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That night, fatigue had dragged him to bed, with a force which was impossible to contain. Another day, full of complications. One more, on the endless list. Loaded with pain, troubles, daytime dreams cut in half.

“It’s so dark. Even though my eyes are closed, I must continue sleeping. I can’t see the distant streetlights either. It’s the middle of the night, I guess. The drowsiness is so deep that I have no desire to move. Nor about reaching for the cell phone and looking at the clock. If you don’t know the time, then you forget you woke up in the first place later on. Easier to deal with it like this, ‘out of sight, out of mind’, the saying goes.”

The words ran through his brain, filling everything. They accentuated the strange numbness felt in the muscles. As if refusing to respond for themselves to any order sent to them. Was his level of fatigue that great? It didn’t matter, because, in the end, it still helped him not to try to break the sleeping state and posture. He saw imaginary lights, passing before his closed eyes. They formed strange fantasy figures, a mixture of illusions of the optic nerve and the influence of blood running through his body. He felt a total disconnection, between numb flesh, and the living consciousness, awake in his own plane of existence. He knew he was still asleep although, curiously, also conscious. It wasn’t the first time something like this had happened to him, but that night it did seem different. Some call it sleep paralysis; For him, it was a true gift from heaven. He preferred it a million times to real, incontestable insomnia. The one taking bits of a person’s strength, removing a little more of the emotional core sustaining them every night. Compared to that, staying still in bed was a blessing. And he intended to use it as best as possible. Although it wouldn’t have hurt him to be able to cover his shoulders a little, over that annoying chill usually troubling the area.

“Why does it have to be so cold in this room? If I cover myself completely, I’ll die of heat and end up covered in sweat. Waking up because of it. If, on the other hand, I stay uncovered, the morning would come with a sore throat and a frozen chest.”

He thought, trying not to give importance to the fact that the hands would not have responded if he had tried moving them. The images formed on his retinas, obscured by the eyelids, served as enough distraction. They were interspersed with memories, echoes, and sensations coming from remote places. He allowed them to flow like a river before another came to catch his attention. They escaped control and materialized in the form of dreams. The strange thing, in his opinion, was that despite such a condition, he couldn’t dream. Or delve into the indefinite first person of those dreamscapes. As with his body, he had to see them as distant postcards, removed from any own experience. In the same way that you see a framed image within a box. Fictional. Impersonal. Alien.

“It scares me a little, although I know I can’t do anything about it either. Most likely, I find myself in a dream itself. I must be dreaming that I am asleep, and I can’t move. Yes, that must be it. What a strange thing the head, the brain, is. I still remember the first time something like this happened to me when I was a teenager…”

He reflected on times in which his sleep hygiene was far less than optimal. Countless sleepless nights, reading, watching movies, enjoying the secrecy of the night. He couldn’t blame his sleeping abnormalities on any special condition. On the contrary: it was a characteristic of his, cultivated throughout a lifetime. In long, endless nights of living against the grain with the rest of humanity. While others slept, he learned. He rested his mind from the social spectacle, removed masks covering his face, and began to be an actor of himself in the nighttime theater. Images coming out of several mental movies intertwined in the psyche. Different ages, rooms, buildings, beds. The dead hours of a life seen in retrospect, shaking hands in a nostalgic one-person collage. Dancing at the midpoint between reality, dreams, memories, invention, and desires. Out of time, just like him. Frozen in his position, completely submissive, without the ability to dominate the situation. Thus, he let his conscience be dragged to the other side of the shore, farther than any human reason should ever go. And he stopped thinking, feeling, or understanding. He let himself go, into the darkness of the night.
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How long went by like this? Difficult to associate the passing of hours, when it comes to the imaginary fields while sleeping. In those time frames, what seems like a minute in the real world can take entire lifetimes in the dreamscape. The truth is that it was difficult for him to wake up completely. Maybe he was far too worn out, which is common. Between work and life’s interests, a good night’s sleep had been taking a backseat.

“Anyway, I don’t have that much to do today. A few more minutes won’t hurt. Although I wish I could move around a little, I slept practically the entire night in the same position. Luckily, I don’t need it anymore. The coldness on my shoulders and that strange feeling in my chest and arms are now gone. At least, they are at the same temperature as the rest of the body. Yes, I am cozy. I would even say numb. How nice is allowing myself to be so.”

He then let the minutes pass, devoid of (working, spiritual, or any kind of) guilt. Wrapped in the same state of immobility, of formless images passing in front of his closed eyes. In the complete absence of concrete thoughts, he wandered into experiences, fictional and real stories from his own life. As well as losing the narrative thread and starting others without having finished the previous ones. Dreams, sensations, smells and colors. Everything is an incomprehensible mixture, free of meaning. With the particularity of being much more lasting and tangible than any other night, or morning, of his entire life.

“Seriously… How long have I been sleeping? It’s not that I want to get up or anything. In fact, I’m quite enjoying it. Yes, for the vast majority of my life, I have had such a hard time finding a good night’s sleep! The strange thing is that I can’t even go to the bathroom, after so much time in bed. Oh, maybe it’s because I’ve been hydrating very, very poorly. It must be that, since I can’t even feel my bladder.”

Such innocent thought generated some concern in him. An idea that had not crossed his mind until now. What could he really feel? His hands, in a strange position, did not respond. Alien tools in a corporeal dimension, different from his own. Banned by the power of dreams that, despite his consciousness, still possessed him. His legs, unlike most times when he was lying down, didn’t bother him at all. Nor could he experience those unexpected itches, which force one to scratch despite feeling very comfortable. The subtle springs of the mattress did not make themselves feel, hidden when he could usually determine their exact location. Even more so after a night of sleeping in the same position. He thought, too, that his hands weren’t asleep or tickling, the way they used to by leaving them on his chest. The hair, messy and rubbing against the pillow, was also imperceptible. How deep was he trapped inside his sleep, that nothing which would usually have woken him up even bothered his rest?

“Well, it’s not like it’s a bad thing. The fatigue I’ve been accumulating is terrible. I should be grateful that my body, or my head, is forcing me not to get up. Although the way of doing it might be a bit strange, to be honest. I’m so… tired, that I’d have a hard time concentrating on anything for more than a second or two. I’ll probably even end up completely forgetting all this I’m thinking. Surely, when I get up, I will have already forgotten that I couldn’t get out of bed. In fact, who knows how many times it has happened to me before, without realizing it?”

Despite what he had agreed with himself, those ideas did not give him any peace of mind. The images in his head became cloudy and thick. Like a river that carries mud suddenly, compared to the crystal clear waters of a few moments ago. Something bothered him, very deeply. Regardless of the fact he couldn’t figure out what it was yet, it was there. Swarming through his thoughts, without being able to give them a name, shape, or form. Soon, consciousness dissipated once more, letting the theater of shifting figures, evoking indescribable sensations, take control again.

Distant voices come and disturb the sacred rest. Knocks, noises. The level of drowsiness dominating him makes it impossible to know for sure what it is about. But, of course, it bothers him. Regardless of the time spent sleeping, that didn’t give them the right to disturb anyone’s rest. Especially, his. The echoes sounded defiant: whispers came and went. They were getting closer, almost as if talking to him next to the bed. He could not distinguish them completely, evidence that he considered important to track in the distance. Ghosts? A true skeptic such as him would never have allowed himself to believe in something like that, not even in his strange situation taking place. “The smell is terrible,” one of them seemed to say. “Use a drop of perfume under your nose,” another responded with rude kindness.

What were they referring to? Oh, it didn’t matter. It was a nuisance, without a doubt. He couldn’t wait for them to leave already. Above all, because the mental images, which had by then become cloudy at the time, returned with full force. They tried to take him far away, and not to places that could be considered good, or nice. Those noisy bastards out there were disturbing more than just his peace: they managed to get into his dreams. And influence them to become harsh nightmares. So much so, that he made a huge effort (if you can call what you might try to do while sleeping in such






