Excerpts from a night’s sleep

By Timothy B. Layden
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I am beyond suffering. I am beyond my bones, my muscles, my nerves, and most of all I am beyond my mind.

I remember what I must do. I must remain silent. The nerves in my fingers build electrical accuracy, and I move the curtains of my vision with Quickness.
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At first you will probably need someone to show you how to get around in a dream. One of the most important things to remember when dreaming is that there is no consciousness involved; therefore no decisions are made. Action occurs before it can be thought about. There is no time for reflection. Planes and relationships change before they can be assessed. You may believe that dreams are reflections of your daily life, but it may be safer to say that your daily life is like a think tank for processing dreams. 

It is necessary to realize, before entering a dream, that something is already in session. The realities which exist in the sub-conscience are not suspended until you sleep, they are constant and are experienced in the conscious mind as well. Just as our physical body continues to have conscious interactions that are experienced by the subconscious mind as we sleep. 

The world in which you will most commonly find yourselves will be much like the one you have come from for it is the one that your mind knows best. Don’t be afraid; nothing worse can happen to you here than might happen to you anywhere else, because in reality even though you are seemingly here you are everywhere else as well. 
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After this story you must rest.

In the dream world we are constantly being overcome by sensations of sleepiness; not all of a sudden like narcolepsy but in slow waves. Time loses its meaning, for these waves of sleepiness constantly shift our reality. When we seemingly fall asleep we are actually just being pulled into another level of dreaming. So you seemingly sleep again. 

This time you dream of the Incas; you become one of them. There is a double agent with the dream police standing next to you. He speaks softly as he tells you what not to do:

“You must not show your ignorance to this world. They are not watching you yet, but if they find out that you are a dreamer they will feed you to the Carnivores.” 

You nod your head and wobble away in a half asleep kind of way. You see many fires burning. you are in a forest. Most everything is asleep. It is very quiet as you go from fire to fire talking to friends you have only just met. Everything seems  fine and dandy until  the roars of slaughter rage through the forest.
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The Dinosaurs are coming, with their razor sharp teeth, and their one track minds. You see many men, women and children eaten alive as if they were French fries. You run and run. You fall into a muddy sea and find some friends there, they have known you for eons. You make masks of moss, and armor of bark. After some time you root yourself into the ground and spread out into leaves. You give fruit. You become huge and massive. You can see the whole planet.  You spore and spread. 
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You are destroyed; lying on a sweat-logged mattress, a  cockroach scutters across your belly. You swipe it off in shocking disgust. Sitting up quickly you can’t figure out where you are. Looking out the window you see a quiet street between yourself and the beach. There is a man sleeping on the sidewalk with a river of vomit coming out of his mouth, he is snoring loudly. There is a couple walking in the distance on the beach, they are possibly naked. You look up and to the left and see a sign, ‘The Open Lips Motel Acapulco.’

 You look back into your room. 

“What a dump!… what a dream…?” You think. 
You can feel the sun rising to the east. Putting on some shorts and sandals you find lying around you walk out of the room, out of the motel and into the street. The sleeping man is gone, the couple that was walking on the beach is gone. You can hear a dog howling in the distance.

 You stare toward the sun but there is no sun, no sky, there is only a giant light brown eye staring back at him. You blink and the eye is gone; the sky and all of its parts have returned. The volume of Acapulco is being turned up. People start rushing around you; Indian children selling bracelets run past you towards fat rich looking American tourists. The smell of the ocean and the sounds of music fill the air as the morning sun warms the streets. You are hungry. 
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sound asleep, but dreaming, very active in that, dreaming, you breathe in a purple fume. The sky around you is in your hair. Your bones are breaking and you become rubber. No physical sensations at first… Then there is a blast of light that pierces every cell in your dreaming body. You lock your jaw. Someone walks slowly in front of you and in and out of cactuses that appear on pink paper in a separate room where you read… you are dreaming. When you dream Things happen as they should, as they wish. someone rubs up against you and all light disappears. You can only feel something wrapping around you. you hear the voice of your blindness, “You are alone.” 

Storm troopers come rushing in as your vision returns. You are shooting knives from your eyes. Every time a knife hits a storm trooper the storm trooper turns into a piece of fried chicken or a baked potato. But they keep coming and you can’t shoot fast enough. They get too close and touch you. You begin to shrink.  You find that if you blink really fast you can shoot big swords from your fingers and turn groups of storm troopers into potato salad. You become very anxious. 

“I left you a gift” You hear a voice say, and the Storm troopers become doves and snakes smiling and dancing. Kisses fly into the air. You become oceans of salt.

Turning, you see guns lying on the ground, they have skulls carved into them. You are alone. You will never wake up as the cold air enters the room. You pick up the guns and throw them into a ditch. They turn into butterflies and ladybugs, some flutter off into the distance and others skitter about escaping into miniature cracks in the grass. You can feel yourself split into two. You wake up and fall deeper asleep. Appearing into in front of you an ever-resisting skin envelops you. Flesh and cracking muscle, you become ink and bone. Losing yourself, you are spineless, moving like a worm and a jellyfish. Tentacles that are not your own, they surround you. You realize that Someone else is being you and that you have become someone else. You have all the memories, desires and feelings of someone else. You are yourself in front of you. You know that you are witnessing the impossible in the truest sense; as you are someone else and someone else is you. 

You take a step forward. The ground is moist. You can barely see through a thick wall of fog standing between you and your next step. The wall obviously consists of some sort of vapor but seems to have a texture of smooth stone. You step through it. You follow yourself. The wall has the density of hard liquid and gives you soft electrical shocks that create an inexplicable excitement in your spine. Stepping through it you feel as if you disintegrate for an immeasurably minute instance. 

Surfacing on the other side of the wall you witness the birth of a feathered serpent from the belly of the sun. You faint. 
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From a distance you can feel an embellishing wave of turbulence being secreted into the air affecting the assemblage points of reality.  That which is approaching exists with such utter beauty and demand that there is no reason for any sort of rebellious discomfort. The approach is slow and anxious building, but any anxiety built by the wait is sedated by the knowledge that beauty and pleasure will be given to every living thing.  Slowness and quickness take their positions as Beauty enters the room. Beauty’s hair is flowing for miles behind her. Within her tiger-eyes sit pixies and labyrinths that entangled every intriguing angle of the imagination. Her arms follow softly behind her, excreting electrical ecstasy into every growing thing. No questions are asked as she looks upon you. You sit down and watch the fire. Beauty finally becomes familiar. All arguments subside.
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Beauty floods the room. A soft wind follows in behind her, and passing her after she stops, rushes into the room extinguishing all light. You realize that Beauty’s legs do not end in feet, as they most commonly do, but that they run across the ground behind her shimmering off into the distance in a fluid way. Her mouth opens and the room fills with an overwhelming turbulence of clashing atmospheres. The air changes to colors and the walls melt into what seems to be a sea climbing into the heavens. 

You are not sure if you are sitting or standing, or if either of those options is possible at this time. Eventually you know that you are flying, not in the superman or feathered friend way, but more like the light particle, neutrino way. Your body still exists but every cell in it seems to be isolated from the rest of your body. Your cells are individuals together with all the rest, dying and being reborn in an eternal execution and resurrection. Your thoughts disappear. Your eyes grow and envelop your surroundings. 


As Beauty speaks no words are heard, only sensations crush your mind in a rhythmic way, indicating intention. All inorganic matter, that you know of, disintegrates for an unimaginable period of time; or perhaps everything just takes on life; or maybe everything only clarifies itself to you. Anyhow it is all there. 
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Looking off into the distance, over the horizon there is fire in the sky. As the sun sets you see purple and green flashes racing through the clouds. You can hear thunder to the south. You are traveling north; who knows why? 
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I am a hundred people 

And I am what they are

And they are what I am 

And I am What I am 

And I am a hundred people 

And I am what they are 

And they are what I am 

And I am what I am 

And I am a hundred people…and so on and so forth.

“Just singing like that all the way home. Clapping your hands and dancing around. Everything makes a little sense…

…We can only say so much”
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The memories of all things are erased and all of that stuff that ever made up anything kind of gets all interconnected and just hangs out in this beautiful web of spaceless timelessness. You, or everything that you have ever been, just zips up and squishes in with all the rest and out of some of the magic that has existed pulls it all together as dead and alive as it has ever been. So there you have it; become everything and sit in front of yourself in writing…You can burn it if you like. No one will feel a thing.
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Here is where the incision is made and you are consumed, you are split in two. Give back your Reason.

