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About

 


Enigmatic, surreal,
thought-provoking, imaginative, ambiguous, speculative,
philosophical, innovative, open-ended, and captivating.

 


"Light Circle" is a
captivating and enigmatic tale that explores the boundaries between
dreams, reality, and the unknown, through the journey of a
character grappling with surreal experiences and existential
dilemmas.

 


This book is best
suited for readers who delight in surreal, speculative fiction and
enjoy narratives that stimulate philosophical contemplation and
challenge conventional boundaries of storytelling.

 


"Light Circle"
captivates with its unique blend of surreal storytelling,
thought-provoking ambiguity, and imaginative exploration of the
unknown, offering a uniquely satisfying experience for readers who
relish philosophical depth and narrative innovation.

 


"Light Circle" falls
within the genre of speculative fiction, with strong elements of
surrealism and philosophical exploration.


Prologue

 


There have been many
anecdotes shared throughout history about people seeing lights in
the sky and being taken aboard ships. It is unknown exactly what
these anecdotes are referring to. Could these phenomena be
hallucinations, mere fiction, spiritual experiences, dreams, alien
encounters, or something else entirely?

 


Most stories based on
these experiences select a single explanation, but this is a tale
that revels in ambiguity. It takes direct inspiration from studies
about the relationship between lucid dreaming and alien abduction
anecdotes, the story of “Steamboat Willie”, and a bizarre
historical event known as the “Airship of Clonmacnoise”. Continue
reading to explore a world where research, fiction, and history
collide into something you’ve never seen before!


Chapter One: Circle Of Light

 


Awakened by a sudden
beam of light from above, he reflexively lifts his hands to shield
his eyes as he gasps. The beam is focused on him and him alone. His
partner lying beside him is asleep, none the wiser.

 


Before he can attempt
to shake her awake or to flee from the light, he feels his weight
leave him. He rises into the air, levitating off of his bed, as his
covers fall off of him effortlessly.

 


Paul: Sarah!

 


He calls for her, but
she does not hear him. She is untouched by the light. He redirects
his attention to the ceiling above him. There lies the source of
the light.

 


It is a mysterious
glowing circle, lying flat against the ceiling. Paul wonders what
it could be, why it is here, and what it is doing to him. He lives
with his partner Sarah on the second floor of his apartment
building.

 


He’s never met or
even spoken to his upstairs neighbor. He wonders if they could
somehow be responsible. Where else could this mysterious light be
coming from?

 


As he nears the
light, he notices that the ceiling fan is within reach. He tries to
grab one of its wooden blades, but to his surprise his hand seems
to phase right through it. The circle absorbs him into its
overwhelming glow.

 


He shuts his eyes as
he screams. His voice is unheard. His body is consumed by the light
as he vanishes into thin air.


Chapter Two: Head In The Clouds

 


Paul wakes up alone
in a bed for one. The entire room appears to be made of wood. Light
pours in from a window adjacent to his bed.

 


Paul sits up in his
bed as vague images from his dream start to fade away. He reaches
for the dream journal and pen on the window sill. He jots away all
he can remember, before reviewing the ink on the page.

 


He looks around the
room with a feeling of unfamiliarity. He wonders where he is and
how he got here. He looks down expecting to see himself wearing
pajamas.

 


Instead of nightwear,
he is wearing a blue sailor suit and matching scarf. He is puzzled.
The words in his journal have a strong weight to them.

 


They don’t feel like
recollections of fantasies. They feel real. But the area he’s in
now, feels beyond reality.

 


His senses feel
heightened. The air feels thinner. He can hear the rustling of wind
outside his window.

 


He looks out and sees
a blue sky, with a blanket of clouds below. He raises an eyebrow in
confusion. This isn’t what he expected to see.

 


Suddenly he hears a
knock at the door. He springs from his bed with excitement. He
hopes that Sarah is on the other side of the door.

 


He reaches for the
handle, but before he can grab it the door opens and reveals a
humanoid mouse wearing a matching sailor suit. Paul screams in
horror and cowers backwards.

 


Sailor Mouse: Are you
okay Paul? Why are you screaming?

 


Paul: What are you?!
How do you know my name?!

 


Sailor Mouse: Why are
you talking like this? Are you suffering from sky madness?

 


Paul pushes past the
sailor mouse and races out of the door and onto the deck of what
appears to be a massive, wooden ship. He races to the edge and
looks over the railing. Shocked, he staggers backwards to the
ground, as he scoots away from the abyss.

 


The sailor mouse
races up to him and grabs him.

 


Sailor Mouse: Snap
out of it Paul! If you fall over the edge, you’ll surely drown!

 


Paul: Drown?! How on
Earth can you drown in the sky?!


Chapter Three: Reality Check

 


Sailor Mouse: Stay
right here Paul. I’m serious. I don’t need my only crewmate going
overboard.

 


Paul watches in
confusion as the mouse grabs an empty glass and carries it over to
him.

 


Sailor Mouse: Breathe
this.

 


Paul: What is it?

 


Sailor Mouse: Fresh
thin air.

 


Paul: Aren’t I
already breathing in thin air?

 


Sailor Mouse: Clearly
you must have breathed in some thicker air, because you’re acting
like a crazy person.

 


Paul: I just might be
insane. I’m sitting on a wooden ship in the sky and talking to a
mouse man! I’m having dreams of another life that don’t feel like
dreams. I don’t remember why I’m here, or who you are. I don’t know
how any of this is even possible!

 


Paul curls into a
ball on the ground and clenches his eyes shut.

 


Sailor Mouse: This is
bad. You may be too far gone.

 


Paul: Shut up mouse!
You’re not real. This isn’t real! It can’t be.

 


Sailor mouse whips
his arm toward Paul and it extends like a rubber hose. His hand
grabs hold of Paul’s throat as it retracts back to its normal size,
pulling Paul towards him. Paul opens his eyes, feeling stunned and
hopeless.

 


He gasps for air as
the mouse stares deep into his eyes.

 


Sailor Mouse: This is
my ship. You don’t treat me like I don’t exist. You don’t act like
I
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