Dream  V
“Sounds of music and a geometrical tale”
Cozy landscape. There is a big shady tree, the afternoon yellow.  I lay myself to rest on the mossy grass my head propped up on the trunk. As I go into myself  there is a three-ness:  the one dozing on the grass a larger one contemplating him and the one with no visible figure contemplating the dream…a mild anxiety overtakes my thoughts, a feeling of emptiness, of not knowing what to do…I want to fly out…

Instead, next thing I am inside this snail shell, crawling about. It is a transparent shell of bluish walls and liquid atmosphere. Approaching the entrance I see close up a huge stirrup, bone white, certainly made out of bone and as I take a swing on it I begin to realize that I am inside my own ear, following the path of sounds although I don’t hear anything. Deciding to come out, I climb nicely on the moving hammer, then, facing an immense gong, I think of the impossibility of going through yet I see something like vibration passing the gong. It occur to me to transform myself in waves and before I knew it I went through in an undulating way: I was several definite, distinct waves.  Then, of course, the huge tunnel of very slippery wax. That was waxing and tasking I said to myself. Finally, the outside with nothing in it but an all encompassing yellowish atmosphere.  Had to take a nap on the cozy depth right above the ear lobe, nice, relaxed…then the guy thins that that is not what he went through all that trouble, he must keep on going. A wind of all kinds of notes: wholes, halves, fourths etc. sharps diminished etc. push him up and he tries, while flying to hold on to the notes then he realizes he is actually in a tunnel, the wind rushes him and the notes fiercely. Some notes escape through holes spaced on the ceiling…slowly he figures he is inside a flute that is being played but the force is too much so, in the smallest hole at the end the wind pushes him so hard that he comes out as a square, a square as in a floor or a bed sheet.
In all this I knew that him was me and that I was watching the dream and trying to record it in my memory.

As a square I meet a long, long guy(in many different senses and in no sense that I can explain) that says he is a “Plucko” from Gibraltar ( I knew he meant “Guitar).

--Where do you come from-- he asks me.

--From me-- I answer.

He says—you could not come from you—

I ask—what kind of a place is Guitar?—

He says---a place where, if you are unlucky, they stretch you or loosen you—

Out of nowhere, a voice:--let’s get out of here—

I found that ridiculous, there was not “there” to get out of, so I laughed, so hard that I started to laugh my bottom off. Then with my bottom off I felt very light and…went to look for myself.

The voice: --left, turn left—

I obeyed each time, but…--left, left, left,-- I noticed I was doing a circle around and around, then it occurred to me: the voice means “left” as in the past sense of “leaving”, so I just left it.
Again the voice:--right—I looked at my right…

Voice:--- wrong, you should not look for the right, now, look for the wronger—

I thought: all this means that I should not look for me after all but the voice says immediately: --wrongest—

I decided to pull myself together. That is easy I thought, find an empty hole inside yourself and fill it up with every bit of you. Everything: that is “me”.

The voice: --wrong!—

No, I think again:  This is  me.

Voice: --wronger—

I began to cry…to dry my tears, I inadvertently grab the hole that was going to be filled with me and it rips off till it fills everything as far as I am able to see.

I say: --it is me—

The voice: --right!—

Then I smile and the smile takes me smiles and smiles away to the next page…where I find a little dot.

I say: --dot…(somehow I sensed it didn’t like that, so ,quickly I add: pardon me…period, what are you doing alone in this page?
It answers—I was on the previous page but a found no reason for a period to be there, there is no period for all that…so I see, you know something about me, tell me more.—

I say—I know you from school, we had to make you so neat so as not to confuse you with a comma or an asterisk, you have strict habits, you don’t just appear in the middle of a sentence. In some other places they call you point, say, why?

Dot:--there are all kinds of points: good points, bad points, a wide variety of good points, say, something that makes sense, is a good point or a sharp pencil, has a good point; going somewhere you go to a point…at that point…--

---al right, all right,--I say—that is enough. What is the point in all that?. Then solemnly, righteously I added:--then again there are points…no depth, no length, no height; you cannot draw them, see them or anything. Now, that is a real point!—
That threw it into a fury and it began pacing un and down the page so rapidly that I thought it was waves.

Then I noticed it started leaving a trail behind and that there was a point on top of it and on top of the point a pencil and grabbing the pencil a hand and the hand was watched carefully by two beautiful eyes and the eyes were of a beautiful girl…

The little girl was about to use some very thick crayons. I tried to avoid getting run over(at that point I was the point) jumping from one place to the other but it was really the hand and the pencil making me jump. 

First it was the drawing of a star, then a landscape, so: the shark was way out in a corner (not to worry) and the spider was to nicely drawn to do9 me any harm so I felt contented and having had a long day I decided to take a nap by the tree at the beginning of the dream, when all of a sudden—Wham ! –I get squeezed flat and all is dark…the girl had closed the book!
I had no idea all was said and done inside a book!.
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