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Dedication

Dedicated to all who dream. Without
dreams we would be robots. Or mere vessels of flesh with nothing
inside.
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Dream Texts and Images


1…

There was a man called Veno who dreamt
strange dreams. He often wrote them down but many times forgot them
before he had the chance. His dreams were deep, dark, powerful and
quickly disappeared. His most recent dream was one such example.
Upon waking he knew he should, must, write it down but he didn’t he
rolled over and went back to sleep. Six hours later he was fully
rested and had no recollection of the dream. So he made things up.
This was his payback for the dream vanishing. He wrote of flying
ice cream cones, purple mopeds and whining dogs. And other things
besides. There was a flying armoured car carrying monopoly money.
Its crew high on laughing gas. Following it was a landscape, upside
down, where everything went backwards. Except the church meetings.
They were full of noise, pomp and lies from a fake God. Then
bizarrely after that, the man dreamt of himself married again and
having a dozen kids. The problem was each child was green in
colour!
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2…

The man didn’t take drug and only drunk
moderately. The reason for his dreaming was an oversized gland in
his brain. Or was it under his armpits? He’d forget. The result was
the same. Each time he closed his eyes for longer than five
seconds, he fell into a deep sleep and the mind images came. For
hour upon hour.
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3…

The man who dreamed had another one. He
dreamt of a wound on his side. He had a lump on his liver or
similar organ and the doc operated cutting it off. Then stitched it
up but it came open when dream man slept. He opened the wound and
loom d inside. He saw the pink coloured organ with a bit missing.
The muscle of his side needed closing. He asked his wife for
superglue. It was nowhere to be found.
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4…

Later he served a customer in their
small store. The person wanted to buy six bottles of Gatorade. He
got the bottles. Inside a couple were notes from a lady. Carefully
he dried them. Upon reading they said it was his fault she wasn't
with him. This hit him inside. There were other details too. Then
he woke...
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5…

Lake President was a bleak interesting
beautiful place. It was in the dream of an unnamed person. The lake
was wide with a winding shoreline and situated close to the ocean.
Parts of the ocean were actually frozen. The lake itself
wasn't frozen. It was a tepid brown colour and a wide area of
nothing. Yet it was attractive to look at. A person lived nearby in
a small cabin. Were they a fisherman or hunter? The lake was called
Lake President. What was the history? Was an American president
from here or was the lake a more humble body of water? Only the
circling windblown gulls knew and they were silent. The gale stole
their cries...
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6…

I had a dream. In my dream I
went to the Oldham Wednesday second hand market. It was late in the
day and it was almost closing time. I had to rush. It was a gray
afternoon with a slight rain. I walked up and down the stall aisles
looking for something of interest. Many stallholders were packing
their items into cars and vans. There were many clothes and shoes
on sale. One stall had some old Beano annuals. Dennis the Menace
was on the cover. Not my thing. I wondered if I’d find any books.
My eyes scanned back and forth. There! I was some told planes and
cars. I went over trying to appear none too enthusiastic. I spied
two biplanes: a silver Nieuport 17 and a light brown Spanish made
Gloster Gladiator. Both were die-cast metal and in average
condition with some bits missing. I talked to the store owner and
we agreed the price of a fiva. It seemed a lot but I knew now was
my only chance. She had some toy cars too; these were different
ones and process. One was a collector’s item and worth £500! I took
my purchase and continued to look round, happy that I’d found
something. I loved planes and it made my day. I then saw a stall
selling maps and charts. This was different. There were maps of
islands and flight plans and more. They looked like ex-military or
navigation ones. My eyes covered them all. I wanted the flight
plans but the owner told me she was closing now and took fifteen
for her son. I had to pick from what was left. I got a chart
labeled Ratler Island. It showed a jagged but round island of smallish size. I
wondered where it was? I picked four other charts and paid the
stall owner. I was a amazed how cheap they were, just 10p! Well,
I’d spent my 5.50 and was now skint. Looked like I’d have to walk
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7…

The town with the big brooding mountain
behind it was a cold place. It was winter and snow covered the said
hill. It stood out like a permanent white ghost five hundred metres
tall. Everlasting and unforgetting. A bit like the hardy grudge
holding inhabitants who lived here and resented strangers like me,
even if I was still a northerner like them. They were preparing for
their Winter/Christmas fair. Stalls were being assembled to sell
gifts and food. People were eating kebabs and drinking coffee.
I fancied a kebab myself, a mixed meat one with hit sauce on Naan
bread. I walked past several Asian kebab shops or stalls. I turned
down a side street to check out the other kebab places located on
the parallel road. I'd eat then get a few Xmas gifts. All the while
I noticed hard hidden glances fixing me off the locals. I'd have to
watch my back and be ready. I'd like a few warm beers this cold
night but them being them and me simply me ruled it out. I looked
up at the towering mountain and thought about drinking there
tonight. I had no tent not sleeping back even if I got eight cans
from the corner ship. First I looked forward to my
kebab...
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8…

On the land near the football stadium
is the small shrine in memory of the 18 quake. You can pop in
before or after the game to pay your respect s to the victims.
Football flags and banners drape the place forming tents and
shelters. An Asian gal is cooking soup. Have some. It’s free. As is
the time to stay here. It’s fine to miss some of the main game and
remember the fallen. So many died across the world not just in
Russia. It was a global earthquake that killed millions. I lost my
friend. He cheered on my country as we were about to win. We all
lost then. I see the football shirts and memorabilia. It’s all to
much for me. I leave and join the fans to see my local team. We
need to win this to stay in the division. I hope we do. I still
miss my friend. That damn quake...
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9…

I'm glad that my police action is over.
What do they think I am, Korea? I had to sort out my huge pile of
video tapes. This meant listening to them. Are you mad? Yes,
completely. I got to speak to one or two people. Some calls I
ignored due to their nature. Being in debt isn't good not just for
cash. I called Ian but it wasn't him! The line was scratchy on my
old tapes. But how can you call a tape? I eventually burnt the
tapes in my mind. Too much was on them. In reality I snapped them
and put water on them. Too much was there. There were people from
my past who wanted to control me. Things under the surface of my
lost mind. I forget events and words you see. Do forgive me. If I
was fine then the world would be. I am not Wendy in my friend's
book. The words and images fade as my tapes burn. I will hide
now.

 


My reasoning is that the world is
screwed. The military and powers that be are preparing for
something else. Not just war. Now beware.

 


I'm no empath.
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10…

What to write? That I dream and can’t
remember half my dreams? Like the dream where I was with a girl,
not you of course. She was a nice lady and kind to me. Did she love
me? The answer was in my dream and remains there. In my waking
reality, I can’t answer it. Nor will I guess. At least I wasn’t
alone. Words were said and actions done. Some together with the
girl and me. For a little while we were as one, together, in my
dream. Did she dream of me in her own sleep? So we were really
together? Is this how it works when two people interact in a dream?
Each in their own dream? Do you know the answer to that? Because I
don’t. Maybe if and when I meet her again in my dream, the answer
will be provided.
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11…

We met and got a hotel room together.
Our time together was so brief. We kissed and talked and made
something ours. We went down to the indoor pool and swam. I held
you close. Naked in the water. Your flesh on mine. You held the
rail and I held you. We made love that way. Water threatened to
drown us but hey we got away with it and exulted. Later back to the
room. You told me if your father and how old he was. How he used
modern tech to help him see. Lasers and computers. He's the reason
you had to leave me in the morning 8am train. You woke me up and
said hurry Nick you must go your dad. I was too slow and you did
leave me tho I got ready. Rapidly putting in my clothes and shoving
dirty clothes in my bag. A kiss and you flew. We did say I Love You
once or twice with meaning during our night together. Making love
again in bed on sheets that weren't ours was bliss. I remember you
in cut down jeans your legs are to die for. Now you’re gone and
when will we meet again? Our situations are difficult. Now I go to
meet another girl. She is just sex and business. You partly know my
job.
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12…

In my dream we use a drone to find the
bunker. It’s in Iraq. The drone flits on by and aims its lasers and
narrow spot lamp. The tech is really something and works. A
forested area lasts a while. Trees everywhere. Then the terrain
changes and a cliff comes up. A huge sandstone monolith cutting
across the landscape, hundreds of feet high. The perfect
fortification. And there’s the bunker… a fantastic thing. It’s
built partly on an old temple and modernized. It sits in/on the
cliff. Just by looking at it, you can see the strength and we all
instantly respect the designers and builders. The oldest bits date
from before Christ. What’s inside? Zombies, WMDs or gold? We see it
on the digital map live sat feed. Now we can put our mission into
place…
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13…

I tried on the vintage bike jacket. It
was like my old one but different. The zip worked for a start. Some
of the lining was showing. It had that look that couldn’t be made
or forced, brought on by the years. A dark blotchy mottled pattern
like the skin of some magnificent alien strange beast. That made it
cool. In the pocket was a miniature box car. Rusting away as was
one of the press studs. Why was it here? In it was decaying farm
junk. How odd. For a minute, I thought it was a real one shrunk in
size by some wizard’s spell. Anyhow, I looked good in the old bike
jacket. I think I’ll buy it…
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14…

We drive small fork lift trucks for a
job. One time I was working near a building site by a toilet shop.
It was a warm day and I wanted to doze. I lay down by the burnt out
shell of a Victorian building. The roof had gone. It was so
tempting to demolish the rest! With one shove of my hand against
the near wall the whole lot would topple. Or so I thought. I pushed
the wall and away it went. What damn noise! Lovely. The dark gray
bricks thundered and clattered down. They landed on the front of a
shop selling toilets! I couldn't stop laughing. A shithouse shop.
There were broken bogs everywhere. Their stock had been piled
outside and was now ruined. Broken bits all over the place. Whoops.
Only two walls had fallen. The others needed felling. Where is
Jimmy and his stacker truck? The job needed doing. Time to sleep
later.
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15…

I'm naked. In a room with 3 varied
gals. One is young and immature fussy, the other is oldish and
secondhand goods, while the third is a
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