Barrel, in the rotten-smelling cave, you will find it. Dream tonight of the Barrel as it will ease your mind, just as it did to mine.

The Barrel of the numbness creates empathy in the form of fear.
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The time I saw the Bear was almost at the end of my life. The macabre suicidal thoughts got deeper and darker with each moment on the wretched land.

My subconsciousness told me to be quiet but not to quiet myself. An odd thing to say, indeed. He showed me the way through an old miner town. The town was dead, desolate, gray, and rusted by the ages.

The fear of modernity embraced the old mines in a cold shroud of abandonment, and so the collective dreams of the mines succumbed to death.

A mummified body guarded an elongated white cave on the outskirts. Scorched by ages and darkened by the coal dust, it was leaning on the cave entrance.

A bear was sleeping with a fresh red eye opened. The Bear was melancholic, looking at me straight through my soul. It smelled like sage and lard, just like a sanctified church.

It growled at me quietly, in pain. The Bear opened his mouth to gasp, then made me a sign with his paw to leave.

It wasn’t my time yet.
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