Dream  II
Interior of Arabian palace…. A   mourning song, a line of which I thought I world remember *…

A fight as in form of an opera develops in a room. Ax and alabarda two fight just trying to wound each other only in tiny bits. After a long time of this one seems to be defeated and the other puts ax in his own chest as if to show that he died.**

Burial with good music, a Christmas song is sung by a chorus:  “ It’s a great season when we use the fruit of the Holly”.

So many times I repeat it to myself I thought I was really going to remember the tune.***

The song then, takes me literally as if flying, on a long road where I find two scary monk figures. I said—I am not afraid of you.—and tried with my stare two steady their faces so they would not fade. The faces are of squeletons. The monks give me a fruit, they say is good for my stomach problems.**** I decided I’d 

 better tried it overcoming my fears but it had no taste except as in mineral water with lemon, but I wanted to have a definite flavor that I could remember because the fruit is very important to me.  So, as I feel the watery stuff running of my lips I try to bring up the taste and that very action wakes me up. To go back to the dream I sing the song again and it does take me back again to the road, tried to find the monks, no such. Fly and fly in search of the fruit and taste one that looks like strawberry, tastes acid, I want to keep on tasting it, I want to keep it in my mouth and wake up to see what fruit it really is. I wake up---no fruit. I sing the song again (in my brain). This time is harder to go back to the road but finally I do. I go on tasting the acid fruits but I wake up again… this time I can no longer remember the tune…
Notes:

*  I try to do this while inside the dream, tell myself I should remember a thought, a song, a picture, a face when I wake up.

**  It gave the feeling that the point was that by defeating the other you where only defeating yourself.

*** I did not, I never have, except once a five note sequence that I tried to fix in my memory by playing the notes on my guitar but I soon forgot that too.

**** I have this chronic stomach problem that has caused me a lot of despair.

This last note I write several years later: I finally was able to fix a short song in my memory.   Hundreds of people all over my town of origin, while holding candles were singing: “Angus Dei, Angus Dei, qui tolis peccata mundi…

                        Ilumina, ilumina aquel interior mío”

The people repeated that several times and I kept on repeating it in my head. I woke up slightly and kept on repeating it. I was able to play it on my guitar… very simple music but in a chorus it sounds really impressive.
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