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In memory of Homer,
the first catcher of dreams

How false, how mendacious mankind has
always been about the basic facts of its inner
world! To close one’s eyes to this, to speak and
not to speak about that…
From Friedrich Nietzsche’s The Will
to Power, New York: Vintage Books,
1968, p. 151.
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PREFACE (March 8, 2018)
I have recorded more than eight-hundred dreams over some four decades. All
the recordings are true to the dreams. Nothing was added or subtracted. In
addition, I have recorded all dreams I have remembered well enough to record
them. Once again, nothing was added or subtracted. This selection from my
Residua is valuable mainly for this reason, for it is true all the way through.
Its pithy title comes from the first words of many a dream recording of mine.
Not surprisingly, I often use these words when I am searching for dreams
through my magnum opus.
I decided on this selection, hopefully my very last, primarily because I wanted
to see all my dreams in one place. It gives me much comfort. Although I did
not believe that there was much to gain from dreams beyond revisiting a wide
range of rooted fears and desires, I still wished to go through the whole lot
without any interruptions. Besides, I believe such a collection is potentially
valuable to other students of dreams, for collections such as this one are rather
rare. As Nietzsche put it in the motto, few people would dare admit so much
about themselves.
And? What have I learned from this exercise? Alas, not much! As I have
argued in my Residua, dreams are useful in the study of so-called vices, which
define the human species at this stage of evolution. We are but a jumble of
pride, avarice, lust, envy, gluttony, wrath, and sloth, to list the standard few.
When we are out of control imposed by social norms, we succumb to these
vices in a jiffy. Which is why dreams are a carefully guarded secret, at least in
polite society. They tell way too much about our humble selves. For my sins,
I am perfectly happy to share them with all and sundry.
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SWEETNESS LOST (October 12, 1984)
I dreamt that I was making love to a beautiful woman, whom I incidentally
knew many years ago in college but whom I had never actually touched, and
that some five or six other women, her friends, were assisting her in her
pleasure with tenderness, devotion, and love. When I woke up, I was
surprised to discover that the only thing in my dream that now appeared
contrived, and thus almost sinister, was the sincerity of my lover’s assistants.
Addendum I (December 31, 1985)
Upon recording this dream, I kept returning to my note for a week or maybe
two. Every time I would read it I could relive the dream without much effort.
I thus felt that the note reflected my state of bliss quite directly, and that I
could always retrieve it at will. But after a while the dream started to pale,
and the note gradually wilted in my hands. And now, a year later, it is just so
many words devoid of any real significance: a memory of a memory of a
memory.
Addendum II (January 17, 1989)
“Memory’s images, once they are fixed in words, are erased,” Marco Polo
said. “Perhaps I am afraid of losing Venice all at once, if I speak of it. Or
perhaps, speaking of other cities, I have already lost it, little by little.”
From Italo Calvino’s Invisible Cities, San Diego, New York,
and London: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, A Helen and Kurt
Wolff Book, 1974 (first published in 1972), p. 87.
Addendum III (April 15, 1996)
Brankica, the woman from my dream, had a pair of gorgeous legs, which were
shaped by years of ballet and modern dance. Judging from her blue eyes, she
was probably a natural blonde, but she was also addicted to peroxide.
Although there was something fragile and pale about her, she was quite pretty,
as well. In any event, it is not surprising that she was picked up by the
“beautiful people” in Belgrade soon after she started her study of architecture.
One would always see Brankica climbing in or out of fancy cars, which were
still very rare in Belgrade in the 1960s. At the time I was with Darja, and I
had no interest in the beautiful people. But Darja did briefly join this rarefied
circle when we broke up in 1969, a few months after I started my military
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service. Just before I went to the States a year later, Darja and I met on
several occasions, and she told me about her new friends and their fabulous
parties. Among other things, she mentioned that I would be amazed how easy
it was to get into the pants of some of the women I knew well. Brankica, too,
came up in this connection. At one of the parties, Darja saw Brankica
receiving one fellow after another in a separate room, where she lay naked on
a large bed, her shapely legs spread wide. This lurid image must have
informed my sweet dream, but in it Brankica was on top of me, so that her
assistants could have better access to her body.
MURDER, MURDER (August 22, 1986)
My wife and I leaned against a piece of furniture of some kind. It ran around
the whole room. She was hurried and stiff. Next door there was more light.
It shone festively through an open door. Apparently, it was my wife’s
birthday. Some people were already arriving and passing to the other room
without a word. My wife looked at me intently and said that she was very
concerned. She had to talk to me immediately, but she would soon have to
join her guests. She just wanted to show me something. Her face was gray,
expressionless.
She produced an envelope. It came from her mother, who lives in Dallas,
Texas. Before the letter arrived, her mother called her and said that she, my
wife, should open it sitting down. It contained something unbearable,
something unspeakable. I froze. My lips shrunk. I took the envelope and
pulled out a letter and a photograph. My fingers hardly obeyed me.
It was an old black-and-white photograph. In a huge tub filled with water
there floated a naked female body just beneath the surface. Its disposition
reminded me of a Renaissance painting of Jesus’ body lying limp on a stone
table. Large feet and small head in sharp perspective. I could not recognize
the woman’s swollen face. Her bloated body was unrecognizable, too.
Sitting in the tub beside the floating cadaver I saw myself. It appeared that I
was naked, as well. Much younger, I was smiling victoriously. The
expression on my face was akin to those of merry soldiers gathered around a
small tree decorated with men just hung. My wife whispered that, according
to the crumpled letter in my hands, my father was an accomplice in this. He
was not in the picture, though. I was overtaken with the deepest of horrors I
have ever felt.
The horror woke me up. Outside, dark trees stood still. The image on that
photograph was so strong, so unforgiving, that I could not resist feeling that
long time ago I indeed did something of the sort. Even more strangely, I took
that as an explanation of the fact that the memory of my youth is so sparse.
Clearly, I thought, I repressed everything connected with the murder. That
thought came in a flash, like a truth.
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Only after two or three days the horror subsided. Night after night I was going
to sleep with a sunken heart, fearing that the dream would recur. Even now, a
month or so later, when I am trying to record this dream in the simplest of
words, I feel the cold darkness that had enveloped me for days. For a while at
least, I was a demented murderer.
Addendum (January 22, 2000)
I was staying in a house of Barbara Verlič’s mother at the shore of lake Bohinj
in Slovenia. Back then, Barbara was still married to Jože Dekleva, my partner
on many a climb in Slovenia and Italy. If I am not mistaken, Barbara and Jože
were in the house at the time, and so were their children, Luka and Maruška.
Marko was with me that summer and he, too, must have been in the house that
night. With the exception of Barbara, we must have just returned from the
mountains. I am not sure why all this is important at this juncture, but I
appear to be searching for witnesses of my horror.
A WHIFF (January 28, 1989)
The whole room was flooded by the afternoon sun coming through a long row
of windows to the right of us. We knelt barefoot on a sprawling couch
covered with a soft and fluffy material bleached by the sun. Her robe,
providing much room for her long legs and arms, appeared to be made of a
similar material. We were laughing a lot, teasing each other all the while.
Ever closer to her, I was already drowning in her hair and skin and laughter.
Sensing suddenly that there was nothing to protect her underneath her robe, I
found myself lunging forward, sliding my hands up her thighs, silky and
warm, grabbing hold of her waist, and hoisting her up into my lap. For a brief
moment she was straddling me. To my surprise, I was naked, too. Giggling,
she stretched her arms above her head and threw herself backward in jest,
twisting and squirming to pry herself loose. As she turned her back to me, we
both fell forward; I was on top of her. Holding her firmly around her waist,
turning her body round again, and searching for her crotch with my bare teeth,
I caught a glimpse of the soles of her soft feet and a whiff of her behind,
washed in haste just before my visit. For some reason, that very smell made
her so much more endearing to me, and I grabbed hold of her with new
determination. Perhaps she reminded me of my wife? Soon she was
straddling me again, her rather large but elegant body willing and at ease, her
eyes closed in expectation... But I woke up before she could impale herself at
last and before I could figure out who she really was.
THE DISCOVERY OF MY MOTHER’S DEATH (May 8, 1990)
This is all I can remember about the events this morning. My mother was
supposed to return home from the hospital. After a long wait at home I
decided to go to the hospital and see what was detaining her. I was surprised
not to find her in her room. Her bed was empty, but it was not made up yet.
Assuming that she went to the bathroom, I thought it best to wait for her in her
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room. I looked around. The room was enormous, almost cavernous.
Although it was very wide, it looked narrow because of its disproportional
length. The bed was close to the door. At the other end of the room there was
a round table and two armchairs—typical hospital furniture. There was
nothing else in the room. Strangely, I do not remember where the windows
were, if there were any windows. I sat in one of the armchairs and waited.
One of my parents’ close friends, whom I had known since childhood, joined
me soon afterwards. I think it was Olga Mladenović, but I am not sure. It
could have been Gordana Ristić, too. She sat in the other armchair. We both
faced the bed. I explained why I was there, and we started to talk quietly. I do
not remember what we talked about. At some point the door opened, and I
heard my father's voice. He must have been talking to a nurse or a doctor in
the corridor, whom I could not see behind the open door. He entered the
room, but did not see us. Indeed, we were quite far from the door and the bed.
Slightly stooped, he approached the bed. Father looked small in the dim light.
He hesitated for a moment and then uncovered the bed. I stood up to see
better. Mother was in the bed. For some reason, this did not surprise me. Her
face was pointed upward. It was gray. As far as I could see, her eyes were
open. Father made several small steps backward. He looked frail in his
astonishment. Mother was dead. I watched this scene from the far end of the
room with the calm attention of an experienced theater goer. And this is all I
can remember.
THE PROUD CAT (September 8, 1990)
I dreamt I was walking in the direction of my first home in Belgrade, in
Jovanova Street, just across the old green market that was later replaced by a
prison-like elementary school. My parents brought me there from Zagreb, my
birthplace, when I was two years old. We moved to my second home, in
Kosovska Street, where my parents live to this day, when I was eighteen. By
that time I was not a child any more. At any rate, I dreamt I was approaching
the intersection of Jevremova and Višnjićeva Streets when I saw a
magnificent cat. My dream was about this cat, not my old haunts.
The cat was huge and well kept. He was gray. His paws and belly were snow
white. He was strong and very much aware of his power. I noticed him only
when he made an awkward move sideways upon noticing an enormous
German shepherd down the street. The cat’s navigational correction attracted
the dog’s attention, too, and he trotted leisurely toward the cat. The cat did
not run away. He stood his ground and hissed at the dog in warning. Then he
growled quite ferociously. His paws were ready for a strike, his back low to
the ground. The dog watched him from above with quiet determination,
keeping his muzzle at a safe distance from the cat’s paws. He was waiting for
an opportunity to grab the cat by his back and snap his spine. The cat could
quite easily jump to the side and run away, but running away was apparently
out of the question. The cat was too proud.
I was not the only one on the street who was absorbed by this confrontation.
More and more people stopped to see what would happen. A few windows
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opened, too. Unfortunately, my attention had to be temporarily diverted to
something that was pulling at my leg and making strange sounds. I looked
down and saw that a goat had somehow become entangled into my feet and
was lying prostrate besides me. A goat! I have never seen a goat in Belgrade,
but dreams are dreams.
At length, I set the poor goat free and looked up to see what had happened
with the gray cat. The duel was over, though. All I could see was that the
German shepherd was being led away by his owner, who finally appeared
from somewhere, and that the limp body of the cat was draped over the dog’s
back. As I expected, the cat’s spine was snapped with a single strike. By this
time many people were standing about and watching the cat’s exit. Many
windows were now open. And it was clear that all these people thought they
wished the cat had run away in time.
SUCH A TENDER PLACE (October 13, 1994)
We are strolling along the Thames or the Seine. It is damp and cold. The sky
is heavy. The riverbank is studded with fishermen. The surface of the river is
shrouded in mist. Suddenly and uncharacteristically, Lauren grabs a fishing
rod that leans against the railing and attempts to fling into the river the hook
laden with bait. She is clumsy and the hook gets entangled. I chuckle to
myself and consider showing her how to swing the rod properly. The scene
abruptly changes. We are under a bridge or it has gotten much darker. Lauren
is lying on her side, naked, and I am attempting to pull the fishing hook out of
a lip of her vagina. She is whimpering and I am lying next to her and partly
over her. She is covered with a heavy coat or a blanket. I cannot bear the
thought of pulling the hook from such a tender place. When I woke up from
the horror I thought that I could have cut the fishing line with my teeth and
pulled the hook out the other way, but it was too late. Lauren was sleeping
peacefully by my side.
MY BUSHY EYEBROWS (December 14, 1994)
Although I long learned from Eddie Robbins—an ex-colleague from MIT—
that my ever-bushier eyebrows were an early sign of impending senility, I
have taken great pride in them. I inherited them from my father’s side,
together with my hooked nose. Last night I dreamt that I was playing with my
left eyebrow, as I often do, and that a hair or two came out. This struck me as
unusual. Soon afterwards a whole clump of hair came out, too. I was aware
that I was dreaming, but this loss perplexed and worried me nevertheless. I
looked forward to waking up and checking the condition of my left eyebrow.
Of course, everything turned out to be fine in the morning, but the dream has
left me with a vague dread of a yet-untold injury.
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THE OLD MAN (January 31, 1995)
As I was drifting to sleep, a murky image formed in front of me: a small
crowd at an iron gate guarded by two fellows in enormous coats and fur hats.
Everything suggested provincial Russia in the winter. “Go home, he has
retired for the day!” the guards kept shouting, but the crowd kept pressing in
the muddy snow around the gate and craning their necks toward a house on a
shallow hill. It was cold. The light was failing. Suddenly, an old man
appeared in the light of the porch and looked intently toward the gate, trying to
make out what was going on down there. At first I thought I recognized
Solzhenitsyn, but I quickly realized that this man was much thinner, almost
wiry. His gray hair appeared disheveled. Then he raised his hands and waved
toward the gate. The guards shook their heads and opened the gate. When the
crowd quieted down in front of the porch, the old man raised his hands again:
“Look, the night is young.” His voice was bright, almost youthful, despite of
a faint tremor. “The night is still young,” he repeated slowly. He spread his
hands wide: “You cannot rush the day!” He paused again. “Go home, go
home,” he motioned toward the gate, “the dawn will not run away.” The
crowd wheeled around heavily and lurched toward the gate. The old man
nodded a few times to himself and went back into the house. The guards kept
shaking their heads at the shadows that shuffled past them in silence. As the
image started to fade, I got up to record what I had witnessed.
FIERCE COMPETITION (March 4, 1995)
I was chatting with some people close to the entrance of a large park. I think
they were strangers. There were many people around, mainly men, standing
and talking to each other under tall trees. I think it was a nice and warm day.
It felt like Milano, for example. The park itself was above the street, and there
were wide stairs connecting the street and the park. At both sides of the
entrance there were bustling teams of Japanese workers installing display
stands for two Japanese car manufacturers—say, Toyota and Nissan. Both
team leaders had gray hair cut fairly short and were on the plump side. They
were dressed in white overcoats, like doctors. Both of them appeared to be in
their fifties or maybe even sixties. A couple of glittering cars must have been
there, as well, waiting to be placed onto their display stands. All of a sudden,
a scuffle broke out around the entrance. The two Japanese teams were at each
other’s throats. I heard a shattering sound, suggesting a smashed windshield,
and then another, suggesting a retaliation in kind. I looked down and saw the
leader of one Japanese team poke a long tool into the chest of the other team’s
leader, who was lying on his back and working on his display stand at the
time. He got up, grabbed a box that looked like a tool, too, and went toward
his competitor. When he struck him in the chest with the box, a large amount
of blood started spluttering from the wound in all directions. The man’s chest
visibly collapsed as his lungs lost air. The box must have been a cutting tool
of some kind, I thought. Standing slightly stooped, his legs spread wide, the
mortally wounded man made a gesture of annoyance with his left hand, and
muttered something that probably meant, “Oh, shit!” The next thing I
remember is that all of us at the edge of the park swarmed a bit closer to the
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entrance to better see what was going on down there, and at the same time we
began edging sideways, preparing to walk or run away if the trouble spread.
Just before I woke up, I saw three or four Japanese workers in identical
uniforms climb the stairs into the park. They walked side by side, staring in
front of themselves with a fixed gaze. They were carrying long and sharp
tools, the handles of which were wrapped in cloth. From where I was
standing, the tools looked like bare sword blades, but they were unusually
wide and had a dull glint. Although the workers did not appear to threaten the
people in the park, everyone moved out of their way. It was not clear what
they wanted and where they were heading. I, too, started to walk away,
looking over my shoulder from time to time. And then I woke up, a few hours
before our departure for Venice, where Lauren, Dorian, and I will spend a bit
less than a week.
A VERY BLUE SEA (August 18, 1995)
We were swimming in a very blue sea some distance from a rocky shore. Our
friend was laying on her back on an inflated mat, while her husband and
Lauren were quite far from us, talking and laughing. At some point I came
over to our friend’s side, pulled my chest up on the mat, and placed my chin
on her thigh. The tip of my chin was touching her pubic bone. She opened
her eyes and looked at me. “My neck hurts,” I explained like a child. “Would
you like me to massage your neck?” she asked gently. I closed my eyes and
whispered that a few moments’ rest would be just fine. When I woke up by
Lauren’s side, I realized I should keep quiet about this dream.
CHEATING (October 16, 1995)
She was in a huge bathtub practically overflowing with water. Her husband
was away. My wife was away, too. I could not see her too well, but I knew
she was ready for me. We were alone, at last. I was at the door of the
bathroom, a separate structure within a cavernous, damp, and dark space.
Underfoot I could feel roughly-finished concrete. I was naked, except for my
socks. Holding onto the door, I struggled to take my socks off my feet, as one
often struggles in dreams. The thrill of an illicit affair was in the air. When I
finally liberated myself, I slid over the edge of the bathtub and on top of her.
The water was cooler than I expected, and she immediately added some hot
water to make me comfortable. She was ready for me, indeed, and I entered
her as I slid on top of her. At first I encountered a snag, presumably a fold in
her vagina, but it vanished almost immediately. Gliding on a film of swirling
water, I started to slide up and down her body, which bobbed freely in the
bathtub. She felt limp inside, but I started to come without warning. I woke
up as soon as I pulled out of her, just in time to put my hand under my
pulsating penis. Feeling embarrassed about my hasty exit, I tried to catch a
glimpse of her face before I was fully awake. My lover appears to have been
Lauren, the way she was when we first met.

10

MUSK (October 22, 1995)
In a stray dream I saw a tramp fording a wide and dark river of mysterious
banks. He wore a long brown coat. The water was above his knees. A
gigantic lynx approached him stealthily from behind, turned around, and
sprayed him with musk. On its four, the lynx was almost as tall as the tramp.
When the tramp turned around threateningly, the lynx ran away in a few
leisurely splashes.
WANTON DESTRUCTION (November 10, 1995)
Last night I dreamt that I saw a ferry ram into a four-story building in Venice.
The only place where this could have happened would be the Giudecca Canal,
but I could not recognize the building or the square next to it alongside the
quay. Judging from the speed and course of the ferry, the ramming was
deliberate. It penetrated deep into the building, which then crumbled and
collapsed onto the ferry. Although I was horrified because of the mutilation of
my city, I was elated by the sight of destruction. Even in our dreams, there is
hardly anything that delights the eye as much as wanton destruction.
NOT OF THIS WORLD (November 18, 1995)
For years I have been recounting a dream of mine when arguing that a part of
our experience probably comes from different times and places. My memory
of the dream is fragmentary—there is no story, but there are many images and
something akin to a sequence of events. Marko and either Lauren or Elise
were in the dream, as well. For a few years I was sure the woman in my
dream was Lauren, but I am not certain of this any longer. In fact, it is more
likely that it was Elise, for Marko was about five or six in the dream.
We were in a strange place, suggesting another planet. I remember I was
aware of this extraterrestrial connection from the very beginning of the dream.
I remember huge circular machines—perhaps casings of turbines or pumps—
caked with red mud and dust. There was a tangle of pipes around the
machines, as well. They were standing upright, with their axles close to the
ground. Although almost a half of the circular machines was under ground,
they were three or four floors high. They looked ancient—unused for
centuries or even millennia.
I remember walking through a ruin, the internal walls of which were covered
with something akin to white ceramic tiles. It looked like a sprawling
bathroom. Much of the ceiling was missing, revealing a blue sky. As we
were passing under a partly collapsed doorway, an animal that was holding
onto the tiles by suction dropped off in an attempt to take hold of my neck. I
brushed it off with my hand, and it fell on the ground, writhing. It was flat
and elongated, like a huge tongue. About two feet in length, its skin was pale,
but its underside was reddish and serrated—similar to the suction pad of the
pilot fish. It did not have eyes or any other visible features. The creature
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apparently fed by sucking blood of animals on whose neck it fell, like a giant
leach. A powerful muscle would ensure that the host could not shake it off
once it established itself on its neck, like a necklace.
I remember a place very much like a covered market, divided into
innumerable terraces and ledges, where many people were milling about—
buying, selling, eating, cooking. The sun was strong and the vegetation was
lush, suggesting a place like Thailand. I remember that this association was
formed before I visited Thailand, which means that I must dreamt all this
before March 1990, when I went to Bangkok and Phuket with Lauren.
I remember an open market where we got something to eat—something
resembling a tightly-wrapped liver or some other internal organ. The taste
was not strong, but it was somewhat prickly on the tongue. The texture was
spongy, but it was not difficult to bite through. At some point I realized my
“sandwich” would pull away in aggressive jerks if I did not hold it tightly
enough. It turned out it was alive—one of the animals that attempted to grab
me by the neck. I remember realizing what I was eating only when I saw one
of these creatures in a small stone cage above the fountain in the center of the
marketplace. It snapped at me hungrily when I put my face too close to the
cage, so as to see it better. It was kept there as a market mascot, I suppose.
Returning to my motivation for remembering this dream, all these images are
so extraordinary, so unrelated to my personal experiences, that there is no way
to explain them in terms of my own life. More, much of what I saw was not
of this world, let alone of this time. This applies most of all to the parasitic
animal I have witnessed in my dream in a number of different context, but it
applies to the shape and condition of the ancient machines, as well.
Now, I am astonished that I have not recorded this dream so far. In fact, I
have spent several days looking for it through my book, but in vain. For some
reason I was convinced I had written down everything I remembered very
soon after I had had this dream, one of the most important dreams in my life.
Luckily, most of the images are still so sharp in my mind that I have no
difficulty revisiting them.
NOT A TRACE (December 8, 1995)
I dreamt I was somewhere in the rural interior of China with some delegation
or professional group. It must have been late in the year, for everyone wore
warm clothing. The dream felt like a recollection of something that had
happened long time ago—like a rerun of an old film. The prevailing color of
the dream was reddish-brown, a few shades warmer than the sepia of old
photographs. Although the people with me were colleagues of mine, I did not
recognize a single person in my dream. I could not even tell whether they
were American or British, but I was sure we were all speaking English. There
were thirty or forty of us in the group.
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I remember meeting a famous Chinese scientist or engineer and his wife. He
was in his mid-sixties, and she was about thirty. He was suave and cultured,
while she was deliciously beautiful. They were both dressed very elegantly,
betraying very special status in their society. Her hair was black and heavy. It
was on the short side, barely reaching her shoulders. She wore a long coat of
very soft material. It was light-gray in color and a delight to touch. Her
husband disappeared soon after we met, and I moved closer to her. It was
obvious she was attracted to me, too.
I remember standing very close to her in a throng waiting to be admitted to an
old house, now a museum of sorts. We were holding and caressing each other
in a dark passageway, tightly wedged between a multitude of bodies. She
giggled softly at my entreaties. She let my hands roam at will, but when I
reached for her crotch through her soft coat, she removed my hand and gave
me a quick glance of tender reproach. The next moment she leaned her head
against my shoulder. We appeared to be in love.
When the gates of the old house opened to admit our group, the situation
suddenly changed. On the one hand, I was dumfounded by the beauty of the
house—in fact, an entire complex on the shore of a small lake. There were
many wooden structures around a spacious and treeless courtyard. Most
buildings were on two levels. Their walls were leaning into the courtyard,
heavy with exquisitely carved and polished ornaments. To the left of the
entrance, one could see the lake through a wide passage under a building on
two levels. Partly covered by the building and oriented obliquely toward the
lake there was a low loggia constructed of huge slabs of translucent pink stone
with high polish. The slabs had rounded edges and they fit together rather
loosely to form a long seat with the back and sides enclosed by a navel-high
wall. When I approached the loggia, I realized that the slabs were covered
with some ancient symbols inlaid into the semi-precious stone. The symbols
were not Chinese, though. They were quite irregular in both shape and
disposition on the slabs. The symbols appeared much older than the Chinese
culture, suggesting that the loggia predated the house by a couple of millennia.
The beauty of the wooden structures, which glowed orange after centuries of
polishing, and the ancient loggia overpowered me, and I shed a few tears of
sheer joy.
On the other hand, my relationship with the lovely woman inexplicably
changed. I found myself bargaining dispassionately with her for her favors.
Even more confusing, I was doing this on behalf of some colleague of mine—
a short and shriveled man with yellowish hair whom I had never seen before.
I remember feeling quite proud on account of the good price that in the end I
managed to arrange for this colleague. It was an hourly rate, if I remember
correctly.
The next bit of the dream took place a day or two later. I was looking for the
Chinese woman together with this unlikely colleague of mine. We were
walking through narrow streets of an old and dusty village, and he was telling
me about his exhaustion after five hours with her in that old house. Although
he did not say so explicitly, I could feel that he was somewhat unhappy about
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the price I had negotiated for him. I was annoyed by his sour complaints, in
part because the woman was so beautiful, but also because of his lack of
appreciation of my bargaining prowess. For some reason I was convinced I
had struck an especially good deal with her, considering her station and her
extraordinarily good looks.
At length, we found the woman. She was leaning against a post of a low
porch of an old wooden house just off the street. She was wearing a light
woolen sweater and a tight, knee-length skirt. It was sunny but on the cold
side. Without a word, she was looking at us out of the corner of her eyes.
There was something brash and untoward in that pose and that cool look. I
remember my surprise at her breasts, which hung low and appeared much
heavier than one would expect on a Chinese woman her age. Her nipples were
erect, presumably because of the cold, and they also looked incongruously
oversized. I approached her and gave her a few kisses around the mouth so as
to avoid touching her puckered lips covered with a thick layer of the cheapest
and brightest of red lipsticks. It was painful to see that not a trace was left of
her refinement and our infatuation. And that painful discovery woke me up.
MY MASTER’S DAUGHTER (December 9, 1995)
Sometimes my dreams are so fragmentary, so discontinuous, that I am not sure
whether or not to record them. I had such a dream some ten days ago, and it is
only today that I have decided to put it into words. There are only three
scenes to the dream. In the first I am sitting or crouching at the foot of the bed
of my private pupil, who is asleep. She is lying on her back, and her feet are
protruding from under the covers. Her feet are so beautiful that I am suddenly
overcome by a desire to touch them. At the same time, I am appalled by this
desire. I am overcome by fear, as well. For I find myself in a position akin to
that of a Greek slave in a Roman house, where my main duty and concern is
the intellectual development of my pupil, the master's daughter. She is about
fifteen. She is tall and slim. She is poised and serious. Her hair is dark, curly,
and long.
In the next scene my pupil and I are skipping around a large pine tree on an
enormous terrace attached to her quarters. The terrace is not paved. It is
covered with pine-needles, and pine-cones are strewn about. We are holding
each other by the hand. We are naked. My pupil’s youthful breasts and my
penis are bouncing around with every skip. I am elated, but I am also fearful
that I will soon sprout an erection. In my position, that would be
unconscionable, disastrous.
The last scene seamlessly emerges from the previous one. As we are skipping
around the pine tree, my pupil and I turn down a path and then up a wider road
that passes by a skating rink. Suddenly, everything is covered with frozen
snow, and there is a whole crowd walking along the skating rink, as well. One
of the people in the rink is my high-school friend, Vojin Tošić. He waves at
us with a big smile as he skates past us. By my side I discover our joint
friend, Dušan Obradović, whom we used to call Duca. I know him since the
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first grade. He is talking to me in a loud voice and pointing toward Vojin.
Behind us I see a friend from my undergraduate days, Milan Brkić, known to
all as Brka. As always, he is amusing those around him, and I exchange a few
words with Duca about Brka’s humor. By that time my master’s daughter and
pupil vanishes completely, and I wake up.
As soon as I woke up, I tried to piece my dream together, but I failed again
and again. As it was long before morning, I was prepared to get up and record
the dream before I started forgetting it, but I could not remember enough of it
to justify getting out of bed. In the end I gave up, but the images from the
dream kept coming back persistently enough for this belated attempt to
capture it in a few paragraphs.
THE BEST MAN (December 11, 1995)
Having just made love to a Japanese whore, a short and plump woman of
about twenty, I find myself in a small room of a cheap department store
somewhere in Japan. The room is dominated by a large light-table. The
young woman, her fiancée, a store attendant, and I are standing around the
light-table. The young man is about twenty, too. His hair is parted in the
middle and it flares out just below his ears. He is wearing bell-bottoms. The
attendant is helping the young woman find some treasure in the condom we
have just used. The condom is enormous. It is made of a thick, yellow
rubber. There are several sinks along the walls of the room, specially built for
this purpose. I am not sure what they are looking for, but I am clutching in my
left hand onto three or four fragments of the condom wrapping. For some
reason, they are valuable, too. All I know is that I am to be the best man of
the young couple, which is why I am in the department store with them. At
some point I see the bride-to-be from behind, and I am appalled by her short
and fat thighs. She is wearing a beige mini-skirt and a pair of boots. Her
future husband starts telling me in halting English how very excited, confused,
and frightened he is of the marriage ceremony, scheduled for the next summer.
As he talks, he is leaning against the wall and staring into the distance with a
vague smile on his face. I woke up before I could figure out what was
expected of me as the best man.
A WONDERFUL RELATIONSHIP (December 23, 1995)
I dreamt that I was joined at a small table by three colleagues and friends from
the Urban Planning Institute of Slovenia: Smilja Repič, Anna Cutler, and a
woman whose identity has evaporated since I woke up. The rough, wooden
table was just off a sunny street or courtyard. We were all in the best of
spirits. We spoke mainly Slovene, with an occasional exchange in SerboCroatian. We were someplace in Slovenia, some twenty years ago. Of course,
Anna has never even heard of the Institute. Lauren and I met her in London a
few years ago. She has no connection to Slovenia whatsoever.
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At the Institute, situated in an old villa on Jamova Street, Smilja was with me
in Room 6, also known as Room Bon. She was a member of my team, dealing
with spatial systems analysis. All of us were together, except Jože Dekleva,
who was more of a partner of mine than someone working under my
supervision, and Franc Zakrajšek, who spend some of his time developing
software tools for us. Jože had a little room—an ex-toilet, in fact—on the
ground floor, and Franc shared a basement room with a few others. At the
time, there were more than seventy people in the Institute.
In our room all desks were oriented away from the door and toward the street
lined with trees. Looking from the door, Smilja’s desk was first; I was in front
of her, facing a window toward Jamova; to my right was the desk of Bojana
Klemenčič, facing another window toward the street; behind Bojana and to the
right of Smilja was the desk of Meta Blejec, to whose right there was yet
another window looking onto a garden full of fruit trees; and behind her, to the
right of the door, was Lojze Peterle, who became the Prime Minister of
Slovenia a decade later. The team’s composition reflected our multidisciplinary approach to planning: Smilja and Bojana were architects, Meta
was an economist, Lojze was a geographer, and I was a jack-of-all-trades. I
should add that Jože was an architect, as well, and that Franc was a
mathematician. The five of us spent four years in the same room and became
quite intimate by the time I returned to the States. Smilja and Meta were
married before I came to the Institute in 1975, while Bojana and Lojze got
married some time before I left Ljubljana in 1979. Back then I was quite fond
of Smilja, an attractive woman of quiet charm, but nothing had ever passed
between us. Bojana was my girlfriend for a few months after I left my first
wife, Elise, but I do not believe that the third woman in my dream was Bojana.
Just like Anna, most likely she was an implant from another time and place.
When they joined me at my table, Anna sat next to me, to my left, and Smilja
sat across from me. I do not remember were the third woman sat, but we were
all huddled together around the small table. We were like one. To my right I
remember a wall or a heavy column painted Austro-Hungarian yellow, against
which the fourth side of the table was placed. We were in a shallow and low
alcove basking in sunshine. Judging from the light’s soft glow and deep
shadows, it was late afternoon. The place was airy and cozy at the same time.
As soon as they sat down and we exchanged our greetings, I reached under the
table for Smilja naked thigh, which struck me as exceptionally smooth and
firm. I slid my hand down her thigh and into her knickers, where I started
fingering her labia, but she quickly and demonstratively removed my hand,
cocked her head coquettishly, and produced a big smile. “Not now,” was the
message. I remember very well Smilja’s warm but teasing smile and sparkling
eyes. Anna and the third woman behaved as though nothing had happened,
but there was not a trace of bad feeling between us on account of my thwarted
gambit.
While this was going on, we were merrily bantering about the embarrassing
situation into which Anna had gotten with an urban planning project under her
supervision. She explained that she had made a mistake in some elementary
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land-use calculation, and that the amount of land required for an industrial
function was too great for the location she had designated for it. Now she was
in a pickle with some industrial concern whose relocation depended on the
plan. We were all merry in our commiseration with Anna, and I remember
hugging her protectively and playing with her hair while she was talking about
her predicament with an expression of exaggerated pain.
The next thing I remember is that my erect penis suddenly emerged from
under my gown, apparently the only thing I had on, and that I pulled the gown
over my penis as soon as I noticed it. It was huge, and its head was of an
outlandish pink color reminiscent of a ripe tulip. Although I was among
closest of friends, I felt somewhat embarrassed by this overt display. It was
not that I felt shy, but that I felt uneasy about my divided attentions, for I was
favoring Smilja while playing with Anna, as well. Smilja noticed my
maneuver and she leaned over the table between us, exposing a large part of
her naked back, which I immediately started caressing. There was an
enormous and ugly birthmark between her shoulder blades, and I made sure
not to touch it so as not to hurt her. It was covered with fronds of dark flesh.
As she leaned over, Smilja gently touched the head of my penis through my
gown. Her face close to my crotch, she delicately caressed me with both
hands, barely touching the gown. Her attentions were simply delicious.
When I woke up, I immediately realized that this was inspired by a scene from
Andy Warhol’s Heat, made in Los Angeles in 1971, which Lauren and I saw a
couple of days ago here in Malibu. At some point in the movie, a retarded
young man who often masturbates in plain view of others gets a little bit of
help from a young woman very much impressed by the size of his penis. The
fellow always wears a soft knee-length gown similar to the one I must have
worn in my dream. The young woman first grabs hold of his penis covered by
the gown and wanks him furiously, and then she lifts the gown, covers her
head with it, and takes him into her mouth. In retrospect, the main purpose of
the gown was to avoid censorship. There was no tenderness in Warhol’s
movie, though, while my dream was about nothing but tenderness.
The last bit of the dream I remember is that the four of us started looking for a
place where we could have a drink and a bite. There was much camaraderie
between us. We were like one, indeed. When we piled noisily into an empty
and poorly lit restaurant, Smilja asked in Slovene: “Are you already open?” I
distinctly remember that she spoke with a strong Ljubljana accent. A waiter
told us that they would open in an hour, and we departed. Then I started
telling them about the very first Slovene sentence I had learned from my
mother when I was a child. It was a cartoon caption involving an
untranslatable play on words. I remember pronouncing it several times in a
theatrical voice. We all laughed. And then I woke up, marveling at the
wonderful relationship between the three women and me.
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I WANTED A WOMAN, NOT A MAN (February 10, 1996)
I had a curious dream last night. I was in a large but dingy hotel room with
Jan. I was about to star in a pornographic film, and we were waiting for the
film crew to arrive. Judging from the fact that Jan was a bit annoyed with me,
she was not to take part in it. I remember entering into the bathroom and
seeing her pulling a bathrobe over her head in preparation for inhalation—she
apparently had difficulty breathing. She glanced toward me from under her
robe, raised her eyebrows, and shrugged her shoulders. She wanted me to
know that she did not care about the porno film, but it was clear that she was
hurt. I gently rubbed her back, said a few soothing words, and returned to the
room. Soon afterwards I was joined by a large man in a musty gray suit and
bare feet. He stretched himself on the bed and muttered something about the
two of us as partners in the film about to be shot in the room. He was quite
gruff and business-like. I was appalled by his rugged feet, which were caked
with mud. I told him that this must be a mistake. I expected a woman, not a
man. He appeared not to hear me or care about my complaints. The rest of
the film crew started coming in with their gear, and I got up to find someone
in command. In an adjoining room I approached a gray man wearing a greasy
ponytail and asked him whether he was responsible for the shoot. He was
evasive in a humorous sort of way, and I began shouting at him about the man
on my bed. As everyone around me just chuckled on account of my
discomfiture, I stormed out of the room in search of someone who could clear
up the mess. I kept mumbling under my breath that I wanted a woman, not a
man. I remember a few hotel attendants sniggering at me as I rushed by them
in a dreary lobby. Although I had never found the film director, or anyone
else responsible for the shoot, the rest of the dream I searched through the
streets of a crowded and somewhat familiar city for the shortest way back to
the hotel, where Jan was waiting for me. And I woke up before I could find
her and make sure that she was fine.
CAT’S NIGHTMARE (March 13, 1996)
Most of my dreams are enjoyable, but this morning I woke up with a
nightmare. I was talking to a friend about strange phone-calls. We were
sitting on the grass in front of an old house, and I was chewing on something
as we were talking. A party was in progress in the house. I was telling him
about a call I once got from a woman with a South American accent, a friend
of a friend, who wanted to know the title of the top man in the Orthodox
Christian church. She had expected there would exist a counterpart to the
pope, but I had to persuade her that there were many independent but loosely
related Orthodox churches. At that point I noticed that I had enough of my
snack, otherwise my favorite. When I looked at it, I saw something very much
like a half-chewed mouse a cat would leave in front of the garden door. In
fact, my snack was a miniature sheep-dog with long hair. It was a bit bigger
than my hand. I had already mangled its hind legs, but it was still alive. As I
would chew on it, I could feel its wriggling and hear its faint whimpers.
Realizing that I could not eat any more, I tried to chew the little dog to death,
so that it would not suffer any longer. The trouble was that whatever I did, the
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soggy mush in my hand kept moving and whining. Biting ever deeper into the
mess, I started whimpering, too. The misery woke me up. I imagine I had a
cat’s nightmare.
Addendum (March 20, 1996)
When she read this piece, Lauren froze: “Is this about our marriage?” I was
baffled. “Well,” she brightened up, “when you were leaving for Malaysia,
where you wrote this piece, I escorted you to the airport-bus terminal in
Reading, and I must have looked like a wet sheep-dog as I was waiving you
good-bye and crying my eyes out.” That morning we did talk about the rut
into which our marriage had fallen. And she does have a bush of long, curly
hair.
ON DANTE, CHINESE MEN, AND GAY DELIGHTS (March 28, 1996)
My recollection of last night’s dreams is so fragmentary that it is perhaps not
worth recording, but the two fragments I do remember are too precious to let
them crumble to oblivion. First, I remember a Chinese man wearing a cap and
long gown of the same material. Although the material was somewhat thin,
and although the red-and-blue pattern on it was of today's poor taste, the outfit
had a Renaissance feel about it. The cap was very like the headgear on
Dante’s several portraits. The fellow was bemused when I remarked that he
reminded me of Dante. He just stood there with a little smile frozen on his
face. The second fragment was my first experience of gay delights. I
remember a group of boys or young men, also Chinese, standing naked in
front of me. I could see neither their faces nor their feet. They were
completely hairless. They were slim, and there was a yellowish glow to their
bodies. Their penises were standing upright. I started caressing one of them,
whose member was unusually long and thin. It was headless, too, looking
rather like a dildo. His skin was very smooth, and I let my hands glide over
his thighs, his lower belly, his bum, his hard penis. I remember touching his
anus, but not probing deeper. He let me caress him without a word, without a
twitch. His hairless skin was a joy to touch, and I explored it at a leisurely
pace. Now, these two fragments are totally disconnected, and may have
nothing in common. In fact, they may come from different dreams.
HONG KONG-LONDON (June 28, 1996)
There were quite a few of us in a vast, horse-drawn carriage or coach: our
nanny, a woman I have never actually met, her boyfriend, Dorian and Maya,
some friends of ours whose faces faded as soon as I woke up, and maybe
Lauren. Perhaps we were in an open car of an old, narrow-gage train. We
were riding, floating, through a lush and animated countryside very like Kent.
I remember pointing at a black cloud swirling behind us, overtaking us,
threatening our merry party with a downpour. It was summer, though, and
everything sparkled in the sunshine. As we were getting out of our spacious
vehicle, I helped our nanny down high steps. I remember my passion, her
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submission, our secret. I grabbed her by the waist from behind, but as she
came down my right hand slipped upwards across her smooth chest until I felt
her breast, naked and warm under her dress. For a brief moment, she was
mine. Oblivious to our illicit embrace, her boyfriend jumped on a magnificent
horse and rode uphill. On his powerful mount, he drove across rolling hills
the many animals that had grazed there in peace. Cows, sheep, and deer ran,
leaped, and stumbled across green fields, leaping over the soft hedges,
swirling and scattering in all directions. And I woke up in the uncomfortable
seat of a jumbo-jet with a vivid memory of all those rumps, backs, tails, and
legs stretching, contracting, beating, and twitching across the green
countryside of my mind.
INEFFECTIVE (July 11, 1996)
I was standing underneath some circular stairs going to a balcony or an open
corridor above me. The stairs were made of light concrete, and I could see
through them. Several men in short haircuts were leering at me threateningly
from behind the stairs. They were slowly moving in my direction with big
grins on their broad faces. They appeared not to be in a hurry. The dread was
real, but I was aware that I was dreaming. Miraculously, I had a pistol in my
right hand. They were not impressed, though. I started shooting at them. I
would miss from time to time, but most of the shots went in. I was aware of
the slightly curved trajectory of every shot, and of the bullets entering the
men’s fleshy bodies like stings. I kept shooting, and they kept tumbling to the
ground, rolling over each other. I remember seeing a bullet enter right
between the eyes of a stocky man closest to me. He fell heavily, laboriously,
with an easy smile still on his face. To my surprise, little blood came from the
bullet holes. Having shot them all down, I noticed that I was running out of
ammunition. I checked a small ammunition box or cartridge I had in my left
hand and established that it was half full. The bullets in it struck me as
unusually small and potentially harmless. Indeed, the pile of bodies in front of
me started shifting, and the big man I shot between the eyes started getting up.
He was grinning at me, a trickle of blood streaming down his nose. I was
reloading my ineffective pistol as I woke up, covered with sweat.
A SINGLE KISS (July 12, 1996)
We were in a vast and seemingly uninhabited hotel. We had just met, but she
was very friendly. Either she invited me to her room, or I invited her to mine.
On our way, we decided to step onto a raised loggia off a long corridor. We
were drawn by an incredible view: a rolling cobalt-blue landscape punctuated
by a small white lake of jade-green shores. The landscape was rather dark, but
the lake appeared to be illuminated from within. Wisps of steam emanated
from it, as though its water was very hot. Its shores were caressed by shifting
vapors. As she stepped onto the loggia ahead of me, I noticed that her legs
were not entirely to my taste. She was on the short and plump side. Her face
was lovely and lively, though, framed by long and curly chestnut hair.
Enchanted by the view, we gazed into each other’s eyes. Without a word, she
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put her right hand around my neck, pulled me down toward her, opened her
mouth, and started kissing me. Her kiss was fresh, tight, wet, open, smooth,
delicious. I woke up feeling refreshed by a single kiss.
A NEW YORK STORY (July 18, 1996)
I dreamt I was walking through the streets of New York City. It was raining
and it was quite dark. The street lighting was very poor. As I was passing by
a huge bus stalled in traffic, I saw a black man in his early thirties stand up
and point a gun at his fellow passengers. His hair was short but disheveled,
pointing in all directions. He wore a mangy mustard-color coat. Slightly
stooped, he held the gun with both hands. He was shouting, but I could not
hear him through closed windows. He was frenetic, almost hysterical. I could
see him very well in the brightly lit bus. It was clear he would end up
shooting indiscriminately. Suddenly, he wheeled around and pointed his gun
at the passengers sitting in my direction. His rage was mounting. The traffic
was still not moving. Realizing that I might be hit by a stray bullet and that
running away might attract his attention, I prostrated myself on the wet
pavement. I positioned my body in such a way that I offered him the smallest
possible target, but I woke up before he started shooting.
RAW FLESH (September 20, 1996)
I dreamt we were living in a small apartment that we were about to leave for
good. I am not sure who “we” were, though. In terms of disposition, the
place was reminiscent of my first apartment in Cambridge, Massachusetts,
suggesting my first family, but the entire house of which it was a part was
very much like England, suggesting my second. Anyway, my dream starts in
the apartment itself the day after a small farewell party, to be followed by
another, much bigger one, the day after. We were to leave soon, and the
apartment was already bare of furniture. There was a door separating our
place from that of our neighbors, an elderly couple. That door was always
locked, but this morning it was left wide open. Our neighbors were asking
about the upcoming party, apparently worried about the noise. Obliquely,
they were complaining about the previous night. I was annoyed by their long
faces. Our little party broke up before midnight! We did not make that much
noise! After all, this was a farewell party! Then the scene shifts. Several
other people, all of them our neighbors’ age, came through the door
connecting the two apartments. One of them, dressed in a dirty rain-coat and a
crumpled hat made of the same material, was dying to tell me something, but
was unsure of how to proceed. He was shy but insistent. His story could not
wait. At length he told me that it concerned my father, who had asked him to
keep for him a sizeable stash of cash. The cash was kept in the glove
compartment of the old man’s car, which he rarely used. Although my father
was paying him two-hundred dollars or pounds per month for this service, the
old man was telling me in an annoyingly sweet voice that he was somewhat
concerned that his car would ultimately be stolen because he had to keep it
unlocked so as to make the glove compartment accessible to my father. Only
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when I woke up I realized that my father could have been given a key to the
car to avoid this problem. The scene shifts again with a strange smell.
Someone noticed that there was a smell coming from the apartment below—a
smell of fire already extinguished, an acrid smell of scorched timber soggy
with water. We all went out to see what had happened, wondering why we
had not noticed this smell before. How could there be a fire in the place
directly beneath ours without anyone noticing anything? We went out of the
building and into a small yard planted with shrubs and trees. The yard was a
part of the apartment below ours. Under a tree I saw a small crowd hunched
over a baby lying on bare ground. The baby was crying in a disturbing way.
It was naked. Its skin was burned away. It was sickeningly pink—the color of
raw flesh. Its limbs were moving randomly as it was gasping for air. It was
suffocating. It was in agony. The baby was a few months younger than our
little daughter. Untouchable, it was dying alone on the bare ground. I walked
away, whimpering. The horror choked me. My whimpering woke me up.
Next to me, Maya was asleep on Lauren’s chest. It took me a while to calm
down and smile feebly toward the loved ones.
BOOT CRICKET (September 21, 1996)
I dreamt an enormous cricket crawled out of my boot as I was taking it off.
For some reason I was not surprised by this discovery, as though this beast
was meant to live so close to human skin. It was the size of a large mouse and
it was very soft, so as to be able to squeeze into tight places, I suppose. It
moved slowly, sluggishly. It was pale green in color, presumably because of
the lack of light in its natural habitat—cowboy boots. When I tried to pick it
up by the leafy tail—that is, the remnant of its folded wings—the cricket bent
its soft body and turned its huge head toward my fingers, just like a mouse
would. Apprehensive of its bite, I let go of its tail just before I woke up.
MY BATTERED WIVES (October 1, 1996)
I dreamt I returned home to discover all my carpets spread out on a large
terrace full of puddles after a recent downpour. Some of the carpets were
submerged in water, but most appeared to be soaked with rain. Angry at
Lauren for using my carpets without asking me and for her careless treatment
of my collection, I started slapping her. Her hands, arms, elbows were in my
way all the time, but I kept looking for openings and delivering my blows.
Although I was really angry, there was something playful in my punishment,
as well. Never using real force, I kept slapping her and she kept ducking my
hands without a sound. When I woke up, I realized that the women I was
slapping was not Lauren, but Elise. Smoothly, quietly, guilefully, my first
wife—with whom I have indeed had several bouts of domestic violence—took
the place of my second.
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SWIMMING TEST (October 10, 1996)
I dreamt that I was standing by an open window with a friend and my two
sons—Dorian and a creature the size and shape of Ken, Barbie Doll’s consort.
Judging from the amount of light coming through the window, it gave onto a
tall and narrow shaft that was open on one side. The peeling mortar in the
shaft exposed brick walls. The walls were blank, featureless. The slidingwindow design was distinctly American, but the building and the shaft
suggested Europe. The building stood in water, presumably the sea, which
reached close to the window but was still out of reach. The water was clear
and the bottom covered with sand and sparse plants could be clearly seen from
the window. At some point I decided to throw the doll of a son into the water
to see how well he could swim. After a few languid strokes he started sinking.
A moment later he vanished. Surprised and somewhat concerned, I told
Dorian to jump in and bring his brother back. I knew Dorian could hardly
swim, but I reasoned that I could always jump after the two of them if the
situation became really serious. Dorian, too, started sinking after a few
sluggish splashes. Just like his brother before him, he disappeared a moment
later. Worried about all this, I was about to jump out of the window when I
realized that I would be quite useless underwater with my contact lenses. As
soon as I would open my eyes the lenses would pop out and I would be unable
to see much, let alone my toy of a son. Panicked, I turned to my friend and
asked him to jump into the water in my place. He immediately reached for the
windowsill, but I woke up before he could get into the water.
BODY-PIERCING (October 27, 1996)
I dreamt that Lauren and I, and perhaps our children or a group of our friends,
were staying for a few days at Elise’s—an inconceivable visit, to be sure.
Only a few scraps of the dream still survive since this morning. The place was
huge but dark and nondescript. Every evening she would return home by
driving her car directly into an enormous livingroom. The car was improbably
small—the size of a large cardboard box. It was sleek, delicately curved, and
painted in sparkling metallic gold. Only Elise’s face would show behind the
tiny windshield when the car would pull in and come to a stop. She would
emerge dressed in a standard American business suit for women. Throughout
our visit she would be restrained and formal toward us and our company
whenever our paths would cross. The last day she came out of her miniature
car looking quite different: her hair was died deep blue, and her face, neck,
and chest were covered with a layer of pale-blue paste that had crackled
around her eyes and mouth. She looked worn-out, haggard, debilitated. She
appeared agitated, unsettled, almost demented. Just before I woke up Elise
demonstratively pulled down her pants or skirt to show her lower belly to
Lauren and me. Her crotch was shaved clean, smeared with oil, and studded
with body-piercing paraphernalia—iron rings, pins, plugs, needles...
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MONEY TO THROW (October 29, 1996)
Last night’s dream drives me crazy because I cannot remember more than a
few scraps at its end. Elated for some reason, I was bouncing down a
mountain path in Slovene Alps, but everything around me suggested a much
more exotic place, like the Himalayas. I saw magnificent buildings of red
sandstone, which were supposed to be Italian villas, but they looked like a
cross of McIntosh’s institutional buildings and crenellated Indian palaces.
Crumbling in places, invaded by plants in others, one of these “villas” was
standing at an elaborately ornamented platform spanning a deep valley
between two mountains. The building itself was perhaps ten stories high, as
was the platform at its highest point. Most of it looked deserted, but one of
the many doors at its base was open and I saw a black bear in front of it
jostling playfully with someone inside. The bear’s long fur shimmered in the
limpid mountain air. I immediately thought of Gypsies. As I was walking
down the path I kept tossing coins out of my hand and watching them bounce
and roll in front of me. I enjoyed the faint tinkle and sparkle of the many
coins pointing the way down. Just before I woke up Lauren appeared in my
dream with a sarcastic remark: “Oh, now you have money to throw!” Indeed,
the coins were British, and I must have scattered several handfuls of them—
perhaps ten or twenty pounds’ worth. As soon as I woke up I tried to recollect
the rest of the dream, most of which was delicious, but only my ecstatic walk
down the mountain path had remained.
REVIVAL (November 19, 1996)
I dreamt I had the skin of a little lizard, which had gathered dust for years in
one chest of drawers after another. I was fond of it, for it had a friendly little
face. Having for some reason stumbled upon it in my dream, I was surprised
to discover that it was whole: there were no signs on it of any intervention—
no holes, cuts, or patches. It looked unspoiled, as though it was mummified in
some way. Although it felt “empty” under my fingers, there was more to the
lizard than just skin. The scene shifted in my dream, and I found myself in a
desert. A warm wind was blowing. When I put the lizard on the warm sand,
it slowly lifted itself up on its hind legs—presumably for a better look around.
I woke up elated on account of the little creature’s miraculous revival.
THE BOYS (December 29, 1996)
I was walking through a large, nondescript square or rather a sprawling
intersection when a car appeared on the other side and attracted the attention
of everyone around me. There were not too many people walking about,
though. The car, or what remained of it, was moving slowly, but its
movement was punctuated by irregular explosions and showers of sparks. It
was a large American sedan painted metallic light-blue. As it approached the
spot where I was standing I could see that its top was ripped open and
squashed to one side, while the front of the car was shredded into a tangle of
metal, wires, upholstery, and plastic tubing. When the wreck crawled to a stop
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across the street from me, I could discern three shriveled, mummified,
yellowish-brown bodies reclining in it. They looked like gargantuan frogs
rather than people. Their lower limbs appeared to be shredded together with
the front part of their car, but their heads had no eyes or any other features.
All that remained of their heads looked like long, gaping necks pointed
forward, thus giving them a frog-like aspect. They were still showing signs of
life, though. Soon after the car stopped a small crowd gathered around the
smoking wreck, but we all stood at a safe distance from it. Stunned by the
spectacle, I was riveted to a spot near a lamppost. One of the “frogs” suddenly
turned in my direction and threw something at me with unexpected vigor. It
hit my right thigh with a blunt end. If it were a knife, it would have dug deep
into my flesh, but it turned out to be some kind of tool coated in rubber or
plastic. “Ha, ha, you can’t even see the boys no more, but they’re still kikin’,”
boomed a raspy voice from the car. It was a black man’s voice with a distinct
accent of the American ghetto. There was much demented pride in it. I woke
up as I started to walk away from the horror.
REAL ENVY (January 2, 1997)
Every night I go to bed with such anticipation of nocturnal bliss that I am
almost always disappointed by my dreams. I am aware that I am dreaming
most of the time, but either my dreams are humdrum, as was the case last
night, or I forget what I had dreamt by the morning. Perhaps the two are
related, as it is easier to remember unusual dreams. Either way I feel
miserable when I wake up. I feel cheated out of something rightfully mine.
I remember two dreams from last night. Neither is worth recording, but they
are both good examples of humdrum dreams. The first was about a small
company of journalists who had figured out how to offer their services on the
global market for newsworthy stories without intermediaries of any kind. As
mature professionals with worldwide contacts, they could cover any story
within a fraction of time it would take a larger agency. More important, they
could do this at a fraction of cost on account of their low overheads. One of
them would operate their company’s phone and make sure that a story on
demand would go to the right person to cover. The dispatcher’s rôle was
rotated among the principals of the company. The profits were shared
equitably, as well. The entire dream consisted of operational details of this
sort. Although I do see a connection between this dream and my conception
of how artists should cooperate to avoid the intermediaries of the art market,
the connection is weak, to say the least.
The second dream was about a party where I knew absolutely no-one. I
remember only two scenes from it. In the first a young woman, who was soon
to be married, was talking in the presence of her friends with her father-inlaw-to-be, in whose house we were. She was ash-blond with a big, round face
and doll-like eyes. She appeared to be rather dull and socially incompetent.
Her future husband’s father was asking her about the house the young couple
were about to buy. He had heard it was to be someplace nearby. She
explained the house was quite close, but she was not very forthcoming as to its
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precise location. After several additional questions it transpired that it was not
only close, but on the same suburban tract as her husband’s parents’ house.
The young woman seemed to be quite embarrassed by this revelation in front
of her friends. They were taken aback by it, too. At the same time, it was
clear that the father-in-law-to-be was asking her about all this precisely in
order to embarrass her in the eyes of her peers. In the second scene I was
talking with a young woman—a friend of the bride-to-be—who happened to
know one of my closest friends. She was blond, her hair was very short, and
she wore quite a bit of black or gray makeup around her eyes. The makeup
made her look a bit like a raccoon. She was telling me how some young man
had said some unpleasant things about my friend in front of many people at
another party a few days before. When I probed into this, it turned out this
young man was only somewhat disrespectful of my friend, many years his
senior. There was nothing to the young woman’s supposed revelation. And
that is all I remember of the second dream.
When we got up this morning Lauren told me about a glorious dream she had
dreamt last night. She was puzzled by its origin, though. She dreamt she was
being trained as a spy and then sent to an Eastern European country she had
never been before—say, Poland. At the border, where she was supposed to
give a fake name and some other false information about herself, she panicked
and forgot what she was supposed to say. Instead of the name she had been
given, which was presumably Italian, she thought up another one on the spot:
Laura Parker. This was suspicious to the guards and she was taken in for
questioning. She pleaded innocence, but she was nevertheless detained for
further interrogation. After a while the man who had trained her appeared in
the place where she was held and tried to help her escape. The breakout was
spectacular. He made it, but Lauren did not. Before the event he told her that
he was happy she was still alive, but that she was through as a spy. She not
only panicked at the border, which was bad enough in this profession, but she
had no sense to abandon her first attempt at crossing the border so as to gather
her wits about her and recall her assumed name before trying again. She woke
up fearing the consequences of this botched-up escape now that it was clear
she was implicated in something quite serious. Lauren was puzzled about her
dream because spy thrillers are of no interest to her whatsoever. All I could
tell her was that I really envied her for her wonderful dream.
OH, HOW WILLING! (January 3, 1997)
I bumped into her at a street corner not far from the National Theater. We
presumably knew each other, but not too well. She was glad to see me,
though. She spoke with a distinct Belgrade accent, which I enjoyed hearing
after so many years abroad. Judging by her tight, bright-red, shiny, smooth,
soft, silk dress that reached well below her knees, it must have been summer.
Her hair was reddish-brown, short, and cut unevenly at the edges. She had an
open face, bright eyes, and full lips. Perhaps she had a bit of red lipstick, too.
As we started walking down the street, she stepped in front of me and I
grabbed her by the waist from behind. Giggling with her as she leaned
backward toward me, I slid my hands down her hips and stopped at her thighs.
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She was naked under her dress. Her flesh was firm but supple, giving.
Glancing at her smallish but shapely breasts over her shoulder, I noticed that
her dress was a size too big for her in the bosom. I asked her what she was
doing that evening, and she told me that she was free. She was all smiles and
twinkles and gurgles. We agreed to meet at my place in Kosovska Street
around eight. Oh, how willing are the women of our dreams!
TROUBLES WITH COFFEE (January 17, 1997)
I am alone in a large, neon-lit kitchen. It is all white except for several steel
appliances. The place is spotless. It looks deserted, as though the cooks and
their assistants have long gone to bed in a distant part of the house. I am
making Turkish coffee in a frying pan. When it is finished, I taste it with a
spoon. It is delicious, but I find myself pouring all of it into a small sink built
into the front panel of the stove. Perplexed, I decide to make instant coffee
instead. I find an electric kettle and turn it on. Noticing that there is very little
water in it, I go to the sink to fetch some fresh water with the frying pan.
When I turn on the faucet, hot coffee comes pouring out. It appears to be the
coffee I just made. At the same moment, the kettle explodes and a puff of
steam comes out of it. The explosion wakes me up.
FOR GOOD BEHAVIOR (February 1, 1997)
I dreamt of a woman in a long and dark silk dress with an almost
imperceptible sparkle. She was thin, wiry. There was something serious,
almost grave, about her demeanor. Impassive, distant, she did not say a word.
She was around forty or maybe somewhat younger. Her hair was just short of
her shoulders and very black, shiny black. Her skin was olive, Mediterranean.
I dreamt she was about to be presented to someone as a gift for good behavior
in the presence of several people, all men my age, but when I woke up I could
not be sure any longer whether she was my gift to someone else, perhaps a
colleague of mine, or someone else’s gift to me.
FELLOW CONNOISSEUR (February 3, 1997)
Last night I found myself in a Chinese concentration camp occupying an
abandoned industrial complex someplace in the interior of the country. The
tangle of dilapidated buildings, broken machines, and twisted pipes around me
was covered with yellowish mud. I also remember several industrial pools
brimming with yellowish water. Although I am quite certain that my stay in
the camp was quite eventful, the only scene I still remember clearly is from a
large and dark hall filled with benches reminiscent of church pews. Together
with many inmates I was attending a speech or a ceremony of some kind, but
all my attention was focused on an oversized book in my lap. Poorly printed
in black ink on cheap paper, it was packed full of wonderful images which
escape me now. The sparse text was in Chinese characters. Between the
pages of the book I would occasionally find smaller sheets of yellowing paper
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with delightful color prints, which I would then take out and place on the floor
of the aisle beside me. Unfortunately, I cannot remember the subject of these
prints, let alone any particular print. All I am sure about is that a warden
stopped by, knelt by my side, leafed through the prints I pulled out of the
book, and then looked into my eyes with compassion of a fellow connoisseur.
That look brought me to tears. The warden was a German officer in World
War II uniform.
SUFFOCATING AND DROWNING (February 14, 1997)
At a crowded industrial fair I met a man who showed me a magazine with an
article of his. It was an American magazine concerned with planning issues.
The article was about an Israeli military installation used for testing the effect
of artillery shells and rockets. The photographs of the facility were superb. I
had a feeling I could see through them into the world they depicted. The
installation was enormous. It spanned several parts of a tall cliff towering
over a rocky landscape with sparse vegetation. It was made of yellowish
concrete polished to a high gloss. In color and shape the structure was very
like an articulated bone, but it was covered in places with apparently random
clusters of shallow holes ending in blind rectangular windows of various sizes.
The man who was showing me these photographs had a hand-sized turtle that
he gave me to hold at some point so as to reach for something else to show
me. The turtle appeared to be agitated. It scratched about frenetically in a
shallow and light aluminum tray filled with a dark-yellow liquid and wrapped
in a sealed plastic bag. The tray and the bag had the shape of turtle’s body but
they were both loose enough so that it could move its limbs. When I noticed
that it was biting the soft rim of the tray with all its might, I asked the man
whether the turtle might be suffocating in its plastic bag. He grinned politely
on account of my concern but explained that there was no problem. He did
not reassure me, though, for he himself appeared a bit unsure about his
explanation. Only when I woke up I realized that the poor creature was not
only suffocating in the airtight bag but also drowning in its own urine and
excrement.
UNFINISHED BUSINESS? (February 15, 1997)
I dreamt I was reading in The Economist a two-page article on several
academic chairs at MIT that had long remained unoccupied because of internal
strife and all manner of bungling in many departments. That sounded
plausible enough. On the second page I found an improbable ranking list of
all the academics presently considered to fill these chairs and their present
affiliations. I found myself ranked first. The University of Reading was listed
next to my name. Of course, such a list could pertain only to an individual
chair or an administrative post, such as department head or dean of a school.
But is this a sign of unfinished business? Could I be dreaming of going back
to MIT?
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SPECIAL POWERS (February 19, 1997)
I dreamt I was in a small and dark apartment at a party of four or five boys of
eight or nine. The smallest and least developed among them—in fact, a
stunted and sickly boy—had special powers. He could move things at a
distance and was thus the pride of the small group. I do not remember what he
first did to impress me, but I was certainly impressed. He feared I was
disappointed and attempted to punish himself for his failure by stabbing
himself under the ribs with a fork. I stopped the little runt, hugged him, and
reassured him. A while later the whole party went out in the street, and our
hero performed a few stunts for us. I remember just one of them. He stood in
front of a large aluminum barrel full of rainwater. When he suddenly raised
his hands in command, the water leapt several stories high and then splashed
down around the barrel.
LIKE ONE (February 28, 1997)
I dreamt I was back with Elise. Her hair was cut very short and was bristly
under my fingers. She was stunningly beautiful. I am not sure whether it was
I or she who had just returned home in the evening, but from what she was
telling me it was clear that we were working together. We were partners. She
was telling me about some faxes she had sent out that day and about the idiotic
reactions to them of some people out there. She was amused by these
reactions and she was chuckling melodiously as she was talking. While I was
listening to her, and I was listening attentively, I caressed her tight bum and
fondled her between her legs. She was naked. We were both standing, but
one of her legs was propped up, presumably to allow me better access to her
crotch. I remember feeling her cunt with my right hand and playing with the
mouth of her vagina with my middle finger. She was getting swollen and wet
down there. I was ready for her, as well. Although I woke up before we
started making love, everything was set for us to walk over to our bedroom
and stop talking. Everything between us was smooth, easy, open, unhurried,
balanced, unproblematic, perfect. We were like one.
A SCENE FOR A PEDOPHILE COMIC BOOK (March 26, 1997)
Recently I read a newspaper article about the work of a comic-book designer
who had been a part of Hergé’s team in Tintin’s heyday. The article was
about the pedophile predilections discernible in this man’s work in the context
of the recent flurry of news on this topic in and around Belgium. Several
images of naked boys and young men’s butts were provided as evidence. Last
night I dreamt that I was leafing through a comic book about two muscular
superheroes drawn in exactly the same style—which, by the way, was not to
my taste. I remember only the very last frame. The two supermen are
standing naked in a gas chamber rendered in raw concrete. This is the scene
of their public execution. Their eyes closed, they are both facing the reader.
The one in front is blond and slightly shorter than the other, whose hair is
pitch black. His head hanging on his shoulder, his legs slightly parted, the
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blond fellow is leaning against the chest of his companion in arms. He
appears to be in a swoon. His penis is erect. The last thing I noticed before
waking up was that his friend’s middle finger was thrust up his ass.
OLGA (May 5, 1997)
I dreamt that Lauren was giving birth to another child. She was having a
strong contraction. I was holding her up from behind in an improbable
position for a woman her size: her pelvis was just off the floor, and her knees
were tucked under her armpits. She was naked. When something started to
show between her legs, Lauren groaned: “It’s time to come out, Olga.” I was
surprised that she not only knew we would have another girl, but that she
already decided on her name without ever having mentioned it to me. But
instead of the head, a little bit of shit came out on the other end. A small pile
formed under Lauren’s suspended body. When the contraction subsided, she
got up. She scooped up the shit with her hands and made a ball. Walking
toward the middle of the room, Lauren turned around and threw the ball at me
in jest. I ducked and it landed in the corner behind me. If I remember
correctly, we both laughed.
THE BUILDING TEAM (June 19, 1997)
I am lounging on a bench in a large park with several other people, all
building professionals. We are waiting to meet someone important, our client.
It is morning and it is sunny. It appears we are in Slovenia, but the team is
international. Our leader, who is either Dutch or Danish, is wearing a bulging
Caribbean hat suggesting concealed dreadlocks. From time to time he speaks
with someone on the mobile phone. He speaks Slovene with a distinct foreign
accent. The conversation suggests that our client is worried about something
because we are about to meet people from the government who may kill the
project if we do not behave exactly as the client suggests. We are not worried,
though. In one of the interludes the team leader looks at our architect, who is
sitting next to me and staring into the distance, and shakes his head in
sympathy: “Isn’t it amazing how very real are some of our dreams.” The
architect—a younger man with a bush of wavy pitch-black hair—nods in
agreement, but does not say a word or shift his gaze. I marvel at our team
leader's perceptiveness and feel something akin to envy on account of the
architect's dream. But I woke up wondering if he would ever divulge it.
NOT ONLY (July 6, 1997)
I was standing in line at an airport and cursing the airline for the late
embarkation. Then I realized that I was not checked in. Not only was I not
checked in, but my luggage was still in my hotel room, as well. I rushed to the
hotel, which was at the airport. Not only was my luggage still there, but also I
was not fully packed. Rushing around several rooms and throwing my stuff
into a couple of suitcases, wondering all the while how I will manage to close
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them, I realized that I could not find my portable computer. Panic-stricken, I
exclaimed: “This is so incredible, I must be dreaming!” And then I woke up
with a smile of relief pressed into my pillow.
LONG, LONG (August 7, 1997)
I think I was staying for a few days with some old but distant friends when she
unexpectedly came to visit me and spend a day or two in my company. I have
never seen her with short hair, but in my dream it was almost as short as mine.
I guess we were either in Zagreb or Ljubljana. Although I had known her for
years, never before had we been alone, really alone, without the significant
others. I remember holding onto her as I was hanging her coat in a closet in a
huge room with high ceilings and creaking parquet floors. We both giggled a
lot, which made my hosts ever-so-slightly embarrassed, too. Her dress
contributed to their discomfiture, as well as mine. Made of light but stiff lace
of an indistinct gray-green hew, it opened almost to her navel in front, and it
was so short that it barely covered her crotch. Underneath she wore nothing
but a tight and translucent garment made of a tough, shiny, and slick material
that enveloped her entire body from her toes to her neck. I did my best not to
look, but her pubic hair and her nipples would pop into view with her every
move. There was a tacit agreement between us that everything was permitted,
albeit in a friendly and undemanding sort of way. Even though I had always
considered her a woman of distinct appeal and charm, there had never been
any real attraction between us. And that is how it was when we met in my
dream, but the atmosphere was nevertheless different—a shade more viscous,
slippery, and intoxicating. It was thus no surprise to either of us when we
embraced and started kissing soon after we were left alone for a few minutes.
Our kiss was long, long. Her tongue reached deep into my mouth, my throat.
It was alive in my mouth. Then our kiss climaxed. I woke up with a distinct
feeling of bewilderment at her long and thin tongue when she started pulling it
out of my mouth. If I am not mistaken, her tongue was still slowly sliding out
of my mouth when I became conscious of the fact that I was waking up from
an enchanting dream. The tongue stayed with me, though. For an hour or so I
could feel its rough skin and its powerful but slim body as it coiled and
wriggled and slithered out past my avid lips.
FUGA (August 28, 1997)
I dreamt I was walking through a small marina where my father was keeping
his boat. It was early in the morning. I was familiar with the place, although
it did not look like any of the marinas where my father’s boat was actually
kept. On my way I met a middle-aged man I knew from the marina. Again, I
cannot match him with anyone I actually knew. He looked haggard, almost
cadaverous. I asked him how he was, and he told me that he had just flown
back from Cuba. He returned that night. Yugoslavs would rarely go to Cuba,
and I was thus surprised. He said he went there to participate in some kind of
sport event. I wanted to know more. He said he was involved in a sport called
fuga—presumably “fugue” in Spanish. I prodded him again. The man said
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that you could play only if you could demonstrate that you were capable of
maintaining erection for a minimum of two hours. Once again I wanted him
to tell me more, but before he could continue I woke up. Alas, fuga will
forever remain a mystery for me.
AN EXAMINATION (September 21, 1997)
I dreamt I was taking an examination in mathematics, but I had not a clue
about the problem at hand. Next to me was Bojan Popović, my classmate
from highschool who was known to be a master of the subject, and so I was
peering into his exam papers all the time. The trouble was that his
handwriting was quite messy, and that he would often change or cross out
what he had written. I remember one inequality sign that he kept switching
from one side to another until I could not figure out which way it was meant to
go. I can still see that messy blotch in blue ink. The blue was quite intense.
Some distance from us was another fellow, while all the others who were
taking the exam were in an adjoining room, where a couple of instructors were
overseeing the proceedings. The instructors would never enter our room, but I
was a bit embarrassed about my pitiful performance in front of the fellow
sitting with us. From time to time he would peer over his shoulder to see what
we were doing, and he would invariably catch me copying from Bojan. The
fellow was tall, skinny, and slightly stooped. His face was crisscrossed with
deep lines. He had a big, crooked nose. When I noticed with some surprise
that his hair was gray, I remembered that mine was, as well. I am not sure
how or why I woke up, but it was perhaps the intense discomfort of the
examination that ultimately broke the spell of my dream.
YELLOW EYES (September 26, 1997)
It was dark, but I saw her clearly enough. Her face was pale but radiant. It
was distinctly triangular in shape, ending in a sharp chin. Her eyes were
yellow. They were huge. Together with a few others, she was leaning against
a pub doorway. Her hair appeared long and black, pitch-black. She was
staring at me. Our eyes met a few times—at first fleetingly, hesitantly, and
then deliberately. Our eyes locked onto each other. Everything stopped.
Flooded with sweetness, love forgotten, I began to float. I could not approach
her, though. Strapped to my shoulders, Lauren was slumped over my back,
her feet barely touching the ground. She was asleep. I was mesmerized by
those piercing eyes, but I started to walk away. It was dark and there were
puddles everywhere. The smell of rain was still in the air. It took me a few
steps before I learned how to navigate the puddles and how to keep Lauren’s
trailing feet dry, as well. After several steps, I began to walk in synch with
Lauren’s limp body, her feet just bouncing off the ground as my pace
quickened. But those yellow eyes stayed with me long after I woke up.
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Addendum (April 8, 1999)
Having visited the Church of St. Phillibert in Tournus, a small town in
Burgundy where we will spend a week en famille, we went to an information
center across the street. The younger of the two women working there had a
magnificent pair of yellow eyes, an elegantly hooked nose, and curly, almost
frizzy, reddish hair. I found her breasts on the big and low side for a small
woman, but she bewitched me nonetheless. In her mid-to-late-twenties, she
immediately responded to me, too. Our eyes locked a few times, albeit
briefly. It took me several hours to remember where I had seen those yellow
eyes.
CASTRO’S RESIDENCE (October 1, 1997)
I dreamt I was visiting Castro’s residence, actually an entire town of wooden
houses painted in bright colors. A couple of friends were with me, but I am
not sure who they were. The place looked rather like Martha’s Vineyard, not
Havana. It was early in the morning or late in the afternoon on a sunny day,
and the glossy oil-paint made the entire place sparkle and shine. I remember a
narrow street with one- or two-story houses on both sides, one of which was
the place where Castro actually lived. It was painted ultramarine blue with
white trimmings. The house was empty—just like the street, indeed the whole
town—and the front door was open ajar. Attracted by an airy interior painted
white, we entered. The furniture was sparse and it was painted white, as well.
There was practically nothing on the walls, but I remember being surprised by
a large poster of a popular singer I could not imagine being to Castro’s taste.
Although we had not met a living soul anyplace on our visit, this struck me as
unusual only when I woke up.
FOUNTAIN (October 2, 1997)
As it is often the case, there is little I remember of the last night’s dream, but I
do remember a girl of twelve or at most thirteen who pursued me with the
determination of a bloody reptile. She was on the short side and of dark
complexion. Her reddish-brown hair was cropped short. It was her eyes I
remember best—large, dark, anxious, ferocious. The poor thing was
desperately in love with me, but I felt rather like her victim. She must have
been a daughter of some friends of ours. Lauren and I, together with Dorian
and perhaps Maya, must have been visiting her parents for a day or two. The
city itself I could not place, but it was definitely in Central Europe. One scene
I remember distinctly took place in a large square surrounded by gray
buildings. Lauren was giving breakfast to our children in a nearby outdoor
restaurant, and I was trying to write down our address for the amorous girl at
the counter of a tottering newspaper stand. Lauren was not to know, though.
The girl was to write to me secretly. Writing on a crumpled napkin with a
chewed-up ballpoint pen and glancing over my shoulder all the while, I
struggled to make myself legible, but in the end I realized I was writing in
Russian Cyrillic, which the girl could not understand. The scene suddenly
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shifted, as it can shift only in incoherent dreams. Now I was staring up the
girl’s little cunt spread open. A tiny black hole stared back at me blindly,
roundly. The scene shifted again, and I could see myself pulling the girl off
my prick just before I ejaculated. My prick appeared gargantuan by
comparison with her adolescent body. I held her in the air with both hands
wrapped around her slender waist. I remember seeing a fountain of thick
semen gushing upward and reaching just short of the girl’s suspended crotch.
I could see myself come, but I could not feel anything. I remember that I
immediately felt that something was unusual and wrong about my orgasm, and
that this something had nothing to do with my feeling of mortification at
having ravished a girl so young, no matter how determined and eager she had
been. I must have woken up soon afterwards.
THE WINDOW (October 4, 1997)
I was at a screening of a film made by a friend of mine. It was in black and
white.
I remember only the last sequence, which was speeded up
considerably. All one could see was a whitewashed wall in shade. It was
irregular in places, but it was otherwise featureless. One had a feeling the wall
was shot from a window in an alley or a narrow street. Then a patch of light
appeared from the upper-right corner of the screen and moved leftward and
downward as the sun hurtled across the sky. The shadow of the building in
which the camera was placed gradually retreated. Then a reflection of a
window appeared and started to move leftward and downward. The window
must have been someplace above the segment of the wall in front of the
camera, and its reflection must have bounced off another glass surface on the
building from which the wall was shot. Flag-like, it was divided horizontally
into two fields—the upper was as light as the sunlit part of the scene, and the
lower was about half as dark as the shade around it. It reminded me at first of
the Polish flag, but then I realized that my friend must have been referring to
my recent work related to entoptic forms. Then a dark, almost black, patch
appeared in the upper-right corner of the reflected window, suggesting
improbably that it was partly open and that all the light thus vanished into the
room beyond it. Throughout the time-lapse sequence, the edges of the shadow
and the reflection of the window remained strictly orthogonal, suggesting
immense care in filming and considerable intervention in the geometry of the
two buildings. At the end of the film the wall faded and vanished. When the
lights came up, I saw my friend walking toward me through the crowd, thus
confirming my guess about entoptic forms. He was roughly my age or slightly
older. On the pudgy side, he was starting to show a potbelly. He was balding,
too, but without a spot of gray hair. I also noticed that he wore khaki pants
and shirt made of the same material. Except for a pair of sharp eyes, his face
was quite bland. When I woke up I realized that I had never before seen that
face. Also, I realized that my initial impression that the last sequence was shot
in the late afternoon could not be correct; in fact, the movement of shadow and
light, which I could remember quite distinctly, indicated that the scene was
shot in the morning, when the sun was rising.
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A SCRAP (October 16, 1997)
Perhaps because of my reluctance to record it, a scrap of a dream has been
pursuing me for days. All I remember is that I was reading something
together with Lynne, Lauren’s father’s wife. Barefoot, we were standing next
to each other and holding together a large sheet of paper. All of a sudden I
realized that I was wearing only a robe that barely covered my privates, as
well as that I was starting to feel an erection. When I looked down, I saw the
shaft of my penis thicken and bulge out from under my robe. I woke up
mortified that Lynne would soon discover the commotion just under the sheet
we were holding.
MY TROUBLES WITH LAUREN (October 21, 1997)
I am hurrying down a winding pedestrian street crawling with people. It is
late afternoon or early evening. Returning from a meeting of some kind, I am
supposed to join Lauren and my parents, who are waiting for me at the square
at the end of the street. The town seems to be in Southern Europe, but most of
the buildings are clad in gray granite. I appear to know the place, although I
have never seen it before. Suddenly, I see Lauren and a handsome fellow her
age and height. They are walking up the street in my direction. He looks very
like Sandy Eisenstadt, a master’s student of mine from MIT, but his black,
kinky hair is longer and bushier. Sandy was somewhat taller, as well. There
is something quintessentially Jewish about the fellow, albeit in an Ivy League
sort of way. Lauren is bouncing around him and giggling, apparently trying to
humor and cajole him. It is clear they have been close for a long while, but
that they have just had a tiff. Stern, apparently eager to avoid her attentions,
he is thrusting forward through the crowd. Lauren is at first stunned and
embarrassed when she spots me, but she recovers almost instantly and makes a
motion to introduce me to the fellow. I pass by them without a word, and she
follows him up the winding street without further concern about me. When I
reach the town square, which is crowded, too, I immediately spot my parents.
They are sitting at a table in a small outdoor restaurant. My mother is wearing
a huge, colorful scarf on her head. The scarf is folded in a way vaguely
reminiscent of the headgear worn by the Maya women. My parents look
about ten years younger than they are now. A young woman I supposedly
know is with them, but upon waking I realize that I cannot place her. Perhaps
she looks a bit like a Pakistani student of mine from Northeastern. I wake up
as the three of them are getting up from the table and we are about to depart.
They are all in good spirits and obviously unaware of my troubles with
Lauren.
IN FACT (October 23, 1997)
I dreamt I was living in a large apartment with huge rooms and high ceilings.
The place was mine. A woman in her early forties was my lodger. She was
trim and she wore her hair short. There was something forbidding and
unapproachable about her. Another woman of rather similar looks and
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disposition would often stay with her. They looked like sisters. One evening
both my lodger and I were running a bath at the same time. Like the rest of
the apartment, the two enormous bathrooms were situated along a long,
gloomy corridor. I was a bit anxious that there would not be enough hot water
in the boiler for both of us, but I nevertheless continued running my own bath.
A Japanese colleague of mine was to take the bath with me. The bathtub was
quite large, easily accommodating two people. He was in front of me and was
about to step into the bath. We were naked. I remember his smooth, pale skin
and his black hair, but I do not remember his face. Already sporting a fine
erection, I was closing the door behind me. I was anticipating his reaction
when I would sit down in the bath opposite him and when he would discover
my hard-on. Feeling tingly between my legs, I felt sure he would not be
offended in the least. Actually, I expected him to lean over at once and reach
with his hand for my crotch. I could already feel his delicate touch. But
before I could join him in the bathtub, I heard the door of the other bathroom
open and then I saw my lodger come out naked and crouch in front of the
door. She appeared deranged. Her eyes shut tight, her face pinched with
choking rage, and her knees pressed firmly together, she gasped for air and
then screamed with all her might: “The water is cold!” Her scream woke me
up. My erection kept me up until morning, though. In fact, it is still with me.
Addendum (October 27, 1997)
I wrote this immediately after I woke up, but I did not have enough time to
polish it before the evening. The whole day I was anticipating the bliss of
returning to the vivid images in my dream. Like a schoolboy, I felt week in
my knees whenever I would remember my daring plans for the evening. I
retired to my room soon after dinner with my parents. Trembling with
excitement, I took off my clothes and sat cross-legged in front of my
computer. The moment I returned to the sentence introducing my Japanese
colleague, my cracking erection returned, too. My cock was literally bonehard, and it stayed that way until I finished polishing my piece some forty-five
minutes later. By that time, a flick or two with my expert fingers were enough
to reward my patient prick, and I came most sweetly. My colleague’s hand
was still warm in my own.
THE TORAH (November 2, 1997)
I dreamt we lived in an apartment building not unlike the one in Cambridge,
Massachusetts, where Lauren and I had lived for a year before moving to
England. When I returned home one afternoon, the front stairs were gone.
They had collapsed earlier that day, but the rubble was already cleared.
Together with others who were coming home after work, I had to clamber
over some wobbly crates and stacks of old window frames to reach the lobby.
Before I could take off my coat, there was a ring at the door of our apartment.
It was four people I knew quite well. Some were from the university and
others from professional groups to which I belonged. All of them had already
been at our place on one or more occasions, but they were not quite friends.
However, when I woke up later on, I could not identify any of them. Anyway,
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the fellow in front walked past me without a word of greeting and motioned to
the others: “It’s in the conservatory.” They followed him silently, but the last
one slowed down, pointed toward their leader with his chin, and mumbled
almost apologetically: “One thing you can be sure about, he knows what he is
doing.” At first I thought their visit had to do with the collapsed stairs. They
were building experts, after all. Whatever there was to be inspected in the
conservatory was somehow related to the stairs. But a moment later I started
to feel anxious. Perhaps I—or Lauren, or maybe our children—have done
something, or failed to do something we were supposed to do, and thus
contributed to the incident? In a flash I realized what these people were about,
though. The collapse of the stairs was coincidental; they were here because of
a drawing—a piece of computer graphics—of mine hanging in the
conservatory. Actually, this drawing hangs in the bathroom attached to our
bedroom in London, but it has moved in the dream to a more public place,
where more people could see it. All the visitors were Jewish, I realized, and
my drawing was considered by their leader to be antisemitic in sentiment. It
was so stark, so strong, so dark, that it appeared dangerous to the point of
being illicit. As soon as all this became clear to me, as soon as I figured out
the reason for this inspection, I hastened to join them and explain everything
to them. They were very much mistaken about my drawing, of course. In
fact, it was inspired by a photograph of an old synagogue someplace in India,
where I saw several framed pieces of text—presumably from the Torah—
hanging under glass high up on the walls. They were powerful, too. And they
could not possibly be antisemitic, could they? But then I realized they would
not listen to me. As I was already told, they thought the fellow leading them
knew what he was doing. Indeed, even mentioning the Torah could not but
get me into trouble. Besides, my drawing contained not only text but images actually, images of things I did not understand. Even the text, if it was indeed
text, I did not understand. I had not a clue about my drawing. All this was
suspect and there was no way to explain anything so murky to people intent on
finding evidence of antisemitic sentiments. Once accused, I realized, I was
lost. The dread and foreboding of what was to follow ultimately woke me up.
THE PRINCIPAL’S WIFE (November 6, 1997)
I dreamt that I was teaching in a private school housed in a large family home
with a huge garden in the back. The principal of the school was a poised but
domineering man in his early sixties. His much younger wife was confined to
a wheelchair. She was an immensely kind and benevolent person. I vaguely
remember that she was somehow related to the house itself—most likely her
inheritance and dowry. One sunny afternoon many people came for a lecture
by someone important visiting the school. Perhaps it was an alumnus who had
done well in life. The event started with drinks in the garden, which was
dazzlingly green on the occasion. I remember going into the house at some
point to check how the preparations for the lecture were proceeding. At that
very moment our visitor arrived, and I went back to the garden to gently usher
everyone into the lecture hall. When I noticed that our principal’s wife was
left alone in the garden, I went to her and offered my help. She was sitting in
a large armchair, and her wheelchair was by her side. She smiled at me
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thankfully and asked me to send to her rescue another fellow, the principal’s
most trusted man, who normally took care of her needs. She referred to him
by his last name—something like Brixton. I remember that he had curly
brown hair and that he wore round gold-rimmed glasses. He had an air of
efficiency about him and was always running about with great determination
and zeal. I explained to the principal’s wife that Brixton, if that was indeed
his name, was already engaged with our speaker and that I would be most
happy to help her myself into the wheel-chair. She consented with a big smile
and delicately extended her arms toward me. She was to hold me by my neck
as I was to lift her up under her arms and above her knees, and as I was to
lower her into her wheelchair, which was quite low to the ground. Actually, it
looked more like an elongated wheelbarrow than a wheelchair. While I was
holding her in my arms, I realized that she had a lovely body, which I had
never noticed before. She wore a rather light and skimpy dress of vibrant
colors—predominantly ultramarine blue with red and yellow patches. Her
bare arms and legs were exquisitely shaped. Suddenly a question formed in
my mind: how would one make love to her? What would one need to do to
please her? Does our principal pay her any attention in bed? When I was
finished transferring her into the wheelchair, she asked me to bring her some
water. She did so a shade too abruptly, without a kind word or a smile to
soften her command. I was unexpectedly stung by her tone, which I could not
imagine a woman of her generosity and kindness would use even with
domestic servants, and especially after such an intimate moment, but my
thoughts immediately shifted to Brixton. How does she treat him? What does
she normally want of him? Are they closer than the rest of us think? I left her
in search of a glass of water. It took me a few seconds to find a pitcher of cold
water which sparkled in the sunlight, but then I went around the garden in an
ever more desperate search for a clean glass. Dirty glasses were strewn
everywhere about the grass. They were all bearing traces of something like
milk or maybe icecream. In the end I went into the house and discovered that
the lecture had already started. But all the glasses I could find in the house
were dirty, as well. I woke up as I started to panic about my hopeless attempt
to help the principal’s wife quench her untimely thirst.
UNEXPECTED LINKS (November 21, 1997)
I have been dreaming a lot lately, but my dreams have been evaporating by the
morning. The only thing I remember from the last night is peculiar. The
world in which I was living was exercised by discoveries of unexpected links
between perception and reality. For instance, if one’s head is lifted from a
horizontal to a vertical position, the visual field twirls around its center
immediately upon the shift in position. Also, if one is looking out of a moving
train, everything seems to be going backwards immediately after the train
stops. The discoveries I dreamt about had to do with the effect of phenomena
such as these on the world around us. In other words, it was found that the
world actually twirls, moves backward, and the like under the impact of our
perception. Be that as it may, when I woke up I discovered I had a twisted
knee.
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ZDENKA (November 26, 1997)
I was pushing a cart full of baggage through a crowded international airport. I
was late. I was rushing to the gate, where Lauren and the kids were to join
me. Our trip was a part of a long and arduous dream I have forgotten by the
morning. The only thing I recall in sharp detail is an encounter in the
shopping area of the airport. A woman walking toward me exchanged a few
animated words with another woman walking in front of me. Both of them
continued on their way without stopping. It was clear they were traveling
together but had different shopping interests. My eyes locked on the face of
the woman walking toward me. She wore heavy makeup suggesting a light
suntan. Her wavy hair was dyed the color of pale gold. Her makeup and hair
color matched poorly—they were too close together. In her late forties or
early fifties, her lower jaw and her neck were getting heavy, beefy. But her
face was familiar, and especially her slanting eyes and her refined nose. She,
too, looked at me—at first with interest and then with a dash of distress. Only
when she was already behind me I realized this was Darja—my first wife, as it
were. The confusing thing was that the features I had recognized were those
of her mother, Zdenka. In fact, it was Zdenka I had recognized in Darja. This
must have been the reason why Darja was disturbed when our eyes met.
Perhaps she had recognized my father in me, as well. And this was why
neither of us had stopped upon recognizing each other.
Addendum (January 24, 2013)
Almost every morning at the Kolding Caffe in Zagreb, I now hear Ray
Charles’ song that Darja and I considered our own in the Sixties. “I can’t stop
loving you,” the women in the blind singer’s background keep intoning. The
song invariably reminds me of my first wife, Darja, for this is how I have been
thinking of her the last few decades, but its message has a dreamlike quality
that also reminds me of her mother, Zdenka. And the love I feel also smacks
of a dream, for it is directed to my beloved, my fourth and last wife. My love
has shifted so many times over many a decade, but it is still the same love, as
it were. Only the wives have changed, including Elise and Lauren, my second
and third. Feeling ever-so-slightly awkward each time I hear the song, for I
would hate to cheat on my beloved in any way imaginable, I relish the words
in the background: “I can’t stop loving you…”
UPLIFTING (December 4, 1997)
I dreamt I brought a copy of my Residua to a friend in Thailand. I presented
the book to him when I came to the gate of his palace, which contained or
adjoined a large temple. We went for a walk through a lush countryside in the
company of many people, presumably from the palace and the temple. The
luminaries were clad in magnificent silk robes. An army of servants carried
silk baldachins of marvelous shapes and colors. When we returned to the
palace, I wanted to show my book to someone from this colorful party. I
found it in a large vitrine under a wide and low canopy next to the gate. While
we were on our walk, the book’s binding was cut off with precision and care,
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leaving the covers and all the pages separate, and the text was masked in black
ink everywhere except on pages or passages of religious significance. The ink
masking, applied in a quick and fluid hand, was quite beautiful. The covers
were carefully sealed where the binding was cut off, and the whole was tied
into a neat bundle. The other objects in the vitrine were all of religious nature.
Seeing my book thus transformed was an uplifting experience.
HURT (December 6, 1997)
Our friend Goran Djordjević was staying with us in London. One day I heard
him tell Lauren that Maya had just slapped him. “She is more complex now,”
he said seriously. It was clear from his voice that he felt ever-so-slightly hurt.
At the moment, I was a floor or two below them. I started walking up the
stairs to give him a hug, but I woke up before I could reach him. Lauren and I
were taking a nap this afternoon because Maya had kept us up all night. She
was impossible.
ANOINTING (December 22, 1997)
I dreamt I was holding in my left hand a sticky ball the consistency and
appearance of overcooked rice. It was my semen, presumably collected and
partially dried over a long period of time. With my right hand I was pinching
small morsels of the stuff and smearing it over the three little icons I always
take on my travels. The largest of the three is the size of a postcard, and the
two smaller ones are the size of old-fashioned matchboxes. They all contain
my compositions and symbols. I was anointing the holy images.
BIRTHDAY PARTY (December 23, 1997)
Some four months ahead of time, I dreamt it was my fifty-second birthday.
Faintly aware of time, I was confused about my early birthday, but I accepted
the verdict. Soon after I woke up Dorian broached the subject of my age.
“Dad,” he asked, “are you fifty-two?” I explained I was still fifty-one. Had
he been at my birthday party last night?
TREES (January 6, 1998)
I dreamt of huge apes living in artificial trees made of steel and glass. There
were three or four “leaves” on each tree. Each leaf was the shape of a small
hang-glider. They were flat and smooth with rounded edges. The glass was
dark, almost black, like the steel members supporting it. I remember watching
one male ape smear an entire leaf with his urine, presumably to mark his
territory. Between his hind legs and his bottom there was much floppy skin,
which he would use to smear all the edges of the leaf. Under the ape’s weight,
his tree rocked and swayed gently.
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FLOODED (February 2, 1998)
I dreamt we were living in another huge apartment laid out along an infinite
corridor. The corridor was covered with ceramic tiles. I returned home one
dreary morning and found the corridor flooded. The bathroom door was open.
Lauren was sitting in the bathtub and spraying herself with a hand-held
shower. Water splashed and splattered everywhere. The bathroom floor was
flooded as well. Though fully aware of the precarious balance between us, I
could not contain my anger: “How is it possible that you do not see what you
are doing?!” She looked around in sullen surprise. Then I closed the
bathroom door and shuffled away in despair.
THE LION (February 28, 1998)
I am in a city that looks mostly like Belgrade but a bit like Cairo, too. It is
early evening and the streets are empty except for sparse traffic. I am pushing
in front of me a sturdy wooden box or crate on rollers. It is empty. It reaches
up to my navel, and it is roughly as wide and long as it is high. I reach a street
that slopes down and I hitch a ride on my crate by leaning over it and lifting
my feet off the ground. Glancing back, I see the silhouettes of two young men
a block or two behind me. So as not to be overtaken by them, I let the crate
build some speed down the street. The street is quite steep at this point. As
the crate trundles ever faster, I have to slow it down with my feet. When I
reach the bottom of the street, which veers sharply to the left, the crate careens
off the sidewalk and into the street, where several cars are waiting at the red
light. I scamper back on the sidewalk and push my crate along another street.
This one is level. It is getting darker. I suddenly see a lion lying under some
scruffy trees at the corner of another street. As soon as he hears me
approaching, he lifts his huge head and looks at me. I push my crate faster
and along the other side of the street. The lion gets up on his feet. He is not in
a hurry, though. As I pass by the spot, I see out of the corner of my eye that
the lion slumps back on the ground. He is not really interested in me. He goes
back to sleep and I wake up.
WOOD AND MARBLE (March 8, 1998)
I was checking out of a posh hotel on my way to the airport.
Characteristically for a good number of my dreams, I forgot something in my
room. I dashed to the elevator and squeezed into it with two overweight
business people and a middle-aged attendant. The fellow looked Italian and
the other two appeared to be German or Dutch. Though small, the elevator
was flooded with bright light to the advantage of superb wood and marble
paneling. The elevator attendant and the two business people chatted jovially
as we were going up. Hurried, I kept to myself. By the time we reached my
floor, the elevator had transformed into a taxi. As the ex-elevator-attendant
was opening the door for me, it crossed my mind that I did not have any
money on me to pay the fare. I left all my things at the reception. The taxi
driver smiled amiably when he noticed my embarrassment and waved his hand
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to indicate that payment was not necessary—the ride was a part of the hotel
service. I noticed that the taxi door was clad in exquisite wood and marble
just like the elevator. I woke up before I reached my room.
PLASTIC BAG (April 6, 1998)
I dreamt I was walking along a street and eating out of a big plastic bag. My
method of eating was strange even for a dream. I would reach into the bag for
a morsel of Lebanese food, which I bought in a take-away restaurant along the
way, and then I would put the bag down on the pavement and continue
walking. When I would finish chewing what I took out of the bag, I would
return for it and repeat the cycle. Walking and eating this way I arrived to a
park in the center of the city, which turned out to be Brussels. I remember
walking around a garden wall covered with ivy and seeing through a tall arch
an ample square with a huge church or maybe theater of elaborate architecture
combining medieval and modern features. On one side of the building there
were enormous and elaborately decorated brick arches that leaned over the
square at an angle of forty-five degrees. But then I noticed a policeman or a
soldier walking suspiciously around my plastic bag, which I left on the path
some way behind me. He was a couple of steps above me, like on a stage.
The policeman wore beige riding pants, black knee-high boots, and a waistlength maroon jacket, but he had no hat or cap on him. His hair was black and
wavy. When I first spotted him, he was about to poke with his boot into my
bag. Both of his legs bent in the knee, he stood on one leg and extended the
other as far as he could, looking a bit like a dancer because of his pointed foot
and his balancing act. “That’s food,” I shouted in poor French. He waited for
me to approach him, and then he picked up the bag and brought it to my car,
which was parked right in the middle of the park a few steps from where I left
the bag. It was some kind of all-terrain vehicle. The policeman opened a back
door and placed my bag on a back seat. I remember noticing that the two front
seats were piled high with things and covered with a neatly-folded but tattered
carpet. The car looked well-worn but in good shape. I myself was surprised
that this was my car, but I accepted the fact without much ado. I woke up just
as the policeman opened my bag and reached into it cautiously with his right
hand.
FOURSOME (April 8, 1998)
We were in a large and complex house with irregularly shaped rooms, and a
multitude of glass walls looking onto lush foliage and several small swimming
pools. There was something quintessentially Californian about the place. It
was clear this used to be an exquisite house, but there were many signs that it
had not been cared for properly for years. There were four of us in the house:
Lauren and myself, one of Lauren’s ex-boyfriends, presumably Tom, and our
friend, Elvan. However, Lauren looked very much like Elise, and I felt quite
cold toward her. In my dream she was “the wife.” I was focusing on Elvan,
but she paid me little attention. I remember only a couple of scenes from this
dream. In the first I saw Lauren, that is, Elise, stretched out on a carpeted
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floor. She was naked and her legs were spread wide apart. Tom was licking
her. He pointed his tongue, which seemed quite long and stiff, and pushed it
as deep into her cunt as he could. His tongue was going in and out
methodically, deliberately, as in slow motion. As I walked past I thought that
this could not give Lauren or Elise that much pleasure, because Tom’s tongue
could not reach very deep, but that it must be a joy for him to feel the inside of
the cunt in this fashion. In the other scene I went out of the house to join
Elvan, who a minute earlier went out to take a swim in one of the adjoining
pools. It was already dark, but the air was balmy. As I approached the pool, I
saw that Elvan had pulled down the top part of her one-piece swimming suit,
but I could not see her smallish breasts too well in the light coming from the
house. She pulled her swimming suit up as soon as she saw me coming,
which surprised and hurt me a little. I waded into the pool in my shorts, Tshirt, and sandals. I woke up just as I was trying to embrace Elvan, who
remained disappointingly distant and non-committal although not unfriendly.
The last thing I remember is the reflection of the dim light from the house on
her wet and slippery chest.
ASSHOLES (April 19, 1998)
It was not my day, but the main problem with my lecture was not that I was
incoherent or boring, but that the room in which I was teaching was enormous
and crowded with students of all ages. Some were in their twenties, and some
in their fifties, sitting in little clumps generally divided by age. I was
straining, but my voice could not conquer the space. The students became
restless; then they started whispering among themselves; and they ended up by
talking loudly and laughing as though they were not in a classroom but a bar.
After a while I became infuriated by their behavior. I remember approaching
a group of older people who would not pay me any attention and shouting at
them with all my might. As they still treated me with utter disdain, I lifted a
long desk by one side and banged it against the floor. Only gradually the
hubbub subsided and the whole room turned toward me. I railed at them for a
while and then kicked them out of the room. I was ranting and raving as they
were walking out of the door. The last thing I remember before I woke up was
that I was standing in the corridor by the classroom door and shouting after
them: “Assholes!”
MOTHER EARTH (May 14, 1998)
I dreamt of copulation with Mother Earth, an ancient and venerable rite. I
saw, as though in a film about an animal in its cozy burrow, a very long penis
sliding over eggs lying on top of chunks of succulent red meat in a snug hole
in the ground. Later on, young cheese and honey were added for lubrication.
The rite required that the eggs be broken with the head of the penis just before
ejaculation, so that semen would mix with the yolk before oozing onto the
tender meat.
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AYLA’S MOTHER (July 19, 1998)
I dreamt that in the upcoming book of the Earth’s Children series Ayla meets a
man who had once on a journey met her mother and her people, and who had
recognized her in Ayla. I immediately thought of letting Jean Auel know
about this encounter, but then I realized that she might have written about it
already.
WELL (August 3, 1998)
The first night in the mountains I dreamt I jumped into a deep and wide well.
I remember its smooth, glistening sides. They were yellowish-gray in color.
A scream woke me up, but I am almost sure it was not my scream. I think it
came from above, that is, from the mouth of the well. I tried to commit the
details of my jump to memory, but they vanished by the morning.
LOVING (August 6, 1998)
As I was falling asleep last night I caught a glimpse of Lauren and Elise
embraced in bed. They were naked. Lauren was presumably comforting
Elise, whose mother is dying from a nasty cancer. My dick instantly saluted
my two wives and loving sisters.
BAG THEORY (August 13, 1998)
I dreamt I went to a seminar on the so-called bag or sack theory, a new field
purporting to explain many complex phenomena. According to the theory,
dynamic processes can be modeled as multidimensional bags or sacks that can
bend and fold while preserving the enclosure, but the seminar was dedicated to
some problems of their tearing or even exploding. Just before the seminar
there was a cocktail party, and many fashionable people were there, but at the
seminar itself there were less than ten people. An old and distinguished
professor who contributed a lot to the theory was leading the seminar. A
colleague and friend of mine, John Raftery, was at the seminar, as well. The
last thing I remember of the dream is that I was surprised at John’s mastery of
the bag theory. He discussed its higher reaches with greatest ease, while I
struggled to follow the thrust of the argument.
PRESSING (August 28, 1998)
I dreamt I was staying with some friends in a large apartment divided by
sundry partitions and curtains into many cozy spots where many others were
staying. It appeared we were all artists visiting the town for some art event.
Mattresses, futons, and bedding would be everywhere in the evening. There
were two large cats in this apartment. They were both striped like little tigers
and they were roughly twice the size of domestic cats. Their foreheads were
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bulging forward in an unusual way. One of the cats was aloof and the other
was friendly. I remember scratching its forehead. It was the size of my hand.
Its fur was short and soft, and yet tough. The cat was lying on its side. Its
eyes closed in delight, it was pressing its forehead against my hand. At some
point it put its large paw against my hand and pressed hard to show me it
wanted to be petted with greater vigor. I could feel its powerful paw and its
scratchy claws. The cat could rip my hand apart in a few seconds, but I felt at
ease in its clutches.
MOTHS (September 11, 1998)
I dreamt a large number of moths had hatched on a wall of a house where
Lauren and I were staying. They appeared to be of the same kind but of
varying sizes. Some were huge. There were a few that were a foot long, but
there was one that was human size. When it came out of its cocoon, it looked
like an old Portuguese peasant woman. It waddled away without taking any
notice of us. Later on that day we got a call from Lauren’s brother Greg and
his wife Regina. The moth went all the way to Paris to let them know of the
happy event. Greg and Regina called to congratulate us on the hatching.
RESISTING (September 17, 1998)
I was strolling through a city very like Belgrade with a young woman. I am
not sure who she was, but we knew each other quite well. We were talking
about architecture and urban design. Our talk was quite serious, but I
remember holding her hand while pointing at a detail on a building that
attracted our interest. Our hands stayed together a while longer. In fact, we
were riveted to the same spot for some time so as not to break the spell. I also
remember a cobblestone street where we stopped to see an interesting
architectural design, and where I was attempting to reach under her long robe
from behind. She was not stopping me, but she would wriggle away whenever
I would manage to touch her bare crotch with the tips of my fingers. All the
while I was trying to explain to her that successful design projects must not
only be easy to photograph, but that they must show their essence in the
starkest black-and-white picture reduced to an icon. I was either having
difficulty expressing this simple thought or she kept resisting it together with
my roving hand. Just before I woke up a middleaged man passed by us but
did not pay us any attention. At the time we were lying on our bellies on the
street in a huge pile of fresh bedding.
BOZA (September 18, 1998)
I found myself in a tiny teahouse on a busy street someplace in Iran,
Afghanistan, or maybe one of the neighboring ex-Soviet countries, but
definitely a place I have never visited in waking life. The men around me
were friendly, but it was clear that they could turn unfriendly without warning.
Tall, burly, even chubby, they all had dark curly hair and funny teeth. Their
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ever-so-slightly dark faces and hands were sweaty and oily. They wore coarse
clothing and a variety of exotic headgear including small turbans. The
teahouse was packed. In a roofed space behind a makeshift counter there
stood four or five men, and at the small table where I was sitting there were
three or four. The grimy table abutted the counter. A small and silent crowd
gathered around us because of me, an obvious and uneasy stranger.
After a long and awkward silence, the man sitting on the other side of the table
asked me in broken English what I wanted to drink. It was on him, he
explained proudly, his head raised high for everyone to see. All eyes turned to
me. Everyone was beaming happily in expectation of my wishes. I thought
for a while and started to say what I wanted when the man jumped in:
“Boza?” That was exactly what I had in mind, but I could not figure out how
he had surmised it. “Yes,” I said as though his guess was most natural, “that is
the drink I liked best when I was little.” It was made from fermented corn. Of
Turkish origin, the boza in Belgrade was quite different than the boza I had in
Istanbul last year, where it was more like icecream than a drink. At any rate, a
man behind the counter shook his head. He had no boza. I thought some
more and came up with the obvious solution: I asked for tea. The men around
me beamed with satisfaction. Tea was available.
The next part of the dream I do not remember too well, but I know that I went
to a pharmacy in the same town. There I spoke Slovene with a woman who
appeared quite concerned if not upset when I told her that I grew up in
Belgrade. I hastened to add solicitously that I had lived most of my adult life
in the United States and United Kingdom. Before I woke up I had to drink a
few drops of some kind of tonic diluted in water. This was offered to me in a
large glass. I remember that the water came out of a water-cooler that seemed
to be American. The last thing that is still fresh on my mind is that the water
was deliciously cold.
MY VERY FIRST GIRLFRIEND (September 21, 1998)
I dreamt that I met my very first girlfriend, that is, my first-grade flame from
Belgrade. Olga Brankovan was her name. We must have been six or seven.
In my dream she wore gold-rimmed glasses. The frames were very thin and
quite elegant. Her hair was combed back over her forehead and held by a
clasp at the back of her head, just like it was in school. It was short, too,
barely covering her ears, and somewhat lighter in color than I remembered it.
In my dream it was light brown, but I think it was almost black when we were
kids. In her early fifties, she would be dyeing her hair, I suppose. Her long
nose was as prominent as ever. Olga was trim, she looked rather good, and
she smiled a great deal, perhaps because I was gawking at her, but she lacked
that something that makes a woman.
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EARS (September 25, 1998)
I was standing in front of the bathroom sink and drinking water out of a heavy
glass when I heard the patter of my girlfriend’s feet. I put the glass into
another, identical one, which was sitting on a white porcelain shelf above the
sink, and I went to the bathroom door. My girlfriend was coming toward me
wrapped from head to toe in towels. I reached for her and hugged her. The
towels were still damp. Then I noticed that her body stiffened a bit, as though
she did not recognize my embrace. When I looked up, I realized that even her
face was covered with a towel. Sticking out of it on top of her head there was
a pair of long, pink, fleshy, pig ears.
CARESSING (September 28, 1998)
I was in some kind of train with a friend of mine. Perhaps it was the
underground. He was sitting to my right, and I was resting my head in his lap.
In fact, I was resting my head on the wrist of my right hand, which was in his
lap, as well. As he was naked below the belt, my fingers rested on his penis,
which was wedged between his thighs. It was the size and shape of my own.
We were sitting in such a way that no-one in the crowded train could see what
I was doing. As I was caressing him, he became fully erect. I remember
thinking that I should stop because our station could not be too far. His penis
shrunk a little, but I woke up before the train reached our destination.
IN PRAISE OF FRIENDSHIP (October 13, 1998)
I found myself in a huge but cozy kitchen. It was early afternoon, and some
sunlight managed to come in through the dense foliage in the garden and
through the many mullions of kitchen windows to my left. I was sitting at one
corner of a thick, wooden table laden with fruits and vegetables in the manner
of Dutch genre paintings. In fact, the entire kitchen was in the same manner.
I was preparing some kind of meal for a big bash that evening. Barbara Verlič
or Binka, my old friend from Ljubljana, soon joined me, but she installed
herself in the adjoining room, also a part of the kitchen. For a while we
bantered freely through the open door, but we sat in such a way that we could
not see each other. We felt we could speak our minds and we relished our
unfettered friendship. At some point I started wondering why she preferred to
stay so far away from me, and concluded that there was more sunlight coming
through the windows in her part of the kitchen. When I got up to see what
Binka was up to, I found her sitting on a chair next to another, somewhat
smaller, table piled up with food. Stark naked, she was facing the windows.
Indeed, the spot where she was sitting was flooded with sunlight. Between her
thighs she had a wooden bowl. She was preparing the salad for that evening’s
party. Binka was beautiful in the shifting green light streaming through the
windows. Sitting erect in her chair, her entire body appeared white, pale,
almost translucent. Her breasts were perfect, her belly was tucked in and tight
as a drum. She looked like she might have looked in her late teens or early
twenties, when she was still a dancer, years before I actually met her in 1975.
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“Goodness gracious,” I said jovially and walked up to her, “we have a real
beauty here!” Without hesitation, I placed my right hand on her left shoulder
and reached with my left hand for her crotch. She did not protest. I shoved
my hand all the way under her, feeling her smooth, silky folds. We were just
friends and she was completely dry. Unusually, this made me happy. Then I
noticed that Binka’s pubic hair was shaved clean, but in its place there was a
large, thick, and irregular coffee stain. It looked indelible, permanent.
Alarmed by the stain or by the pain it must have caused, I woke up.
THE PRESIDENT (October 14, 1998)
I was strolling through the grounds of an enormous industrial concern with
Roberto Pietroforte, at first a student of mine, and then a friend and colleague
from MIT. I remember many walls—some hastily erected and flimsy, and
some built to last. Between the walls and through the cracks in them we
would sometimes spy factory buildings, huge machines out in the open, roads,
and railway tracks. Having walked through this maze for quite a while, we
came to a small square formed by the walls. Spotting some symmetry in the
layout of the square, we discovered an entrance at one end. It was carefully
designed and built. Above the entrance there was a large television display
unit showing the lobby beyond the front door. Across the screen there was a
big sign in yellow lettering: “The President.” A man appeared on the screen
and I waved toward him: “Ah, the President!” But it was a liveried porter and
he opened the door for Roberto and me. “We would like to shake the
President’s hand,” I proceeded garrulously, and the porter nodded in
agreement. But before we could come in we had to be checked by the security
people. A man dressed in a shiny black uniform came toward us with some
kind of apparatus hanging over his shoulder. It looked like a cross between a
television camera and a machine-gun. The man poked this gadget in our
direction and was soon satisfied. However, yet another man came out to
check us out. He appeared to be badly deformed and was squashed to the
ground like a crab, but he propelled himself with ease on some kind of
platform with rollers. An elongated apparatus similar to the first one was
strapped to his right arm, and a white cat with long fur was strapped to his left
hand. Both the apparatus and the cat appeared to be sniffing at us. Having
passed all the checks, we were ceremoniously ushered inside by the porter.
“The President will be with you shortly,” he explained. He could not tell us
how long we would have to wait, though. The President was a busy man, we
learned. The room in which we were asked to wait had three or four beds,
apparently for the personnel guarding the residence. I remember that the
blankets were terracotta red, while the walls were dark-green. On the walls
around the room there hung flat cardboard masks looking vaguely African.
We knew that they were a part of an ongoing advertising campaign by this
industrial giant. Before I woke up, I remember that Roberto and I crawled
into two of the beds. It was a bit chilly, and both of us covered ourselves up to
our chins. We were ready for a long wait and a snooze.
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DECLARATION OF LOVE (October 20, 1998)
I dreamt that Lauren and I had written and signed a declaration of love setting
down the principles that would govern our life together. We were ecstatic
about it. As the night progressed, I was increasingly aware of the
impossibility of remembering the contents of this document by the time I
would become fully awake. I was thus repeating its first line over and over
again: “We, Lauren and Ranko...” By the morning I realized the text was
modeled on the Declaration of Independence.
ROMEO AND JULIET (October 27, 1998)
I dreamt that I read in a Croatian newspaper about trials and tribulations of
two old friends, a theater director and an actor, both stars, one Serb and
another Croat, who put up someplace on the Adriatic coast a superb
interpretation of Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet. The show was staged on a
miraculous boat that the director had built for the actor. The newspaper article
I read was very much about that boat, which ultimately either sank or
disappeared under suspicious circumstances. I remember a hazy black-andwhite photograph of the director and the actor sitting a few places apart at a
long dinner table. The director looked a bit like young Marx—balding,
bearded, and pudgy—but the actor was a handsome tall fellow with a bush of
black curly hair.
THE SEAGULL’S CONDITIONS (October 31, 1998)
Four or five of us were sitting around the Salon table and talking about art. I
think we were asking ourselves why there was something called British art
when there was nothing called British mathematics or British economics.
Then the walls of the Salon dissolved and vanished. We found ourselves on a
terrace surrounded by a low parapet. We were so high up that we could not
see anything around us. The sky was very blue, but there were a few white
clouds in it. A small cloud came very close to the terrace and a seagull
floated out of it. It, too, looked like a fluffy cloud. The bird was asleep. It
was floating in the air, but it was also slowly dropping toward us. Judging by
its beak, it was a seagull, but it was the size of a goose. The bird’s head was
resting on its back. When it was close to the parapet wall, I got up to catch it.
I put one hand underneath the bird, and the other on top of it, but just before I
actually took hold of it, it woke up and looked at me. The bird’s eyes were
dog-like: trusting, earnest, and yellow. They were big, too. It appeared to be
interested in us, and it appeared to be well disposed toward us. “I would be
happy to help you,” it said or communicated in some other way, “but only
under the following conditions...” I either woke up before the seagull gave its
conditions, or I forgot them after I woke up.
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FEAR AND LOATHING (November 1, 1998)
I was working as a hand in a big movie production. Shooting took place on a
farm someplace in the rolling hills of Central Europe. Together with another
hand, I was working in a small yard attached to an old barn. Holding hands,
the two of us jumped up and down in the yard, which was covered with
compacted earth. Wearing heavy boots, we were coming down very hard and
ever harder. I am not sure why we were doing this, but the earth shook
underneath us. Alarmed by the thumping and quaking, rats started running
away from the barn. One after another, they would leap down through a high
door way above the ground, and then scamper in a file to a large wooden door
in the fence running around the yard. The rats were of many different colors
and shades: brown, black, and ginger with pink bellies and paws. When they
would reach the door, they would plunge headlong into a hole between the
door and the fence, which they must have made over the years for their own
purposes. I remember seeing and hearing their little bodies banging against
the fence and the door as they scurried away in panic. I carried a long and
crooked branch, with which I tried to hit the rats, but without any success.
But then two other creatures leaped down from the barn door. It was hard to
tell what they were, but they seemed to be miscarriages of some kind or
abominations produced by crossbreeding of different domestic animals. The
size of small cats, they were so dark brown that they appeared black at first
glance. Both of them were covered with long, curly, and matted fur. As they
scuttled away, it was difficult to figure out where their heads or tails were, or
how many legs they had. Brandishing my branch, I went after them as they
retreated toward the fence. In spite of their untold deformities, the two
creatures avoided my blows with grotesque skill. Before I woke up I worked
myself into a real state, slamming my branch down with ever-greater zeal.
Besides the fear and loathing of the two animals, I started feeling real anger,
even rage, as I went after them without any success. Even in the dream I was
surprised by the intensity of my ire directed at the hapless creatures.
TOMMY (November 4, 1998)
I dreamt that my cousin Tommy—who now lives in London, and whom I see
quite often—could be my son. His mother’s mother and my father’s mother
were sisters. I was twenty-two when he was born. Thus, it is technically
possible that he is mine. But only technically, of course. I dreamt that I once
hugged his mother and that my erect penis was just touching her crotch as it
stretched up her bare legs. I remember being surprised about this, for she was
much shorter than me. In other words, she would have to have had very long
legs and very short torso for this superimposition of our bodies to be
conceivable. Besides, I am almost sure she wore underpants. The head of my
penis was definitely not touching pubic hair but some kind of material.
Anyway, this elusive contact between our genitals was the only basis for the
claim that Tommy was my son, but I still took it seriously in my dream. I was
as mortified before I woke up as I was contrite afterwards.
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EXPLAINING (November 9, 1998)
I dreamt I was explaining to a young man the pros and cons of studying in the
UK and US. He was studying chemistry in the UK and for some reason he felt
the system here was much better than in the US. I was going through his
arguments point by point when I woke up. At the time we were walking
through a large cobblestone courtyard toward a gate leading to a bustling
street. To the left of the gate was either the porter or a newspaper and tobacco
kiosk. A very tall wall towered above the kiosk and the gate. I think I could
hear streetcars out there. At any rate, I felt sorry for myself when I woke up. I
deserve better dreams.
LAUREN AND BOBBIE (November 10, 1998)
We were living next door to Bobbie Entwistle. Judging from the identical,
two-story houses, we were someplace in America. I saw Bobbie in front of
her house as I was climbing up a steep lawn. From the basement of our house,
which was to the left, I could hear one opera, and from the basement of
Bobbie’s house I could hear another. She explained that Marko was listening
to the music in our house and that Lauren was doing the same in hers. It was
obvious from Bobbie’s demeanor that Lauren was pissed at me about
something. Bobbie was pissed at me, too. Characteristically, she shared
Lauren’s feelings about me. On my way to her basement, I could hear the
music clearly. It was Mozart, but I could not recognize the opera. A male and
a female voice were intertwined in a dramatic moment. High-pitched brass
instruments provided the background. Played very loudly, the music was
magical. I woke up before I reached the basement and learned what the fuss
was about.
UNEXPECTED LINKS (November 21, 1997)
I have been dreaming a lot lately, but my dreams have been evaporating by the
morning. The only thing I remember from the last night is peculiar. The
world in which I was living was exercised by discoveries of unexpected links
between perception and reality. For instance, if one’s head is lifted from a
horizontal to a vertical position, the visual field twirls around its center
immediately upon the shift in position. Also, if one is looking out of a moving
train, everything seems to be going backwards immediately after the train
stops. The discoveries I dreamt about had to do with the effect of phenomena
such as these on the world around us. In other words, it was found that the
world actually twirls, moves backward, and the like under the impact of our
perception. Be that as it may, when I woke up I discovered I had a twisted
knee.
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SLIDING (December 3, 1998)
I woke up in an apartment that immediately reminded me of Cambridge,
Massachusetts. Actually, I was not fully awake yet, but was intermittently
aware of what was going on around me. I was lying on a thin futon, or
perhaps a sleeping bag. Two young men with disheveled hair were walking
around, collecting things and packing them. They were apparently getting
ready to leave. I must have dozed off a few times in the meanwhile. After
some time, one of the fellows crouched by my side and shook me. He was not
rough, but he was not gentle either. This time I really woke up and realized
we were outdoors. The sky was deep blue. It must have been early morning.
The three of us were in a valley covered with virgin snow. The fellow who
woke me up wore a hat with earflaps pulled down. We were all dressed in
heavy mountain gear. Hills covered with majestic pine trees weighed down
with snow and ice rose on both sides of the valley. One of the young men
attached a large steel wheel to the trunk of a pine tree, threaded a thick cord
through it, and started walking through the snow toward the other side, which
was quite far away. When he reached it, he attached another wheel to another
pine tree and pulled the cord tight. Then he gave us a signal that everything
was ready for our passage. The two of us were to use the cord to reach the
other side quicker and safer. I woke up just as I started sliding effortlessly to
the other side, my feet dragging through deep and dry snow.
INDICATING (December 14, 1998)
I dreamt I was visiting an architectural office where I knew many people. Bob
Ward, a colleague and friend from MIT, shared my room, which was covered
with a creaking parquet floor. At some point a middle-aged woman with dark
hair and gray patches above her ears came into our room. “Ah,” she said from
the door, “Ranko Bon.” I thought she was vaguely familiar, but I could not
place her. “You cannot imagine what your postcards mean to us,” she
continued while arranging her things on a chair. I had no idea who “they”
would be, either. “When we return to our studio on Tuesdays,” she said with a
tired voice, indicating their state of mind on Tuesdays, “your cards shake us
out of our complacency.” I muttered a few words of thanks to her remarks
and struggled to remember who these people might be. I concluded that I had
been sending the cards to far too many people.
MISBEHAVING (January 6, 1999)
I was sitting in the thick grass on the side of a road lined with mature trees
with wide crowns. The trees were planted on both sides of the road and on the
divider separating the traffic going in opposite directions. The day was
beautiful and the sun penetrated in places through the lush canopy. Across the
road there was a small gas station and a couple of quaint stores. I think I was
on the phone, but I am not sure. The traffic was at first whizzing past, but
then an accident happened at some distance, and then another immediately
afterwards. It was clear the accidents were not serious, and so I did not even
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try to see what had happened. The traffic slowed down and eventually ground
to a halt. Only then I started paying attention to a peculiar mood among the
drivers. Later on I understood from their accents that most of them were
American. Annoyed by the driving style in Europe, where we must have
been, they rebelled and started misbehaving in unprecedented ways. I cannot
remember all the incidents that took place in front of my eyes, but I have a
very clear memory of two of them. As I was talking on the phone, if this is
what I was actually doing at the time, I noticed a beautiful Corvette
approaching the spot where I was sitting. It was pale-blue with a metallic
sheen. For an old car, it was in superb condition. A young man driving a
beige MG suddenly accelerated and smashed into the back of the Corvette.
Both cars got badly mangled. Then he got up at his seat and leaned over his
windshield, yelling: “Take your pen, take your pen!” I guess he wanted the
driver of the car in front to take the number from his license-plate for
insurance purposes. He was quite jovial, as was the driver of the Corvette,
who turned out to be a young woman with long blond hair. She did not even
turn around to see the damage. She just smiled and accelerated herself,
driving over a large motorcycle parked alongside the divider. I remember it
was ultramarine blue, which struck me as particularly vibrant in the bright
sunlight. The gnarled motorcycle got stuck under the Corvette’s engine.
Rearing on its hind wheels, the Corvette was now totaled. I was wondering
why no-one was concerned about the possibility of fire or explosion. The next
and last thing I remember is a small crowd in one of the stores across the
street. Everyone was talking excitedly about all the collisions they have seen
or participated in during the last few minutes. This is when I noticed their
accents. Everyone was in the best of spirits. Only the cars got smashed. Noone got hurt. The atmosphere in the store was positively festive.
AT AN ART FAIR AND AFTERWARDS (January 14, 1999)
Lauren and I were visiting the grounds of a big art fair. A young man close to
us, most likely Marko, was among the selected artists. He was showing us
around, but I do not remember seeing his own work. Much of the time we
walked through dilapidated industrial buildings and warehouses. As we were
leaving, he tried to introduce us to the organizers of the fair, but something
came in our way and we ended up not meeting them. They appeared to be
German or Scandinavian. I remember one middle-aged woman with brightred lipstick and two men dressed in brown suits. The last I saw of them, they
were all laughing at a friendly comment from a crowd surrounding them. In
terms of light and vegetation, however, the whole place had a Mediterranean
feel to it. To the left of the entrance gate, which was shaded by several lush
trees, there was an exhibition building clad in shiny plastic bubbles of vivid
colors. The bubbles appeared to have been blown up in situ, but they were
also quite regular. I remember marveling at yellow, red, and blue bubbles that
hung from the building like gargantuan grapes. When we came out of the
grounds, we were a part of a group going somewhere together. We went up a
road lined by low pine-trees on both sides. Looking up the road, we were on
its right-hand side. The landscape appeared parched. The soil was red and
crumbly. Someone in front of the group stopped us at the end of a long53

whitewashed wall and told us that we had to wait for green light before we
could turn right. There was no road going that way, but only a pedestrian
path. I remember being surprised at a pedestrian traffic light. I waited with
the others, though. Then I noticed that there was a group of Japanese youths
roller-skating down the road. All of them were wrapped into loosely-woven
shrouds with red, beige, and brown patterns reminiscent of oriental carpets.
All the colors were so pale they looked faded. Soon afterwards I realized that
identical shrouds were spread one after another on the coarse asphalt all the
way up the road, presumably to make the roller-skate ride smoother and
swifter. I repeatedly tried to draw Lauren’s attention to the different uses of
these shrouds, but, to my annoyance, she appeared not to be interested. I think
she was talking to someone in our group. The last thing I remember is that I
got tired of waiting at the light, and that I led our group along the pedestrian
path veering to the right. By that time everyone else was rearing to go, too,
and they cheerfully followed me. When we reached the end of another
whitewashed wall to our left, we turned left and started picking our way down
a slope of bumpy rocks clad in carefully laid pale-green mosaic tiles. The
mosaic hugged the rocks perfectly. Our path led to a small and shady square
partly covered with red earth and planted with pine-trees similar to those
lining the road. And this is all I remember of the last night’s dream.
TOURING (February 13, 1999)
“So,” she said flatly, “you won’t be able to come touring with me.” She was
short and wiry. Her hair was dark and curly. We were sitting crosslegged on
the tattered carpet of her camper and staring at the shower unit, which was
broken and needed replacing. Her assertion was actually a question, but I was
so stunned by it, the question, that I did not know what to say. “Well,” she
was actually asking, “are you sure Lauren and you will stay together?” I was
sure enough, but talking about it, arguing about it, would feel like an act of
disloyalty to Lauren. I wanted to reach for the woman’s bare foot, which was
sticking toward me from under her loose gown, but I restrained myself. I felt
that this, too, would be an act of disloyalty to Lauren. “If you do not come
with me,” the woman was also asking, “how will I find the money to replace
this shower unit?” But who was this woman? An ex-girlfriend? Someone I
knew before I met Lauren? A girlfriend-to-be? Someone who had hoped to
replace Lauren? I woke up before I could find out.
FEELING ANGRY AND DISAPPOINTED (March 5, 1999)
I dreamt that someone who had seen my penis had asked me whether I was
circumcised, and that I answered that it appeared that way because I had been
wearing my foreskin pulled back since adolescence. I am almost sure this
someone was a woman, but I have no idea who it was. I woke up feeling
angry and disappointed with myself because such an important detail had
escaped me.
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MAKING (April 10, 1999)
I dreamt I was visiting MIT with Roger Flanagan, a colleague from Reading.
Soon after we arrived there, Roger told me the Institute was eager to have me
back. He seemed to be delighted by this development. In fact, he assumed the
rôle of my representative. He also told me they were ready to offer me thirtyfive thousand per year. To my surprise, I accepted the offer without a thought.
The last part of my dream is rather hazy, but I remember meeting many people
I had known for ages, who were all happy to have me back. When I woke up,
I realized I had no idea whether my salary was in dollars or pounds. Besides, I
was making thirty-nine thousand dollars when I left MIT in 1990, and I am
now making forty-six thousand pounds a Reading. My first salary at Reading
was thirty-one thousand, though. Roger was apparently eager to get rid of me.
He is an old Reading hand.
BITTER PROFUNDITY (April 11, 1999)
When a man is unfaithful to his wife, she gains, but when a woman is
unfaithful to her husband, he loses by it. This bitter profundity is the only
thing that survives my last night’s dream. Except that these were my words to
Lauren, after she had fallen out with a man with whom she almost had an
affair. And except that she could not stop crying.
SOOTHING (April 13, 1999)
I dreamt that my father returned home from the hospital. I heard him talk to
my mother. He was clear, coherent. He spoke in a calm and soothing voice.
Everything was back to how it was a decade ago or so. I was happy his
condition turned out to be not as terminal as we had thought. But my
happiness was marred by a premonition that my father’s improvement was
only a dream. Few dreams are pure enough, deep enough, to soothe a live
wound.
SHOUTING (April 14, 1999)
Dorian and I were waiting at a small train station. It was packed. The people,
their clothes and shoes, and their bundles suggested the place northeast of
Belgrade where my Aunt Aurora used to live many years ago. The train we
were waiting for was one of those that runs once a day but not every day, as
well as one of those that arrives and departs at a time of its own choosing.
When I saw it approach around a bend in the track, I started collecting our
luggage, but I immediately realized I would need Dorian’s help. Many of his
toys were strewn about. I called him. As soon as the train came to a stop,
people started clambering into the few green cars. Dorian was standing at the
door of the station and smiling at me innocently. Almost seven, he often
behaves like an oversized baby. “Dorian,” I said sternly, “I need your help
with all these things.” Unused to helping, he just stood in the door and smiled,
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his head cocked to one side. I dragged our things to the door of one of the cars
and started piling them in. The stairs were high above the ground. Although
he is quite tall for his age, he is quite clumsy, and I was thus wondering
whether Dorian would be able to climb in without my help. I had a feeling the
train would get going soon. “Dorian,” I began shouting, “I need your help
with our luggage!” He froze, frightened. His mouth fell open. When the train
started to move, at first very slowly, I realized we would never make it. Some
of our stuff would go without us, for there was not enough time to take it off
before the train picked up speed. I was becoming frantic. I woke up shouting
over and over again: “Dorian, I need your help, I need your help…”
A SURPRISINGLY NICE FELLOW (April 24, 1999)
I dreamt I was talking to an ancient king. A surprisingly nice fellow, given
that this was at least three-thousand years ago, presumably in Europe. In his
late thirties or early forties, he had dark, curly hair and beard, both cropped
short, and very pale skin. I was very much aware of coming from another era,
the end of the second millennium, and I did not hide it. He told me he was
very much surprised by a recent turn of events, which he outlined for me, and
I tried to explain to him that similar things would happen over and over again
in the years to come. I think we were talking about the unexpected outcome
of a battle, and I was explaining to him that I knew—albeit from history books
only—about several battles with similar or identical outcomes. For some
reason, neither of us was surprised by the time-warp.
“MY YOUNGER MAN” (April 26, 1999)
Lauren had a visitor, a woman roughly her age neither of us knew well. I
guess she was from the art world. Chances are she was from the States, as
well. We were sitting around a small round table and having coffee or tea.
We were eating something, too. A dessert, perhaps. I remember a large
number of plates and cups. The children were around, but not at the able.
Lauren was talking in an animated way. I was quiet. The visitor was
important to Lauren, and I knew she might be miffed if I said something not to
her liking. As is often the case in such situations, I was not following the
conversation all too carefully. But then Lauren referred to someone she had
met the previous day as her lover. “My younger man,” she called him. The
words electrified me. I knew about him from her previous conversation with
someone else, most likely over the phone. He was a builder working in a
friend’s house. When Lauren visited this friend to see how the house was
turning out, he flirted with her a little bit. She was over the moon, though.
She started daydreaming about a lover and callously talking about it as though
I did not exist. Anyway, I got really angry at Lauren’s cruel words. “If I hear
that kind of talk one more time,” I said sternly, “I will walk out of this house.”
I woke up before Lauren or her visitor could react, but I remember a period of
frozen silence ushered by my words.
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THROUGH DEEP SNOW (April 29, 1999)
I dreamt I was riding a horse through deep snow. It was a strong, ruddy mare
with long, black mane, and luminous eyes. We were like one. There was no
saddle to separate us. The terrain was ever more difficult, ever more rocky
and steep, but somehow we managed to get over or around all obstacles on our
way. I had to dismount her only once, when we had to climb a slippery and
unsteady rock, as well as to squeeze between two other rocks. All the while, I
knew that my mare would do anything for me. The mare knew I would do
anything for her. Indeed, we were in love.
RAILING (May 3, 1999)
My mother and I were having dinner with a number of people, whom I do not
remember. Perhaps they were our guests. We were sitting around a big round
table, and there must have been a least six of us. Unimaginably, my mother
was railing against anal intercourse. “Disgusting,” she kept repeating with
feeling. She told us my father and her were told by a friend many years ago
that anal sex was not that bad. In fact, he recommended it to them. “But,” she
argued indignantly, “no matter how well you wash yourself, how can you be
sure you are completely clean?” Never has a dream of my mother been less
plausible than this one.
ON TITO, COCKINESS, AND SOFT CHEESE (May 5, 1999)
I dreamt I was walking to my office at MIT and carrying four hockey sticks
over my shoulder. It was early in the morning and the streets were empty. On
my way, I bumped into a student and friend of mine, who had just finished a
paper, which took the whole night to write. He was about to deliver it to one
of my colleagues. The fellow looked very much like Lorris Mizrahi, who took
my course on planning in socialist countries at MIT in 1979 or 1980, but he
also looked a bit like Giuseppe Mastruzzo, my friend since 1995 or 1996.
Anyway, he was very happy about his paper, which dealt with Tito and a
difficult period in Yugoslav history, most likely the old man’s refusal to budge
under Soviet pressure in 1948. If I remember correctly, the paper was a case
study into a particular type of political crisis. “Tito was good,” I commented,
by which I meant that he was good at holding the reins of power. “Well,” the
fellow smiled cockily, “he was good enough to provide a case for my paper.”
I remember guffawing and hitting him over the head gently with a plastic bag
containing a big chunk of soft, white cheese, which somehow found its way
into my right hand. He bowed his head in jest and giggled.
YELLING, YELLING (May 12, 1999)
I dreamt that I returned home from a trip abroad, and that strange people had
taken over our old house. They were everywhere, but Lauren was nowhere to
be found. I first bumped into Miša, our lodger until a few months ago, who
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leaned over the parapet of a raised cubicle enclosed in glass to ask me
something, but before he had finished, he started rolling his eyes as though on
drugs. I remember that he stood up, raised his arms high, and then fell over
backward onto his bed. For a moment I saw his erect penis underneath an
oversized sweatshirt. Then I saw a woman with short, straw-blond hair behind
him. She was propping herself up on the bed to see what was going on, but I
left them and proceeded into the house. In the bathroom, which was covered
with sumptuous carpets and curtains, I found a young man taking a bath. The
water was overflowing and flooding the floor. “What are you doing?” I
yelled, exasperated by his nonchalance. Sitting in the tub, he amiably raised
his arms and smiled at me as though everything was hanky-dory. “Turn off
the water, unplug the bath, and get out at once,” I continued yelling, and he
started following my orders without a word of complaint. I returned to my
tour of the house, which did not resemble our old home at all, and everywhere
I found similar scenes. For instance, in the children’s bunk beds I found
several people sprawled about helter-skelter. I am not sure of the details,
though, except that the house was in total disarray. Everyone I met on my tour
was friendly, but they all behaved as though they had just woken up from a
drugged slumber. I kept yelling at them and ordering them out of the house,
and they did as they were told. I remember that I eventually learned from one
of these people that Miša had rented out all the rooms in our absence, but I
woke up before I had a chance to meet him again.
INCRIMINATING (May 13, 1999)
The only thing that I remember from a last night’s dream is a sudden
realization that the incriminating details of the murder of two insignificant
underworld characters, which I have committed together with another fellow,
whose identity escapes me now, can be found in my Residua, and that I
therefore must be careful about distributing it. Except for the account in my
zealously truthful book, the murder would never be discovered, let alone
successfully resolved. The murder itself did not weigh upon me at all. I also
remember that I was living in a small room in a seedy part of some city,
perhaps Belgrade, and that my wife, or maybe my mother, lived separately but
not too far from me. The last scrap of recollection is a scene in a narrow,
winding street, a few paces from the rickety door of my house, where two
middle-aged chaps were sitting crosslegged on a raised platform and chatting.
One of them was Japanese. He was naked. They sized me up as I walked by
them.
CLOSELY (May 21, 1999)
I dreamt that Lauren was working closely with another artist. She was a
sculptor, too. I remember several of the pieces she had made. There was a
series of vaguely erotic photographs of Lauren’s body. They were quite large.
They were glossy, too. The predominant colors were yellow, ocher, beige,
and pale brown. One of them showed Lauren’s belly and splayed legs as she
would see them if she would prop herself up on her elbows. The photograph
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was grainy, hairy, and fuzzy, as though her entire body was covered with
pubic hair, but the cleavage of her vulva was clearly visible and easily
recognizable. The other photograph I remember was of Lauren’s body lying
on top of a man with very hairy legs. The black hairs on his legs were as thick
and random as bristles on an old broom. He was lying on his back, and
Lauren’s back was on top of his chest. Again, the photograph was fuzzy.
Neither their heads nor their feet were in the frame. The last piece I remember
was a plaster cast of Lauren’s crotch. It was a negative, with the opening of
her vagina and her anus protruding out. The plaster was not white but beige
and brown in places. There were short, brown hairs and golden pieces of
straw mixed in it, but the cast was very fine, very precise. I was surprised that
I could easily recognize the features of Lauren’s vulva, vagina, and her anus in
the negative.
THE MONKEY KING (May 22, 1999)
I dreamt I was in the presence of a monkey king, who ruled from a high
platform that appeared to have been carefully constructed for this purpose.
The platform was well above my height. It was long and smooth. I remember
only a few fragments of the dream. I saw the king twice. The first time we
met, he was peering at me curiously from his platform. His hands resting on
the platform, he leaned over to see me better. I remember his piercing eyes.
He was much smaller than I was, and yet there was real power about him. The
second time I saw him, he appeared to be quite angry, but I do not know why.
This time, his eyes struck me as sinister, like the eyes of a cat or a snake. His
mouth was bright red and full of jagged teeth. The monkey king was really
angry. He was hissing at his subjects from his platform and making lewd
sucking noises with his mouth. “Suck my dick!” appeared to be his meaning.
He was insulting everyone underneath him.
A SUFFICIENT EXPLANATION (May 26, 1999)
I dreamt I had a friend who had a powerful and clever dog. It was a German
Shepherd or an Anatolian Kangal, or perhaps a mixture of the two. The dog
was known to be extremely dangerous, but it had an uncanny ability to fulfill
complex tasks, as well. I remember that I witnessed the dog’s gift on a couple
of occasions, one of which remains quite clear in my mind. We were
somewhere in the countryside, quite a distance from my friend’s house, when
I remembered I urgently needed something I had left there. I think it was
some kind of medicine—perhaps an antibiotic, which had to be taken at
regular intervals. My friend sent his dog, and the dog returned with my
medicine an hour later. I remember lying in the grass and petting the dog by
way of thanks. As I reached for the dog’s face, I was aware of its dangerous
muzzle, but I was confident in our friendship. The dog closed its eyes as I
petted it, and then it started licking my hand. When I asked my friend how did
the animal find the medicine, he replied that his dog and his brother or his
cousin, who had remained at home, understood each other very well. In my
dream, I took this as a sufficient explanation.
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SHOWING OFF (June 5, 1999)
I dreamt I was showing a friend, whom I do not remember any longer, a large
sheet of heavy paper or card. I do not remember what the sheet was about,
either, but a small, glossy, color picture of mine was affixed to it in the lower
left corner. I was reclining on a large sofa wearing only a pair of turquoise
underpants or swimming trunks. I had a little bit of a tan, as well. My friend
peered into the photograph. “You look good here,” he said betraying some
surprise. “It must have been taken after I returned from the mountains last
summer or the summer before,” I explained feeling ever so slightly
embarrassed. Indeed, I looked great in that picture. Even my stomach
muscles were clearly defined, which was new to me, too. I could not
remember ever seeing myself in such a fabulous shape. As we were
scrutinizing the photograph, it came to life, as it were. I started moving my
hands and legs, and flexing my muscles. Although I never looked up, it was
clear I knew someone was looking. I was showing off.
TWO-STAGE BAT (June 12, 1999)
I dreamt I invented a two-stage bat for a game similar to baseball or cricket. It
looked like a machine-gun muzzle: the bat itself, looking very much like a
baseball bat, was inside a cylinder with large holes. The bat was made of hard
wood, and the cylinder was made out of thin but very hard plywood. The ball
would come in through a hole and bounce back through the same hole or a
different one, depending on the requirements of the game. If the ball hit the
cylinder from the outside, it would not bounce far, because the cylinder would
absorb much of the impact, but the ball’s trajectory would be quite
unpredictable before the strike. However, the ball could also be trapped inside
the cylinder if it would fail to clear a hole after it bounced off the bat. I spent
most of the night dreaming about the properties of the bat and the game that
would result. In particular, I was attracted by the fact that the bat, which
would require considerable handling skill, would place the ball into welldefined segments of the field, thus requiring even greater strategic skills than
those characteristic of baseball or cricket today.
GOOD FOR THE BABY (June 16, 1999)
I dreamt that Ken Brecher was pregnant and that I had seen him talk to his
stomach on a few occasions. “This is good for the baby,” he smiled when he
noticed I was listening. “It is good to talk to your stomach even if you are not
pregnant,” I smiled back, “for someone is always listening.” When I woke up,
I realized Ken was one of the rare men who would go for male pregnancy.
PANDEMONIUM (June 18, 1999)
We were staying in a big hotel where we occupied two rooms. They were on
the same floor, but were separated by a lobby dominated by a large shop. I
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was walking with Dorian between the two rooms. I think it was Marko whom
we left in one room, and we were going to join Lauren in the other. When we
walked into the lobby, a small woman in her early sixties who was walking in
front of us suddenly fell to the floor and rolled toward a shop counter. Then
she started twitching and shaking, suggesting epilepsy. I grabbed Dorian by
the hand and hurried toward the cashiers in the shop. The women working
there already saw what had happened and started shrieking. I was explaining
that I could not be of great help because I had a child with me, but they did not
pay me any attention. Everyone rushed toward the woman wriggling on the
floor. As we continued walking toward the other room, Dorian and I kept
looking back. Four women from the lobby picked the woman up, each one
holding onto a limb. In the commotion, they dropped her. Then they got
hysterical. They picked her up again, but she started to wriggle out of their
hands. She fell again. There was much shrieking. Just before I woke up, a
large bull entered the scene and started mauling the sick woman with its
enormous horns. I remember seeing her little body sprawled on the bull’s
forehead, limbs flailing, and everyone around her screaming for help. In the
language of newspapers, it was a pandemonium.
IN THE MOUNTAINS IN WINTER (June 22, 1999)
I dreamt I was in the mountains in winter. Snow and ice were everywhere
around me. On my way down from one of the peaks, I saw a few wondrous
things. I saw a man pulled up on a cable. Although he was hanging high up
in the air, he behaved as though he was sitting in front of the fire in his own
home. He was reclining in his seat and smoking a cigarette. When exhaling,
he would blow the smoke upwards and fling the ashes to the side in a big,
demonstrative gesture. I remember seeing the blue smoke against a dark
overhang of ice. Further down I saw a mammoth dragged up through the
snow on another cable. Apparently, a whole line of these huge and hairy
animals was dragged up on the same cable. It appeared unusually flat on its
flank, but I understood that this was because the animals were partially
dehydrated for this arduous journey up the slopes. As it passed by me, the
mammoth flopped heavily from one flank to another when it came against a
pile of compact snow. It blinked when it saw me. Its eyes were big, dark, and
luminous, and it had long eyelashes. When I reached the foothills, I saw many
people climbing up. Down below, the snow turned into slush and deep
puddles. I remember a trim, middle-aged woman dressed in smart sporting
clothing comment urbanely on my footwear and shake her head: “These are
not proper winter boots.” Only then I noticed that I was indeed wearing my
summer boots, but I was nevertheless annoyed by her comment. It appeared
to me to be about fashion rather than comfort and safety.
INTERPHONE (June 29, 1999)
I was changing my clothes for an evening event when I first heard the
interphone buzzer. I assumed Lauren or Dorian would respond to it. When I
heard it again, I went to it myself, still not fully dressed. It was Giuseppe
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Mastruzzo, who had just returned from Sicily. After the usual jovial
exchange, I buzzed him in. There are two points at which one needs to be let
in at Artesian Road—at the main gate leading to the internal courtyard, and at
the entrance to one of many stairwells with elevators, each of which leads up
to a cluster of apartments. I dashed to the bedroom to grab a pair of pants
when I heard the second buzzer. I returned to the hall to let Giuseppe into our
entrance, but then I noticed that he was already in the hall not far from the
interphone. He stood by the wall, expressionless. He looked much older. His
eyes looked vacant, empty, lifeless. He stared at me without a word. It was
clear something terrible had happened to him while he was in Sicily. When I
woke up, I realized that Giuseppe was indeed in Sicily, which got me really
worried.
THE LADLE (June 30, 1999)
I dreamt I was feeding my father with a very long ladle. He was at a bottom
of a deep well made of polished steel. He looked small from my vantage
point. The bottom was rounded. From the rim high above, it looked rather
like the inside of a shiny, steel pot. He was naked. The yellowish slop I was
feeding him was smeared everywhere around the bottom of the well. It was
slippery down there, and he was sliding from side to side on all fours. I
remember banging the ladle against the wall of the well to dislodge some of
the thicker slop trapped in there. My father got agitated. He started thrashing
about, looking up from time to time. As I was banging the ladle, I caught his
hand, which he suddenly thrust up the wall, and he yelped in protest. I
remember turning to my mother, who had joined me at the rim, and explaining
that I had accidentally caught his hand with my ladle. We were a bit
concerned because the ladle was quite heavy. I hoped I had not broken any of
his fingers. When I woke up, I was dazzled for a while by the brightness of
my father’s well.
THE KICK (July 7, 1999)
I dreamt I was visiting a place known as a “knowledge center” somewhere in
Sweden. I was a part of a large group, most likely from a conference I was
attending in the vicinity. Much of the dream is very hazy, but I remember that
I was quite annoyed by the center and the notion that it was about knowledge.
Try as I might, I could not see what knowledge had to do with anything shown
to us. Anyway, I also remember that our tour took us to a floor below the
ground, and that I skipped walking down the stairs by jumping over a
balustrade, turning around in mid-air, grabbing hold of the frieze underneath
it, and lowering myself on my arms into a wide passage at the bottom of the
stairs. The entire motion was so pleasurably smooth and easy that I tried to
reconstruct it when I woke up, but to no avail. Landing nimbly on the floor
below, I saw one of the center’s uniformed attendants, a short and swarthy
woman in her early twenties, kick her shoe through the passage. She was in
her stockings when I first saw her. The tiny black shoe with a high heel flew
past me at great speed and went into the upper right corner of the passage.
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The kick was delivered with tremendous skill, and I commented wryly on it,
but the attendant immediately walked toward me and started apologizing
profusely. My method of descent to her floor must have surprised her greatly.
A JERK (July 18, 1999)
An attractive and lively young woman stayed over after a party in our home.
It was too late to get back to her home, which was far away. Lauren and I
talked with her in the morning. We were enjoying each other’s company and
talking quite freely. At some point the young woman indicated that someone
whose name came up in conversation was a jerk. She did it by making three
jerking strokes with her right hand, but the position of her hand and her
leisurely wrist motions were so true to life that I concurrently felt three faint
tugs on the foreskin of my penis. The sensation was delicious. When I woke
up, I tried to figure out who the young woman was, but to no avail.
LAYOVER (July 23, 1999)
Last Wednesday I received an electronic-mail message from Elise mentioning
that she would be at Gatwick a week later on her layover to Greece and that
she would like to see me if I had nothing better to do at the time. I responded
that I had to be in Reading next Wednesday, and that it would be a bitch to get
to Gatwick early in the morning. Last night I dreamt that Elise walked into
my office, presumably on her layover. She just walked into the middle of a
large space I shared with several other people, cocked her head slightly, and
waited to be noticed. Wearing a ton of makeup, as is her habit practically
since childhood, a pair of skimpy shorts, a tight top, and clogs on her bare
legs, she was simply stunning. Everyone stared at her in awe. I got up to give
her a hug and a kiss. The last thing I remember is that our cheeks practically
glued together when we touched. That is how much makeup she wore.
BY MORNING (July 26, 1999)
Last night I made love to two women, but by morning they both evaporated
into thin air. The only thing I can vaguely remember is one of their knobbly
clitorises under my tongue.
A HOLE, A WOUND, A GASH (July 27, 1999)
I dreamt I was on the Adriatic coast close to the place where my father used to
keep his boat, and that both Dorian and Maya, who were there with me, had
been killed in an accident. I do not remember what had happened to them, but
I do remember that it was a freak event out of anyone’s control. Everyone
around me was at a loss when it came to dealing with me. I remember
standing in shallow water and talking with a man I barely knew, whose two
small children were playing around him at the time, and spreading my hands
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in despair when he hinted at the tragedy. I, too, did not know what to do with
myself. I was still in shock, unable to feel anything but an enormous void.
Wherever I turned, I felt the absence of my children. That absence was
palpable. Something was simply missing in front of me, in my field of vision.
There was a hole, a wound, a gash in the world. Just before I woke up, I
remembered that I should call Lauren, who was in the States, and tell her
about our misfortune. As I realized when I woke up in the middle of the night,
I did not feel guilty that this had happened on my watch, but I simply could
not imagine pronouncing on the phone those incredible words. I could not
imagine shaping my mouth in such a way that she would understand what had
happened. In the morning, I could not tell Lauren what I had dreamt. Maya
was in Lauren’s arms when I woke up, but Dorian was still in their bunk bed
in the children’s room. I tiptoed in to caress his hair. He opened his eyes and
smiled: “Why did you wake me up, dad?”
BOUNCING (July 29, 1999)
I was swimming in a shallow lake. The shores were overgrown with trees.
The water appeared black under the dense foliage. Most of the people from
my department were there. Bouncing with my feet of the bottom, which was
unusually firm for a lake, I came to a plump but otherwise unattractive woman
who works in my department. We were both naked. She straddled me
underwater. Holding onto each other, we bounced around together. My hands
were holding her bare bottom, and her legs were wrapped around my waist.
The woman’s husband, who works in my department, as well, was not far but
out of sight. As I was holding her, I fondled her labia and the opening of her
vagina. She let me do what I pleased. The head of my erect penis was
pressing against her vagina, as well, but I did not enter her. By the way, this
was something I immediately regretted upon waking up. I wished I had
inserted at least the head of my penis into her. The only thing I remember
telling the woman as we carried on around the lake was that the place was
beautiful, but that I had some misgivings about the half-submerged cars
parked in it. Indeed, there was a long line of cars along one side of the lake.
The water came up to the middle of their windows. Some of the cars were
open in the back, and people were selling things out of the trunks. There was
also a van with piles of summer dresses, and I asked something from a young
man and woman selling them. They answered in English, but then they turned
to each other and started speaking in Serbo-Croatian. They were talking about
the best way to get to Zagreb on the crowded highway. The last thing I
remember is that I realized that my partner, the woman in my lap, could
understand the young couple, as well. She, too, apparently spoke my native
tongue.
ON HEY-FEVER GHOSTS (August 5, 1999)
Today I woke up with two related stories. Last night I found a comfortable
bed in a private house in a small village, Log pod Mangrtom, at the bottom of
Koritnica. After a long day, first among the rocks and then through fields of
64

grass overgrown with blooming flowers, I assumed I would sleep like a baby.
But I could not breathe. When I opened the window, I started to choke. The
only way I could stop my nose from dripping was to sleep with an open
mouth. After a few hours of torture, I connected all the symptoms: late in life
I am developing hey-fever. I have noticed some of this before, when I would
have unaccountable nose drips, but this time I was sure about my diagnosis.
As a new experience, it almost made me happy, notwithstanding my dry and
sore throat.
Which brings me to the second story. I dreamt Lauren and I went to a series
of lectures about ghosts, or perhaps a lecture about a television series on the
subject. I remember that he last speaker went to quite some trouble by talking
to us from a large plastic bag filled with water. The significance of these
props escapes me, but I remember the speaker in his dripping-wet suit after the
lecture. The suit was made of some heavy, greenish material similar to felt,
which had soaked up quite a lot of water.
As we were leaving, I carried Lauren in jest down some magnificent staircase
of an old palace, where the even had taken place. People walking down with
us were all friends and acquaintances, and Lauren and I were horsing around.
I remember that she was playfully her legs up, now one, now another, and that
I found her legs, which were bare to her crotch, stunningly beautiful. For
some reason the light in the stairwell was very dim, and the people walking
down had to pick their way rather carefully. Saying to myself that all this
mumbo-jumbo about ghosts was utter nonsense, I decided to scare the
believers by making a couple of eerie hoots.
The sound of my own voice woke me up. With my dry throat I produced two
loud croaks, which others in the quiet country house must have heard, as well.
Besides the owners, an elderly couple, there were two Austrian bikers in a
room next to mine. I only wonder whether they thought of ghosts when they
heard the otherworldly croaking produced by an unexpected attack of heyfever.
“MIRACOLO, MIRACOLO!” (August 7, 1999)
I dreamt that we were in the courtyard of some voluptuous church bristling
with ecclesiastic symbols. The church reminded me of Italy, but its opulence
was more characteristic of Spain. In the middle of the courtyard, on the stone
pavement, a range of shrouds and vestments, crosses, bejeweled cups, and
other paraphernalia of church service were laid out to form something
resembling a great shield. Out of the blue, Maya walked down the steps of the
church and stepped into the middle of the assemblage in the courtyard. As
soon as she was on it, it stared to move. It glided along the pavement for three
or more paces. I remember being quite surprised by the spectacle, but an
elderly priest, who was standing all the time by the church door, pointed his
spear, which was topped by a crystal cutting edge, at the assemblage on the
pavement, on which Maya was still sanding, and started yelling in a booming
voice: “Miracolo, miracolo!”
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HUMPTY-DUMPTY (August 8, 1999)
There were four of us at a meeting concerning an important building in the
City of London. It was built in the Sixties, and it had long made a fine return
for the owner, but now it needed a facelift. The meeting was about what to do
to bring the building back to its performance after a year or two of gradual
decline. One of the people at the meeting was Peter Lansley, my colleague
from the University of Reading. The other man I have never met and I do not
remember any longer. But the fourth person was strange indeed: he was rather
like Humpty-Dumpty, but was shaped more like a giant ham than an egg. He
had no limbs whatsoever, but he wore a brown suit that wrapped around the
bigger and wider part of his body, which was a bit shorter than full human
height. When I first saw him, he had already been placed on the table around
which the others were sitting. Lying on his side, he was facing away from us,
and I got up to offer him some help. In fact, I stared rotating his body around
just as I addressed him with a few helpful words. When I woke up, I still
remembered the feeling on my hand of his supple and warm body, which I
could feel through his suit. Anyway, it became obvious quite soon that he did
not appreciate my intervention. His large and somewhat flat face with
intelligent, blue eyes and very fine but fading brown hair immediately showed
a tiny bit of displeasure as his body slowly spun around to face us. Realizing
that something was amiss, I asked him which way he wished to be turned.
When I pushed him in the position he had indicated with his eyes, which was
roughly where he had been before my intervention, I asked him how it was.
“Much better,” he said gravely in a deep and melodious whisper. In this
position, I could see in profile how his big lips shaped these words and how
his eyes expressed relief and contentment. As he spoke, he partly closed his
eyes, and I could see his very long and quite becoming eyelashes.
DREAMING OF OLD DAYS (August 9, 1999)
I dreamt I was in Boston or Cambridge and that a woman had put her hands on
my eyes from behind. I could not guess who she could be, and I gave up. It
was Janet Gardner, bubbly as ever. She told me she had a few minutes only.
She had to be in her office for some important meeting. I escorted her there.
On the way, we talked a little about our days together while she was studying
and I teaching at MIT. She said she had been very sad when we split up many
years ago, and then she became teary-eyed. I hugged her to console her, and
she pressed against me quite like she used to. As she wore a white blouse that
was open in front, her neck and breasts came alive in my embrace.
I am not sure how Janet and I parted, but immediately afterwards I bumped
into Mark Schuster, with whom a both studied and taught a MIT. He was
coming out of his car someplace close to the Institute’s Student Center on
Massachusetts Avenue in Cambridge. I learned that he, too, had no time to
spare because he had to go for a job interview somewhere at MIT. But then,
in a way characteristic of dreams, he joined up with a number of other men
and stared marching down Massachusetts Avenue. He was participating in
some kind of demonstration, and was an important person in the march.
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I do not remember anything else, but both parts of the dream took me back to
my days at the Institute. From the distance of an entire decade, the many
years I had spent there looked rather rosy. Meeting Janet and Mark was thus a
real pleasure, no matter how brief the two encounters had been. Lying in the
dark, I realized that MIT will seem ever more appealing to me as the years file
past.
IN COLD WATER THRICE (August 18, 1999)
I dreamt that I was back at MIT. The dream was long and convoluted, but I
remember only two parts of it. They have little in common. I remember
sitting around a big table—or, rather, many drafting tables put together—with
other teachers from the School of Architecture and Planning. I was sitting a
bit in the back, and I was surprised by the number of bald and gray heads in
front of me. Don Schön from the Planning Department was sitting in front
and slightly to the right of me. He was leaning in his chair away from the
table in a way that struck me as inconsiderate or even rude. By the way, Don
died several years ago. At some point a fellow teacher, perhaps Fernando
Domeyko from the Architecture Department, approached me for a brief chat.
One of his questions I remember clearly: “How did it feel to be in cold water
thrice?” I did not understand him at first, but then I realized he was talking
about my changing jobs, which he probably understood as having to do with
not getting tenure. Many teachers stay forever at the Institute, and job changes
are not something they would suffer gladly. I responded that I had never
perceived my departures as falling into cold water.
The second part of my dream is quite fanciful. The connection with MIT is
rather tenuous. I dreamt that Bobbie Entwistle owned a building on the MIT
campus. I was staying there for a while. Bobbie and another woman, a friend
of hers, were staying in large rooms at the top floor, and my room, which was
again very large, was several floors below. The intervening floors, as well as
the floors below mine, were stuffed full of various kinds of materials, old
models, disused equipment for engineering experiments, and the like. The
living spaces, like mine, were similarly jammed, but there was less piled-up
stuff in them, and some comfortable furniture was added in cleared-up areas. I
remember that I had some trouble finding the phone in my room. It was
ringing, and Bobbie was yelling from the top floor that I should pick it up. It
was Lauren. It was already evening, and the vast room was lit by a single
reading lamp. The last thing I remember was that I finally located the phone,
but that I was surprised to see that the receiver was off the hook and on the
floor. The phone was shiny, dark ochre in color.
This is the second time in several weeks that I am dreaming about MIT. It is
strange to be suddenly thrust back into that world, which I know so well, and
which brings such a wide range of emotions. I am not sure what to make of
all this, though. I certainly do not long to go back. In fact, I would probably
loath so many things that never change at the Institute. And yet, it is likely
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that I would fit back without much trouble. After a couple of years back at
MIT, I would probably have hard time imagining that I was ever away.
TREKKING (August 21. 1999)
I dreamt I was trekking through a country very much like Blue Mountains in
North Carolina, but completely wild. I walked for a long, long time, moving
up with determination and joy. As I moved up, I could see farther and farther,
and there were no signs of civilization anyplace around me. It was
exhilarating to be so far from everything, so alone. In retrospect, I have no
idea how I would survive in such a place, but such considerations did not enter
my mind in the dream. Everything around me was intensely green. Gently
rolling hills covered with lush vegetation rose ever higher, but there was no
sign of rocks ahead. The hills kept going on and on all around the horizon.
And then I saw my first dinosaur. It had a long but thick neck covered with
scales and a featureless head with a round snout and beady eyes. I did not see
its body or limbs, which were hidden by dense foliage, and so it looked like a
giant snake. The head, which was the size of a small car, was three or four
human heights above the ground. This is clearly imprinted in my mind
because it held a man’s body by one foot. The body was limp. What I
actually saw was that the dinosaur dropped the man to the ground in
preference of something else to eat. I remember watching it take huge bites
out of the hide of another large animal, which must have been killed earlier. I
did not feel any fear, believing that the dinosaur had plenty to eat right in front
of its nose. I had the same feeling when I encountered the second dinosaur,
which was exactly the same as the first one. This one held a live man by the
hand. Dangling high up in the air, the man was obviously in great pain. I
remember he had short, curly, blond hair. Once again, the dinosaur dropped
him in preference of something else, which I could not see because of lush,
tall trees and low shrubs in the way. I thought it could be me the dinosaur was
after, and I started moving away. The man got up from the ground, and
started limping away, as well. His mangled arm and hand were hanging by his
side. When he got a few paces away, he broke into a run. The dinosaur let
him go, though. I thought the wounded man might turn around and come my
way once he felt sufficiently far from the dinosaur. I was climbing into a
concrete structure that was more like an elaborate sculpture than a building.
All the surfaces were smooth and orthogonal, but the interlocking cubic forms
were of different sizes and proportions. Dense vegetation penetrated into the
structure, which seemed to be abandoned long time ago, but further up I
encountered only barren walls and floors. All the surfaces appeared charred,
although there was no sign of fire anywhere around. The structure was not
divided into rooms, but into larger and smaller spaces with openings and
nooks of different sizes. There were no floors or ceilings, either. The higher I
climbed, the smaller these spaces became. Feeling hunted, I carefully moved
forward, inspecting each space with great care before I entered it. The higher
up I reached, the more secure I became, believing the dinosaur, or others like
it, could not reach me in such an awkward place. In retrospect, again, I have
no idea how I would survive in such a place. Nevertheless, I woke up feeling
rather content with my almost cozy hideout.
68

RUBÁIYÁT (August 23, 1999)
I dreamt I was in a large city with a busy port on the coast of a blue sea or
ocean. It reminded me of Sydney. Looking down from high walkways and
platforms, I could see a large peninsula with elaborate buildings of all sizes.
The waterfront bristled with docks, wharfs, and piers that jutted out into the
sea in all directions. The weather was fabulous, too. Walking aimlessly, I
came upon a place that had little to do with the rest of the city. It reminded me
of Istanbul or Cairo, rather than Australia. The place was somehow related to
Omar Khayyám’s Rubáiyát, and a three-dimensional model of the poem,
showing all the interconnections between different pages, was placed at the
entrance. The model was somewhat rickety, though. It consisted of a tall,
wooden structure holding all the pages from the book, and the links between
the pages were modeled with knotted pieces of rope, string, and thread. The
visitor was supposed to descend down a deep well going all the way to the sea
level, but at each step of the journey the only guide was the structure of the
Rubáiyát itself, as shown in the model. It was a vertical labyrinth that
required a full understanding of the poem. I took the challenge with
confidence and joy, but I woke up before entering the dark labyrinth.
SPIRALING (September 20, 1999)
The only thing I remember from last night’s dream, which was quite long and
convoluted, is my descent into what I understood to be hell. I was walking
down a spiral ramp that careened ever deeper into the yellowish earth. It was
covered with crumbly soil mixed with bones and flesh at various stages of
decomposition. Dimly lit, dusty, desolate, the ramp kept spiraling down,
down, down…
Addendum (August 15, 2016)
That spiraling ramp has returned to me several times over the years. By now,
it is a familiar place, as it were. And it is always the same, but I can feel my
descent with all the senses. Veering to the left, the ramp is dark and damp. I
can feel the dampness on my skin. On occasion, I can hear the crunch of
bones underfoot. The acrid smell of decomposing flesh become palpable from
time to time. But the ramp is quite wide and far from steep. And I am always
alone on my way down. Step by measured step over the crumbly and sticky
soil…
LIKE A CZECH (September 24, 1999)
I dreamt that I was at a conference in building economics. Most of the
participants were foreign, and I spoke with them in several languages. After a
few days in this polyglot environment, I noticed that my English was affected.
It was not only increasingly difficult for me to find the right words, but my
accent had turned quite thick. To my surprise, I sounded rather like a Czech.
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SHOUTING AND JEERING (October 1, 1999)
I dreamt I was in a commune of sorts. Anna Cutler was there, as well, but we
rarely bumped into each other. A large room with long tables dominated the
place. It was usually crowded to bursting. People sat at the tables or stood
behind them. On one occasion there was a boisterous debate about something
that escapes me now, but I remember that the style of discussion was
somehow repulsive to me. Namely, it was clear from all the shouting and
jeering that it was fine to pitch in if you agreed with everyone else, but that it
would be foolish to say anything contrary to the shared view. The last thing I
remember was that Anna was wiping the tables one morning and complaining
with an enigmatic smile that they get so dusty because of the usual hubbub in
the evening. The tables were very dusty, indeed.
SUCH GRIEF (October 2, 1999)
I dreamt that the Queen had died and that I was with her family at the time.
The news affected me very strongly. I was overcome by such grief that I wept
and sobbed for a long while. Indeed, I do not remember being so sad ever
before. As I was crying bitterly, even those closest to the Queen were
consoling me and trying to calm me down.
SWIRLING (October 4, 1999)
Just before I woke up, I saw a bidet about to overflow. It was full of toilet
paper, pee, and little turds. The whole mess was swirling quite fast. I tried to
cut the water supply, but could not find the valve. Dorian and Maya were
standing by, mesmerized by the spectacle of their own making. Only when I
woke up, I realized they would never make such a mistake, for they have
grown up with a bidet in the bathroom.
UNBECOMING (October 22, 1999)
We were someplace on the Adriatic coast. A friend took us to meet some of
his family. They were in an old sailing boat moored in a small cove with a
pebble beach. It was early evening and the water was calm. I remember the
crunch of pebbles as Lauren, our friend, and I walked down the beach. The
poop of the boat came right to the edge of the water. As we came closer, a
man and a woman in their late seventies came out of the cabin and stepped
down onto the beach. They were smiling and they appeared to be very
friendly, but they were so unbecoming—well, so repulsively ugly—that they
struck me as sinister. The man made a step toward me with his arms
outstretched in greeting and then he gave me a big hug. The small pebbles
underneath us started giving way under our weight, and our feet started
sinking into the water. The man wore beach shoes, but I was worried about
getting my mountain boots too wet or even sinking in beneath their high rim.
I made a few small steps backward as the man was clutching onto me and
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talking, talking. He introduced himself as an Italian, but he spoke with a very
strong German accent. I woke up before I understood what it was he was
trying to tell me.
REVENGE (October 23, 1999)
I am not sure where I was but, in retrospect, it could not have been any other
place than Kosovo. There were five of us: our host, a blond man with curly
hair of about thirty-five; his son, a twenty-year younger replica of his father;
an old friend of mine, who is half-Albanian; a woman I used to know in
Ljubljana, who turned out to have done something terrible, but had done it
inadvertently; and myself. Everything that happened between us took place in
a barren room, which was either left unfinished because of the impending war,
or which was stripped of everything, including the floor, during the recent
war. Having realized what the woman had done, which escapes me now, but
which ultimately led to the death of several people in his family, our host
began attacking her with an intention to kill her. He would smash a chair over
her head, for instance, and then just stand there, glowering. My half-Albanian
friend and I did our best to defend her from these intermittent but unyielding
attacks, and we argued all the while that, whatever she had done, she did not
do it on purpose. She was not aware of the consequences of her action.
Things just happened as they did. But it gradually became obvious that our
arguments were quite useless. There was nothing our host could do to stop
himself, either. His victim, too, bore his attacks quite stoically, without a
word, without any attempt to get out of his way. Ever more swollen by his
blows, she just stood there, her head on her chest, apparently ready to die. At
some point our host disappeared, but was immediately replaced by his son.
Stunned by his own behavior, cringing even, the young man continued what
his father had been doing. On several occasions I managed to deflect his
blows, or at least to lessen their impact, by putting a heavy stick between the
woman’s head and the young man’s own stick, but all the arguments which I
continued making against revenge were in vain. I remember bursting into
tears impotently after one attack, when the young man’s stick splintered and
broke after striking my own stick. At that point I realized that the woman was
doomed, and that the two of us defending her will also perish if we do not stop
defending her. I realized that revenge was not something our host or his son
could do anything about. They had to revenge their family, and that was that.
In fact, my tears came at the moment when I realized that the young man was
himself beginning to realize that he, too, was beyond reason, beyond mercy.
He was beyond anything but revenge. I woke up feeling worn out and
despondent.
READING (October 26, 1999)
I was giving one of my art lectures. The collection of short pieces from which
I was reading was supposed to reconcile my two positions on art by
progressively approximating a conceptually satisfactory solution. As always, I
did not wish to approach the reconciliation directly. I do not remember what
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the two positions actually were, however. From the very beginning of my
lecture I felt that something was amiss. The room in which I was speaking
was divided into several naves by dense rows of columns. Between the
columns there were curtains, if I remember correctly. I could see out of the
corner of my eye only the people sitting along a long table in my nave, but
there were at least two more naves in front of me. Presumably, everyone at
the lecture could hear me well. Although I was not showing slides, as I would
usually do on such occasions, it was quite dark. In fact, it was so dark that I
could barely see the text in front of me. My lecture was printed in an
unusually small type, as well. By and by, I could not see what I was reading
any longer, and I began improvising. However, I could not remember very
well what I had written. I paused a few times, squinting at the pages in my
hands, and then I stopped reading altogether. There was silence. I excused
myself and started looking for a place where the light would be a bit better. I
could not find it. At long last I woke up perspiring profusely.
COMMUNICATING WITH THE LIVING (October 27, 1999)
I was visiting a vast cemetery with Giuseppe Mastruzzo and a woman I knew
at MIT. If I am not mistaken, she was from Spain and her name was Belen.
She had become a journalist. It was night and there was no moon. It was very
dark. The cemetery was rather like an abandoned factory site. The places
where people were buried were single-floor concrete buildings with flat roofs
and bare walls. The whole place was covered with shallow puddles, which
were both outside and inside the dilapidated buildings. I have no idea where
the cemetery was located, but we were someplace in Italy. The dead were not
actually buried, but laid out on concrete floors and covered with a little bit of
yellowish soil. The bodies were discernible under the slender mounds, and
skeletal remains sometimes protruded out of them. It was quite dark, and it
was not easy navigating within and between buildings. Giuseppe was leading.
He walked at his customary clip, and Belen was walking close behind him.
She knew the place rather well. I did not cherish the thought of losing my way
in this forsaken place without any clear way out. I remember calling them
once, to slow them down, just before they disappeared into a dark corridor. At
some point we sat down and Belen told us how she became interested in
cemeteries like this one. When she first came to Italy with her husband, an
Italian, and when she was still learning Italian, she started going to cemeteries
to communicate with the dead. Both she and Giuseppe spoke with a great deal
of authority about the dead and their need to talk with the living. Those who
die worried about something or unsettled in some way cannot rest in peace.
Communicating with the living can help them calm down, and sometimes they
can quiet down for good. They can be heard and even talked with in
cemeteries like this one. Some of the dead cab be quite aggressive and even
dangerous. There were many such cases some time back, when people were
still being decapitated for various crimes, but it is better now. I have not
witnessed any direct communication with the dead, but in many cemetery
buildings I did feel that there was quite a bit of invisible commotion and
unrest. In some places this was quite palpable. As we went from one building
to another, other people occasionally passed us by in the dark, but I always
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somehow knew that they were visitors like us, not the “inhabitants” of the
place. I remember that we once passed by a fellow carrying a couple of large
cardboard boxes on his head. I woke up without any special experience to
report, except perhaps my surprise at Giuseppe’s expertise in life after death in
places like this cemetery. In retrospect, we were most likely in Sicily. The
connection with Giuseppe makes some sense because we once went together
to the catacombs in Palermo, the Catacombe dei Cappuccini, a place not that
different in spirit from the cemetery I had dreamt about.
SPRINGY (November 18, 1999)
A tall, slim woman with short, dark hair and pale face looked at me with
unabashed interest. She was standing in line in a crowded cafeteria, and I was
eating at a small table I had to myself. I waived her to my table. She wore
tight, black pants accentuating her plump crotch. When she approached me,
her pubic bone was right in front of my face. I leaned toward her and gave her
a gentle bite on the spot where I thought her clit would be. I felt the springy
knob between my teeth. She inhaled abruptly and closed her eyes. I woke up.
Addendum I (November 24, 1999)
I keep a directory of all my pieces and addenda. The list is arranged by year.
Each piece gets a number, starting from one for each year. The addenda are
not numbered in the directory, but they bear their own Roman numbers. As it
turns out, this piece bears the Devil’s favorite number: six-hundred and sixtysix.
Addendum II (December 3, 2002)
The last few weeks I have been going through my directory and marking all
the notes and addenda that have not yet appeared either in print or on the
World Wide Web. This is a hell of a job, as the directory now counts more
than forty-thousand words. As of today, there are more than six-thousand and
seven-hundred notes and addenda in the directory. Inevitably, a few of them
are missing from this sprawling record. Today I discovered that I have missed
one note written in 1999. It was written some months before this one.
Therefore, this magical piece is now six-hundred and sixty-seventh in the
directory. Alas!
THE KEYBOARD (November 21, 1999)
I dreamt that one of the keys on my computer was giving me trouble. I
yanked it out with my penknife. But as soon as I removed one key, the
adjacent keys started sliding about. When I took out those keys, too, the entire
keyboard came loose. I pulled out a whole array of keys, which were still
connected to each other, and the entire keyboard came completely unstuck.
When I cleared all the keys, I was left with a smooth, shallow tray without any
features whatsoever. There were no connections to the rest of the computer,
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either. It was clear that assembling the keyboard again would be a daunting, if
not impossible, task.
SHOVING (November 22, 1999)
I dreamt that Lauren and I had a sexual game, something in which we would
supposedly engage quite often. I was lying on my back on the floor covered
with oriental carpets. I was naked and my legs were up in the air. Lauren was
shoving up my ass a long, smooth stick and a relatively young boa constrictor.
The snake would slide into me quite happily. I was lubricated quite well,
presumably with saliva, and the boa’s large head did not hurt me at all.
However, Maya was right next to me, watching everything with great interest.
I felt uncomfortable under her gaze, and I asked Lauren to stop for that reason.
I remember feeling pleasure in my asshole, but the pleasure was somehow
lessened because of Maya’s presence.
THE RECEPTION DESK (November 30, 1999)
I dreamt I was with three Japanese colleagues in a huge hotel. Apparently we
were in America. We went out for a stroll, but the top fellow in the Japanese
team suddenly announced he had to go somewhere. He needed a taxi. We
returned to the reception of our hotel, and I took it upon myself to find a cab.
A black woman with a ton of make-up and a pasty face told me that taxis can
be found at a station only a few minutes away, but I insisted that she calls for
one. Uncharacteristically, I told her I was appalled by her behavior and that I
would talk to her superiors about it as soon as we found a cab for my
colleague. While the three Japanese were waiting with worried expressions on
their faces, the woman at the reception connected me with the taxi station. A
fellow with a strong British accent told me he would send a taxi at once, but
he needed to know which hotel he should send it to. There were several hotels
in the area. I could not remember the name of the hotel, though. I could not
understand what the woman at the reception was telling me, either. Frustrated,
lost, I tried to think through the names of all the hotel chains I could come up
with, but no name would fit whatever I managed to pick up from the
receptionist. Ever more desperate, I started sliding down the reception-desk
counter. My head went lower and lower, until I could not see the top of the
counter. And then I woke up.
CARDBOARD TUBE (December 4, 1999)
I met Pippa twice in my dreams last night. Both times she was walking her
bike. Both times she was delighted to see me. Both times I bowed
operatically and presented her with a section of cardboard tube about as long
as the palm of my hand is wide. And each time she accepted the gift with
playful but genuine gratitude.
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FEELING DESPERATE AND POWERLESS (December 13, 1999)
I dreamt that I discovered a large negative of a photograph of Darja, which
was taken while we were together in the late Sixties, but that Maya ruined it
soon afterwards by chewing its edges. Together with Lauren and the children,
I was in a small town on the Adriatic coast, where some friends of ours had a
house. They had saved the negative, which was composed of several pieces of
film held together by transparent adhesive tape. Lauren was with Maya and
me when I found the ruined negative. Its top was full of ragged holes. I
started weeping and trying to punish Maya for what she had done. I kept
trying to hit her, but I could not. My hands were limp, lifeless, rubbery. I
woke up feeling desperate and powerless.
WASHING (December 19, 1999)
I dreamt that I woke up in the middle of the night and that I heard our au
pair’s boyfriend washing himself after they had made love. For some reason,
I was sure it was he, although she, too, would sometimes wash herself after
lovemaking. This time I did not hear them making love, though, which I
could not avoid hearing from time to time because their bedroom was directly
above mine and the whole house on Hereford Road was quite creaky. When I
actually woke up in the morning, I realized I was in the Grand Hotel
Ambasciatori in Bari rather than in our old house. Later today I am flying
back to London.
THE ONLY WAY (December 23, 1999)
There has been so much talk about how big and bright the moon will be on the
Winter Solstice that I dreamt I saw it fleetingly through heavy clouds and that
it was indeed immense and resplendent. By the way, that was the only way to
see the moon in London last night.
NOTHING BROKEN (December 27, 1999)
I dreamt that Lauren and I were visiting Boston. I was invited to give a lecture
at MIT, but we were late. We somehow ended up on two sides of a very busy
road. When six lanes of traffic came to a halt at red light, Lauren ran across
the road to my side. In the middle of the road, she tripped and fell. Sprawled
on the pavement, she panicked at the sight of all the cars pointed toward her.
A huge crowd formed around us when we pulled her to the sidewalk.
Suddenly, she was in a mangled motorcycle side-car. We had to bend some
warped metal away from her body to pull her out. As she was lying on a coat
laid out on the ground, a doctor appeared from somewhere and took hold of
her shoulders. “Nothing broken!” he declared. “How can you tell?” Lauren
whispered. “Your shoulders would feel stiff if any bone anywhere in your
body were broken,” he replied confidently. Lauren was coughing by my side
when I woke up.
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FILLING UP (January 3, 2000)
I dreamt that we moved to an enormous place. There were acres of parquet
floors, two-floors high ceilings, miles of walls paneled with pale wood, huge
windows that stretched from floor to ceiling, and sparse furniture. It looked
like a hotel built in the Fifties. A friend, whom I do not remember, stayed
with us for a few days. She shared our joy with this miraculous place. When
the weekend came, we had our first surprise. A large loggia overlooking our
vast livingroom turned out to belong to our neighbors. They had a bunch of
friends over for dinner. Everyone was very friendly and we ultimately did not
mind this intrusion into our space. But then our livingroom started filling up
with people. There was no-one I knew among them, but I bantered with them
as though they were old friends. I remember a short and bald fellow who told
me that he and his wife lived in a Dutch compound in Abu Dhabi, or some
such place, and that life there was very, very dull. I commiserated with him,
but I was a bit puzzled when his wife joined him and sat at his table as though
she was in a restaurant. She just gave me a small, polite smile and then turned
to the menu in front of her. A moment later a waitress came up to me and told
me rather jovially that we should be careful because the guests could hear our
footsteps on the parquet floor. She was probably referring to our children. As
it turned out, our livingroom doubled up as a restaurant on weekend evenings.
Quite distraught, but still behaving in the friendliest of manners, I told the
waitress to talk to my wife. I woke up soon afterwards.
LAMB ROAST AND BEEF STEAK (January 4, 2000)
I dreamt that my penis was cut in half. I do not know why or how this had
happened, but the stump was already partially healed when I first saw it in my
dream. Slightly swollen, or perhaps erect, it looked like a perfect cylinder. It
was cut straight through. The cut was very neat. I was carrying around the
other half, which was already drained of all blood. Both the stump and the
piece that was cut off were enormous. The piece I was carrying around was
the size, weight, and consistency of a raw lamb roast. I do not remember
seeing the head of my penis, though. Around the edge of the stump there was
some shriveled skin. The open cut itself was dark red, almost purple, like a
well-aged beef steak. Strangely, I was not worried about any of this. Perhaps
I was simply dazed by my loss. I remember nothing else except that I was
trying to imagine how the lumpy stump, a sizeable hunk of flesh, would feel
inside a woman, and how she would experience its sharp edge rubbing against
the walls of her vagina.
Addendum (January 12, 2000)
Keiko had not responded to several of my messages early this year, and I
started worrying that I had annoyed her by sending her this piece. I also knew
that she would be busy packing up her place in Tokyo for her impending trip
to London, where she will stay for an indefinite period. Her belated message
just arrived. Among other things, she writes:
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Thank you for all your messages as well as the piece of hatsuyume, New Year’s first dream. We Japanese have a saying that
the first dream will come true. So, watch out for someone like
Nagisa Oshima’s Abe Sada.
I am often struck by the refinement of Japanese culture. Hatsu-yume is a good
example of it. How many languages would have a term of this precision to
describe the dream world? However, luckily for me, this dream was not the
first of the year. I will have to write back to Keiko as soon as possible and
send her my first dream, written up in the piece entitled “Filling Up” (January
3, 2000).
RIGHTFULLY MINE (January 6, 2000)
I dreamt that I was sitting on top of a grassy hill together with John Bennett, a
colleague from the University of Reading, and discussing the map of the
nearby village, the rooftops of which could be seen in the distance. John had a
house there. I am not sure what the purpose of this discussion was, but he
reacted to my comments in a way similar to Mike Joroff, my ex-colleague
from MIT. “Interesting,” he would say from time to time, without ever
explaining why my comments were interesting. Alternatively, he would just
shake his head dubiously whenever he felt that my comments were off the
mark. I made several wild guesses about the village, including its population,
which I quickly calculated from an estimate of the number of houses in the
village. Judging from John’s reactions, my guesses were pretty accurate.
Then he took me to his home. I remember a large and open house connected
by a covered passage to a well-equipped gym with several pools. It appears
that all the houses in the village were connected to the gym by similar covered
passages. As it turned out, Lauren was John’s wife. We had split up some
years before, and they got married soon afterwards. I remember being a bit
uneasy about seeing her and John together. On the one hand, I was very much
aware of her belonging to someone else; on the other, I felt that I should still
be allowed to touch her and hold her as though nothing had changed between
us. Somewhat surprisingly, at least from the point of view of my feelings
toward her the last few days, I also felt attracted to her. She apparently felt the
same way toward me; however, she remained aloof, albeit not cold. She was
John’s wife now, and that was that.
Much of the dream had evaporated by the time I woke up, but I still had a
vivid recollection of the swimming pools in the gym. There were at least three
or four of them; they were of different sizes and shapes; and they were all
interconnected. One of the pools was unusually long, wide, and deep. It was
very blue, too. I was fascinated by the rich spectrum of color one could see in
this shimmering body of water. Before I woke up, I remember seeing John
jumping around naked by the side of one of the pools. He was just horsing
around, and there was nothing erotic or even sensual in his behavior.
However, I noticed that he was remarkably fit for his age. If I am not
mistaken, the department celebrated his sixtieth birthday three or four years
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ago. I also remember seeing Lauren standing by a pool in a skimpy swimming
suit. She, too, looked very slim and fit. When I woke up, it took me a while
to free myself from a feeling that something rightfully mine was now in
someone else’s hands.
COOKING RECIPES (January 14, 2000)
Lauren was simply wonderful with me. I was pleasantly surprised. She was
open, warm, sensuous, seductive even. She was asking me for some cooking
recipes she knew I wrote a long while ago, but which I had completely
forgotten about in the meanwhile. It suddenly struck me that the recipes might
also contain some compromising passages about other, long forgotten,
women. I realized that this might be the explanation for Lauren’s unusual
behavior, but I could not figure out how she got the wind of this connection.
Before I could tell her where she might find the recipes, or, alternatively,
figure out how to stall before I could examine them myself and then decide
whether or not it was safe to share them with her, Lauren leaned over me and
started kissing me sweetly, ardently, tantalizingly… The alarm clock woke
me up. I was alone in bed and it was dark outside. It was time to get up and
go to work.
BRE (January 23, 2000)
I dreamt that Lauren and I were in the company of women who were all
married to men from ex-Yugoslavia. They all spoke some Serbo-Croatian,
and some of them were quite fluent. The children from many of these
marriages were running about, as well. I remember sitting at a small round
table with Lauren and Lesley O’Connell, whose husband also turned out to be
from the old country. Lauren and Lesley would occasionally switch into
Serbo-Croatian. At some point a Japanese woman came to our table and
exchanged a few words with us. When one of her children joined us to ask for
something or other, she shooed the child away playfully: “Why don’t you play
with other kids?!” She spoke in Serbo-Croatian, or, rather Serbian, as her
husband was from Belgrade. To emphasize her question, she used the
expression bre, whose only function is to serve as an audible exclamation
point. It is of Turkish origin, but it has spread to some parts of ex-Yugoslavia
that were never in Turkish hands. When I commented on the usefulness of
this little word, the three women just looked at me. I guess I was stating the
obvious.
INADEQUATE CLOTHING (January 24, 2000)
I was with some friends in a small town high up in the Alps. When I left
them, I decided to take a shortcut through the rocks. I am not sure where I
was going, but I had already climbed that way and I knew the path. As I was
climbing down, the path became ever more arduous. I was wearing a white
shirt with long sleeves, a tie, a pair of fine gray pants, and black dress shoes,
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and I was thus ever more worried about the path. After a scrape through a
hole in the rocks, I realized I was not properly dressed for the path I had
chosen. Then I found myself looking down another hole. Tighter and longer,
it was full of jagged spikes. I could see ice down there, too. Realizing I was
in a tight spot, and very much aware of my inadequate clothing, I simply
decided to wake up. Enough of this crap, I decided. And, presto, I was
awake, feeling victorious. Just like that!
ANACONDA (February 1, 2000)
I dreamt I had a pet anaconda. It was coiled around my waist, chest, and neck
as I walked along the overgrown shore of a dark lake. I was slightly
apprehensive of such a powerful beast, but it appeared to be quite shy. The
snake’s head was always tucked away, presumably in my armpit. I was thus
surprised when it popped out its head and started talking to me: “I am kind of
hungry, and I hope you will soon find something tasty for me to eat.” Its head
was that of an effeminate boy of about twelve or thirteen with disheveled
reddish hair, pale face, and pointed chin sporting several pockmarks. There
was something pampered and even spoiled in the anaconda’s high-pitched
voice suggesting the first traces of puberty.
Addendum (February 3, 2000)
I sent this piece to Lauren together with a bunch of others. If I remember
correctly, there were at least half-a-dozen pieces in the selection I sent her.
Today she commented on my writings, but focused on my dream, which had
captured her imagination:
I found the story about your dream of interest. I could not help
but read our struggle into it somewhat. Using the classical
model of psychotherapeutic theory on dreams—the one in
which all the players are aspects of ourselves—then the
anaconda/adolescent is a part of you. That it hungers for a
victim is of interest as well. It may suggest that your tantrums,
although fueled by a grown man’s intellect, are in fact
adolescent. It may also suggest that there is a part of you stuck
within yourself and that part is an early adolescent screaming
out to be heard and noticed. What I can’t account for is how
that may or may not fit into your own biography as an
adolescent.
Whether dreams can be interpreted or not is a separate matter, but
interpretations of dreams certainly can be interpreted. The first thing that
struck me in Lauren’s analysis is that the anaconda/adolescent was looking for
a victim, rather than being hungry pure and simple. Of course, Lauren has
promptly projected herself into that dreadful rôle.
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LIKE A LITTLE PIG (February 13, 2000)
Lauren and the children were in a new house. Judging from the state of the
house, they had moved in a long while ago, and I was not living with them.
Every room was incredibly messy, but the bathroom was especially so. The
bathtub was clogged up, and all kinds of things—toothpaste tubes, hair
brushes, lipstick containers, scraps of cellophane wrapping—were floating on
whitish water, which was saturated with bath oils and soaps. A coarse sheet
and a thick blanket covered the bathtub, as though Lauren had a habit of
sleeping in there. I remember trying to remove the covers, but I gave up with
a shrug when I realized that they must be attached to the rim of the tub. When
I came down to the kitchen, which was on a high ground floor, Lauren was
preparing breakfast for the children. Large bay windows opened to the street,
which was quite busy. It was sunny out there, too. Several lines of cars were
moving up the street at a sluggish pace. Then I saw Jasna Kronja come out of
a car and wave through the window at the driver. She was our nanny. When I
announced that Jasna had arrived, Lauren told me under her breath that she
could not stand her any longer. She had to find someone else, she said in a
tired voice. I wondered why, but all Lauren could tell me was that she felt
more and more uncomfortable around Jasna. “I am suffocating in her
presence,” she shook her head as if in disgust. All the while, I could see what
was going on in the street, although I made sure I was not staring. Her back
turned toward us, Jasna was still waving at the driver, who was pulling away
in a large Volvo station wagon. It was petroleum blue and obviously quite
new. I knew this was her new boyfriend. It was obvious from Jasna’s
behavior that she was very much in love. As he drove off, his wheels on one
side were up on the curb, and Jasna laughed when he finally came down to the
road with a thump. Then she waived for the last time and walked up the stairs
toward the front door. I hurried to open it for her. As I came closer to the
door, I heard the grind of the key in the lock. She had her own key, I realized.
When she entered the house, the sunshine pouring in from behind her, Dorian
joined us in the entrance hall. She was smiling happily at both of us, but
Dorian did not say a word. I grabbed him by the shoulders and shook him
gently: “Say something when you meet someone!” He just grunted, his face
blank. On top of his head there was a blue winter hat with earflaps. The hat
was a couple of sizes too small for him. His cheeks looked so round and full
that they appeared inflated. I crouched down to his height and pinched those
pink cheeks, one with each hand. He tried to squirm out of my hands.
Turning up to Jasna, I commented with a bitter smile: “He looks like a little
pig, doesn’t he?” I woke up before either of them could say anything.
“GENTLY, GENTLY!” (February 15, 2000)
We went to see Tasa and Olga Mladenović, my parents’ old friends from
Belgrade. I remember their house bustling with people, mainly children.
Lauren and our children were there, but so was Marko. There were several
younger kids running around, as well, but I am not sure whose they were. I
think Tasa’s daughter was there, too, but she was in her teens, as she was the
last time I saw her some forty years ago. Olga was not there, though. She was
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to join us later. Soon after we arrived, we were served a very elegant meal. I
remember huge white plates with stereotypical Nouvelle Cuisine ornaments.
The atmosphere around the table was jolly, but Tasa was on the quiet and
gruff side. We were all teasing him, I guess, and he was a bit annoyed with
us, albeit in an amicable sort of way. The theme of Serbian and Croatian
nationalism pervaded the table banter, and he was the brunt of many a quip.
As a Serbian poet, he had contributed to the strife with a handful of incendiary
poems. I was sitting next to him, and I made sure that he took all this in the
best possible way. I would hug and kiss him from time to time. At length, he
softened a bit. When we finished the meal, he got up and motioned me to
follow him. Not far from the dining table there was a low table or platform
made of ebony or some other almost black wood. On top of it there was a
plate of thick glass resting on a gold-plated frame the same shape as the glass.
The shape was odd, though. It was a trapezoid, whose smallest side was in the
back. The front side was in the shape of a reflex bow poised for action. When
I came closer, I realized that the glass was not resting directly on the frame,
but on a layer of some translucent and viscous material, like Vaseline. “Watch
this,” Tasa said and approached the bowed side of the glass. He put the
fingers of both hands under the glass and started to pull upwards with all his
might. “Gently, gently!” I almost yelled in alarm, and approached the low
table myself. Crouching by the table, I lifted the glass with two index fingers.
I woke up before I could see Tasa’s reaction, but I think he was stupefied by
what he had witnessed.
EMILY TSINGOU (February 27, 2000)
“Look,” Lauren exclaimed for everyone to hear, “Emily Tsingou is here!”
Indeed, she was sitting in the front row of a small and crowded lecture hall
and grinning at us. I had talked to her briefly only once before, at Dani
Tinero’s party last summer, and I had seen her fleetingly at the last Turner
Prize event at the Tate, but I would not have recognized her. I was about to
give one of my lectures on art. The audience was the usual Hereford Salon
crowd. Improbably, everyone was sitting in folding chairs arranged into neat
rows. When Lauren got up to introduce me, she also said something like that
she was so happy to see such an eminent gallerist as Emily in our midst. “As
you may know,” she leaned toward Emily, who was still grinning, “Ranko’s
lectures are often a bit off the wall, but I hope you will not be offended by
anything he might say.” I remember being a bit irked by all this, but I either
woke up, or my dream shifted to a new scene, before I started my lecture. All
I remember clearly was that I was determined to give Emily something to
remember.
VISITING (March 10, 2000)
I dreamt that Lauren and I were visiting Cambridge, Massachusetts, after
many years away from the place where we met. We went to see some places
we knew well, as well as some old friends who were still there. One of the
few things I still remember is that a surprisingly large number of them have
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become devout Muslims since we last saw them. When I woke up, I realized
that Lauren was actually Emma, my adopted sister.
SAY SOMETHING, DO SOMETHING (March 11, 2000)
I was staying in an old-fashioned apartment occupied by two women. Maybe
there were three of them, but I do not remember the third very clearly. The
women were in their late thirties or early forties. My room, or the room where
I was to stay for a few days, was quite large, but it was crowded with small
furniture of all kinds. Also, it was in everyone's way. Several doors led to
other rooms, occupied by my roommates. My bed was large, as well, but it
was stuffed with pillows of all sizes. Everything was wrapped in coarse lace
and stiff embroidery. Small pots with hanging flowers hung around the ornate
bed, making it feel cramped.
The first night I slept there was rather comfortable. I remember waking up
quite rested. The taller of the two women came out of her room and sat at the
edge of my bed. As she was telling me about something that had happened
while I was asleep, which I cannot remember any longer but which might have
involved my mother's phone call, I pulled her under covers alongside me. She
let herself be held tight. Her long legs felt smooth and warm between mine.
But then the shorter woman, who appeared somewhat older in the morning,
came out of her room. She did not pay us any attention, but it was clear the
woman in my arms felt a bit uncomfortable because of the silence. At this
point the third woman might have come into the room, but she too would have
been behaving as though everything was just fine. One thing I remember
clearly is that one of the roommates was watering the flowers around the bed,
and that I was cringing every time I would see the water drip from the pots
onto the lace. The two of us in bed felt that air was getting ever thicker, but
the longer we waited to say something, do something, the more difficult it was
to make things right once again.
I am not sure how things developed by the time I woke up, but I remember
thinking feverishly about the best thing to say or do, which would relax the
tension between my roommates without offending anyone. I remember
rehearsing in my mind now one thing, now another, but ultimately deciding
against all of them. All the while, the woman in my arms and I felt so snug, so
content, that it was almost painful to imagine us parting. Uncomfortable as we
were because of the other woman, or perhaps two of them, who hovered
around us, we still preferred our warm hug to an amusing way out of our
predicament. We were probably still holding onto each other when I woke up.
JAMES (March 18, 2000)
I dreamt that Lauren and I saw a movie and that she kept talking afterwards
about how gorgeous one of the actors was. “James,” she kept saying, “is the
most attractive man I have ever seen.” She was especially thrilled by his
muscular arms and chest. It was clear she relished the sound of his very name.
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I kept quiet about all this, but I realized I would ultimately have to do
something if I heard the actor’s name one time too many.
LOUNGING (March 20, 2000)
I dreamt a great deal last night, but I remember a fragment only. The whole
family was lounging in bed in the morning, like we often do on weekends.
Lauren and I were naked, as usual. My legs were turned toward her, and vice
versa. She started playing with my penis, but in a casual sort of way. I was
thus surprised when she took it into her mouth with a mischievous smile on
her face. I immediately looked at the children, not wishing them to witness
our play. Maya was occupied with something or other. However, Dorian’s
expression betrayed that he had seen what Lauren had done, but that he was
too embarrassed to show it. When I looked back at Lauren, she just shrugged
her shoulders. She seemed not to be concerned.
WRESTLING (March 22, 2000)
We were wrestling naked. I was a bit stronger than him, although
considerably older. I managed to pin him down on the floor. I remember his
hairy neck and his swarthy skin. Giving up, he started talking to me in a
whisper. “I just realize how silly I am,” he said. I loosened my grip. He
continued: “I realize I have been courting two men at the same time.”
Presumably, I was one of the two. I was flaccid while we were wrestling, but
I felt the first signs of a swelling in my groin as soon as he started speaking.
“Why would this be a problem,” I almost asked. Pulling myself up, I felt my
penis grow. My first impulse was to hide the erection, but in the last moment
I decided to show myself to him. Sitting up, I put my penis in the palm of my
right hand. It was magnificent: already huge but still growing, it had an
enormous head. It was crimson. The head appeared to be glowing. The only
surprise was that I was wearing a sort of condom, which covered the head
only. I woke up holding onto myself. It was already light outside. Although
the man was someone I knew well, I could not remember who he was.
THE ONLY MOVING PART (March 25, 2000)
I dreamt of a masturbation machine. It was low to the ground with two shiny
handles, presumably to support a user crouching over it. In the middle of an
elaborate structure, which looked like the housing for a complex mechanism,
there was the only moving part: the torso, arms, and head of a miniature black
man dressed like a rock star. The head was the size of a tennis ball. His hair
was gray in places. The hair appeared to be quite soft to the touch. The man
moved mainly backward and forward, but he also swayed sideways, as though
he was dancing. The movement was obviously mechanical, but it was quite
elaborate, too. There was something mesmerizing about it. The closer I came
to the contraption, the more I was convinced that it was for women only, but I
still could not fathom exactly how it would work.
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ANNE (March 29, 2000)
I was crouching by my bag and fiddling with something in it when I first saw
Anne approaching. We were in a crowded airport lounge. She was rushing
toward me with a mock scowl, as though to say that it was my fault that we
have lost contact for so many years. Her face was tanned, but she was
otherwise the same as I remembered her some fifteen years ago. She wore
pants and a tight waste-length jacket. Her hair came down to her shoulders.
Not completely sure that she was looking at me, for I felt I had changed a lot
in this period, I looked behind me, but saw no-one she could be looking at.
“Perhaps she already met Lauren someplace in the lounge?” I thought,
wondering whether they had known each other at MIT. Their studies in the
Architecture Department must have overlapped by a few years, I realized. She
was closer and closer, still making huge strides. Now it was clear she was
looking at me. I feverishly repeated her name under my breath, trying to
remember her family name: “Anne? Anne? Anne?” I woke up before either
of us spoke. More important, I woke up before I remembered her full name. I
still do not remember it. I was enchanted with her back in the mid-1980s, but
nothing had ever happened between us.
UNWRAPPING (March 30, 2000)
My old friend from the university was waiting for me in the neighboring room
while I was fumbling with an awkward condom dispenser. I was naked. It
took me some time to realize I had to break off a single condom package from
a stem with a large number of such packages sticking out in all directions.
Each condom was wrapped in thick aluminum foil, which was dark blue on
the outside. As I was unwrapping the package, I returned to the room where I
left my friend. I remember that the door opened to the right, and that he was
sitting on a sofa to the right of the door. The room was long and narrow in
that direction. It was windowless, too. There was a bookshelf on the wall
opposite the sofa. I also remember that the room was painted pale yellow, and
that there were no paintings on the walls, which was a bit unusual for our
home. To my surprise, my friend was jacking off and smoking at the same
time. He looked at me when I entered, his eyes at half mast, but he kept
wanking. He was going fast. I think he used his left hand. Cigarette smoke
rose from his right hand, which was resting on the sofa away from me. I could
not see his penis, though. It was covered by a large, white T-shirt he was
wearing. He was still fully dressed. Then he looked aside and started going
even faster. It was clear I had interrupted him, and that he was eager to come.
Several thoughts passed through my mind at once. I was afraid that the smoke
would attract the attention of my parents, who were sleeping at the time, as
they do in the afternoon. I remember glancing anxiously in the direction of
their rooms through several open doors separating us. At the same time, I felt
left out. I could not understand why he would jerk off by himself when he
knew I was coming back. Most important, I felt cheated out of something I
felt he had tacitly promised me. I am not sure why I went to fetch a condom,
but I remember vaguely that we had played with each other before I left. One
thing I remember very clearly is that I had guided his hand to my erect penis.
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He was a bit shy, but he obviously enjoyed touching me, holding me. I
enjoyed his hand on me, too. I must have been naked already. I must have
felt that he had understood that I wanted him to jerk me off. The only mystery
of my dream is why I went to get a condom, because all I wanted was for the
two of us to play with each other's pricks. Entering him, or he entering me,
was out of the question.
Addendum I (April 1, 2000)
When I woke up, I immediately decided not to write this down. I did not want
my old friend, who was utterly innocent of my dream, to be embarrassed by it.
Besides, I comforted myself that many parts of my dream were garbled. But
this decision ran against my principles. Actually, I was surprised by it. My
book should not suffer from such compunctions, no matter how perplexing my
dreams. After a meeting with the woman who had organized the conference
that brought me to Finland, I changed my mind as I was walking back to my
hotel. By the time I reached the door, I was already weak in my knees. I was
aroused. I took my clothes off and started to write. It took me a long time to
feel comfortable with the piece describing my last sexual experience. When I
finished, I read the piece slowly. My prick quickly fattened and hardened in
my hands. Wanking myself ever faster, I savored every word. I was rewarded
before reaching the last sentence. Having had not a single orgasm for a week
or maybe two, I came abundantly. Washing myself afterwards, I marveled
once again at the untold joys of writing and reading.
Addendum II (April 27, 2017)
The friend in my dream was Milan Brkić, known to all as Brka. Rest in peace,
old friend. Close as we were for years, there was never any hint at playing
with each other in any way. And waking together was nigh unimaginable. I
am adding a few words here for no other reason than completion. One way or
another, Brka’s name completes this story, albeit with a huge question mark.
Dreams are only dreams, after all.
EXCEPT FOR OUR AGE (March 31, 2000)
She was tall and strong and yet lithe and nubile. Her waistline was smooth,
elegant, feline. It was a joy to see her move, stretch. We were close to the
MIT campus, lounging on the steps of familiar buildings. The weather was
gorgeous as it can be only in dreams. At one point we sat in front of a door of
a grocery shop that used to be a popular café, and an old woman working there
asked us to leave. Which we did, like kids, without a word, without much
ado.
She was of Montenegrin origin. I think it was her father who was from an old
family from the coast of Montenegro. Although thoroughly American, she
spoke the old language perfectly. From time to time, she would use an apt
expression that often surprised me. I cannot be sure about her age, but she
was twenty-six or twenty-seven. Approaching fifty-four, I was considerably
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older. She had a boyfriend, a young man roughly her age with beautiful
golden hair, but it was clear she was deeply in love with me. Our age
difference was not an issue for her, but we both knew it would be an issue for
her father, her parents. I knew it would become an issue for her, too, years
later.
We knew each other for a year or two, but this was the first time we openly
talked about us as a couple. She was a student and I a teacher at MIT, which
made it difficult to feel comfortable about feelings we felt for each other. This
was the first time we did not avoid talking about love and marriage. Perhaps
she was close to graduating, or I was close to leaving MIT. I am not sure
about either of the two, though. At any rate, we were quite open about our
behavior in public. I would hold her, caress her, and she would press herself
against me, touch me here and there. I remember that she even touched my
erect penis at some point when we were sitting in a shady place protected from
view. I accepted her tender fingers as a sign of everlasting love rather than as
something having to do with lovemaking, let alone sex. We were like one
even though we had not made love yet. We knew we would make love soon,
and I was already anticipating her body against mine. I could already feel her
from the inside.
At some point she used a funny Montenegrin expression I had never heard
before. “You let the hare into the house,” she said with approval, with
appreciation. I must have said something that allowed for the possibility that
we would move in together, get married, have a family. A wild idea was
domesticated now that I had ventured it, let it out. We were on a new course.
Our lives had suddenly changed. New vistas opened in front of us. Our
happiness was complete although we knew there would be many
complications on the way. One of them was that I was double her age. This is
something she apparently could not care less about, but I knew she eventually
would consider it, experience it, start worrying about it herself. Her father, her
parents, would make sure of that.
Few dreams are as blissful as this one had been. Relishing the present, we felt
the future on our skins, in our veins. Loving each other without remainder, we
suspended all disbelief for the time being. The bliss was nearly complete,
nearly perfect. Except for our age—that is, her oblivion to our considerable
age difference. Deep in my heart, I knew this was a problem we could not
neglect for too long.
STANDOFF (April 2, 2000)
I dreamt that I was a witness to a duel. Maya was the other witness, I think.
One of the duelists was my old friend from Cambridge, Massachusetts, Bill
Lazonick. I do not remember who the other man was, but it is likely I did not
know him. They were only a couple of paces apart. Their weapons were
mounted on slim stands at chest level. In front of Bill there were two
revolvers; in front of the other fellow there was a machine-gun. Both of them
just stood there, matching every threatening movement, no matter how slight,
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with a countermove. It was obvious both duelists would die in a shoot-out. I
woke up after watching the standoff for a fair while.
LEOPARDS (April 5, 2000)
I dreamt that I was someplace in Africa. I remember seeing slides of aerial
shots of the countryside taken by some friends, who were anthropologists, I
guess, and who had traveled extensively in the region. Maybe they actually
showed me a film, because I remember small clouds gliding over shallow
rolling hills covered with parched grass and punctuated by sparse trees. But
the thing that fascinated me most was something I had seen myself in a
housing development I once visited. On the ground floor of a row of attached
houses, which looked like a low-rise apartment block, all rooms were covered
with green ceramic tiles. The tiles ran up to a narrow ledge that was shoulder
high. As I was walking past one of these houses, all of which were open on
the ground, I saw a leopard creeping along the tiled wall perpendicular to the
dirt road, holding with the claws of its left legs onto the grooves between tiles
and onto the ledge with the claws of its right legs. It was moving away from
me. I was amazed at the agility and gracefulness of the animal, which avoided
the floor for some reason. However, a few houses down the row I saw another
leopard creeping along a tiled wall in exactly the same way, also moving away
from the road. This was something all of them could apparently do. Perhaps
the tiles reminded them of the tree canopy, where they would move along
branches quite easily? Later on, when I told my friends about this experience,
they said that it was even more amazing to see female leopards climb tiled
walls with their cubs on their backs. They would usually have two, and the
larger and dominant ones would perch by the neck, where there was a better
foothold. The leopards were not exactly domesticated, but they were not
dangerous, either. Both people and domestic animals were quite safe around
them. One time I actually saw a leopard stroll past a domestic cat, which
slunk out of the way, but did not run away at the sight of a much larger cat.
THE HIGHLIGHT (April 7, 2000)
I dreamt that Lauren and I participated in some kind of procession in Venice.
Perhaps we were at the carnival? Going down a wide canal, most likely Canal
Grande, I sprayed everyone in sight with a large water-gun. That was a part of
the festivities, but it was great fun, too. The gun could be set to different types
of spray, including very fine mist that would get everyone around me, as well
as myself, quite wet. I remember being surprised that Lauren did not object to
my playfulness although she occasionally got drenched, too. But the highlight
of the dream was Lauren herself. She wore a long dress and a long scarf. I
think both were pale blue. Her hair was deep orange. The color was very
intense, but I somehow knew it was not artificial. Uncharacteristically, it was
very long and straight, as well. In the breeze on Canal Grande, Lauren’s
abundant hair came alive. It shifted and flickered like fire. Her scarf,
wrapped around her arms, was billowing in the breeze, flying above her head.
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Framed by the scarf, she looked like a creature of paradise from some ecstatic
Chinese painting.
THE EXPERIMENT (April 10, 2000)
I dreamt that I was somehow involved in a scientific experiment concerning
the effects of time on the performance of art gallery directors. Two time
cycles—one involving an individual’s ageing process, and the other having to
do with the development of the art world—were somehow separated to study
their effects in isolation. In the former case, the art gallery director went
through an accelerated ageing process while the art world remained
unchanged; in the latter, the director’s age remained the same in a rapidly
evolving art world. I think the entire cycle took only four weeks in each case,
perhaps related to the Moon cycle. I recall neither why the experiment was
conducted nor what it ultimately showed. But I remember that there were two
subjects. The key one was a woman with short blond hair called Sarah,
whereas the other woman with short dark hair was a control subject. Her
name escapes me now. I was much closer to Sarah, and I was very much
impressed by her performance, although it was clear the experiment was
beginning to take its toll on her. I talked to her one day when she appeared
exhausted, bewildered, and old. “Sarah,” I said with emotion, “you are the
bravest, the cleverest, and the most beautiful woman I have ever met!” And
that is all I still remember.
FEELING A LITTLE NAUSEATED (April 17, 2000)
We were sitting in a darkened apartment. Lauren was curled up in a sofa and
watching television with the sound turned all the way down, and I was reading
in a different corner of the same room, where there was a bit more light. At
some point we started talking about different ways of preparing eggs so that
they do not go bad after a long period of time. The Chinese bury them, for
instance. I remember feeling a little nauseated by the smell of rotten eggs.
“Ranko,” Lauren said suddenly, “someone’s at the door!” She sounded calm,
but there was urgency in her voice, as well as suppressed fear. I looked
toward the door. Indeed, a man in a raincoat was standing in the door, his
silhouette outlined against the light in the corridor outside our apartment. It
appeared he paused for a moment to let his sight adjust to the darkness inside.
I woke up at once, taking the dream as a warning. Windows were clattering in
a strong wind, but it was otherwise quiet. Everything sounded perfectly
normal. The smell of rotten eggs was still with me, though.
MISALIGNMENT (May 5, 2000)
I dreamt that I visited an American city where the street pattern and the pattern
of electrical and telephone lines overhead were misaligned for some historical
reason. The two grids were at a slight angle to each other, causing confusion
in a number of places. In fact, I experienced confusion as soon as I arrived.
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As I stepped out of a car at an intersection, several people who were crossing
the road bumped into me. I, too, did not know exactly which way to go
because of the strange angle of the lines hanging above the road. Everyone I
met there was fed up with this problem and wanted it fixed. I remember
seeing an exhibition in the Town Hall dedicated to the historical roots of the
misalignment. By and by, I realized that the town administration had retained
me as a consultant to help them resolve this old problem. By the time I woke
up, I knew that great deal was expected of me.
AS HUMDRUM AS REALITY (June 25, 2000)
I dreamt that I was trying to call a relative from the States—a son of Ljubo
Tudor, whose father came to the island of Krk from the Island of Hvar in the
Adriatic around the turn of the century and who married my father’s aunt
Sophia. The phone rang for a long time, and then a message kicked in, to the
effect that my relative could be reached between two-thirty and four-thirty in
the afternoon. As I was listening to the message I realized that my relative
was actually talking into the receiver, but he hung up before I managed to say
anything. Then I dreamt that I woke up and that I told Lauren how some
dreams are as humdrum as reality itself. When I actually woke up, she was
still sleeping by my side.
INTERTWINED (July 8, 2000)
I was dozing in the morning having been woken up too early by Maya.
Lauren was slumbering by my side. Falling asleep again, I dreamt that I was
with an old flame of mine from Belgrade and her husband, a dear friend. In
my dream, the two of them were not even a couple, let alone married. We
were lying together. Our limbs were intertwined. Changing my position
slightly, I let the palm of my left hand slide onto the woman’s pubic bone. To
my delight, she did not protest. No sooner than I started caressing her gently,
I woke up again. My right hand was on Lauren’s hip.
EVEN SHORTER (July 18, 2000)
This weekend I had my hair cut pretty short. It is always short, but this time I
wanted it even shorter in preparation for two weeks in the Alps. Tonight I
dreamt that Rada Iveković, my childhood friend, was quite distraught when
she saw how short my hair had been cut. “Why do you do this?” she kept
asking. “No, really,” she insisted, her eyebrows wriggling in pain, “why do
you cut your hair so very short?” I kept spreading my arms in dismay and
grinning stupidly. I had no idea how to begin answering her question, let
alone provide a meaningful answer.
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THE DEAREST OF FRIENDS (July 29, 2000)
I dreamt I was at a party with Dalai Lama. He was at least thirty years
younger and we were the dearest of friends. I loved him so much, I felt like
hugging him all the time. The only thing I remember from the party is that he
was sitting with two fellows on a sofa. They were either Tibetan or Nepalese.
Next to Dalai Lama there was an empty place. I was wondering whether or
not to sit next to him and give him another heartfelt hug. In the end, I decided
against it because he and the two fellows seemed to be talking about
something rather serious. I remember feeling almost virtuous on account of
my restraint.
LIKE AN EGG WITH TWO YOLKS (August 2, 2000)
I dreamt that I was preparing to paint another scene from the extraterrestrial
world I started drawing and painting more than a decade ago. One thing from
that world that I remember sketching in free hand on a big piece of paper
looks like an egg with two yolks—one considerably bigger than the other.
The “yolks” were black and the area around them was white. The line
outlining the “egg” was rather thick. That thing was to be the centerpiece of
my new painting.
Addendum I (August 13, 2000)
When I returned to Reading this morning, after I escorted Lauren and the
children to Heathrow, I ate a boiled egg while talking with my mother about
the three weeks we had spent apart. The egg had two yolks of roughly equal
size. When I cut through the egg with a knife, the section was remarkably
similar to the thing I saw in my dream. “Imagine,” my mother said, “in my
ninety years I have not seen two yolks in an egg!” She was even more
surprised when I told her about my dream and when I showed her the sketch
of the “egg” in my notebook.
Addendum II (August 15, 2000)
Gordana and Milorad Ristić, my parents’ dearest friends from Belgrade, who
are visiting their son and his family in London, will be visiting my mother
tomorrow. She baked a cake she knows they like. For the cake, she used the
eggs from the same carton from which came the boiled egg I ate upon my
return to Reading a couple of days ago. Among the eggs she used, she told me
today, she found another one with two yolks. “Twice in a lifetime!” she
beamed at me. Chances are both eggs came from the same hen.
Addendum III (December 16, 2001)
Yesterday I finally painted my egg with two yolks. I have long planned to do
so, but one thing or another got in my way until yesterday. The composition is
based on one of my sixteen symbols, which looks a bit like an egg cut in half.
The black circle in the middle of the painting is surrounded by another circle.
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In the new composition, a smaller black circle is next to the larger one, and the
circle surrounding the larger circle is now extended to embrace the smaller
one, as well. It thus looks a bit like an egg. Come to think of it, one impulse
to paint the egg with two yolks, for lack of a better descriptive name for the
composition, was the comment made by one of my friends and colleagues
from the university who came to one of my parties. She just stared at my
paintings for a while, and then muttered in amazement: “No curves
anywhere!” I pointed one of my eggs with a single yolk, but she was not
convinced.
Addendum IV (December 18, 2001)
A day or two after I made my painting, I let my friend know about it via
electronic mail. “You must come to my party celebrating the first Friday in
January to see it,” I concluded my message about my exploration of curves.
She responded the next day: “I hope the exercise has brought you closer to
your female side, not that I know what this is supposed to mean…” Only this
evening I realized that she might be right. As I was eating my dinner, a
delicious mix of fresh shrimps and my spicy pasta sauce, I noticed that my
new painting looked very like a vagina and anus in close proximity. That is,
the military-industrial complex, as I like to call these two. I bet this
association would never have crossed my mind had I not been brought closer
to my female side by all those curves.
ONLY A DREAM (August 15, 2000)
I dreamt that we were at some holiday resort full of English-speaking people,
mostly the British. It was early evening. Maya was with us, but she was an
infant still—perhaps eighteen months old at most. The merry atmosphere in
some outdoor drinking hole where we stopped for a drink tickled Lauren. She
felt she was attractive, enticing. She felt ravishing. She got horny and started
casting around for a prospect. Holding Maya in my arms, I was ever less
amused by Lauren’s behavior. “Stay here,” I suggested. She was game. “I
will take Maya to sleep in our room and you can take another room if you find
someone,” I suggested. She accepted my proposal with a nod without even
looking at me. The last thing I remember is looking at her from some distance
and trying to figure out what to do next. It was clear our marriage was
finished, but I still had to figure out exactly how to get out. I woke up with a
feeling of foreboding, but I was also happy this was only a dream.
THE ITCH (August 17, 2000)
I dreamt I was with Lauren and David Shipworth, my new colleague at the
university and a very pleasant man. Tall and trim, he is a handsome man, too.
The atmosphere was jocular. Lounging around a dinner table, we appeared to
have been friends for ever. Lauren was naked under her waist. She was
getting ever more visibly aroused as our banter became ever more explicitly
sexual. By and by, she started rolling her pelvis and moaning. Her eyes
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closed, she complained of an itch inside her vagina. I remember seeing her
thrust her crotch in David’s direction. Her ginger pubic hair protruded under
her T-shirt. Undeterred by Lauren’s behavior, he bent down to better see her
crotch. I remember getting up and asking her at some point whether she
wanted David or me to relieve her of her itch. At that moment, I was prepared
to leave the room and let him have her. David did not show any inclination
toward leaving the room, though. She did not respond to my question, but I
could tell she wanted him. She moaned ever more loudly. The itch was
becoming unbearable. I remember that he started to unbuckle his belt, but
when I came around the table to come closer to her, he urged me forward with
his left hand, suggesting that I should go first. I woke up before I reached her.
CHRIS (August 26, 2000)
I dreamt that I was living with Elise, but that Dorian and Maya were our
children. The little ones were their present age, but Elise was quite a bit
younger. We just got back together after a few months of living apart,
presumably in Europe and the States. We moved into a new apartment, a
horrible little place with poorly-maintained old-fashioned furniture of every
description. It was late morning. A friend of Elise came over, and I heard
from the hall that Elise was offering her coffee or tea in Serbo-Croatian. The
woman was an American, though. When she walked into the room, where I
was taking the children's toys out of my knapsack, I greeted her most affably
and kissed her on her plump cheek. She was in her early forties, quite round,
and dressed in a baggy dress to help her hide her formless body. Her hair was
dirty-blonde and rather short. I introduced myself as Elise’s husband.
Confused for a moment, the woman looked toward Elise, who just came in
from the hall: “I thought Chris was your husband!?” Elise did not reply. I
looked the other way, but noticed that the woman made a guilty grimace as
she ducked her head and looked away, too. Elise must have grimaced or
motioned her to shut up. “Elise,” I said in a mocking falsetto voice, “who is
this guy, Chris?” “You don’t have to answer,” I chuckled immediately
afterwards. Elise said nothing. Embarrassed, her friend shuffled into another
room. A minute later Elise went out of the apartment. I heard her walk
slowly all the way down to the entrance of the apartment building, but then
she came back up. We were on the third or fourth floor, and one could hear
each of her steps on the wooden staircase. I was still unloading my knapsack,
on the bottom of which there were many small plastic toys, but also candy of
all sorts formed as animals, soldiers, cartoon characters. Elise did not look my
way, and I avoided her eyes. The only thing I remember talking about with
her before I woke up is that day’s schedule. I remember being surprised that
she would be out most of the day.
STRAIGHT INTO THE GAP (September 4, 2000)
I dreamt a lot last night, but all I still remember is some dog-shit on the
pavement. It was quite beautiful, though. I remember marveling at it in my
dream. The pavement was dark and oily and worn down by heavy traffic. In
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retrospect, it was the kind of pavement one would find in New York’s China
Town, for instance. The granite stones at the curb were pushed apart at one
place, presumably by heavy trucks, and the asphalt of the walkway seeped into
the gap. A dog shat straight into the gap. The shit was loose and smooth—the
poor thing had diarrhea. The color of the shit was pale yellow with a fine
touch of mustard. It complemented the coal black of the asphalt and the
greenish gray of the granite. Apparently fresh, it was shiny, too. The pile
looked very much like soft icecream extruded from a dispensing machine at an
amusement park.
MAYA’S BEARD (September 8, 2000)
I dreamt that I was holding Maya in my arms and kissing her on her cheeks.
Then I noticed that she had a beard. It was growing out of her chin only, but it
was quite long and the hair was surprisingly rough. I realized that I did not
notice it immediately because her hair was falling over her face. “Maya,” I
said, “you have a beard!?” “Yes,” she replied in a small voice, unsure of her
own feelings about her beard. I remember thinking that she was rather cute
with it, looking like a little furry animal, but I also worried a bit about how it
would look later in life.
LIKE AN OVERSIZED DOLL (September 22, 2000)
I dreamt I had a Brazilian colleague whom I would occasionally meet at
international conferences. In his early forties, he was a pleasure to behold, but
he was far from bright. I remember taking him to either my or his hotel room
and undressing him. Like an oversized doll, he did not object. Standing
behind him, still fully dressed, I caressed his smooth, muscular body. I was
not aroused. Neither was he. But it was a pleasure touching him, feeling my
hands on his stomach muscles, his hips, his lower belly, his flaccid penis, his
balls, his thighs. When I woke up, I realized these were the parts of my own
body I must have been touching while I was asleep.
CHATTING WITH TRACEY (September 27, 2000)
I dreamt that I was at a lecture about a fascinating environmental project. The
lecture hall was crowded. Lauren and the children were with me. The
speaker, who initiated the project in his youth, was in his eighties. After the
lecture I tapped his shoulder and congratulated him for his work. I still
remember the feel of his black flannel suit under my fingers. As we were
walking out of the lecture hall and chatting about the project, he transformed
into an old woman. She was also dressed in black but in an artsy sort of way.
By the time we reached the street, the old woman turned into herself in her
youth. I recognized her from the slides shown during the lecture. “It must
have been very difficult to get so many people to work together,” I told her.
“No,” she said and glanced at me sideways, “everything kind of fell into its
place.” I still remember that it struck me that she had too much makeup for
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my taste. The shiny blue on her eyelids was unappealing. We stopped at the
light at a street crossing. I noticed that Lauren and the children just reached
the other side of the street. From Lauren's behavior I could tell she was a bit
miffed because I was talking to the young woman, who was quite attractive,
too. Only when I woke up I realized she looked very like Tracey Emin in her
early twenties.
EATING MY OWN BALLS (October 15, 2000)
I dreamt that I ate my own balls. I think that I first ejaculated into my mouth,
but I am not sure about this part of the dream. I could easily reach my
genitals, so easily that I was not even surprised about it. I am not sure exactly
how I cut the skin on my balls, but I did not feel any pain. The skin was thin
and soft. There was no blood, no mess of any kind. The balls were mushy
and pliable, like a large fig. When I cut the skin, I saw something very like
fine fish roe. It was dark ochre in color. It had an organic smell, but the smell
was very faint. It was quite dry, too. I took only one mouthful of the stuff. It
did not have much of a taste, but I do not remember being disappointed about
that. The thrill was in the fact that I was eating my own balls. But I
remember being a little concerned about the cut I had made. I realized there
was no need to make such a big and sloppy cut, and I wondered how I would
make the skin grow back together again. I woke up before I resolved this
problem, but I remember thinking vaguely about sewing the skin together.
And I also wondered how would I get up and move about with such a gash
between my legs.
SWIMMING UPSTREAM (October 22, 2000)
I dreamt that I was on a motorboat with some friends. The boat was on the
slow side. It had a spacious deck, where we all sat and chatted. I am not sure
which sea we were sailing, but I do not believe it was the Adriatic. All I
remember was open sea. The day was sunny and the sea was calm. At some
point we noticed a strange thing. To one side of the deck there was an upright
board painted white. I have no idea what it could have been used for. Two
large fish looking incongruously like carp were suspended in the breeze a few
inches from the board just below its top. At first they appeared attached to the
board, but they were actually not. One of the fish was slightly smaller than the
other. Both had several long and thin pilot fish attached to their bodies on
both sides. The fish behaved as though they were swimming upstream so as to
stay at the same place. We marveled at several things. First, the fish were out
of water for quite a long period. Second, we could not figure out how they
could remain suspended in the air for such a long time. The fish disappeared
as miraculously as they appeared. No-one on deck saw them either arrive or
depart.
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ANOTHER ABORTION (October 26, 2000)
I was the first to arrive for abortion. A short and balding orderly with a potbelly was in the operating room already. Actually, it looked like an ordinary
hospital room separated from the rest of the ward by a drab curtain. The
orderly wore a navy-blue sweater, which made him look like a postman.
There were several chairs around, but no bed of any kind. “She is here
already,” he muttered and motioned vaguely toward the ward. I had not seen
Lauren for months and I was a bit apprehensive about meeting her under such
circumstances. “Where shall I sit?” I asked meekly. The orderly pointed at a
chair in the back. “We’re going by the book today,” he said. I stood by the
chair waiting when I heard Lauren’s voice. Then I saw her walk up to the
curtain and stop there. She was talking to someone, perhaps a doctor. She
saw me but she continued talking to the fellow without a greeting. Her face
was puffy and her skin pasty. She must have been crying a lot, I thought.
And then I woke up. Only then I realized I dreamt of divorce rather than
abortion.
PITCHING (October 27, 2000)
I was standing at the edge of a terrace of a small two-floor house and talking
with a fellow. We were leaning against the terrace railing and facing the
house. It was a friend’s house, but I do not remember who the friend was.
Suddenly, the terrace started sinking under our feet. The house was pitching
toward us, threatening to fall on top of us. The movement was slow but ever
faster. Realizing that it was the two of us who had somehow upset the
balance, we made a couple of steps toward the house. We were giggling and
saying something to the effect that our friend’s house was not all that safe.
Indeed, the motion first stopped and then reversed itself. The house came
back to rest with a bit of a thump. When we walked out and looked at the
house from the foot of a hill on which it was perched, we could see that one of
its corners, where the terrace was, had no supporting column because there
was another building underneath it. I think it was a gas station with a shop
attached to it. Presumably, the opposite corner of the house, resting on the hill
itself, was not properly anchored. Only if a couple of people were at the very
edge of the terrace would the balance be upset. Plausible, but not plausible
enough, I realized when I woke up.
IN A BIT OF A PICKLE (October 30, 2000)
I dreamt that I was with Dorian in a glassed-in balcony covered with carpets
and low furniture—a bit like my room in Reading. We were at a high ground
floor typical of Georgian houses in London. There were no doors between the
balcony, which was both long and wide, and the livingroom behind us.
Presumably, this was our home. Like the balcony, the livingroom was rich in
color. Lauren was someplace in the house. Dorian and I were reading, I
think. At some point I noticed that a bunch of homeless men had congregated
in a sheltered place underneath the balcony of the neighboring house. There
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were at least six of them, and some of them looked like drunks. They did no
look toward us, but one of them suddenly appeared just behind the balcony
parapet. We could see only his ruddy head through the glass. He and I
exchanged greetings and started talking. I am not sure what we talked about,
but it was clear that he was encouraged by my friendliness. To my
amazement, he joined Dorian and me when I looked the other way for a
moment. He sat down next to me as though this was the most natural thing in
the world. I remember looking up to see how he could scale the glass at all,
let alone with such speed. There was a gap between the roof of the balcony
and the glass, but I could not imagine that he could squeeze through it with
ease. I glanced at the fellow's mates out there, wondering whether they could
all come in like this, but they were still not paying us any attention. I
continued talking with the fellow, but the only thing I remember is that he
turned out to be from Scotland. When I asked where exactly was he from, he
declared with pride that he was from way up north. And then he told me that
he would like a beefsteak. He was not insolent at all, but I could imagine him
becoming difficult if I kept being so nice with him. Just like that, he wanted a
beefsteak! I laughed, telling him that I did not remember when was the last
time I had a beefsteak myself. It took me a little while to persuade him that
we did not have anything of the sort in the house. Realizing that I was in a bit
of a pickle, I called Lauren. If she were around to take care of Dorian, I could
figure out what to do with the fellow. She appeared with Maya, who had just
returned home, and with a large parcel that had just arrived for Lauren by post.
Maya was quite tall. She was seven or maybe eight. I had not seen her for a
long time, I realized. I remember thinking of telling the homeless fellow that I
could not deal with him at this moment because I have not seen my daughter
for years. She stood awkwardly in front of me when I tried to hug her. The
last thing I remember is that Lauren opened the package, which contained a
proposal of hers for a show. She was quite distraught because her proposal
was rejected. Oblivious to the homeless man, as well as to the rest of us, she
spread out the contents of the package on the floor and knelt over them. I
remember a number of black-and-white photographs showing large paintings
with figures that were reminiscent of Malevich’s peasants. A few figures were
placed on each canvass, of which there were four or five. The figures floated
on almost blank surfaces. The paintings were horizontal, covering entire
walls. Lauren took a black magic marker and began effacing the figures on
her paintings. She was furious. She was sobbing loudly, cursing with
abandon her luck with gallerists. And then I woke up.
FAT BOY (November 14, 2000)
I dreamt that I, or someone close to me, was facing a choice between two
things or courses of action. Each had its name or code, but I remember only
one of them: Fat Boy. I was struggling to remember the other, equally
intriguing, name through the morning, but I ultimately failed. The only other
thing I remember about this dream is that it took me a long time to realize that
Fat Boy was the nickname of the nuclear bomb dropped on Hiroshima or
Nagasaki.
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GOUDA (December 10, 2000)
I was in some kind of pub, bar, or fast-food restaurant. It was crowded. Men,
mainly older men, were standing around tall counters and drinking. They
looked like taxi drivers, pensioners, shop hands, office workers. I ordered
several things, including some Gouda cheese. I do not remember what else I
wanted, but there were a few more things for sure. The plump young woman
taking my order was sitting at the till and writing everything down without
ever looking up at me. She was dressed in a white apron. Perhaps she also
wore a white headdress. A middleaged man with receding curly hair and
glasses walked over, leaned against the wall by the till, and told her something
in an incomprehensible local accent reminiscent of East London. It could
have been Dutch or Danish, too. When he finished speaking, he chuckled.
She said nothing. Although she appeared oblivious to him, I had a feeling she
had heard him and understood him perfectly well. Having taken my order, she
gave me the bill. In return for a large bill I gave her, she gave me a load of
change, mainly five-pence coins. She went to what seemed to be the pub
window to fetch the cheese while I struggled with all that change. I was
stuffing handfuls of it into my pockets. Fife-pence coins were slipping
through my fingers and falling on the floor. I tried to pick up some of them.
The floor was very wet. A film of water covered the floor, which was littered
with soggy cigarette butts and small pieces of paper. I found a few larger
coins that others must have dropped before me. I remember wiping the wet
coins with my hand before stuffing them into my pockets. When the young
woman appeared again, she was carrying an almost empty tray with cheesefilled tarts. The cheese was white, young. Only three or four tarts were left at
one end of the musty tray. A wilted sprig of parsley completed the cheerless
picture. I realized it was entirely possible she had no idea what Gouda was.
At that moment the young woman said something to another waitress in the
pub, who was also wearing a white apron, and who said a word or two in
response. The exchange was almost cheerful. They spoke Russian. I did not
understand what they said, but I had a distinct feeling they were making fun of
me on account of the stale cheese-tarts. I suppose I was to be the dunce who
would finish off the tray. One thought that came to me at once was to engage
them in Serbo-Croatian to let them know I understood their little ploy. I was
still wondering how to react when I woke up.
WITH MY TONGUE (December 14, 2000)
Most of my dream is gone by now except for its very end. I remember being
with a petite blond woman with huge eyes and her daughter of about eight, a
spitting image of her mother. I remember that the three of us were close and
getting ever closer, but that is about all. We were goofing around and
laughing. Suddenly, some of the food I just ate with them—and I think I had
stuffed myself, too—came back into my mouth. There was quite a bit of it
and I could not simply swallow it again. I was looking for a place where I
could spit I out. I remember biting at some point into a chunk of something
crunchy, something akin to celery, and reckoning that my companions might
have heard that faint crunching sound. I think the woman understood what
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was going on with me. She was being helpful, but her daughter continued
goofing around obliviously. As usually happens in dreams, I could not find a
toilet or a napkin to spit the stuff out. I was getting ever more concerned,
although not yet desperate. And then I realized all this was probably a dream.
I carefully checked the stuff in my mouth with my tongue, and it turned out
my mouth was actually empty. I woke up feeling relieved.
CUDDLING (December 17, 2000)
I dreamt of a piece of life-sized sculpture shaped like a toddler, which would
respond to feelings of love when cuddled. The sculpture was light-beige in
color and featureless, a bit like a plaster cast, but it was smooth, soft, and
pliable. When held tight against one’s body, it would move and adjust its
limbs in search of a most comfortable position. I remember it arching its neck
and turning around slowly, as if to see who was cuddling it. When I woke up,
I realized such a sculpture might be difficult to realize today, but that it would
soon become possible to implement in some version of virtual reality.
IN A COPYING STORE (December 21, 2000)
I dreamt I was in a copying store of some kind. It was crowded. The place
had a professional feel about it. Everyone there needed a very special service.
The manager of the store was a Slovene fellow in his mid-thirties. His name
was Leo. There was something special about him, too. He was a true artist,
not just a technician. There was nothing about copying he did not know inside
and out. And that is how he carried himself. He had a serious, pale face and
thinning, dark hair. I remember waiting to talk to him. He was talking to
someone else, but he said a few quick words to me when he saw that I had a
pretty simple job. He spoke to me in English. The store was apparently in
London. I am not sure what he said, but he basically pointed me to one of the
store attendants. I think I had some kind of manuscript in my hands. It was
about a hundred pages long. Anyhow, when Leo realized I still wished to talk
to him, he let me wait a bit longer. I remember rehearsing in my head what I
wanted to talk to him about. I wanted to address him in Slovene, and I knew I
would surprise him. The fellow who was talking to him at the time was
speaking in Serbo-Croatian. I think he was from Belgrade. His back was
turned toward me, though. He asked Leo whether he had ever heard about the
Massachusetts Institute of Technology, where he thought he should go to
study something or other. At first I thought I should interrupt him to tell him I
knew about the Institute, but then I decided against it. I could see from Leo's
demeanor that he did not think too highly of the fellow he was talking to. He
was not MIT material, in other words. In the end, I woke up before I had a
chance to talk to Leo, whatever it was I wanted to discuss with him.
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BUDDIES LIKE US (December 23, 2000)
I dreamt I was with a woman who had a son of about six. I think she was an
actress. She did not play an important part in my dream, though. All I
remember about her is that she had blond hair collected into a short ponytail.
She was still quite beautiful, but there was something tough and cold in her
face. When I woke up I realized that she looked a bit like Madonna looks
now. The boy just had an unfortunate operation: the index finger on his right
hand was amputated. Actually, the finger was chopped off, cut right through,
leaving an exposed wound that had dried up. He did not appear to mind it
much. I remember cringing when he would pick something up between his
thumb and the stump of his finger. The boy spoke Serbo-Croatian with a
Bosnian accent. I think he and his mother were from Sarajevo. He was kind
of tough, as boys get when their mother’s boyfriends are trying to befriend
them. His hair was brown and straight. It was cut relatively short. He was on
the chubby and ruddy side. He had a small, pointed nose. I remember
walking with him through the streets of a city very like Belgrade and talking
to him about our relationship. At some point we jumped over some shallow
puddles, which glistened under the morning or evening sky. I held his hand. I
was telling him how he should trust me and how buddies like us must not keep
things from each other. The boy agreed with me in a grumpy but earnest sort
of way. He promised to keep in mind what I had told him.
WRONG SHOES (January 12, 2001)
I dreamt that I was wearing a pair of sneakers, which I actually do not own.
They looked like Nikes, which I would never buy. Their color was funny, too.
I think the main color was magenta, but there was some pink in them, also.
And then I noticed that the right sneaker was on my left foot and vice versa. I
remember being puzzled that I had not noticed earlier that something was
amiss. Only after I realized what was going on, I noticed that my big toes
were suffering a bit because of the switch. In short, I was dreaming of wrong
shoes.
PIPPA, LAUREN, AND I (January 15, 2001)
I dreamt that Pippa had become very close to Lauren and me, very much like
we actually were some two years ago. We were spending a great deal of time
together, and we were very intimate with each other. However, Pippa was
very much against allowing that intimacy to go further, to come to a head.
Conventionally, she felt that the three of us should not make love with each
other. Equally conventionally, Lauren felt that marriage ought to be kept
separate from friendship, no matter how close. I remember being very
perplexed about all this, as I actually was some time ago. I felt that it was
perfectly natural that my love for Lauren and my desire for her should be
extended to Pippa, our friend, as well. I felt the three of us were a perfectly
natural threesome. In fact, I felt that it was simply strange that our three-way
union should not be consummated by lovemaking on account of a
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conventional separation of marriage and friendship. Again, all this was true to
my feelings a couple of years ago, as well as to what I believe were Lauren
and Pippa’s perceptions of our relationship. We actually never talked about
any of this. Anyhow, my dream suddenly shifted to Pippa and me actually
making love. It was amazing to feel her body at last. When I woke up, I
realized I could not be sure whether I was lying on top of her or she on top of
me. We were not standing, either. In retrospect, we were floating in space.
We were beyond gravity, but we were still perfectly united. I remember my
penis deep in Pippa and my pubic bone firmly against hers. I remember our
bellies and chests firmly pressed against each other. Our movement was
rather slow. Each move was in unison. We were truly together, coupled
completely, totally. On waking up, I could long remember our measured
thrusts and parries, the waves of our entire bodies held together in pure love
and at the pitch of desire. Once the conventional taboo was cast aside, Pippa
and I were one, but Lauren and I also remained one. Pippa in no way
interfered in my relationship with Lauren. If anything, it only strengthened it.
The three of us were united by the deepest of bonds. Indeed, the three of us
were married, as it were. In my dream, I took this as the vindication of my
understanding of the true relationship between Pippa, Lauren, and I. Sadly, all
this was lost about two years ago, when Pippa actually became closer to
Lauren and pushed me aside.
BUNDLED UP (January 29, 2001)
I dreamt that Lauren and I had a small party. I was quite taken by one of our
guests, but I cannot be sure who she was. Perhaps Sanja. Or maybe Pippa.
Maybe even Gina. Or Giulia. As soon as she arrived, I grabbed her by the
hands. It was a friendly gesture, but I kept holding her so long that it became
an amorous gesture, too. She let me. She was game. When I started
squeezing her tighter and tighter, she responded by squeezing me in turn. We
were talking to each other through our hands. Somehow we ended up in a
cuddly huddle. There four or five people bundled together. Lauren was with
us. It was dark. We were quiet. I was still holding onto our guest's hands and
pressing them against my chest. Slowly and gently she pushed one of her
index fingers into my mouth. When Lauren shifted her position in our tangled
embrace, I realized she could see that I had something in my mouth. It was
dark, but she could still see that something funny was going on. I slowly
pulled our guest’s finger out of my mouth and wiped my saliva off it with the
corner of a blanket or sheet. Lauren did not betray whether or not she had
noticed any of this, but I was getting worried. As I was waking up, I kept
holding onto the woman’s hands. I found myself bundled up in my bed.
When I got up and pulled the curtain to the side, I realized it was frosty out
there.
ALIVE WITH COLOR (January 30, 2001)
I dreamt that I was living in a small flat on the ground floor. As far as I could
tell, it used to be a shop. The street was quite busy. It was evening, and I had
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some friends with me. They were slightly tipsy. We were all going out. They
walked out of my place ahead of me. They were arguing about something in a
friendly sort of way, and I could hear them through the front door, which they
had left open ajar. I stayed behind to lace my boots. I was just about finished
when a woman walked in. At first I thought she had lost her way, but then I
realized she actually wanted to talk to me. I was a bit annoyed, and I
mumbled something to the effect that I had to catch up with my noisy friends.
She did not say much, but she stood in front of me, staring at me. She was
wearing a beautiful dress, which hugged her body. It was alive with color. I
remember red, blue, and yellow bursts, looking a bit like little explosions, on a
black background. The primary colors delighted me. I was fascinated by that
dress so much that I did not even look at the woman. This was my first regret
when I woke up.
THE LENGTH (February 3, 2001)
I dreamt that I had very long hair. It was already curving over my neck, where
I could feel it all the time. Its length baffled me, because I had it cut only
recently. Irritated, I was eager to get back to my barber as soon as possible.
Only when I woke up I realized that in my dream I did not even notice that I
was looking at myself in profile, which would have been impossible under the
circumstances. I do not remember any mirrors, for instance. Strangely, my
hair was light brown with only a sparkling of gray. Also, I had quite a belly, a
puffy face, and billowing fat around my neck. Although I could see myself
only from waist up, I appeared to be considerably shorter than I actually am.
In fact, I looked like another man, but this did not surprise me in my dream.
All I cared about was the length of my hair.
THE HOSE (February 4, 2001)
I dreamt that I was in a huge, dusty park someplace in Asia, most likely China.
A few gnarled plants were still green here and there, but the grass had long
dried up, and there were large patches of exposed, dry, and hard soil
everywhere. I was there with a boy Dorian’s age. Perhaps Dorian was the
boy, but my recollection fails me on this score. He was on one end of the park
and I was on the other. Both of us were holding onto the ends of something
very like a hose used by firemen. It was made of a stiff fabric and it was lying
flat on the ground. I would lift my end high above my head and then slam it
down hard. The wave I would thus create would travel down the hose all the
way to the boy on the other end. The motion of the wave and the dust that it
would raise on its way delighted him. He was enjoying our game very much.
But then the park started filling up with middle-aged men and women in
poorly-cut dark suits. They all looked Chinese to me. No-one objected to our
hose game, but it quickly became obvious that we had better stop. I remember
seeing a few women trip on the hose and fall. A man in the same ill-fitting
dark suit everyone else was wearing approached me just before I woke up. He
was in his late fifties or early sixties. He gave me some statistics on the
consequences of the hose game I was playing with the little boy. The man
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was not angry or even annoyed with me, but he simply wanted me to know the
relevant statistics, of which I remember only one of many: sixty-eight percent
of the people who had tripped over the hose so far were women.
IN FULL BLOOM (February 11, 2001)
I had a wonderful dream last night. I woke up in the middle of the night and
debated with myself whether or not to get up to record it, but I ultimately
decided against it. This happens quite often. Only rarely do I get up, urn on
the light, and then turn on my computer. Much of the dream, which was
sexually very rich, evaporated by the morning. Anyhow, I dreamt that I was
making love with a young man. I remember that I returned to him in the
morning after we had spent the entire night together. Although I do not
remember what we actually did that night, I joined him in the morning feeling
very tender toward him. For some reason I needed to leave, and I came to bed
to bid him goodbye. He was slumbering, uncovered. He was beautiful. I
remember being surprised by the smoothness and whiteness of his skin. He
was at least sixteen and at most eighteen, but one would not think he was older
than about ten by his skin alone. There was not a sign of hair on it, let alone
pubic hair. When I lied next to him, my head was facing his legs. I reached
for his penis, which was flaccid, but not entirely. It responded to my touch by
stiffening a bit. Leaning over his belly, I reached for his penis with my mouth.
Again, I remember my surprise at finding not a sign of any hair anyplace
around it. When I gently took the head into my mouth, I was very much
aware of the fact that this was the first time I had felt this particular texture,
this particular form. I have felt my penis in the mouths of many others, but
this was the first experience in reverse. The young man’s penis was stiffening
all the while, but its head was still rather soft. It felt scrumptious in my
mouth. So tender. So live. But as soon as I closed my mouth and took a
gentle hold of the head, the young man pulled it out. It was as though he
experienced some pain. Or perhaps fear. Afterwards, I remember taking his
left breast into my mouth and sucking the nipple. But here the dream
suddenly shifted, and instead of the young man I found myself with a woman
of the same age with an incredibly beautiful body in full bloom. However, as
soon as I grabbed hold of her nipple with my mouth, she pulled it out as
though in pain. My teeth did tighten this time, perhaps hurting her a little. In
neither case did I really bite, though. I was thus a bit surprised at the young
man’s and woman’s reaction. Neither of them appreciated my sucking them.
This is all I remember. When I woke up, I felt transported by the whiteness,
smoothness, and beauty of the two young bodies, which I found equally
appealing. I felt equal tenderness toward the young people I met in my dream.
There was not a trace of feeling that one partner was in any sense right and the
other wrong for me. Their young bodies, male and female, were equally ripe,
equally delectable. The notion that there was anything homosexual or
bisexual about my desires was utterly foreign. My experience was simply
sexual, or, to coin a term, omni-sexual.
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Addendum I (February 13, 2001)
Dreams like this one are marvelous in so many different ways. The
experience itself is priceless, of course. Holding the head of a penis in your
mouth is simply delicious. Quite often, it is not only as true to life as a real
experience, but much more so. The recollection and the recording of the
dream are wonderful experiences, too. It is impossible to write about a sexual
encounter of this kind without being aroused. All the while I am writing I am
reliving the dream. This is especially true of the first draft, which takes
relatively little time to produce. But even the subsequent editing sessions are
a tremendous joy. They extend the memory for a few more days. Whenever I
can, I work on the text naked. My editorial assistant feels more comfortable
this way. Fully erect, it guides my every move. Every now and then, I stroke
my penis, and sometimes, usually at the end of an editorial session, I go for an
orgasm. Oh, how sweet it usually is! The dream, the writing, and the
masturbation ultimately blend into an unsurpassable whole. Therefore, I
sometimes pity those who do not spend some of their time writing about their
sexual lives.
Addendum II (February 14, 2001)
Now that my dream has faded a bit and lost its sexual charge, I can see how
limited is the scope of the addendum above. The last sentence is especially
grating. I should have said that I sometimes pity those who do not spend some
of their time writing about their lives pure and simple. This is what I really
meant. Our sexual lives, important as they are, form only a part of the whole.
Going back to a metaphor I have long been drawn to, but which I have not
used for a while, it takes much knowledge and effort to develop the
photographs, or the film, we take as we go through our lives. One is not only
a camera, but also the film, projector, developer, paper, as well as the dark
room with its red light, to list all the elements of the photographic technology I
knew well as a youngster. At the risk of pushing all this too far, writing is to
life what all these elements are to opening the shutter of the camera for a short
period of time.
SAND IN MY SOCKS (February 15, 2001)
I dreamt that I returned home after a few days at a conference in some sunny
city on the shore of a warm sea. Finding sand in my socks, Lauren asked:
“Who did you meet every day at the beach?” Her jealousy was true to life, but
her handling of my socks was not. For nearly twelve years, she had never
done my laundry.
SEATING (February 24, 2001)
I dreamt that Lauren and I were in some huge hotel and that Bill Gates was to
give a speech there. We were someplace in America. All the chairs in the
lobby—an enormous and well-lit place on several levels—were oriented
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toward the speaker’s box, which was placed between the heavy columns close
to a corner of the lobby. I found perfect seats for us, but then I had to leave
the lobby for some reason. On my way back, I was stopped by one of the
security people. There was some kind of threat on Bill’s life, and the seating
was temporarily interrupted. While I waited, I remember reading some kind
of greeting card I had on me. All I remember about it is that it was square and
predominantly yellow in color, as well as that I could figure out neither who
had sent it nor on what occasion. The seating continued, though, and the
security man let me into the lobby. “Oh, well,” he said, “Bill will have to deal
with this on his own.” We both chuckled and I hurried in. People were
rushing in from all sides of the lobby, and everyone was snatching seats left
and right. I immediately spotted a row of four or five empty chairs, but two
women scrambled to them just ahead of me. Each of them held an additional
seat for someone else. At the end of the row there was a middle-aged woman
whose coat and purse were placed on the seat to her right. There was yet
another seat next to that one. “Are you holding this place for someone?” I
asked the woman, hoping I could put two seats together. She just gave me an
of-course-stupid look. I walked away without further ado. I needed two
chairs, and I thus had to go ever farther from the area with good seats. When I
finally found two very comfortable chairs and sat down, I put something in the
other chair to show that it was taken. I think it was Lauren’s coat, but I am not
sure about that. A fat and bald man sitting next to me pointed in the direction
of the speaker’s box and sniggered: “We won’t be able to see a thing!”
Indeed, our view was completely occluded by the heavy columns, which is
why I had such an easy time grabbing these seats. I shrugged my shoulders
and grinned at him. There was little hope I would find better seats that late in
the seating game. He, too, seemed to be resigned to his fate. I woke up before
Lauren joined me and before Bill appeared.
INSIDE HER (February 26, 2001)
I dreamt I was on the edge of some beach with four or five women, all of them
very close to me and to each other. We were reclining on pillows off a
crowded path covered with canvas. People selling all kinds of things would
occasionally stop by to offer us their wares, but we would always quietly
motion them away. Like some pasha, I had Lauren on my right arm and Mary
Bowman on my left. Two or three other women were kneeling or standing by
our side. It was very cozy and the conversation flowed easily. However,
Mary was very quiet. My left hand was on her lower back, deep in her pants.
It was clear she was enjoying my stroking. “And Mary,” I turned to her and
spoke loudly for everyone to hear, “how are you doing?” She said nothing but
made a time-out sign with her hands. She pleaded for silence. Her face was
blank. It was clear she was not happy. “Hey,” I laughed theatrically as I
pushed my hand even deeper into her pants to give her a nice squeeze, “how
can we help?” “If you wanted to help me,” she said in a clear, flat voice, “you
would fuck me.” I guffawed. Lauren raised her head from my arm and
looked at Mary. She had a faint smile on her face—a little smile suggesting a
mixture of girlish bemusement and fear of strong, dangerous words. “I would
gladly help you,” I continued in my theatrical voice, “but Lauren wouldn’t let
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me.” Everyone around me, including Lauren but excluding Mary, giggled. At
this point my dream shifted to my thoughts about how I would help Mary. I
was daydreaming while dreaming. First I saw myself lying on my back and
her sitting on me motionless. Her eyes were closed. She appeared to be at
peace. I was very big inside her. It was a great pleasure to be so big. Then I
saw her on her hands and knees and me slowly entering her from behind. This
time, too, we were hardly moving. In both cases I felt I was helping by being
inside her. And being as big as possible. For some reason, going well beyond
my own pleasure, the notion of being helpful was paramount in my mind. As
a good friend, I sincerely tried to be as helpful to Mary as I possibly could be.
This is when I woke up.
THE GERMAN ARGUMENT (March 3, 2001)
I dreamt I was at a conference about food production, transportation, and
processing in Europe. Most of the participants were geographers dealing with
the distribution of food in space. At some point, the German contingent at the
conference interrupted the proceedings. They were quite upset by something,
some underlying premise of most papers presented, but their English was not
good enough to explain what the problem was. They were looking for
someone who could help them present their case, and I offered myself. I
should add that all the other participants were a bit annoyed by the
interruption, but they were still patient enough to wait and see what had so
upset the Germans. The leader of the German geographers knew of my work
and respected it, and he was thus eager to explain everything to me. And here
is what I learned. True, they were saying, Europeans eat ever more
vegetables, but it is often overlooked that the meat or animal content of the
vegetables is also growing. That growth is alarming, too. If you look at a
head of cabbage, for instance, it is a vegetable, of course. But that is not the
right way to look at it. If you consider a crate of cabbage or, even better, a
truck-load of it, you will find all kinds of animals there: snails, worms, snakes,
birds, mice, and the like. Various species are learning how to exploit our food
as it is being grown, transported, stored, and processed on its way to our table.
The head of cabbage that comes to our kitchen as such is not a problem. It is
still cabbage. But cabbage that is processed in bulk contains ever more meat.
This is what analysis shows. Unfortunately, this fact is systematically
overlooked in the European statistics on food composition. The statistics are
increasingly off the mark, skewing our understanding of our diet. Once I
understood the argument, I was very happy to explain everything to the
participants of the conference. I do not remember what happened next, but I
woke up quite fascinated by my dream. On the one hand, I was surprised by
the complex argument it contained, which delighted me as such, as an
intellectual feat; on the other, a dream like this one is quite disappointing in
terms of my emotional needs. No matter how much I enjoyed the German
argument, which might even be true, I would rather dream about very different
things.
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BETWEEN DREAMING AND DAYDREAMING (March 7, 2001)
I was someplace between dreaming and daydreaming last night when I saw
myself at a small party with Giuseppe Mastruzzo. We were with two women,
one of whom I recognized from a dinner party more than a month ago. I knew
she and Giuseppe were interested in each other. The other woman reminded
me a bit of Bonny Hafner, but she was unusually skinny. Another two women
were about to join us. We were all naked. To the best of my recollection, we
had agreed to take our clothes off to make our little gathering more interesting.
Apparently, this was agreed beforehand. Nothing overtly sexual was going
on, but both Giuseppe and I had permanent erections. I remember seeing him
walking around the place in his slightly stooped way and pointing forward
with his thin and long penis. The last bit of what I remember must have been
a dream. We were taking pictures of each other. At some point one of the
women took the camera. She asked Giuseppe and me to sit next to each other
on a large sofa. We did. As we were reclining, our penises pointed straight
up. In jest, we took each other’s penis into our hands—me his with my right
hand, and he mine with his left hand—and we smiled victoriously for the
camera. I think it was Giuseppe who had reached for me first, but it is
possible that we had the same idea at the same moment. The whole thing was
meant as a prank for the camera. But then I had an unexpected and sudden
orgasm. More, I ejaculated high into the air. I remember Giuseppe looking in
surprise at his left hand, which was dripping with my semen. I also remember
being really embarrassed. I not only had an orgasm when he, another man,
touched me, but it was also too quick for comfort. The way it looked, I could
not hold it for very long.
BOWTIE (March 17, 2001)
I dreamt my old friend from Belgrade, Vojin Tošić, was passing through. I am
not sure where I was living at the time, but it was most likely London. He
needed a bit of help with a financial transaction of some kind. I do not
remember the details, but I think a sizable amount of his money came to my
account and needed to be transferred to his account in Belgrade in a form
recognizable back home. We went to my bank, or perhaps a post office, to
make this transaction and to get all the documents he needed to present to the
Yugoslav authorities. All this was rather complicated. Both of us had to fill
different parts of a dense form. I remember filling some parts of its parts in
black and others in red. An official of the bank or post office was waiting for
us to finish. He was not impatient, but his presence nevertheless contributed
to the pressure of the task. We were almost finished when Vojin took to
changing some things I had written. Actually, he was crossing some things
out, making sure it was impossible to discern what I had originally put in. In
so doing, he was using the same color pens as I had originally done. I do not
remember all the offending items, but I remember clearly that he crossed out
my place of birth, Zagreb. I saw the name of the city quite clearly in my
dream. For some reason, I had written it in red, and so he crossed it out in red,
as well. He explained that our transaction would be invalid if it turned out I
was born in Croatia. Vojin apparently knew what the authorities in Belgrade
106

would or would not accept in such a document. Any kind of business
relationship with a Croatian national would be considered illegal. Having at
last completed our business, just before we left the bank or post office, we
were presented with a large white plate with two triangles made of some kind
of gelatin in the middle. The gelatin was edible. The right-angled triangles
were arranged in the shape of a bowtie. They were rather thin, but they were
still thick enough to wobble visibly. The gelatin was grass-green. We were
told that the dish was made with all the documents in the preparation for our
financial transaction. They were presumably green in color. The presentation
was meant to crown our transaction in celebration of our effort.
A CRY OF MOCK ANGUISH (April 21, 2001)
A strange dream. Much of the detail is lost, but I am still overwhelmed by the
rich feelings I have brought back. Complex and confusing feelings, to be sure.
The dream was about Lauren and me. She was staying in some hotel or resort
someplace in the States. I traveled for quite a while to get to her. On my way,
I even drove. To the best of my recollection, I was to stay with her for a day
or two only. I found her with a bunch of people in a room very like a waiting
lounge. Rows of comfortable chairs looked both ways, but almost everyone in
the room was a friend or an acquaintance of Lauren’s. I knew some of the
people, too. There was a good deal of love and warmth between Lauren and
me, but that was not all I could sense between us. Having just met after
several months, if not longer, we were quite attracted to each other.
Physically attracted. We knew we would find ourselves in bed soon although
nothing was yet resolved between us. Our marriage was still up in the air,
together with the old grudges and fears and scraps of dreams of a life worth
fighting for. Yet, there was some hope we both felt. Miraculously, we still
had hope. But I could also sense that Lauren was not all mine. She had sex in
her eyes, her skin. She was hot. I could feel it although I could not pin it
down. Sitting by her side, I could feel that she was no longer really mine. Not
my lady of old. And then something happened. A fellow sitting across from
us said something to the effect that he was leaving that evening. He would not
be returning. Suddenly, Lauren let out a cry of mock anguish, but it was also
clear she really felt deep disappointment because of his sudden departure.
There was something raunchy in her public admission that the fellow was very
much to her liking and that it was thus almost painful to hear that she would
not get a chance to know him a bit better, a bit more intimately. Of course, I
was in the way. I had to come just now, just when she would have had a
chance to hop in bed with the delectable chap. All this was clear enough from
her cry, which the entire lounge picked up. A few of Lauren’s friends giggled
quietly. Only then I looked at him. A good looking fellow, but far from an
interesting man. In other words, not a man to my liking. This reminded me of
practically all the previous occasions when Lauren’s taste in men baffled me.
Anyhow, she turned to me and switched to Serbo-Croatian. Not speaking the
language with any refinement, she became a bit less enigmatic, a bit more
forthright. Pointing between her legs and twisting her body convulsively, she
said something to the effect that she was still tingling from all the lovemaking
she enjoyed last night, presumably with yet another fellow. She was hot, that
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is. She was on a roll. And she was pretty unabashed about her sexual
appetite. Yes, she loved me and all, but she had been experiencing some new
things she did not feel like dropping just because I came around. She did not
say any of this point blank, but this was the gist of what she was saying in her
crude Serbo-Croatian. The way I reacted to her confession was interesting.
My very first reaction was very supportive of her desire. Go for it, lady, I felt.
I felt I ought to help her along to the best of my ability. This is what I would
do for any woman I was close to. But I was also taken aback by her crassness.
There was too much vulgarity in her words, her slow gyrations, her hungry
eyes, her eager mouth. She reminded me of her mother, the epitome of
unabashed and uncultured lust. The brashness of the uncouth from the edges
of Europe. The smell of the gutter. Besides, I could imagine that Lauren was
in a bit of a panic on account of her age, her encroaching fortieth birthday, and
that saddened me and disgusted me at the same time. Lauren is such an easy
victim of the media when it comes to aging—that is, the fear of aging. For a
few years now she has been deeply impressed by the fact that she will soon
turn forty, the supposed point of no return for a woman. But this was not all.
My feelings were much more complex still. I felt hurt, too. Deeply hurt. I
came all this way in search of that spark that could still bring us together,
hopefully for good, and all I got in return was this display of blatant
debauchery. I wanted to leave at once. I wanted to make myself scarce. I
wanted her to suffer my absence once again. I wanted to make her dream of
me while making love to that fellow from the lounge rather than the other way
around. I wanted to punish her for her open craving for the fellow's flesh.
And then I woke up. I immediately started thinking that my dream was
probably quite close to how Lauren actually felt at this moment. She wants
everything. She wants me, our love, and our lovemaking, but she also wants
to explore her body’s secrets before it is too late. In short, she wants too
much. She wants everything and will end up with nothing. She will come to
grief, but there is little that anyone can do for her. This is how I saw things
upon waking up. Yes, the dream made me bitter and angry.
THE DREAD (May 2, 2001)
I dreamt that Lauren and I spent some time together. Every now and then she
would inquire about someone she suspected I was involved with. “Who is
Muriel?” she would say while ferreting through the envelopes that just came
in the mail. Or she would pour through the information about some
symposium I recently went to: “What’s the name of David’s wife?” More
often than not there was no connection. At some point we meet a little girl
whose mother I actually did know rather well. “Hi, Ana,” I said to her
warmly, and she responded with the sweetest of smiles. Lauren chimed in
immediately: “Who’s Ana’s mother?” The dread.
BARE AND EXPOSED (June 9, 2001)
I dreamt that I visited Braco Mušič in Slovenia. I found him with a young and
pretty wife. She seemed to be in her mid-twenties. He, too, looked like he did
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when we worked together some twenty-five years ago. She was petite and
almost skinny, as well as somewhat reserved and even cold, but she was also
well shaped and she carried herself with poise. Her hair was ash-blond and
rather short. I remember us sitting at a dining table. She was at the head of
the table to my left, wearing a loose pink blouse that was unbuttoned in front.
Braco was sitting across from me. There was another person to my right, and
Braco’s wife was addressing him or her. I cannot remember who that was. At
some point Braco cast a quick glance at his wife’s chest, which was quite bare
and exposed. He looked at the spot I had noticed, too, where the strap of her
bra hugged her flesh above her left breast in a particularly appealing way. He
did not say anything, of course, but I remember deciding not to look toward
her chest again, so as to make sure he would feel as comfortable as possible
about his wife's public display.
SPILLING (June 17, 2001)
I dreamt that Lauren had begun avoiding me. At a large gathering she
attempted to hide from me behind a large cup of coffee, which was similar to
the cups we bought when we came to Reading, and which I still have.
Forgetting about the coffee in the cup, she began spilling it. I noticed her only
when I heard the sound of coffee falling on the carpet. In fact, the sound woke
me up.
GEORGINE (June 24, 2001)
I dreamt that I met a girl of about five or six who got lost. She was dark and
wiry. Her hair was brown, short, and curly. She had big brown eyes. I think
her name was Georgine. She was all smiles when we met. We started talking.
Little by little, it became clear she was actually lost. Her father had come to
pick her up at her school, but then he went home without her. He must have
forgotten, she explained. She was playing with other kids in the yard, and
then she discovered that he was gone. As one kid after another went home, in
the end she stayed alone. Then she left the schoolyard and wandered about
town looking for her home. She could not find it. By the evening, when we
met, she was already far from her part of town. We were in London, but it
later transpired that her neighborhood was actually in Belgrade. I took her
there, trying to find her school. I remember vaguely that I finally found the
school, but that I first talked to one of her teachers on the phone. But that was
next morning already. Georgine and I spent the whole night together. Before
I left her in her school, and before I woke up, I realized that I will never be
able to let Georgine go. She was wonderful. We had become inseparable.
Indeed, she appeared in my next dream. I am quite sure it was not the same
dream that I saw her again. I was awake for half-an-hour or more before I fell
asleep again. In this second dream I was in a pub with a number of friends.
They were all artists. We were in a pub. Billy Childish was there, too. He
wore a very colorful hat. James Lingwood might have been with us, as well,
but I am not sure of who the other fellows were. We sat on benches around a
long wooden table. Georgine was in my lap. Most of the time she was dozing
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curled up, like a cat. It felt so good to have her with me. Next to us there was
a quiet chap, whom I recognized from somewhere. At some point he pointed
at a puddle on the floor and then pointed at Georgine. While I was fiddling
with my credit card to pay for our drinks, she must have slipped out of my lap
and made a wee on the floor. Before I woke up again, I was explaining to her
that we would have to clean up before we left the pub. I also explained to her
that she should have told me she needed to wee rather than taking things into
her own hands. She said nothing. My admonishments only made her curl up
in my lap a bit more tightly. God, was that little girl lovely!
SPECIAL BREEDING (July 1, 2001)
I dreamt that I met a Japanese woman who came from a line that was bred for
more than a millennium for a very special pleasure: a part of her flesh could be
eaten during sexual intercourse. She was young and appeared very delicate.
We met twice. The first time she hinted at her special breeding, but the
second time she showed me two kinds of flesh cut in thin strips the length of a
finger and carefully wrapped in cellophane. She explained that the first kind
was really her own flesh, which she must have gingerly removed herself. If I
am not mistaken, she had to do that every now and then. It was dry and beige
in color. She let me have a morsel. It tasted like very tender, lightly roasted
pork. The other kind was not grown by her own body, she explained, but
would not be rejected by it if implanted in a special way. If I remember
correctly, it came from some kind of lamb. The flesh in the cellophane
package she showed me appeared to be marinated. She did not offer it for me
to taste. I am not sure about anything else from this dream, but I think the
woman told me that she was not involved and longer in this ancient sexual
practice.
AFTERNOON WAVES (July 6, 2001)
I dreamt that I was on my father’s boat with the family. My mother, Marko,
Lauren, Dorian, and Maya were on the boat, but my father was not. I am not
sure why he was not with us. Anyhow, I was the captain. We were in the
Adriatic. It was late afternoon and there was practically no wind. I let the
boat drift in a long and shallow cove. The green-blue sea was mesmerizing in
its beauty. By and by, the boat began to roll. At some point the rolling
became a tad disconcerting. The sluggish afternoon waves started to toss us a
bit. I remember my mother’s ever-so-slightly worried glances at me. She
must have wondered how I would manage without my father. I did cast a
quick look around the boat and I realized that we were uncomfortably close to
two boats moored together in the middle of the cove, but there was no reason
for great concern. I was about to get up from my seat in the cockpit and start
the motor when we got two or three rolls in quick succession. Maya, who was
reclining in a red plastic lifesaver at the very tip of the cockpit, suddenly got
scared of being tipped into the sea. Her face screwed up for a good wail. She
got up from her perch and made a few small and unsteady steps toward me
while still inhaling for a big cry. As soon as I grabbed her, she let go:
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“Daaadddy!” I chuckled, pulled her close to me, and gave her a big hug to
calm her down. I woke up before Maya could draw her second long breath.
FELLINI, ANTONIONI (July 8, 2001)
I dreamt that I had a huge party in some dark and cavernous place. I
remember that I had a bit of a tiff with an art critic about my paintings, but by
the morning I forgot what the quarrel was about, except that he was very
dubious about my arguments connecting Modern Art and cave art via entoptic
forms. Anyhow, I remember quite clearly that a great Italian film director was
at a party. He was round, gray, and quite jolly. At first I thought that was
Fellini, but then I realized he did not look at all like him. Perhaps that was
Antonioni. His camera was peculiar. It could be operated the usual way, but
it could be run as a sort of robot, as well. Holding a remote-control device
with a small screen, he would direct it around the place. I remember sitting on
the floor with Maya, who was sitting in my lap, and watching the camera go
about. At some point it approached us, and I waved at it: “Hi!” The camera
responded by making a friendly wiggle on its wheels and moving some of its
parts to produce a big, ecstatic smile. “Hi!” it responded. Delighted, Maya
giggled. Returning to the director, his identity perplexed me in the morning.
The only name I could remember when I got up was Antonioni. It took me at
least twenty minutes to recall Fellini's name. And he is one of my favorite
film directors—nay, artists—of the Twentieth Century! I could remember the
titles of many of his films, but his name escaped me far longer than I would
have imagined possible.
BLACK SNAKE (July 24, 2001)
The only thing I remember from last night’s dream is a black snake slithering
through thick grass. As is often the case in dreams, the green of the grass was
very intense. I saw neither the head nor the tail of the snake, but only its
scaly, glistening body. It was on the small side—the thickness of a garden
hose. The snake struck me as inoffensive.
SUCH AN INNOCENT DESIRE (July 27, 2001)
While I was waiting for one of my many laboratory tests today, I dozed off in
my wheelchair in one of the myriad corridors of Santa Maria della
Misericordia in Udine. In my dream, or hallucination perhaps, I saw a group
of seven or eight women come out of some door behind me and crowd next to
me while waiting for something to happen. Chatting happily with each other,
they paid me no attention. Out of the blue, I realized that the woman closest
to me was naked. From my wheelchair, I could see her body from under her
breasts to above her knees. She seemed to be on the short side; her skin was
almost black, as is not unusual in Italy in the summer; and she had a lush bush
of black pubic hair. About eighteen or nineteen, she was slim but full. She
was perfect. To my surprise, given my condition at least, I reached for her
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bottom with my right hand, pulled her gently toward me, to which she did no
object in any way, and made an attempt to tuck my noise into that wondrous
forest of hers. All I wished was to take a good sniff of her perfume, but I was
jolted back to reality before my wish was granted. When I realized what had
happened, I immediately tried to justify myself: “Can there be anything wrong
in such an innocent desire?!” A few hours later, I still think I would behave
exactly as I did if such an opportunity arose again, and not only in a dream.
Yes, I still crave that whiff.
MY ASSISTANT (July 29, 2001)
I dreamt that I got a new research or teaching assistant—a lively, bright, and
beautiful girl of about eighteen. She was a delight to be with. Luckily, I did
not feel attracted to her in any way. She was still too much of a child.
However, I realized at once that Lauren would be quite jealous, and I told my
assistant about that. Feeling I could trust her, I also gave her a rough idea of
how to win Lauren over when they first meet, so that we all live in peace
thereafter. They met at a university event. I remember seeing a nice ass pop
into view, but then I realized it was my assistant. She practically threw herself
at Lauren, who immediately took a liking of the wonderful girl. Lauren
immediately understood something a bit funny was going on, but she also
understood that, whatever it was, it was not threatening in any way. The two
of them started to chat, and I took a deep pleasure seeing the occasional curl in
Lauren’s lip, a sure sign that she was at ease. During this encounter, my
assistant did not look at me even once. She gave all her attention to Lauren.
A clever girl, indeed. But the key to this dream was, and still remains, a deep
feeling of love for Lauren and a sense of release not to be in any kind of
trouble with this stunning assistant of many a talent.
THE SOFT TISSUE (August 14, 2001)
I discovered in a dream that I could reach my penis with my mouth. To my
surprise, no real effort was required. First I touched the head of my penis with
my lips, and then I took it into my mouth. It was soft because I was not fully
erect. All this required no effort whatsoever, but when I pushed a little bit, I
could reach almost half way down the shaft of my penis. Unfortunately, I
could not experiment like this much longer. I was in some strange apartment
full of people, whom I could hear talking nearby. My room was dark, but the
door was open and there was light in the corridor. When I woke up I realized
that the dream must have to do with the teeth that were pulled out yesterday.
The unprecedented contact between my tongue and my upper lip, which is
very soft to the touch, would account for the soft tissue I had felt in my dream.
JUMBLED UP (August 21, 2001)
Last night’s dream is jumbled up in my mind, but some of the images I
remember are still worth recording. We were in an old building with tall
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ceilings and enormous rooms bathing in yellowish light. Such a building
would be unimaginable anyplace but in Europe. I remember my mother
coming to the place where we were staying and carrying a large number of
huge books. Her face drooping, she mumbled something to the effect that she
had overburdened herself, as she would regularly do whenever she would
return home from the market, whence she would drag huge bags stuffed with
fruits, vegetables, and flowers. She put all the books on a large table and
opened one of them without a word. It was thin but of a very large format. It
looked tattered, too. The book was a part of an encyclopedia containing
information about important people. This particular volume included names
beginning with the second letter of the Latin alphabet. The page my mother
had opened contained a large entry about her. We all crowded around the
table to see it. The text was largely about my mother's resistance activities in
Zagreb during World War II. She was clearly proud of her find, but she did
not say a word. A while later I began searching through the encyclopedia for
an entry about a friend of ours who was at our place at the time. He used to be
a boxing champion when he was very young. His name was Brown. He was
black. However, I could not find anything about him. On the hunch that the
book was published before his time, I looked at the front and the back of the
book, but I could not find the publication date. Slumped in an armchair by the
table, our friend was grinning all the while. At some point we all got up to
leave the place. My father’s old Fiat 600 had to be brought down to the street,
which was three or floors down. I think the car was light-blue in color and the
paint was metallic. Lauren was driving. Together with another friend, whom
I do not remember any longer, I was opening and holding doors in front of her.
Every now and then Lauren had to drive down flights of stairs, but everything
was going rather smoothly. She wore a white T-shirt and white pants. Her
golden hair was all around her. From time to time she would give me a
teasing smile as if to say that she was such a good sport even though I had
been such a bastard toward her. In other words, she was putting herself in
danger for me even though I had been unfaithful to her. She was in good
mood, though. She looked quite attractive, too. I woke up before we
managed to reach the street, but I remember being a bit puzzled about a ramp
that connected the lobby of the building and the street. It was so steep and it
curved so sharply that it was difficult to imagine that my father’s old car could
make it all the way down.
TASTES AND TEXTURES (October 2, 2001)
I vaguely remember that I dreamt about eating last night. I was in a cozy
restaurant serving old dishes from some part of Yugoslavia that used to be a
part of the Ottoman Empire. The food was exquisite. Tastes and even
textures came to me as though I was really eating. But after the meal I lit
upon a curious idea. While I was watching one of the waitresses, a charming
little thing with dark eyes and curly hair, I seemed to remember that the only
way to complete a good traditional meal was with the taste of young cunt. In
my dream, this was a culinary idea, having to do with tastes and textures,
rather than with sex. As I was licking my chops, I remember imagining how
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the waitress looked between her legs and how she would taste if the meal were
to be rounded off in the old way.
SMOKING AGAIN (October 9, 2001)
I was talking with Elise and puffing at a cigarette. I distinctly remember
inhaling, too. Our discussion was passionate, but I do not recall the subject. It
was not about us, though. I noticed I was smoking only when I flicked the
ashes through a large, open window reminiscent of Belgrade. “Hey,” I said to
myself, “since when am I smoking again?” But then I realized this simply
could not be the case. Not after more than a decade without a single puff, to
be sure. “I must be dreaming,” I concluded just before I woke up. And I was
truly relieved when I opened my eyes.
JOHNNY WALKER, RED LABEL, AND CONDOMS (October 10, 2001)
I dreamt that I was in Switzerland and that I visited a special kind of cemetery.
It contained a number of large refrigerated rooms in which people preserved
not only their bodies, but also their entire worlds, each of which could be
viewed through a large window of thick, greenish glass. I remember a fellow
of approximately forty who was propped up in bed and covered to his waist.
His hands were resting by his side. His whole bedroom was there, too,
including furniture, television, carpets, and curtains. The place looked rather
cozy. To his right there was a low table with some thirty bottles of Johnny
Walker, Red Label, and perhaps a hundred boxes of condoms. I was touched.
It could have made a good art project.
WITH ONIONS AND ITALIAN SPICES (October 12, 2001)
I dreamt that I ate my own heart. Presumably, it was taken out during my last
operation. I do not remember what was wrong with it, but the doctors told me
I did not really need it, except for strenuous effort. I must have told them that
I intended to return to climbing, but I do not recall any discussion about my
heart’s replacement. Anyhow, all this is a bit vague in my dream, as is
everything else before the cooking and the eating. I must have gotten the
frozen heart when I left the hospital, and I must have put it in the icebox. All I
know is that I fried it in olive oil with onions and Italian spices. For some
reason, I did not use any garlic. My mother was with me, and she was quite
distressed by what I was doing. She was sitting on a stool and mending
something, perhaps my socks. She got quite tearful as I ate. I remember
cutting through a ventricle, putting a piece of the heart in my mouth, chewing
along, and explaining to my mother that there was nothing strange about my
meal. Meat was meat, I argued, and it would be a pity to chuck it away. It
tasted quite good, too. It was someplace between chicken and pork. I
remember feeling that she must be distressed because that heart came out of
her own body. And this is all I recall. The dream just petered out, I guess.
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OVERFLOWING (October 19, 2001)
Last night I was visited by many disconnected dreams, but the memory of
them faded by the morning. I only remember a scene from one of them, where
I rushed into the bathroom for fear that the bathtub might be overflowing. It
was not, but the water was very close to the rim already. I arrived just in time.
The bathtub was enormous—very much like the one attached to the master
bedroom at Hereford Road. The water was tepid, just as it would get at
Hereford Road when the bathtub would get close to overflowing. I remember
struggling with the faucet; it appeared to be stuck, and I had to use all my
strength to turn it off. I also remember that the sleeve of my heavy plaid-shirt
got soaking wet in the process. This made the colors more vivid. The plaid
pattern of the shirt was black, white, red and beige. The red was especially
vibrant. When I woke up I realized that the colors were reminiscent of those
in my paintings.
HILLARY AND I (October 28, 2001)
I am standing by the entrance of a small public building somewhere in the
Southeastern United States—say, Georgia. I am waiting for someone. A
middle-aged woman walks up to me and stops in her tracks a few paces away.
She does not say anything. I realize at once I am standing by her bicycle,
which is chained to the railing of the building. I recognize the woman
immediately, as well. She is Hillary Clinton. “Oh,” I smile, “I know who you
are, of course, but you have no idea who I am…” She gives me a cold look
and says nothing. “I am sorry,” I mutter and I walk away. Having woken up
in the middle of the night, that cold look still haunts me. The bitch.
Addendum (April 18, 2015)
Having come across this piece in one of my random searches through my
magnum opus, I first thought that the woman in question was an old girlfriend
of mine. Well, she was not exactly my girlfriend, but she was close to
becoming one at some point. Anyhow, I quickly realized the piece was
actually about the current presidential candidate in the States. Although I had
long forgotten the dream, its conclusion struck me as just right. The bitch.
That cold look was still with me so many years later. Out of the blue, I
shuddered at the very possibility that she would win the presidential elections.
Perish the thought. Apparently, a single dream was more than enough for me.
Alas, I am only human!
THE FABULOUS SHIT-EATER (October 28, 2001)
Toward morning, in the limbo between dreaming and waking, I saw an animal
I have never even heard about before: the shit-eater. A bit like an ant-eater, it
had a long, thin snout, but it was hairless and smooth. It also had a long and
lively tongue. Its nostrils were just under its black, beady eyes, which were
set very close to each other. In exchange for all the nutrients that can still be
115

found in an animal’s colon, the shit-eater’s animal of choice would
occasionally get a thorough enema, it would be cleaned of all the parasites that
thrive in the colon, and it would also experience some pleasure in the shiteater’s gentle but energetic prodding and shoving. How do I know about the
pleasure? Because I did not only see this fabulous animal in the limbo of
dawn, but I think I felt its nimble snout also.
FEELING FRENCH (October 29, 2001)
I dreamt that I was at some official dinner someplace in Europe. I think this
was in Paris, but I am not sure. Across the table there was a very talkative
fellow. Speaking perfect French, he was explaining to everyone around our
table that he was feeling French through and through. He looked Thai,
though. Both of his parents were Thai, too. His family came to France when
he was a boy. Holding with both hands onto the lapels of his light-blue suit,
which was made of some thick but soft material, he spoke with his chin raised
high. This was obviously one of his favorite topics. I did not say anything,
but I remember that I was thinking that I would never be able to say anything
like this about America or Britain, the two countries where I have lived for
many years since leaving Yugoslavia. Or Yugoslavia, for that matter. When I
woke up, I was not sure whether I ever-so-slightly envied or pitied the Thai
fellow.
AMONG THE LEADING ACTORS (October 31, 2001)
I dreamt that I played in a movie about illegal immigration to Europe. I was
among the leading actors, too. I played the inspector who busted an
immigration scam. But then it turned out that the movie production itself was
such a scam. I busted that one, as well, but the production continued. The
whole thing became so complicated that I became pretty confused about who
was who and who was doing what in my dream. I woke up happy the ordeal
was over, because I was unable to follow the plot any longer. By the morning
I could only remember the faces of a couple of leading actresses playing with
me. Although still beautiful in their sixties, both of them had long lost their
feminine appeal. Those wilted faces gave the whole dream a tinge of sadness.
SEETHING WITH ANGER (November 8, 2001)
I dreamt that I was walking with Marko through the streets of a city that
looked a bit like Paris. Many of the streets looked like boulevards, with trees
between lanes. We were talking. Rather, I was talking and he was listening.
At some point we entered a long and narrow lobby covered with reddish
marble. As I continued talking, I heard an apartment door open. The sound
came from a floor just beneath the lobby. I knew it was Lauren who had
opened that door. I stopped talking, but I knew she would recognize my
voice, which was still echoing in the lobby. I put my index finger over my
lips and gestured to Marko that we should get out in haste. This we did. We
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crossed the street, turned the corner at the end of the block, and found
ourselves in a wide boulevard lined with trees. As we were crossing to the
other side once again, we saw Lauren running toward us. She wore a loose,
soft sweatsuit, but the top was unbuttoned in front, showing her bare chest.
She was barefoot, too. When she caught up with us, she stopped and glared at
me. Then she pulled down her pants and defiantly showed me her privates.
Seething with anger, she kept glaring at me. Only when I woke up I started
wondering about the sequence of events. To begin with, what was I doing in
the lobby of her building?
JUST SUCH A CORNER (November 10, 2001)
I dreamt that my mother was looking for something in the corner of a big
room, behind a bulky piece of furniture, and that she slipped on the parquet
floor and fell down. She let out a miserable sound of pain and dismay. I
rushed to her. Crumpled on the floor, she looked small. I picked her up. She
was limp and light. Cradling her in my arms like a rag doll, I wept and wept.
I knew from the sound of her fall that she was not badly hurt, but I felt her
spirit was crushed by yet another calamity. When I woke up, I realized there
was just such a corner in the livingroom of my parents’ apartment in Belgrade.
Everything I saw in my dream, down to the shiny parquet floor, was true to
life.
KILLING INSTINCT (November 17, 2001)
Among many things I dreamt last night, of which only fragments remain, I
remember only one quite clearly. I was on a sandy beach. There was no-one
else within sight. The water was warm and clear. There were no waves. As I
was coming out of the shallow water, a shark appeared. It sailed past me
calmly. Watching it carefully, I walked backwards. The water came to my
calves. The shark made a wide turn and then came directly after me. I just
walked out of the water. Its snout and beady eyes were not far from my toes.
Waking up, but still not fully awake, I thought I should have kicked it in the
head with my heel. If I stunned it, which was likely because the water was so
shallow, I could pull it out onto the beach, where it would quickly die. I even
thought of walking back into the water and luring it back toward my feet.
Only when I was fully awake I realized that it would be senseless to kill an
animal just because it makes its living as a predator. But I also marveled at
my own killing instinct. I could not invoke self-defense or even fear in this
case.
A WALKING BOMB (November 20, 2001)
I dreamt that a woman in her mid-thirties walked up to me slowly and stiffly.
We were in a public but deserted place. There was a mixture of fear, hope,
and apology in her eyes. Her hands were taped to her back. Taped to her neck
was a mobile phone. Two wires extended from it to two metal braces keeping
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her mouth locked open. On both sides of her mouth, the braces were attached
to the upper and lower teeth, as well as each other. Other wires led from the
phone to several pouches taped to her waist. Her hands were taped in such a
way that it was impossible to free them without disturbing the wires. She was
a walking bomb. I do not remember exactly what I did to help her, but I was
calm and composed. I think I seated her in a reclining position, and then I
started looking for a phone, but I woke up before I could get an expert who
would be able to pick the bomb apart.
THE BOY IN WHITE (December 4, 2001)
Feeling very frustrated, I got up just after five this morning. I woke up an
hour earlier and discovered that I had forgotten most of the dream I had had
earlier in the night. The dream was so coherent and vivid that I assumed I
would not forget any of it, and so I did not record it immediately. As I was
trying to recall as much of it as possible when I woke up, it soon became clear
that going back to sleep was out of the question. Most of what is still with me
thus may be my own invention. Anyhow, I dreamt that I was celebrating
something important with a group of my friends. The gathering of some
fifteen people was rather grim, though, for the celebration had to do with my
imminent departure. Namely, I was allowed to leave the country. The whole
atmosphere was reminiscent of the Soviet Union and Eastern Europe in the
Sixties. I remember that I was some kind of dissident. That term would crop
up here and there. More, I was a dissident artist. It was almost impossible to
get out of the country, but once you did get out, that was for good. In effect,
you were exiled. The scenes from the dream I still retain are a bit like scenes
from a movie. I remember everything as though I saw it from the outside, and
as though I saw it from some distance. However, that may have to do with my
attempts to remember the dream afterwards. At any rate, one such scene
involves a friend bringing me an inclined tabletop, that is, a tabletop that can
be placed on top of another table to produce an inclined surface for drawing or
painting. It was of very crude construction and difficult to imagine taking
with me on my trip, but it elicited an interesting thought. “Oh,” I said to
myself as soon as I saw it, “I must be ill.” The contraption would allow me to
draw or paint while sitting or even lying down. The last thing I remember is
the most interesting, too. Among my friends I saw a boy of about ten or
eleven. His hair was golden and all of his clothes were white. “Who is this
boy?” I kept asking myself. He did not fit among my friends, all of whom
were in their twenties and thirties, and all of whom wore dark clothes
suggesting autumn or winter. It was as though the boy was from another
world, another movie. Either in the dream itself or in my attempts at
reconstructing it afterwards, I had a strong feeling he was actually me, but
some new me. This I connected with my illness. The boy in white would in
some sense continue my life after my departure. He was a part of this
gathering only in some very distant sense. Again, all this is rather vague in
my mind, whence my frustration.
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TREMBLING (December 7, 2001)
I dreamt that I worked in an office that looked rather like a home. Only three
of us were there at the time. One of my colleagues was asleep at her desk,
which looked like a kitchen table. The other was working at her computer.
As is often the case in my dreams, we were all wearing loose gowns that
reached to the middle of our thighs. The colleague at her computer was on the
small and wiry side, but she had a nicely shaped body. She wore her dark and
curly hair quite short. I do not remember her face, but I think she looked
Italian. Without a word, I crouched by her side, pushed her gown up, and
spread her legs open. She did not object, but she kept typing into her machine.
I gave her a broad lick. She jumped. I had hurt her. She was dry, and my
tongue felt like sandpaper. She was annoyed because I was so clumsy, but not
otherwise. Still without a word, I took her by the hand and led her to a nearby
bathroom, where there was a bed as well. She glanced anxiously toward our
sleeping colleague. I left the door open ajar so as to hear her if and when she
woke up. I sat my colleague on the bed. When she was in a comfortable
reclining position, I parted her knees again. She spread her legs wide and
offered herself trustingly. God, is there anything more disarming than a
trusting woman? This time I began by breathing warm air over her labia and
the mouth of her vagina. Only then I started touching her here and there with
my tongue and my lips. I would touch her in three or four places at once. She
began trembling from excitement. Then I gave her the first lick. She was very
wet already. I pushed my tongue into her vagina. After a long and gentle bout
of licking and nibbling, I sat on the bed next to her and pulled her into my lap.
Her eyes closed, she slid onto me. Atremble, she felt her way gingerly. Our
movements were slow and shaky from intense excitement. Having taken me
in, she moved slowly, as if in trance. I woke up before either of us reached
our orgasm, but the delicious tug of her vagina stayed with me for a long
while. Not fully awake, I could revisit different parts of my dream at will,
relishing it over and over again. Blissfully happy, I fell asleep again.
A VAGUE FEELING OF DISCOMFORT (December 11, 2001)
I dreamt that I was at some kind of party and that Lauren was there, as well.
Unfortunately, I remember almost nothing about the event. I think she was
there with a man, but I cannot be sure about that. The only thing that remains
is a vague feeling of discomfort. Every now and then I would catch Lauren's
eyes from afar. She would stare at me openly with that inimitable mixture of
defiance and despair she would revert to whenever we were in trouble. In the
past, that look would disarm me almost instantly, but this time it was a bit
oppressive. This time we did not even come close to each other, let alone talk
or touch. Or kiss. When I woke up, I realized how lucky I was to live so far
away from her. We are rather unlikely to find ourselves at the same party.
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KANDAHAR (December 14, 2001)
I dreamt a lot last night. Every time I would wake up, I would remember quite
a bit of what I had dreamt, but then I would have another dream that would
obliterate much of my memory. And then another. But one of these dreams
survives to this morning. I was at the Adriatic coast. Actually, the little town
where I found myself was in the hills high above the sea. It was a brilliant
evening. In a restaurant, which was surprisingly posh for the town, I met a
refined French or German couple. The lady was about sixty and her husband
was some ten years her junior. He had a fabulous bush of longish brown hair,
but he struck me as a slippery character. I did not like him very much, but
there was something wonderful about her. It was clear she used to be a
stunning beauty, and she was still an attractive woman. Anyhow, I started
talking to them while he was ordering wine. I was sitting at the adjoining
table, and I was being helpful because I knew the local wines. After a while
they asked me what I was doing in Kandahar, which turned out to be the name
of the little town. Later that evening I took them for a walk through the town
to show them what I meant, but I immediately replied that I loved the place
because it was still like the Adriatic coast used to be. “The animal that made
this shell still lives in it,” I explained. They appeared to understand me.
Along the coast, most towns were now populated by people who had nothing
to do with the region, let alone those specific places. Kandahar was one of the
few towns where the indigenous population still lived and kept the place in
good nick. As I was trying to remember the names of other places with which
to compare our little town, I discovered that I was struggling. Strange names
kept popping up in my mind. Only when I woke up I realized that Kandahar
was actually in Afghanistan. The other names that came to me were probably
from Afghanistan, as well.
INVOLUNTARY COLONIZATION (December 16, 2001)
I dreamt that I visited another planet. I woke up several times last night, but
the dream continued when I fell asleep again. At least the feeling that I was
on another world continued, but each dream was rather different. On the way
there, I saw everything as though in a movie. I watched two fellows in a
smallish craft that looked like a stubby fighter jet. One of them was facing
forward, the other backward. Their helmets were bulkier than those worn by
fighter pilots, though. In front of them there were massive computer consoles.
They rarely cast their glances through their large windows, through which I
could see them well. Perhaps I was looking at them from another craft flying
alongside theirs. On the approach to the planet, already in its atmosphere, we
encountered some flack. Each time the air would start quaking around us, the
two astronauts or pilots would pull their consoles over their heads. The
consoles, which obviously served for protection, as well, extended into long,
thick, metallic tubes.
Just before we landed, I saw many aircraft in a skirmish around a long, white
cloud. The sky was blue. The aircraft were all identical, though. Wedgeshaped, their bodies were covered with a fine lattice suggesting a frame of
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some sort. From the distance, the surface of the aircraft appeared golden and
it glistened in the sunshine. There were thirty or forty of them, flying every
which way a great speed. However, I did not see any of them fire at the other.
Neither did I see any of them explode or fall to the ground, which was far
below. The whole thing looked like an angry exchange between birds or
insects.
One thing I remember in connection with our arrival is that we were
communicating via our computer consoles with one of the aliens. I think his
name was Jusep. Each incoming message from him would bear his name and
a sharp horizontal arrow pointing at the message itself. The screen was white
and the lettering black. Only when I woke up I realized his name, which
appeared quite exotic at the time, was actually very close to Joseph or Yusuf.
Flying ever more slowly, we glided along the ground for a while, ending up at
a clearing in a sparse pine forest. The craft slowed down and came to a gentle
stop. There was a large group of people there. They seemed to have waited
for us. Smiling and waving at us, they surrounded the craft. Most of them
were black, looking like West Indians. They were visibly poor, too. Many
were toothless. But the atmosphere was friendly and even cheerful. I do not
remember feeling surprised at these familiar faces and trees so far from home.
After a brief interlude, I returned to the dream. This time I was in an
apartment building that looked perfectly ordinary. Several young women
were coming to welcome me, and I opened the front door for them. They
were all white, and they were smiling, smiling. One of them had unusually
long legs and a small torso. Her belly was bare, and I patted it in return for a
very welcoming hug. I remember the woman had a small, loosely knit cap
pulled over her forehead. I lifted it slightly to discover ash-blond hair and
huge gray-blue eyes. She was smiling happily at me. The young woman's
face was covered with an intricate tattoo.
I cannot remember anything else except my own hypothesis while dreaming
that these people must have been brought to this planet all the way from earth.
Judging from their appearance, this must have been relatively recently, but
certainly not more than a hundred generations back. Everyone I had seen on
this planet was human, but some of their features suggested slight adaptations
to the new environment, which was similar but not identical to that on earth.
As is often the case when one dreams, this hypothesis made sense in view of
so many stories about alien abductions. Looking at this new world, I had a
feeling the true aliens, whom I had not seen in my dream, were doing their
best to ensure that the human species spreads across the galaxy. These aliens
must have seeded this and possibly other worlds with life-forms from the earth
before bringing the humans, too. Before I woke up, I never considered the
possible reasons for such an involuntary colonization of other planets, but it
struck me as well-intentioned, if not exactly friendly.
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A DEEP BREATH (December 17, 2001)
I dreamt that I walked into my livingroom to discover two workmen who had
just taken down my boards and battens on which they stand from one wall and
replaced them with two largish canvases. The paintings contained a lively
collage of my compositions, but the background of both was light-blue and
ochre. In consternation, I drew a deep breath: “Aaaaaahhhhhh!” I was still
drawing that breath when I woke up.
QUILTED COATS (December 23, 2001)
I dreamt I was somehow engaged in a theater in China. Some parts of the
dream were experienced in limbo between dreams, and so I am a bit uncertain
about the status of that which I still remember. Anyhow, we were all Chinese.
Like other men around me, I wore my hair in a long braid. I am not sure when
all this took place, but certainly before the introduction of electric light. It
might have been a long time ago. One night we had a very successful show,
which I do not remember at all. I think it was the last time a particular piece
was shown that season or in that town. Afterwards, I invited the lead actress
and the man who directed the piece to a secluded place in the outskirts of the
town. I spoke to each of them in turn. I knew they fancied each other, and I
was very attracted to her. He was a good-looking chap, as well. I am not sure
of my rôle in the piece, but I think I was either the director of the whole
theater or the leader of the itinerant group of actors. When I told him about
the meeting place and time, he asked what would we do if she failed to join us.
Our exchange was quick and terse. Perhaps I just said that I would not mind
being with him alone if the actress failed to appear, but I implied that I fancied
him, too. In the end, the three of us met in the entry hall of a deserted wooden
house. I could not see very much in the dark, but I could feel that sturdy
wooden posts and beams, as well as wooden floors and ceilings surrounded us.
We all wore long and loose quilted coats, which protected us quite well from
the cold. I remember only a few scenes from our lovemaking. In the first,
they were lying side by side as they made love, and I fondled their assholes.
Then he lay on the floor and she straddled him. I knelt behind her and entered
her, as well. She groaned in pain as my prick slid in on top of his. Both of us
were on the big side. It was an immense pleasure to be in such a tight place
and to be feeling his prick under my own. We were rubbing against each
other with the most sensitive parts of our pricks, the ridges on the underside,
or frenula. The last scene I remember is the actress lying on the floor between
the two of us. Her legs were spread apart, but only slightly. She was sated
and relaxed, and she embraced us tenderly. Cocooned in our quilted coats, we
were warm and cozy.
A HELPFUL SON-IN-LAW (December 25, 2001)
I dreamt that I was visiting Elise’s mother Marcia with Elise and Marko.
Everyone looked like they did the last time I saw them, but we were still one
family. The last time I briefly saw Marcia was in 1998, some months before
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she died from cancer. She was making some kind of dessert, and I was
helping her. My job was to cut a large slab of very dry cake into cubes, which
would then be dunked into a cream of some kind. An awkward and arduous
job, as it turned out. The crust of the cake was so thick that it took some
strength to cut through it. Elise was very playful. Having nothing else to do,
she kept shoving spoons into my mouth and giggling, giggling. But Marcia
was on edge. She was not pleased with her desert, as both the cake and the
cream went off course, and she was considering tossing everything away. She
was not amused by Elise's shenanigans, either. A helpful son-in-law, I tried to
persuade her that the cake I was cutting was quite edible, if a bit dry.
However, I could not but giggle with Elise every now and then. Marko did
not participate in any of this, but it was clear from the way he carried himself
that he was very happy to see his mother agiggle. All in all, we were a happy
family in my dream.
STARING AT ME PINK (December 30, 2001)
I dreamt I was with Elise and Marko. He was more like a good friend of ours
rather than our son. As we were talking, I leaned toward Elise and lifted her
sweatshirt. It was gray, if I remember correctly. It was on the big side, as
well. She was wearing a white bra with holes for her nipples. Each hole had a
tiny white ribbon around it that was tied in a pretty bow on top. Her nipples
were erect. They were bright pink. From where Marko was sitting, he could
not see what I saw, but Elise was a bit annoyed with me nevertheless. I was
delighted by my discovery, though. When I woke up in the middle of the
night, those nipples kept staring at me pink for a long while, but I still
managed to fall asleep again.
A FEELING OF URGENCY (January 1, 2002)
Two questions that were propelled from one dream to another survived to the
morning. The first was whether the dense material of the universe could be
used as a screen to project onto it an image, and how long would the image
last? This would require that the projector of the image be located in another
universe, which would account for the greater speed and brightness of light
required by it. The second was how large one would need to be for the dense
material of the universe to support one's weight? Again, one would need to be
of another universe to be of that size. Both questions are meaningless, of
course, but I woke up with a feeling of urgency. Although I cannot answer
them, or show precisely why they are meaningless, I must record them
nevertheless.
AIRHEADS (January 3, 2002)
I dreamt I was in an outdoor café someplace in California together with a large
group of Lauren's friends. They were all quite young—say, late twenties. She
was not there, though. We split up in two groups over two counters. The
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fellow standing next to me muttered a few words to the effect that I should be
a bit more careful about what I say, because everything I say gets around. I
remember thinking that he must be referring to something I had said at the
home of some people who were at the café with us. I must have been about
women. Although I really did not care about the gossip that would ultimately
get to Lauren, I felt grateful to him for his warning. At the same time, I had
difficulty seeing him as any different than all the others. They were all
airheads. And then a young woman approached me. She had just arrived to
the café to join us. She sidled up to me like a kitten. Wearing her black hair
short, she was not unattractive, but she did not look very bright. She was at a
loss for words, but she whispered that she would like to have a chance to get
to know me better, or something of that ilk. Another young woman was with
her, but she just giggled at her friend’s infatuation with an older man like me.
Apparently the word about me got around quite fast. I remember kidding the
besotted one by looking at her head for signs of brain surgery. Both of them
giggled vacantly.
MY RETURN TO MIT (January 10, 2002)
I dreamt that I was to give a lecture at MIT and that I got lost in the tangled
streets and squares of Boston and Cambridge. The closer I got to the Institute,
the slower my frenetic journey became. Everything around me looked
unfamiliar. The buildings were recognizable in style, but they were much
larger than I had remembered them. Some five minutes after the appointed
hour, I realized it was too late to struggle any longer. No matter what I did, or
how lucky I got, the audience would disperse before I got to the lecture hall. I
was relieved in a way, but I was also aware that my return to MIT was thus in
question. Presumably, this was a serious possibility. The lecture was an
opportunity for students and fellow teachers to get a feeling of me as a person
and a scholar, and thereby decide whether or not they wanted me back.
COCKED BUT NOT LOADED (January 21, 2002)
I dreamt that I was in a large office together with my mother and Dorian. I
think it was my father's office. My mother, who looked some ten years
younger than she was when she died, was pattering about. While she was
putting things in order, I was jotting something down at the desk. The desk
was huge, too. I was preoccupied by what I was doing. Dorian was playing.
He was about nine, his present age. Unthinkably, there was a shiny black
pistol on the desk. It was my father’s, as well. Dorian picked it up and started
pointing at things. Then he came behind me, and put the gun on my head just
under my left ear. I could feel the muzzle on my skull. Then he pulled the
trigger. The pistol was cocked but not loaded, and so it made a loud snapping
sound. I stopped doing whatever I was doing, took the pistol from Dorian, and
took him into my arms. “Dorian,” I said calmly and seriously, “you must not
do this ever again.” I explained that many people, and especially children, get
killed this way. One can never be sure whether a gun is loaded or not. My
mother was standing next to us and speaking in a soft voice, as well. “This is
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not a toy,” she kept repeating and shaking her head. He listened to us
seriously, soaking every word in. He was gradually becoming aware of the
possible consequences of his play. The only other thing I remember was that
the pistol I took from Dorian was actually made of plastic. It was a real gun,
but it was made of some special kind of synthetic material, which was
considerably lighter than steel.
THE TRUE CROSS (January 22, 2002)
I dreamt that I was engaged in some sort of maintenance of my teeth. For this
purpose, I detached my head from neck up and put it on a table facing me. I
was assisted, but I am not sure exactly how or why, by Mariana AlvarezAlmazan, a Ph.D. student of mine, and Billy Childish of all people. Mariana
is from the State of Veracruz in Mexico, and vera cruz or “the true cross” was
somehow important in the maintenance of my teeth. In fact, Mariana is an
ardent believer. And so is Billy. When I woke up I realized the connection
with the true cross came up because Mariana sent me yesterday a fabulous
image of two mountains in Veracruz—Cofre de Perote in the foreground and
Pico de Orizaba in the background, both of them towering above the clouds.
Of course, the very trouble with my teeth arose in connection with
mountaineering. Returning to the dream, at some point Billy attempted to pull
something loose out of my mouth, my head still on the table in front of us, but
I gently pushed his hand away. I think I was a bit embarrassed. The last thing
I remember is curious. When we were finished with the maintenance job, I
tried to put my head back on my neck, but I discovered that I had another one
on all the time. Otherwise, I could not do what needed to be done. That is, I
could not see, hear, talk, and so on. Presumably, I had a spare head of some
sort.
THE SQUALOR (January 23, 2002)
I dreamt that both of my parents were still alive, but only just. Dorian was
with us, which surprised me even in my dream. We lived in a squalid place. I
remember a big room with a threadbare Persian carpet. It was mainly palegreen and beige, but a few areas of red and black were still discernible here
and there. The place was quite bare. There was little furniture, but the floor
was strewn with all kinds of decrepit things. My father roamed through the
gloom like a ghost. I remember talking to my mother, who had lied down on
the floor for her afternoon nap. She did not even cover herself. “Mother,” I
said imploringly, “why don’t you lie down on your bed?” It was in another
room. She just waived her hand despondently. A while later I noticed that the
carpet around her was soaking wet. As she woke up, she realized she had wet
herself. Again, she was too dispirited to react. She just turned to the other
side. I remember wondering how to deal with the mess, but then I saw my
father on the floor, as well. He was on his back not far from the place where
my mother was lying. His mouth was agape. I realized he might be dead.
Looking for something to dry the carpet under my mother, I saw Dorian
walking around like a sleepwalker. His head was hanging down. And so were
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his arms. “My god,” I thought, “this is not a place for a child his age!” He
stumbled toward a grimy sink, stopped, and then started falling. I grabbed
him before he fell to the floor. He was limp in my arms. He was very pale,
too. It appeared he was about to have a fit of some kind. My heart ached to
see Dorian in such a horrible state. And then I mercifully woke up. I stared
into the darkness with a heavy heart. It was raining out there. I felt cold.
Although I like to say that all dreams are a joy for me, no matter how horrible,
this one was too much even for me. It took me a long time to shake off the
dread. Writing all of this down helped dispel the squalor.
LAUREN IN ELISE’S BODY (January 28, 2002)
How plastic is our mind! How interchangeable the characters in our life's
theater! Last night I dreamt I was with Lauren and her father. I remember us
walking through some medieval city reminiscent of the Adriatic coast. I
lagged behind them because I was saying goodbye to someone, and Lauren
walked back to make sure we do not become separated in the intricate fabric
of the place. When she saw me coming, she resumed walking forward some
twenty paces ahead of me. Her father was waiting for us further ahead. When
I woke up, I realized there was something funny in my dream. Lauren's father
looked like he does in real life, albeit some ten years younger, but Lauren
looked like Elise in her mid-twenties. She wore her dark, frizzy hair in a
ponytail pointing straight up. Her lean body was alive under a long, flowing
dress made of some light material. It was someplace between red and orange
in color, and it was exquisite in the patches of light that illuminated the dark
alleys and arcades through which we were walking. But it was Lauren in my
mind. That is, Lauren in Elise’s body.
IN CONSTANT MOTION (February 3, 2002)
I dreamt that I was talking to the husband of a girlfriend of mine. We were
standing at the door of their bedroom, which was enormous. A pleasant man
of about thirty-five, he was a bit awkward and unsure of himself. In my
dream, he did not know what was going on between his wife and me. She was
in bed at first, but then she sneaked out naked and pressed her back against
mine. Our movements were exactly matched so that my body masked hers.
Presumably, that way her husband could not see her behind me. I could not
see her, either, but I felt that she was tall and strong. Her body was in constant
motion as she pressed against me passionately. Our backs were fused
together. And so were our elbows and heels. When her husband was not
looking, my girlfriend and I would crouch so that I could push my right hand
through my legs and dip the middle finger into her wet slit. While we were
standing up, I reached with my hand behind my back to feel her bum. When I
woke up, I realized her flesh and her skin were Lauren’s.
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BELGRADE PROJECT (February 7, 2002)
I dreamt that I was visiting my father’s architectural office in Belgrade. He
was the director there from the mid-Sixties to the early Seventies. Back then
the firm was called Belgrade Project. In the late Sixties, while I was finishing
my undergraduate dissertation, I spent a few months in his office because I
needed a large drafting table. For some reason, which escapes me now, I
wanted all my drawings of an underwater settlement on a single roll of paper.
Anyhow, my visit was a strange affair. I remember talking to two men in their
late twenties. When I mentioned that I used to spend quite a bit of time in
their office more than thirty years ago, they looked at me with utter
indifference. I felt a bit hurt. Conversely, I had no recollection of several
people who recognized me. There was a fellow who stared at me inquisitively
for a while. At one point I even turned around to see whether he was looking
at someone behind me. “You do not remember me?!” he said at last. I
mumbled that I did not. He was gray and overweight. His face looked puffy.
His skin was mottled. No feature reminded me of anyone I had ever met. It
was clear he was a bit hurt, too, for we must have been quite close. Another
gray and overweight man told me that he remembered me well. He spoke
rather fondly about my father, but then he came up with some strange name
for his director of old. I could not remember him, either. It appeared he was
confusing my father and me with some other father and son. All in all, the
visit to the old office was far from a pleasant one. Only when I woke up I
realized the office had long moved to another location in central Belgrade.
My visit would have been impossible.
LUCKY BEYOND MEASURE (March 8, 2002)
I was visiting with a large family. There were many brothers and sisters.
Everyone looked quite alike. There was something West-European about
them, but I think we were in America. However, the buildings, cars, and
people’s clothing suggested an older America—say, the Forties or Fifties. The
family was unusually warm and loving. Only gradually I realized the reason
for so much love: one of them, a man I felt closest to, was dying.
Approaching sixty, he had some horrendous disease that would pick him
apart—piece by piece, function by function—and then kill him. Everyone in
the family knew by heart the stages in his eventual deterioration. I remember
going with them to an office where he was to sign some papers regarding his
estate. He was immensely rich, as was the entire family. The documents had
to do with a huge gift he was about to make to a charity. We all sat along a
long, heavy, wooden table, at the head of which there sat a short, plump,
jocular, but tough woman—presumably the family lawyer. I sat next to the
dying man. Everyone was joking and laughing out loud. Through the din, the
lawyer insisted that the signature could wait if the time was not yet right and
the decision to give all that money away was not yet ripe. As this was going
on, one of the man's younger brothers leaned toward me and recited into my
ear several of the upcoming stages in the development of the disease.
Everything I heard sounded horrific, but I do not remember any of the detail. I
turned to the dying man, who was still jostling with the feisty lawyer, and
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pinched his cheek lovingly. As he looked at me with a gentle smile, I was
briefly overcome with piercing grief, but then my sentiments shifted toward
joy. And the joy was pure. Just before I woke up, I felt that we were all lucky
beyond measure, and that this included the man at the center of the family
drama.
EIGHT WORDS (March 13, 2002)
I dreamt that I painted a Buddhist swastika on one of my boards. It was black,
and the field to its right was red. The surface was white with the obligatory
black border. Each of its eight segments was associated with a word, but I
forgot the eight words by the time I woke up. I made a sketch of my painting
as soon as I got up. Set in a grid four centimeters high and wide, the
composition is so uncompromisingly stark that it is frightening.
Addendum (March 14, 2002)
Yesterday I searched the World Wide Web for the word “swastika” and found
all kinds of interesting things. For instance, I found an American postcard
from 1907 that interprets the formidable symbol as an assemblage of four Ls:
Luck, Light, Love, and Life. In short, it is a good-luck charm, and it is thus
prominent on the postcard. This fits well with Indian, Chinese, and other
Asians precepts. Anyhow, last night I painted what I saw in my dream. The
painting is very stark, indeed. On the other side of the same board I painted a
variation of the ancient symbol. In line with my growing interest in things
tantric, it is a union of two red swastikas. Although the horrors of midTwentieth Century cannot but emanate from the painting, the potent entoptic
quality of the symbol is unmistakable.
FLOATING IN THE WIND (March 14, 2002)
What a dream! I do not remember much of what I dreamt, but I was
kidnapped into the past. Together with a whole bunch of weird characters
from the Twenty-First Century, I was taken back to the Eighteenth to help the
French fight off the Prussians, who had somehow gotten advanced technology
from the future, as well. One of the scenes I saw with my own eyes is worth
an entire science fiction movie: the Prussian navy—a fanciful notion, too—
bombarding Paris at night. But how! Hundreds of warships under sail
floating in the wind above the French capital and showering it with cannon
fire. I saw the unfurled sails, the rigging, the anchors, the flags. The bit of
technology that lifted the warships into the air needed to be neutralized, but I
do not remember any of us ever figuring out how to help the French.
TWO TOWERS (March 16, 2002)
I dreamt I was in some huge Italian restaurant flooded with warm light. There
were at least ten of us around a big table. We were all men, and most of us
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were dressed rather carefully, as if for some business do. Even I wore a black
jacket and a beige silk shirt instead of my standard climbing gear. We were
loud. Talking, gesturing, laughing, each of us had a good deal to drink and
nibble on. I think it was morning, and I did not want to drink any alcohol, but
others around me were ordering wine and beer. It was merry. At some point
someone started building at the edge of the table two towers made of wine
pitchers, beer bottles, and glasses. Some of the pitchers and bottles were far
from empty. This looked like one of my pranks, but in this case I was totally
innocent of it. The two towers grew and grew, until it became obvious that it
was only a matter of time when one or both would topple. There were at least
six pitchers in one of the towers. As it would not be cool to do anything about
it, no-one paid the obvious threat any attention. Not even the waiters dared
intervene. As two fellows in coats and ties were standing by the table and
gabbing with a few of us sitting down, one of the towers—the one with the
wine pitchers—buckled and crashed on the floor next to the two men. They
just stepped aside and continued talking as though nothing had happened.
Two waiters appeared a once to clear the mess and wipe the floor. I remember
one of them picking up an old and beautiful pitcher, which was now in a few
pieces, and muttering to the other: “Porco Dio!” I remember tickling the
belly of the fellow next to me, who wore a white shirt and a tie. “Imagine,” I
said to him while addressing the whole table, “how we would all look if all the
red wine ended up one the table!” But no-one paid me any attention. As it
turned out, I was less than cool.
BIG BLUE EYES (March 19, 2002)
I dreamt that I was working for a big hotel on the Adriatic coast. I cannot
recall much about my job, but it did not entail very much, either. I gradually
learned that the hotel was running on Russian money. I became close to a
young Russian woman, who worked for the hotel, as well. Little by little, she
taught me about the entire business. There was nothing between us, but I
liked her big blue eyes, her intelligence, and her courage. As it turned out, the
hotel itself was not making any money. Only the casino was profitable.
However, it was very profitable. All kinds of shady characters from Russia
loved the place. It was on the rough side, too. I remember seeing a bunch of
men in tuxedoes betting on who would ejaculate farthest. Through my
Russian friend, I learned that even the casino was in the end making no money
for the hotel, because a couple of Russian “investors” would eventually
squeeze all the money out of it. One way to keep some of the proceeds was to
have an imaginary investor, whose supposed share would stay with the hotel.
In time I learned that I was hired to play such an investor, but I was never told
about my rôle. This explained my comfortable job. Unbeknownst to myself, I
was in quite a bit of danger, too. With my partner’s help, I eventually got a
chunk of the retained money from the hotel, presumably for the risk involved
in my fake job. Although it eventually became clear why the Russian woman
had befriended me, we were thinking about new business ventures as partners.
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ELISE IN LAUREN’S BODY (March 21, 2002)
I dreamt that Elise was crouching naked and spraying herself with an aromatic
lotion. She sprayed herself liberally. Her chest, belly, and thighs glistened. I
crouched in front of her and started caressing her. Gently touching her labia
and clitoris, I gave her a long, slow kiss. We were in the kitchen. I remember
a pile of washed dishes behind Elise’s head. And then Dorian appeared and
asked for a glass of water. He was about six. I told him that he could get a
glass of water himself, but he still demanded our help. He was quite gracious
and charming, though. It was clear he was a bit embarrassed by our caresses,
but that he was also happy we were so loving with each other. Only when I
woke up I realized that Elise had Lauren’s body, and that we were in a kitchen
very like the one at Hereford Road in London. Besides, Dorian behaved as
though Elise was his mother. I am confounding Elise and Lauren again and
again.
THE BIG TOE (March 29, 2002)
In a dream I saw a young woman whose big toe on one foot was in the middle
of other toes. That is, there were two toes on each side of the big toe. It was
big, too, but the foot looked just odd rather than freaky. If I remember
correctly, the other foot was normal. The woman was quite attractive, as well,
albeit in a feral sort of way. She wore sandals with thick wooden soles and
thin leather straps. The dark, almost black, polish on her toenails was chipped
off here and there. The big toe in the middle was on an almost defiant display.
MY EXERCISES IN LEVITATION (April 9, 2002)
I dreamt that I was in the company of archeologists and anthropologists
investigating a site by a vast river cutting its way through endless forest. It
could have been the Amazon or one of its tributaries. By morning I forgot
what the whole thing was about, and what was my rôle in it, but I still
remembered clearly my exercises in levitation. Standing on a sandy bank of
the river and wearing a wide robe of a coarse woven material, I would jump in
the air, bend my legs in the knees, and tuck my feet under the robe. And then
I would float in the air for as long as I wished. All this was effortless, blissful.
I remember the archeologists and anthropologists marveling at my prowess.
WRITHING (April 29, 2002)
I dreamt that I was lying in a dark room, that my right hand was extended
outside of my bed, and that snakes were biting my fingers. Actually, my hand
was resting in a nest writhing with snakes. Their bites were not entirely
unpleasant. They were reminiscent of those of kittens. The bites hurt only if
one is not careful enough with the little beasts. For some reason I did not
worry about poison. I somehow knew the snakes were not poisonous. At any
rate, I never pulled my hand out of the nest.
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DOG, CAT (May 10, 2002)
I dreamt that I was walking down a deserted street at dusk and that I came
upon a black dog. It was of medium size. It had short, shiny hair and a long,
pleasant face. When the dog saw me approach, it started rubbing itself
ingratiatingly against a wall, like a cat. As I was walking past the dog, it
arched its back and meowed loudly, its twitching tail sticking straight up. It
wanted to be petted.
FIVE LANGUAGES (May 12, 2002)
I dreamt that I was writing a book in five languages: Croatian, Serbian,
Slovene, Italian, and English. As I was writing, I was pronouncing every
word. Although Croatian and Serbian are almost the same, much care is
needed to differentiate them. When I woke up, I realized that these are the
five languages I will be practicing in Istria daily, or perhaps weekly. My five
languages.
DOWN THE SLIPPERY LEDGE (May 13, 2002)
I dreamt that I took my mother and several of my friends, whom I do not
remember any longer, to see a new winter facility for all kinds of sports.
There was a fellow at the main entrance who let us in. However, he asked for
a quarter for our admission. I remember distinctly that he asked for a quarter,
which would place us in the States. As I was digging for the change in my
pockets, we were walking slowly down a long flight of stairs. The fellow was
walking in front of me and holding a porcelain saucer for the coins. I was
walking along a wall. My mother was to my right, toward the edge of the
stairs. Finally I found a quarter and put it on the saucer, but I fished out a few
more coins as a tip. There were a few nickels and dimes there, and the fellow
appeared to be quite grateful. All the while we kept walking down toward a
large hall full of people. I had quite a few coins in my hands, and a dime
slipped out onto the stairs. It bounced a couple of time and came to a stop.
We were half way up when my mother bent down to fetch the coin. But she
also made a step backwards toward the edge of the stairs. Only then I realized
there was no railing there. My mother stumbled on the edge and fell on a wide
ledge of polished wood that ran along the stairs. Her feet in front of her, she
slid down the slippery ledge at great speed. She fell from considerable height.
When she finally hit the floor of the hall, I caught a glimpse of her face. “This
is the end!” flashed in her eyes. Horrified, as well as a bit angry with my
mother because she tried to pick up that silly coin, I held my head with both
hands and kept repeating the same word over and over again: “God! God!
God! God! God!” Looking at my mother’s sprawled body, I was petrified. I
could not make a single move. And this is how I woke up. Petrified.
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HEAVING (May 17, 2002)
I dreamt that I was reading about two Russian poets, one of whom was already
famous in the west, while the other had just escaped from the Soviet Union,
and was still struggling with English. Once they were together in the toilet of
a restaurant, the first poet writes, when he heard his friend utter between
sustained pushes: “HEAV… HEAV… HEAVING!” I remember distinctly
that this was rendered in capitals in the book I was reading, either because the
heaving poet was famous for his huge frame, which would go well with a
mighty voice, or because of his awkward delivery.
JUST REUNITED (May 22, 2002)
I dreamt once again that I was with Elise. We were considerably younger.
Just reunited, we were on a layover in some hotel room. I am not sure where
we were heading, but we were very happy together. In fact, we were ecstatic
about each other. We would make love for a while, then we would talk or just
smile at each other, and then we would make love some more. Elise and I
were beside ourselves with love and affection. Like children, we bounced
around our large hotel bed in search for yet another way to delight in each
other's company.
A PARABLE ABOUT… (May 27, 2002)
I dreamt that I was with a group of artists, all middle-aged men, who were
assembling in some abandoned factory building to talk about an ongoing
project of theirs. Before everyone was there, one of them told a story. “Let
me tell you what I saw this morning,” he began. He was watching a blind man
beg in the street. “Each time he got a coin, he smiled faintly as he fingered it.”
But then he got a coin that made him pause. Unable to place it, he frowned.
After some more fingering and weighing, he tossed it away. The coin ended
up in the gutter. “He preferred not having it to having it and not knowing
what it was.” I started waking up just as the man was concluding his story:
“This is a parable about…” I think the next word was “knowledge,” but I am
not sure. I was already awake. Frustrated, I turned on the light to write down
what I remembered of the dream.
DR. BEGLEY (August 3, 2002)
I dreamt that all my teeth became loose. Every one I would touch with my
index finger would wobble from its root. I was trying to figure out where I put
the phone numbers of Dr. Begley, my dentist in Reading. Although I
wondered how he could help me over the phone, I could not think of anyone
else who could help me so far from Reading. I am not sure where I was, but I
know I was far from Dr. Begley.
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FAMILY HISTORIES (August 20, 2002)
Lauren and the children were in one room, and I was in an adjoining one.
They were talking. “Mom,” Dorian said at some point, “remember when you
were having an abortion with Chicha?” He did not finish his thought, though,
for Lauren must have put her finger to her mouth and showed toward the door,
indicating that I might overhear his words. “Chicha” sounds like a Yugoslav
nickname, meaning something like “gramps” or “old man,” but I had no idea
who he might be. I wanted to talk to Lauren about the whole thing, and
especially about Dorian’s knowledge of such things, but I woke up before I
got the chance to do that. In my dream, we were in some ramshackle holiday
resort in some Third World country. But Dorian’s question immediately
struck me as very true to life. Lauren spares the children few of her secrets.
And this is how their mother brought up her and her brothers. They knew
about every twist and turn of her lesbian trysts. They knew about her alcohol
and drug abuse. The witnessed her debauched parties. The sad thing is that
family histories do repeat themselves.
AGAINST THE WALL (September 24, 2002)
My mother and I were waiting for some kind of call regarding one of my
father’s building projects. He was with us, but he was not able to deal with
the phone by himself. Although he was never very good on the phone, the
whole issue was charged emotionally to such an extent that he could not take
care of it by himself. The details escape me, but my mother and I were to deal
with the call, which would come from one of my parents' friends. I was sitting
by the phone when it finally rang. I picked up the receiver. The woman on
the other side of the line only wanted to tell us that she could not talk about the
project at the moment because she was facing some kind of crisis. Namely, a
woman she and my parents knew well had just been taken to hospital. I do not
remember who that woman was, though. She had a car accident, if I
remember correctly. She was badly hurt and needed immediate surgery. As I
was talking with the woman on the phone, who appeared rather calm and
composed although she was about to visit her friend in hospital, my mother
got ever more upset about the accident. She was standing next to me, and she
kept muttering to herself as I was trying to hold the conversation on the phone.
“My god, my god,” she kept repeating as she clutched her head with both
hands, “this is horrible, this is absolutely horrible…” In the end, she got so
loud that I could not hear the woman I was talking to on the phone. At some
point I got up rather abruptly to get away from the noise. I was angry, I guess,
but I did not want to say anything to my mother, who was too upset to control
her emotions. However, she was startled by my sudden move, and she made
an awkward step backwards. Then she stumbled. After a few more awkward
steps, she fell backwards and struck her head against the wall. The fall looked
really bad. I told the woman on the phone that my mother had just fallen and
that I had to go help her. Then I got off the phone and hurried to my mother.
I remember her warm hand. Sprawled on the floor, she was unconscious. I
was afraid she was dead. She struck the wall with such force that I could not
imagine she could survive the impact. I woke up before I could determine
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whether she was still alive. Feeling responsible for what had happened, I
could not shake off the dream. I felt mortified. Then I remembered that this
was exactly how my mother had fallen some months before my parents came
to England for good. She stumbled in her bedroom, fell backwards, and struck
her head against the wall. There was a lot of bleeding, but the head wound
turned out not to be so bad. She broke her hip, though. When they arrived in
England, she was still walking with a cane. She got rid of it in the end, but her
hip kept giving her trouble in the years to come.
HOTEL, HOSPITAL (October 23, 2002)
I dreamt I was staying in a hotel that looked and felt rather like a hospital.
Everything was light and airy. There were many beds in a room with tall
windows, but each was a double bed of considerable size. The first night there
I slept in the same bed with an attractive black woman. The hotel was
presumably full that night. We never talked, let alone touched. But the next
day we both decided to keep our bed even though there was no-one else in our
room. The hotel turned quite empty. There was an air of expectation about
our decisions. The only other thing I remember is that all the women working
in the hotel were dressed like nurses. That is how they behaved, as well.
PODGORNY SYNDROME (October 27, 2002)
I dreamt I was at some boring conference when Lauren suddenly appeared in
front of me. I was surprised to see her in the audience. She was sitting a bit
below me, and so I could see her quite well. Her golden hair was sticking out
in every which direction, like it did when we first met. She wore a bright shirt
of Mexican design. It had red stripes running vertically, but there were many
other colors in it, as well. In fact, she once bought me just such a shirt.
Lauren looked about ten years younger. At some point she turned around,
looked up at me, and gave me one of her delightful grins. As always, it
betrayed love and anguish at the same time. “And now Wallace is on her way
out, too,” she said. Her mother, that is. She was suffering from a rare disease,
Lauren explained. Podgorny Syndrome. This is what she said, I am quite
sure. But then she added quietly: “They are taking us to the cleaners.” By
“us” she must have meant the entire family, but I had no idea who “they”
might be. She grinned again, and I started laughing: “You will be poor?!” I
laughed and laughed. She soon joined me, albeit somewhat tearfully. This
was great news, I thought. Her family’s fortune is Lauren’s greatest problem.
Would that it vanished just like that!
A FEW RUNNING STEPS (November 20, 2002)
I dreamt I was in the rolling foothills of some mighty mountain in Asia.
Children were sledding and skiing around me, and the snow felt compact
underfoot. I was there with a number of friends, all women in their twenties.
We were running down the white slopes and laughing. I was in front. Every
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few steps, I would take to the air and soar above the whiteness. Upon
touching the ground, a few running steps would be enough for me to take off
again. And I ran and ran down these magical slopes. When I woke up, I felt it
was light enough already for me to get up. But it was only four in the
morning. Elated, I turned to the other side and buried my head into my pillow
for another snooze.
DAISY DUCK (December 6, 2002)
I was with some people who knew me well, but who have not seen me for a
few decades. They were many of them, and most of them were related.
Judging by their number, they must have been a part of an entire clan. Each
and every one of them had a set of features that could be best described as
elfish, but they were quite beautiful, too. Huge, pale eyes. Dark, arched
eyebrows. High cheekbones and pointed chins. Rather broad heads. And
masses of golden, curly hair. I remember mainly women and girls. Many
girls of all ages, in fact. We were standing by an enormous house, much of
which turned out to be rather like a cave. Sunshine was streaming down
through sparkling foliage. Trees with high and dense crowns surrounded the
building. Everyone was dashing about in preparation for some important
event, but I never managed to figure out what the event was. A religious
holiday? A wedding? Wherever I looked, women and girls were getting
dressed. I remember talking to a woman in her mid-forties who knew me
well. It appeared we were good friends from way back, but I could not place
her, let alone remember her name. She told me that her sister would be
delighted to see me. I had a feeling something must have happened between
the sister and me, long time ago, but I was not sure what that was. My friend
then told me that her sister was right there, in the house. In fact, she was
playing her violin, which I could hear quite distinctly. In fact, only a small
window separated us from her. My friend walked to the window, pushed it
open a crack, and whispered something into it. “Dear Ranko!” I heard her
sister’s surprised voice. She came out for a second, looked toward me, but
hurried away without greeting me. I remember her pulling up her shorts. She
had a rather large rump, I noticed. It appeared she wanted to get dressed for
the evening before letting me see her. At that point I walked into the building
and started climbing to the top floor, where there was a large terrace full of
people. On my way there, I remember many girls trying on different dresses.
Huge wooden wardrobes were everywhere, and their heavy doors were open.
All kinds of garments were strewn about each room I entered. Giggling to
themselves, the girls would all run to hide upon spotting me. They were not
shy, but they did not wish to be seen before they were properly dressed for the
occasion. I had a feeling all the women and girls where tickled by my
presence. It seemed that they saw me as a ladies’ man of renown. In spite of
my gray hair, they were all excited by my presence. Young and old, they all
wished to meet me once they were ready to be introduced. When I reached
the terrace, I was shown some exquisite old photographs. They seemed to be
from the Nineteenth Century. Black-and-white, frayed at the edges but very
sharp, they were the size of large serving trays. Everyone in these pictures
had the same elfish features characteristic of the family. Men and women
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looked rather alike, although the men were appreciably taller and more
muscular than the women. Once again, all the people sitting and talking on
the terrace knew me. They greeted me most fondly. And then I heard Maya’s
voice. “Daddy, daddy!” she was calling me excitedly. I could hear that her
voice was coming from the garden in front of the building. I could hear from
her voice that she was running, too, and I could imagine her open arms. She
was looking for me. Apparently, she was just brought there by one of her
minders. Her voice sounded very like it used to sound some two years ago,
when it had a distinct Daisy Duck tinge. “Maya, Maya!” I called back and
leaned over the terrace railing. There were many people around, but I could
not see my little girl. I was getting anxious to hold her in my arms as soon as
possible. And then I woke up.
JUST AS I SAW IT (December 7, 2002)
Before I got up this morning I had two or three dreams. Each was quite short,
or so it appeared to me. I must have been in and out of them in quick
succession. I still remember only one of these dreams. I got a call on my
mobile phone from a fellow who said that we had known each other in
highschool in Belgrade. I could not remember his name, though. When I
came out of that dream, I realized that I saw his last name—something like
Vojić or Kojić—on the screen of my phone, which would be impossible if I
did not have his phone number in my address book already. The last such
dream I do not remember at all, but something interesting happened as I was
waking up. It was as though the center of a film screen suddenly went blank
and a simple geometric figure appeared in the middle of the white field. For a
brief while I could see the edges of the “screen,” which was in color. The
figure was rendered in thin, straight, black lines, as though carefully drawn in
ink with a ruler. It was a rectangle lying on its longer side. A horizontal line
divided it into two fields of equal size, and the top field was again divided in
two by a vertical line. A two-by-three grid lying on its longer side was
suspended in the middle of the lower field. “I do not like this,” I thought as
the entoptic form faded in front of me, “but I will still paint it on one of my
boards just as I saw it.” Then I realized this was a first, for all the other
geometric figures I had seen were always in the negative—white on black.
And then I jotted what I saw into a notebook that is always ready by the side
of my bed.
THE HORSE AND THE BI-PLANE (February 14, 2003)
I dreamt that I found myself in the middle of an unruly carnival in a city
jammed with red doubledeckers. At times it looked like London, but it also
reminded me of Belgrade. Having had my fill of the rowdy crowd, I took a
quiet street going down. Two fellows appeared behind me soon afterwards.
Raised high from the ground on rickety wheels, they were both pedaling
furiously down the street. They were screeching like banshees. The one in
front was outfitted as a rearing horse, while the one in the back looked like a
bi-plane with rattling wings and other bits sticking out in every direction.
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Both outfits were white. Their faces were painted white, as well. As soon as I
spotted them, I thought of them as artists. When they trundled frantically past
me, I realized that the bi-plane was chasing the horse with some sort of a meat
cleaver attached to a long stick. Some way down the street the bi-plane caught
up with the horse and pinned him against a wall. I saw the cleaver plunge into
the horse’s back. The bi-plane struck again and again, opening a huge,
gushing wound. The horse fell forward but remained pinned to the wall as
though the outfit had caught onto something sticking out of it. I turned around
to see whether anyone else was coming from the raging carnival in pursuit of
the two, but the street was still deserted. The bi-plane turned around nimbly
and pedaled up the street at full speed. Splattered with blood, he was
brandishing his makeshift halberd and screeching triumphantly. His eyes were
darting about in mad joy. He did not pay any attention to me as he dashed
back into the fray. By the time I reached the horse, two small boys were
already playing on its back. The fellow strapped to the horse outfit was not
dead yet. His head close to the ground and his legs sticking up awkwardly, he
twitched convulsively from time to time, but the two boys pulling and pushing
at each other were oblivious to his agony. When I woke up, I discovered that
my throat was completely dry. My mouth must have been open wide for a
long while.
GORGING MYSELF (March 25, 2003)
I dreamt that I gorged myself on gorgonzola, bread, and scallions. I had
nothing to drink, and so I woke up thirsty. Today’s first glass of wine will
surely taste great.
WALKING TOGETHER (May 10, 2003)
I met my father in a dream. I spotted him on the street and walked up to him.
It was early evening and the street was busy. We could have been in
Belgrade. When I first saw him, he was looking at me already. He was in his
fifties, maybe a bit younger than I am now, and about the age he was when I
started going to the university. His carefully trimmed mustache was just
beginning to turn gray. I started hugging and kissing him: “How are you?”
“Fine,” he answered calmly. It was as though we had been together earlier
that day. His face was smooth. He had a dark-gray hat of the kind he used to
wear back then and a beige raincoat of modern design. It felt smooth and
pliant to the touch. And then I started crying. “My Branko, my Branko,” I
kept repeating as I hugged and kissed him. He looked at me calmly, without a
word. I was crying when I woke up. The only surprise of the dream, I
realized when I was fully awake, was that my father was not surprised by my
tears.
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BY HER SMELL (July 14, 2003)
“Ranko,” she called faintly from behind her closed door, “I have something
for you…” The heavy wooden door was painted green, as though it was
meant to face the outside. There was a stone step in front of it, too. I pulled
the door open. Her white underpants pulled down to her slender thighs, she
thrust her crotch forward. She was a strawberry-blonde. I bent down, kissed
her on the soft tuft of pubic hair, and extended my tongue toward her labia,
which were parted open. She was dry. As soon as I touched her with the tip
of my tongue, she gently pushed my head with one hand and pulled the door
shut with the other. I woke up and tried to remember her by her smell. To my
disappointment, I could not. Outside my window the moon was full in the
limpid sky.
HOW LITTLE (September 10, 2003)
When the new issue of The Economist arrives by mail, I take the old issue to
Zoran Radojčić, whose house is just behind the town wall towering above my
house. This is what I did this afternoon. When I returned home, I lied down
for a snooze. I dreamt that I saw a couple of back issues of The Economist
under some papers strewn on my dining table. “Shucks,” I growled, “I should
have taken these to Zoran this afternoon!” When I woke up, I was happy this
was a dream. As so many have noticed before me, how little one needs for
happiness. And how little one needs to start growling, I hasten to add.
GOOSE PIMPLES (September 15, 2003)
I dreamt that I was walking around old Pazin, which I still do not know very
well although it is only some twenty kilometers from Motovun. Every time I
go there I have some chore to think about. It was a pleasant day. I just
walked about without any plan. And then I saw my mother sitting in front a
yellowish building to my left. She was about twenty paces away. Her chair or
bench was at a broad platform raised a couple of steps above the street. She
appeared to be in her sixties. When she saw me, she gave me a big smile and
she nodded toward me. Surprised and delighted, I woke up with goose
pimples all over my body. My mother was born someplace in old Pazin, but I
do not know exactly where.
RUSHING AND SPLASHING (September 22, 2003)
I dreamt I was visiting my parents, who lived in some strange mansion. It was
huge and opulent in appearance, but it was designed in poor taste. I had a
feeling it was poorly made, too. When I woke up, I realized it reminded me of
American houses of recent vintage. All show. I remember I was walking
upstairs when I heard rushing and splashing water. It was as though a large
pipe had burst somewhere. These sounds were coming from behind a wall to
my right. The wall was damp in places, but I could not see any running water
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on it. I rushed to the top of the stairs, where there was a bathroom to the right.
I could hear someone was inside. When I knocked at the door, my mother
opened it. In her bathrobe, she was sorting some clothing. I burst in:
“Something is wrong with water!” “Yes,” she shrugged her shoulders, “it’s
really annoying.” There was no sign of running water in the bathroom,
though. When I rushed out again, I bumped into my father. He looked at me
vacantly as though he did not notice the rushing and splashing behind the wall.
Exasperated, I spread my arms wide: “What’s going on?” Like my mother
before him, he just shrugged his shoulders. I woke up when I realized they
had become used to those sounds of imminent trouble in their house. Still
worried, I got up to inspect my own. I went down to the cellar and up to the
attic, but all was quiet. I could not go back to sleep, though.
STILL CRYING (October 1, 2003)
I dreamt I was on a bus with Dorian and Maya. They were about the age they
were while we still lived together. It was a brand new bus, and it was on some
kind of test ride, but it looked like something from the Fifties. It was roundish
in shape, and it had smallish windows. It was dark green and it had a white
roof. I remember that we were going down a steep ramp in an old multi-floor
garage. My vantage point kept shifting. I was outside and above the bus as it
kept turning down the ramp. I remember watching a small white van that
maneuvered its way into a corner of the ramp to avoid the bus, but the bus still
went for it and squeezed it into the corner. “This was deliberate!” I kept
telling myself as I watched the crumpled van scurry away. One floor down,
already on the ground level, the bus swung itself sideways into a concrete
wall, and then rolled to its side. “This was deliberate!” I kept telling myself
and the people who came out to see what had happened. “Hurry,” I told a
couple of fellows who wore uniforms, “my children are inside!” And then the
bus opened sideways in some strange way. People started coming out. It
seemed no-one was hurt. First I spotted Dorian and then Maya. Frightened,
they were crying. I was crying, too. I knelt on the concrete pavement and
opened my arms for them. They came to me and we cried together. Painful as
the whole experience was, it was wonderful to hold the children in my arms. I
was still crying when I woke up.
TUMBLING (October 4, 2003)
I dreamt that I was climbing up a snowy mountain. I could see a long way
down, but I do not remember looking up. At some point I saw a car burst out
of the mountain’s flank below me, leap in the air, and plunge into snow. After
a couple of bounces, it started tumbling. Another car followed it a moment
later. It slid down a slope, leapt in the air, splashed into deep snow, turned
around, and then started tumbling like the first one. The snow muffled the
sounds. In fact, I do not remember hearing anything. I am not sure how many
cars I saw tumbling, but I remember that there was some kind of reason for
what I saw. All this made some sense while I was dreaming. I attempted to
commit it to memory, but it evaporated by dawn, as often happens. This
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morning I cannot tell whether I witnessed a freak accident in the mountains or
a new sport.
TWICE USELESS (October 31, 2003)
In a fragmentary dream, I saw what I immediately understood to be my own
insignia or coat of arms. It was a hammer with two parallel handles interlaced
Celtic-style with a thick rope. The handles were too far apart for a good grip,
but the rope made any kind of grip nearly impossible. The head of the
hammer was sharp to the right and blunt to the left. It was black, while the
handles and the rope were two shades of ochre. The rope was rendered quite
realistically. The whole thing was emblazoned on a red shield with a thin
golden border. “How appropriate!” I exclaimed, still in limbo. “A useless
hammer!” Only when I was fully awake I realized the hammer was, in fact,
twice useless. Just in case.
THAT HELL (November 3, 2003)
I dreamt I was at McDonald’s with my first son, who was about ten at the
time. Judging by the language everyone around us spoke, we were in the
States. The restaurant was in a tall building with huge decorative stairways.
American rococo was everywhere in sight. Reaching the entrance to the
restaurant was a feat. I remember climbing up a very steep ramp leading to a
formidable wooden doorway. The ramp was made of polished red granite. It
was sculpted, too. Those who could not get to the door or reach the high
doorhandle would slide down the ramp, their bodies limp from exhaustion.
Much of the way to the restaurant was very steep. We were squeezed from all
sides by throngs of kids and grownups wearing baseball caps. Everyone
around us was grim, jabbering away in a nasal drawl. I remember getting
stuck in the crowd. At some point, my son and I could not move at all. We
were pinned to the ramp. By the time we reached the restaurant counters, it
was impossible to place an order because of the crushing multitudes. I woke
up before we got anything to eat, but I remember losing hope even before I
woke up. The trouble was I could not figure out how we could get out of that
hell. I rarely have nightmares, but this was a nightmare all round, starting
with McDonald’s.
INTERCHANGEABLE (November 20, 2003)
I dreamt that I went to the States to spend a few days with Dorian and Maya.
The dream is very hazy, but one thing I remember is that I was surprised by
the amount of bad taste surrounding the children. From furnishings and
objects of daily use to music, kitsch was everywhere. There were a few
moments of intimacy with their mother, but I focused on the little ones. Only
when I woke up I realized that the mother was not Lauren but Elise. As I have
noted before, my two wives have become interchangeable in my dreams. The
same holds for my two sons, Marko and Dorian. Quite often I discover that I
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have mixed them up while asleep. The longer one lives, it appears, the more
jumbled the characters in the theatre of one’s life.
WITHIN EASY REACH (November 26, 2003)
I dreamt that I was walking along a vast river with low, featureless banks. I
knew it was the Thames, but it looked quite different than any part of the river
I had ever seen. On its way through Reading, for instance, it is much smaller
and its banks are high. The water was clear and it appeared blue on the
surface. It looked like a recently made lake still devoid of life, not like a river.
And then I saw a man walking across. He appeared to be walking on water.
When I came closer, I recognized him. It was Dave—the porter from my
building at the University of Reading. “Dave,” I yelled and waved at him
happily, “you’re walking on water!” He waved back with a big grin on his
face. He seemed to be a bit puzzled by the experience himself. But when I
came still closer, I saw that he was walking on a sand bridge stretching across
the river. It was so low that it was invisible from far away. Soon I was on it,
too. I was barefoot. The bridge was narrow and straight. There were
footprints everywhere. The bridge was recently made, as well. The sand was
almost white. It was dry and very fine under my feet. On both sides I could
see it sloping gently into the water, which was clear and completely still.
There was no sign of life anywhere. I woke up before I reached the other bank
of the river, but it was within easy reach.
THE PROPER RETIREMENT AGE (November 27, 2003)
I remember two dreams from last night, but neither is sharp enough or
coherent enough to properly record it. The first was about air travel. I was
stranded at the airport in Kansas City, of all places. On my way from New
York to Seattle with two other fellows, only I had the wrong ticket. Our plane
was about to leave, and I was struggling to get on it. The second dream was
about some complex planning project in which I played a part. The project
had to be finished on time, but there were all kinds of difficulties that made
that unlikely. My job was to provide some kind of drawings, but I had to fight
with security personnel to get the keys to the room where the project
documentation was stored. Again, time was running out. In both cases I woke
up before the dream came to its sorry conclusion, as most often happens. But
this morning I wonder about something else. I wonder about the curse of
modern life, which follows me even here in Istria, where I neither work nor
travel. Besides, I refuse to either work or travel from now on. Come to think
of it, nightmares like these may follow me until I reach sixty-five, the proper
retirement age.
THE CULINARY TRICK (December 2, 2003)
I dreamt that I was eating a praying mantis in a creamy yogurt sauce. Served
in a large and deep bowl, it was eaten with chopsticks. I was not alone, but I
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do not remember the other person any longer. The insect was about three
times larger than the largest one I have ever seen. It was the length of my
hand. Its torso was about two fingers’ width. And it was still alive when I
started eating it, but it was limp at first. Inadvertently, as the sauce was quite
thick, I started by biting off its head. The size of a small chestnut, it was not
very crunchy, and so I noticed it only when I picked the insect up for the
second time. It was headless, but now it was fighting back quite fiercely. I
can still feel its strong legs pulling and pushing haphazardly at my fingers,
cheeks, lips. I remember laughing incredulously as I chewed through the legs
and the upper part of the torso, which was not very crunchy, either. I kept
marveling at the insect’s formidable muscles and commenting the experience
to the person I was with, who just sat next to me and watched me eat.
Wherever I was, whichever cuisine I was partaking in, I wondered about the
experience as a whole. The dish was not about the mantis’ taste, as the
creamy yogurt sauce was there mainly to render the huge insect manageable.
The culinary trick was in its frantic fight.
AIRPORTS, AIRPORTS! (December 22, 2003)
Again I dreamt that I was stranded at an international airport. I do not
remember much about the dream, except that the whole thing got pretty
complicated. I think I was in Sydney, Australia, and there were few
connections to where I was going. If I remember correctly, I was going to
Rijeka, an hour by car from Motovun. The only thing I can recall clearly is an
officious security guard falling upon a young man because his soccer ball was
not in his bag. Dressed in a smart beige uniform and hat, the guard was irate.
It was as though any fool would know that soccer balls were an airport threat.
The man was black and the ball was white. He dutifully put it in his bag, and
the security guy left him in peace. Airports, airports! Hell international.
FIGHTING TEARS (January 3, 2004)
I dreamt that Miro Kopčalić had died and that many people assembled in his
house. Well, I am not sure it was his house, but that is how it appeared to me
when I woke up. The atmosphere was quite jolly, almost festive. It must have
been just after the funeral. Wine and food were being served. Now one
person and now another would tell a funny story about Miro, a bit of a town
jester. Everyone was all smiles. If I remember correctly, some of these stories
were about our friendship. The stories were told in a teasing sort of way,
albeit in a friendly spirit. I remember that I delivered a kind of speech at some
point. I just could not let people tease my dead friend, no matter how
tenderly. Fighting tears all the time, I tried to defend Miro. I knew that all
those assembled liked and loved him, too, and that my intervention was nearly
superfluous, but I nevertheless felt that I had to explain to everyone that he
was a much better person than they had ever imagined. I am not sure how my
speech went, or how it was received, but I remember that I was not very happy
with my performance. I just could not find the right words to praise Miro
once and for all. And that is how I woke up, fighting tears still.
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A DREAM OF SOME KIND (January 13, 2004)
I dreamt that I took my mother to a big party. We were in a rambling hotel of
modern design, but we appeared to be the only guests. Everyone around us
was very young. They seemed to be my students. My mother enjoyed talking
with everyone. The atmosphere was jovial and warm. At some point she
became incoherent, however. It took me a little while to understand that
something was wrong. Before becoming alarmed, I remember kidding her
about some Italian word that she had garbled. Could this be a sign of a stroke?
Assisted by a couple of young women, she went to the toilet and returned
quite teary and limp. She looked worn out, depleted. Her face was puffy. It
glistened with sweat. Her eyes drooped with exhaustion. I sat with her on a
bed or a sofa and tried to talk to her about calling a doctor. I remember
holding her in my arms. She spoke to me quite coherently again, but she
resisted any notion that something was wrong with her. She was just very
tired, she claimed. She needed to rest. Before I woke up, I remember thinking
that she must be well past ninety by now. I also thought that all my memories
of her death several years ago must have been a dream of some kind.
STRANGELY EXCITING (January 15, 2004)
I dreamt that Baghdad was leveled by nuclear bombs. About a dozen of them
were dropped. It was presumed that Saddam Hussein could not have survived
the attack. I realized this was out of synch with events only when I woke up.
But the strangest thing in the dream was that I participated in the attack.
Somehow, I controlled one of the missiles carrying the bombs. I launched it, I
guided it, and I detonated it. There was a large screen in front of me, but I was
all alone. Presumably, there were other such command centers, which were
rather independent from each other, but there also was a top military man who
coordinated everything, albeit in a very loose way. I remember seeing him on
the screen once or twice. He was a general, I think. A trim and gray man, he
wore a brownish uniform with all kinds of decorations. His coordination was
loose indeed. For instance, having been informed that twelve missiles had
reached Baghdad, I decided not to launch another one, but this decision was
entirely up to me. The military man was dealing mainly with the assessment
of the attack’s success. When I woke up, I was struck by the fact that the
whole thing was strangely exciting. It was simply thrilling to detonate the
bomb. However, I remember feeling quite numb and slightly confused when
the ordeal was over. The job was done, but it was a horrifying, debilitating
job.
A GREAT PET (January 22, 2004)
I dreamt I had a wild boar for a pet. It was quite large and it had a huge hump.
Its fur was dark brown sprayed with gray. It pranced around the house quite
happily. When one of its flanks was patted or stroked, it grunted and groaned
with joy. A great pet by all counts. There was a small problem with its toilet
habits, though. An intelligent beast, the boar would open the toilet door, back
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in half way, and spray the whole place with piss and shit. The mess was a not
easy to clean, but it was confined to one place, at least.
PIRANESI IN AMERICA (January 27, 2004)
I dreamt that I was working for an underground railway company someplace
in the American rustbelt. The city was a combination of New York, Boston,
and Chicago. More, it was a caricature of an American city. My job was to
make a map showing connections between stations. I remember holding a
large piece of crumpled paper with names of stations in faint print and
drawing lines between them in pencil. The car I was riding in reminded me of
the underground trams in Boston, but the windows were much bigger and the
view was superb. Most of the time we were under the belly of a vast,
crumbling city. There were few tunnels. Rather, we passed under buildings
and roads, squares and bridges. There was plenty of light that came in shafts
through gaps between these structures. We could see everything around us
pretty well. There were tall columns everywhere. Marveling at the sights, I
thought of Piranesi. “He would have loved America,” I mumbled to myself.
Treading our way over a tangle of old railway tracks, we went very slowly. I
remember the rattle of the tracks and the sway of the heavy car. Mixed with
the railway lines was a tangle of roads, as well. Here and there on our way,
there were multiple ramps coming down into the underground and fanning
out. Taxis and trucks came rumbling down every now and then. Much of the
infrastructure was made of bricks, and the parapets of many ramps were
crumbling. Broken bricks were strewn about everywhere, giving everything
in sight a reddish hue. Where there were no brick structures, one could see
gray rocks and patches of yellow earth. Going now up and now down, we
often saw whole buildings in ruin. I remember a vast restaurant on several
floors, all of which were caved in and lying on top of each other. Squashed
tables and chairs were still there, covered with dust and debris. “Spanish
Restaurant,” I read on top of the collapsed building. Still, our underground
tram picked its way from station to station, and the service appeared to work
quite well. There were quite a number of passengers, too. I remember a
small, thin woman asking for a station. It was Oatway, I remember distinctly.
Two fellows in gray suits standing nearby told her to ask me, for I had the
map. I explained that I was new to my job, but that I would do my best.
Having checked the map, I told the woman that Oatway should be our next
station. And so it was. As we came to a slow stop, I saw a brightly lit sign
with the station’s name. “Oatway,” it said reassuringly. Although the city
was acrumble, the underground railway was in good shape. When I woke up,
I was still mesmerized by the vivid imagery of my dream. Everything was
still in front of my eyes. I wished I could somehow dump the dream onto a
computer screen.
SLEEPING IN (January 29, 2004)
I dreamt that I was talking with two women, both friends. One of them I had
slept with for a while a long while ago, but the other one did not know it for
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sure. I remember only a snippet of their conversation. I did not say anything
at the time. “Okay,” said the woman I slept with, “I slept with Ranko, I slept
with Branko…” She mentioned my father just to make the whole thing
ridiculous. “Of course,“ interrupted the other woman somewhat dismissively,
“everyone had slept in with Ranko for a while, but…” The rest of the
conversation escaped me by the time I woke up, but the notion of sleeping in
delighted me no end.
THE SAME AS MY OWN (January 30, 2004)
He wore white cotton underpants of the kind I used to wear many years ago. I
could see only his bum, his belly up to his chest, and his legs half way down
his thighs. He was facing right. His legs were parted. I slowly reached his
bum with my left hand. Lifting the underpants with the tips of my fingers, I
pushed my hand underneath. Having gently squeezed his round bum, I slowly
pushed my hand downwards. Going past the asshole, I reached his balls. I
gave them a gentle squeeze, and then I pushed my hand up the shaft of his
prick. He was erect. When I reached the head, I felt it with the tips of my
fingers. It struck me as the same as my own. And then I woke up with my
prick in my left hand. I was erect, too. This happened two or three times
through the night. The same sight, the same sequence of slow movements, the
same sensation under my fingers, the same discovery upon waking up…
EXUBERANT BUT PURE (February 1, 2004)
I had a wonderful dream. It is pleasure to revisit it over and over again. I was
waiting for a friend. I think I was in a lobby of a hotel or a large restaurant.
Perhaps it was a lobby of an office building. She was a minute or two late,
which was reflected in her brisk entry. As she walked toward me, a bit of an
apology painted on her face, I was stunned by her appearance. Her short
blond hair was pulled back exposing a fine face; she wore a black blouse,
black pants, and simple black shoes; and she thrust herself forward with
elegance and poise. I got up, bowed toward her, and started a speech: “Allow
me to be blunt in my praise of you.” Surprised, she stopped a couple of paces
in front of me. “You exude professional competence and self-confidence; you
look like someone who could both begin and finish a tough job; at first sight
one can tell you are considerate and caring with those you work with; and one
feels one can trust you in every regard.” She was not sure what to make of all
this. I got more enthusiastic. “But you also are an attractive woman; you are
feminine and charming; you bear yourself with quiet dignity; you are slim and
trim, alert and healthy; there is no trace of vulgarity in you; you are a pleasure
to behold and to be with.” She gave me a look of mock concern. My
enthusiasm grew. “And you are a worldly woman; you are at ease with others
and others are at ease with you; you are not confused by all the confusion that
surrounds you; you are a woman who knows her place in the world, and the
place of the world in her.” Then I bowed toward her once again. She was a
bit embarrassed by my outburst, but she was also pleased. She could see I was
serious and sincere. She could feel my joy. Also, she could see I was not
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coming on to her in any way. My praise was exuberant but pure. And it was
such an enormous pleasure to so freely praise a woman as fine as my friend.
IN MOCK STEALTH (February 10, 2004)
I dreamt that I was standing on my terrace and facing a door that was open
ajar. It was sunny outside and dark inside. She walked to the door in mock
stealth and stood still behind the glass. She was naked. To show her that I
have spotted her, I raised my hand in salute, and she came out from behind the
door, smiling. I woke up before we embraced, but I realized that my hand was
still raised in salute. It was not yet light outside, and I went back to sleep.
After a while, I saw her in my dream one more time. Again, she was slinking
along the wall of a long corridor in mock stealth. The corridor appeared to be
in an old office building. She was dressed this time. As soon as I spotted her,
I got goosebumps all over my body. When I woke up, the goosebumps were
still with me. It was already light outside.
SILLY GUARDS (April 14, 2004)
I dreamt that I was visiting a museum of fine arts someplace in the States. The
museum was just opened. I was with a few friends, but I do not remember
who they were. When we walked through a vast museum shop, we came to an
enclosure leading to the exhibition area. Blond wood glowed everywhere
around us. Three or four uniformed guards stopped us for a check. “Do you
have any food?” they asked each of us with utmost seriousness. “I have an
apple,” I pointed at my knapsack with my thumb. “That ain’t food,” said one
of the guards dismissively. Another guard seconded him. I remember being
annoyed by the whole thing. To begin with, Americans apparently cannot
imagine going anyplace without food, whence these silly guards. There must
be safety in munching, I ventured. Besides, what definition of food would not
allow for apples? Would only hot dogs and hamburgers qualify as food? I
woke up very much annoyed by the entire experience. The dream was a tad
too close to waking life for my taste.
ONE OF MY WORST NIGHTMARES (May 19, 2004)
Once again I dreamt about the miseries of air travel. This time I was not at an
airport, but at a huge hotel not far from one. Together with many of my
colleagues from some conference, I was waiting for a taxi ride to the airport.
There was a long, winding line of hotel guests waiting for taxis, which were
coming and going all the time. I was to get a taxi together with a few
colleagues whose planes were departing at the same time or from the same
terminal, I do not remember which. When I looked for them in the lobby of
the hotel, they were not there. I wondered why they did not call me on my
mobile phone before joining the taxi line, and I rushed out to find them. But I
woke up before I found them. As I was waking up, I was at the glass door of
the hotel, wondering how I will find my colleagues in the bustling taxi line.
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Anyhow, it is no wonder I do not wish to travel, especially by plane.
Evidently, air travel is one of my worst nightmares.
A CONSTRUCTION SITE (September 17, 2004)
This morning I woke up twice. It was just past seven the first time, and I
immediately decided to go back to sleep. This is what I do whenever I wake
up before nine or so, a perfectly decent time get up. But it took me at least an
hour to fall asleep again. The second time I slept until nearly eleven. In the
meanwhile, I had a funny dream. I dreamt that I was engaged in all kinds of
chores around the house, but the house was quite different than the one in
which I now live. Or the one in which I have ever lived. It looked like an
American house, though. Made of wood, it was spacious and well lit. At
some point I found myself in the bathroom, on some chore again, and then I
noticed that a good chunk of the roof was missing. There were people up
there, all of them wearing hard hats. I discovered that my house was a
construction site. Stupefied, I went to talk to the crew. There were at least a
dozen men about the site, all very busy. Some of the slightly older ones I kind
of knew, most likely from a seminar or course in construction management.
They greeted me when they saw me. In fact, they were all smiles. Their
casual manner made me very angry, and my anger rose quickly. I started
yelling. Walking about the site, I picked up a long wooden handle of some
tool, and I started swinging it threateningly as I yelled at the construction
workers. I wanted to know who allowed them to do anything in my own
house. They did not know exactly. What were they actually doing, I insisted
to know. They were not exactly sure, either, but they were making a smaller
apartment in it. It was to be for rent, and someone had already rented it. In
addition, that someone had specific wishes regarding the apartment. They
were in a hurry to finish the job. They would learn about the project as they
went along. But I stopped listening to them. They were demolishing my own
house, I yelled. I did not want to rent any part of it. This would be
unimaginable to me. They were crazy to start the whole thing without talking
to me, the rightful owner of the house. I railed and railed, and I swung that
handle about me, while the construction crew stared at me, confused. Then I
insisted that they put everything back together, starting from the roof they had
opened already. Somewhat hesitantly, they began listening to me. Two
fellows were already fixing the roof when I woke up for the second time.
Once I was fully awake, the dream struck me as funny, but I was hopping mad
while it lasted.
MY EMBLEM (October 4, 2004)
I dreamt that I was visiting New York, where I was to organize some kind of
event together with Goran Djordjević, an old friend from Belgrade. As Goran
is an artist, I think the event was somehow connected with art. Much of the
dream is a blur, though. All I remember clearly is that we were walking
through SoHo and talking about all the things we needed to do. At some point
I argued that we should devise an emblem for the event, but Goran was not
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very enthusiastic about this idea. I also remember that the emblem was
already shaped in my mind. It was a rectangular entoptic form, which I saw in
the upright position. It consisted of an inverted “U” shape straddling an
inverted “T” shape. Both shapes were black while the lines separating them
were white. The grid in which they were embedded was roughly three-byfour. The emblem was to be an innocuous representation of copulation.
Somehow, this was emblematic of the event itself. Having had this dream, I
had many more through the night, but my emblem followed me doggedly
through all of them. As it sometimes happens, I was doing my best not to
forget it through the morning. It became more and more important as the
night progressed. By the time I woke up, it struck me as momentous. Some
day soon I may have to paint the emblem on one of my boards.
Addendum I (October 5, 2004)
A day later, my painting is finished. In fact, it is on the wall already. The
only thing I changed from what I saw in my dream is that I painted the
inverted “U” red rather than black. Now it is outright pornographic. Only
kidding. The painting looks very like a corporate logo, especially because it is
displayed sideways, as all my paintings are ever displayed. In other words,
the inverted “U” looks like a “C” instead. At any rate, no-one will ever spot
any connection between this painting and copulation. Or anything else, for
that matter. My emblem, as I have called it, is abstract for true.
Addendum II (August 22, 2016)
Strangely enough, my emblem now reminds me of Donald Trump. All I
would need to do with the board is to turn it around, so that both the “T” and
“U” appear just as they do in the Latin alphabet. I can already imagine the
“T” moving up and down and the “U” caving under it on every stroke.
Several weeks ago, I saw an animation of this ilk, but the letter underneath the
“T” was “P” after Mike Pence, Trump’s mate in this year’s presidential
elections in the States. Had Trump been aware of my felicitous emblem, he
would surely go for a mate whose surname started with a “U” instead. A
woman with such a surname would be the best choice, it goes without saying.
America is a pretty big country, after all.
DISPLAY OF MANHOOD (October 6, 2004)
I dreamt that I was sitting at the desk in my study when one of my sons came
quietly through the door behind me and sat on the bed or sofa to my right. I
think it was Marko, but it could have been Dorian, as well. He was about ten.
Without a word, he pulled down his pants and socks, which were thick and
yellowish in color. Then he pulled down his underpants and spread his legs
open to reveal a fully erect penis. It was an endearing, if a bit ridiculous,
display of manhood, I guess. His prick was longer than I would have
expected, which made me almost proud, but it was quite thin. It bulged in the
middle, though. His balls were small. They looked like marbles. My son
then slowly pulled down his foreskin, which was still tight and unaccustomed
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to such things. The head was small and undeveloped, also. This wordless
display is all I remember of my dream. When I woke up, though, I started
making connections between the dream and my childhood in Belgrade. The
study looked quite like my room in Kosovska Street. The only boy aged about
ten that I might have seen displaying himself in this fashion would be Dragan,
my closest childhood friend. We were the same age. He died last year. When
we were around ten, we did play with each other on a few occasions.
However, at that time I lived in Jovanova Street, where my room was entirely
different in shape and disposition of furniture. If there is any recollection to
this dream, it is a total and complete jumble.
Addendum (October 7, 2004)
Having realized that my last dream may have had to do with scrambled
childhood memories, I went to my Residua website. Without much ado, I
searched for Dragan’s name. It came up in four pieces written between 1986
and 2002, two of which have to do with recollections of several fumbling
explorations of our bodies. Well, our burgeoning manhoods. Convinced that I
had written a bit more on this subject than I had found on the World Wide
Web, I searched through my own Residua files, including all the pieces that
are not yet in the public domain. Sure enough, I found five unpublished
pieces, as well as several unpublished addenda, bearing Dragan’s name. Not
surprisingly, all of these have to do with masturbation. A few of the pieces are
about occasional fantasies of masturbating together with another man, thus
repeating my first sexual experiences with Dragan. Embarrassing stuff. Or is
it? The overwhelming feeling this search has brought in its wake is
embarrassment with my own untoward embarrassment. Why am I hiding
something so natural? And so common. Many people must have had similar
childhood experiences that would long linger in the recesses of their minds—
boys with boys and girls with girls. After all, our sex lives often begin years
before close encounters with the opposite sex. Why hide such memories from
others, many of whom are likely to share the embarrassment? Most
embarrassing, indeed.
DOWN THOSE GLORIOUS STAIRS (October 10, 2004)
I dreamt that I was running down a well-lit staircase of a tall university
building. I was returning from a meeting with the top brass, I guess. Made of
beige and pink marble, the stairwell was wide and empty, and it was a joy to
leap down the stairs. Barely touching the landings, I flew over entire runs.
From time to time I would bounce off a smooth landing wall, but I could
easily control every leap. When I reached the ground floor, where there were
many busy desks and crowded counters, I bumped into a student whose face I
could barely recollect from one of my classes. I think the fellow was Greek.
He had a bush of curly blond hair. “Hey,” he grinned self-importantly, “aren’t
you the professor of building economics?” I mumbled something while he
reached for his knapsack and pulled out a slim textbook. He opened a page:
“Can you explain this to me?” “Wait a minute,” I said as I slowed down in
front of him and several other students from the same class, “I cannot talk to
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you now.” I had nothing to do at the moment, in fact, but I was annoyed to be
cornered just like that. The Greek student did not strike me as a particularly
bright one, either. “My office hours are on Wednesdays,” I said firmly.
Walking away, I waved the whole group goodbye: “See my secretary and
make an appointment whenever you wish.” Feeling quite annoyed, I woke up.
And I cursed my bad luck: after such a wonderful dash down those glorious
stairs, I had to spoil the whole dream by bumping into some silly students
from my past life.
PLATFORM 5A (October 13, 2004)
I dreamt that I was stranded in London’s vast railway system. I was on my
way to Paddington, and thence presumably to Reading. Although I had no
idea where I actually was most of the time, I kept asking about Paddington,
and people kept pointing me to this platform or that. I had to change three or
four trains to get to my destination. And I had to wait for a longish while for
some of the trains. On occasion, I would end up on the wrong train. The
journey was quite confusing, to say the least. I remember the impenetrable
British accents, ill-fitting uniforms of railway personnel, grimy platforms
littered with cigarette butts, worn-out rails covered with black oil, beat-up
locomotives and carriages. Halfway through my dream I bumped into Bojana
Klemenčič, an old friend who now lives in Oxford. She needed to get to
Paddington, as well. And she was in a hurry. Flustered, she jabbered away
about this and that. Pointing in all directions at once, she was never sure
which way we should go. She once ran into a trolley bouncing along a
platform, but paid no attention to it. It must have hurt, I thought. I remember
trying to calm her down, but to no avail. Having changed many trains, we
ultimately did get to Paddington, where we were looking for Platform 5A.
The same train would stop in Reading and Oxford. Bojana kept explaining to
me there was no such platform at Paddington, but we kept looking for it
nevertheless. The number and letter seemed familiar to me. I woke up before
we found the platform, though.
THE WRAPPER (October 17, 2004)
I dreamt that I was at an international conference. Before the opening of the
proceedings, the conference hall was filling up slowly. I was chatting with a
few people I knew well from other gatherings. And then I saw an elderly
Japanese or Chinese gentleman, who was just entering the hall. He wore a suit
and tie, but under the tie he put the cellophane shirt wrapper, which had a
couple of Japanese or Chinese characters printed on it. The shirt was new,
too. Unaccustomed to the western attire, he thought the wrapper should be
worn with the shirt. The whole thing was quite funny, of course, and I kept
pointing the gentleman to my colleagues. We laughed our heads off, but we
made sure no-one could tell who or what was the object of our merriment.
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SILVER AMULET (October 24, 2004)
I dreamt that I had a largish silver amulet. It was made of the finest filigree. I
was a bit surprised to find it hanging on my chest, as I do not like any kind of
jewelry. There was something in it. When I opened the amulet, I found a
wasp and a small, striped snake of the same vivid colors—yellow and black.
Both animals were dead. I remember the snake’s limp tail, but I do not
remember seeing its head. The animals were still locked in a deadly embrace.
When I woke up, I was drenched in sweat. As it turned out, I had an upset
stomach. Beans.
THE AMERICAN LOUNGE (November 10, 2004)
Once again, for who knows what time since moving to Motovun and
promising myself to fly never again, I dreamt that I was battling my way
through an international airport. It was somewhere in the States, and it was
huge. I was there with my first wife, Elise. Our son, Marko, was not with us.
Having slept over in an airport hotel, we were catching an international flight.
I do not remember where we were going, but we had to leave our luggage in
the hotel, for there was a whole pile of it, find the terminal from which we
were to depart, get our tickets and boarding cards, return to our hotel to pick
up the luggage, arrange to have it moved to the terminal, and then go back to
the terminal ourselves. The terminal was known as the American Lounge. I
think it was the American Airlines terminal, but I am not sure. To complicate
things, Elise had to say goodbye to an old friend of hers, who was departing
from another terminal. They hurried off together. So, Elise and I were
separated and had to find each other soon. I remember asking everyone on my
way for the American Lounge. The trouble was the airport was under
reconstruction, so many people working at the airport were rather vague about
the best way for me to get there. As I was walking through a large, empty
hall, I approached another passenger stepping off an escalator: “American
Lounge?” In his seventies, he wore a red jacket, a wide red-white-and-blue
tie, and a straw hat with a red-white-and-blue ribbon. Carrying a small
American flag close to his chest, he looked as though he was going to or
coming from a political rally of some kind. “No idea whatsoever,” he smiled
at me with compassion. And so I kept searching. As I was walking through a
busy mall, I remember hearing a public announcement that it was exactly
quarter to eleven. I woke up as I was feverishly calculating how much more
time I had to accomplish everything that needed accomplishing before our
departure time, assuming I could find Elise. All I remember is that the time
was tight and getting tighter. Hell is an international airport. There can be no
doubt about it any longer.
MORNING, ME (November 13, 2004)
When I woke up this morning, I could not remember much of what I had
dreamt, but the dream was still alive around me. I only remembered a few
disjointed things. I was with a bunch of economists and sociologists working
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together on some real-life project.
We were supposed to help an
underdeveloped region, I think, but I do not remember where it was. At some
point I was talking to one of my colleagues from Reading, Peter Lansley, who
is a statistician by training, about the error term in some equation. He thought
I should drop the error term. Afterwards, I went to the blackboard in a room
full of my colleagues from the project, erased a part of what was already
written on it, and started writing my equation. There was an integral sign in
front of it. I was dressed in a long, loose gown, which was white in color, and
I was a bit embarrassed that I was naked underneath. Anyhow, that was all
that remained from a longish but confusing dream when I woke up. Then I
got up and opened the shutters. It was raining. The sky was low. It was dark.
As I was fumbling with my bedding, I heard myself whisper to myself:
“Morning.” In other words, I was reminding myself that I did not wake up
after an afternoon nap. This was morning. And then I heard myself whisper
again: “Me.” That is to say, I was reminding myself that I was back in my
own life. This was me.
THIS INANE SONG (November 29, 2004)
Just before I woke up from my afternoon nap, I dreamt that I heard the lead
singer of a small rock group croon into the microphone: “I am mightily
satisfied with my macho looks / I am mightily satisfied with my macho
charms…” He was singing in a low voice and very slowly amid the twang of
electric guitars. The base was dominant. And he was singing in either
Croatian or Serbian, I could not tell which. “What assholes!” I thought and
looked toward the group. To my surprise, I was at a rock concert of sorts.
The all-boy group was on a well-lit stage somewhere behind me. It was night.
The lead singer went on and on: “I am mightily satisfied with my macho looks
/ I am mightily satisfied with my macho charms…” I remember looking at
them and shaking my head: “What pompous assholes!” Only when I woke up
I realized that this inane song was entirely my own.
THE INFINITESIMAL CALCULUS OF UNINTENDED CONSEQUENCES
(December 1, 2004)
I dreamt that I was writing a novel, or at least a very long story divided into
chapters. The story itself was rather banal, and many must have explored it
already. I was interested in the tiny steps that lead a loving couple first into a
close friendship with another man, and then into betrayal, confusion, and
breakup of both marriage and friendship. The dream must have been rather
long, for I remember coming out of it on several occasions and marveling at
the very notion of writing a novel, which I find quite repulsive. And yet, I
would keep returning to writing one chapter after another. I first introduced
the loving couple. Then I introduced their friendship with another fine man,
who was brought into the story by the husband. The chapter ending with
betrayal followed. The last chapter traced the breakup and the three bruised
protagonists’ floating apart. Again, almost every chapter was followed by an
interlude of wakefulness during which I would contemplate the ridiculousness
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of such a dream. But I was very much interested in the tiny shifts in things
felt and done, and especially things said, that could lead three good and loving
people into something none of them could even imagine at the outset. Those
tiny steps required careful construction, which in turn required bulk. When I
finally woke up, I realized that my novel was about the infinitesimal calculus
of unintended consequences. The same approach could be used to paint many
a fabulous transformation amid good intentions. However, I can only hope
nothing could ever lead me to actually attempting such an extravagant
endeavor. That is, I can only hope that something like this could never come
to pass, no matter how tiny the steps from here to there, including this silly
dream.
CONCERNED, ANNOYED (December 2, 2004)
I dreamt that I was out for a walk with Marko. He was about six or seven. It
was winter, and we were warmly dressed, but it was not cold. It was gray,
though. We were walking along a river or canal, which reminded me of
London. Marko was riding on my back. I remember walking around several
people going the other way and jesting in some way. We were right on the
edge of the water, walking along a concrete embankment. I am not sure
exactly what happened, but I made a large step or I jumped over something,
and Marko started slipping from my back. His hands were slipping out of
mine. Just before he fell off, I realized that he might fall right into the water.
And he did. His heavy coat got soaked at once, and began pulling him down.
I grabbed him by the hand and started pulling him out of the water, but he
would not help me in any way. He was limp. And then his hand slipped out
of mine for the second time, and he slowly sank into the water. He made no
attempt to swim. He just closed his eyes and kept sinking, his limp hands still
reaching toward me. The water was quite shallow, and it was moving hardly
at all, but I got concerned when he slowly vanished in the murk. I realized
that I must jump in at once, for there was not enough time to take off my coat,
but I woke up before jumping into the water. The last thing I remember is that
I was not only concerned for Marko, but also a bit annoyed with him for not
helping me help him out of the water. I felt that he took some pleasure in
punishing me for letting him fall into the water in the first place. And I felt
that his punishment was dearer to him than his own life.
MELANIE (December 15, 2004)
I dreamt about a short movie, not longer than half an hour, in which an
African woman starts working in the only café in a small French town far
from Paris. Her name is Melanie, and this is the name of the movie, as well.
The owner of the café lives far away, perhaps in Paris, and she is the only one
working in it. She is young and tall—much taller than anyone in town. She is
beautiful, if on a busty side. She is sexy in an adolescent sort of way.
Melanie is also kind and caring. She is considerate and loving. She is
brimming with empathy. She is child-like and innocent. And she is a bit
simple. At first, the town is stunned by her sudden appearance. Everyone
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rushes to gawk at the new chick. Her breasts are uppermost on everyone’s
mind. But she disarms them all without even trying. Even the worst bores
and brutes melt in her presence. And not only in her presence. Bit by bit, the
whole town falls in love with Melanie, the wary women included. The whole
town changes for the better. Even the priest is head-over-heels with her and
keeps hoping that she will convert to Christianity one day soon. No-one dares
approach her as a woman, though. No-one even dares dream about it. In her
simplicity, she becomes the town’s talisman, mascot, savior, saint. As the
idyll takes hold of everyone, there also grows the dread of losing Melanie. It
gradually dawns on everyone that something or someone will break the bliss.
It is only a matter of time. And that is how the movie ends. The happy end is
marred by the foreboding of loss. When I woke up, I found myself in a
conundrum. Did I dream that I just saw this film? Or was I the one who had
actually made it from scratch?
THE YELLOW FOOTPRINTS (January 24, 2005)
I dreamt that I was in a large European city the morning after a nocturnal
religious festival of some sort, when throngs of people walk about the
pedestrian area in the center. It was spring, and it was quite warm. The
festival could have been associated with Easter. I was strolling around the
center with a few friends. Except for the three or four of us, the streets were
completely deserted. And then, in the middle of a wide street paved with
handsome stone, through which dense crowds walked only hours earlier, we
saw a sizable pile of rather loose, yellow shit from which emanated traces of
countless footprints. Thousands must have trampled through the shit, but a bit
of the pile was still there. The yellow footprints spread as far as the eye could
see and went in every which direction. It was clear that people in the crowd
could not see the shit before walking right into it. It was also clear that the
shit was human—no dog or cat could produce so much of it. Now, much of
my dream had to do with my impassioned argument that the shitter must have
been a young woman, and that she must have been sick. She must have eaten
something that did not agree with her, and lots of it, too. That was where her
age came into the argument, for an older woman would never be able to eat so
much. Although my friends did not argue with me, I went on and on about all
the reasons for my conclusions. No-one could crouch in such a huge crowd on
the move. The shit must have come out in one single burst. A man would not
be able to take his pants off, and the shit would remain stuck to his pants and
legs, while a woman in a dress would only need to spread her legs apart. Even
without removing her panties, most of the loose shit would end up on the
pavement beneath her. The fact that the whole pile was in one place suggested
the woman was overpowered by a single convulsion, which must have been
quite sudden. She could not get out of the crowd to relieve herself. The rest
of my dream focused on the poor woman’s mortification. She must have been
in company, most likely the company of other women her age, or so I
reasoned in my dream. She would never be able to forget about this
unfortunate incident, and neither would her friends. She would be stigmatized
for the rest of her life. While we were strolling around the deserted streets, the
poor thing must have been clutching onto her thighs in her bed and weeping
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disconsolately. Arguing like this, I felt deeply sorry for the woman, as well as
seriously concerned for her wellbeing, both present and future. I wished I
could be of help to her. But my feelings turned as soon as I woke up. I just
laughed and laughed. I could not stop laughing at the vivid memory of that
yellow pile of trampled shit and all those yellow footprints radiating in all
directions. As I was trying to get back to sleep, I kept bursting into laughter,
and then sniggering, giggling, and chuckling between bursts. God only knows
how I managed to fall asleep again…
PEOPLE WITH SPECIAL NEEDS (January 31, 2005)
I dreamt that I was Michael Jackson’s architect. I was in the process of
completing a large residential complex that was mostly under the ground.
That was my specialty. My clients were the most famous politicians,
industrial magnates, and entertainers. I treated them as people with special
needs—they needed a “normal” life amid relentless media attention. I
remember the exposed gray rooftops of a part of Jackson’s house, which was
buried into a grassy knoll. For better or worse, I do not remember much of the
famous singer except that he was a far cry from the plastic-surgery monster I
regularly see in the newspapers. I dreamt of him as an easy-going black youth
that he was many years ago. The only other famous client I remember is Bill
Gates, but I do not remember anything about his residential complex. The rest
of the dream is even hazier than all this.
TIME TOURISM (February 10, 2005)
I dreamt of a world in which going backward and forward in time was not
only possible but also highly organized and carefully structured. It was very
like tourism. Time tourists would be thoroughly briefed about the time period
of their choice, and they would get a guide if they wanted one. In fact, guides
were very much recommended. There were special guides who would be sent
if someone got lost or got into trouble of any sort. However, time tourism was
quite pricey. Going forward was much more expensive than going backward.
Also, the farther one went in either direction, the more expensive it got.
Going very far was prohibitively expensive, and only the richest people could
afford it. Now, I am not sure whether I visited this fabulous world or just
heard about it in my dream, and in quite a bit of detail. This was the
disappointing bit when I woke up.
SHE ONLY SMILED (February 14, 2005)
I dreamt that my beloved was cooking something in a big pot. An old wooden
spoon was stuck in it upside down. When I teased her a bit about it, she only
smiled.
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BLUE ARROWS (February 22, 3005)
I dreamt I was on a tour of a huge company dealing with concrete. There was
a busload of us, mostly academics concerned with building in all its forms.
The bus was open on all sides, thus offering a magnificent view. I remember
seeing enormous building sites, where the company’s equipment was used.
There were long and intricate concrete-pouring devices with articulated
snouts. They could reach anywhere on the site. The bus that took us around
eventually drove into a tall building, the company’s headquarters. The whole
bus drove onto an elevator platform, which took us up at a great speed. The
elevator was silent. It was dark, but the faint blue lights along the way
fascinated me. Then the platform moved sideways, again at an incredible clip.
When we came to a stop, we entered a dark hall with holographic movies of
gigantic building sites. The company’s concrete-pouring equipment was at a
focus once again. At some point I lost my group. Another group pressed
forward in the dark behind me. Before I woke up, I remember hearing a
discreet message piped through a public-announcement system: “Professor
Bon, please proceed along the path indicated by blue arrows. Your group is
about to depart.” Inconspicuous blue arrows appeared in the darkness, and I
hurried to join my colleagues.
THE CATAPULT (March 22, 2005)
I dreamt that I was constructing a smallish catapult that could be used in selfdefense. It was made of wood. The size and appearance of a small crate, it
would eject a large stone at the head of an opponent standing in front of you.
You would need to step on a pedal at the base of the catapult, and it would fire
with great force. I do not remember much about the catapult’s design, except
that it fired at a surprising angle, which helped conceal its purpose. My main
preoccupation in the dream was about aiming. The arm of the catapult came
out at such a funny angle that it would take you quite a while to learn to use it
properly. When I woke up, I raked my brain about a possible opponent who
would stand right in front of you, but to no avail. In my dream, self-defense
was pretty impersonal.
THE LINES OF COURTSHIP (April 8, 2005)
I dreamt that I was with three people I knew well. We were not quite friends,
though. They were all in their early to mid-thirties. We were in a café. I was
sitting next to a blonde with short hair. A few paces away, but within earshot,
a tall fellow was reclining in an armchair, one of his long legs crossed over the
other. His knee stuck out over the arm of the chair. Standing right next to him
was a tall woman with dark hair that fell to her shoulders. It was clear she was
coming on to him. She spoke and he listened with a wry smile on his face.
She stared right into his sparkling eyes. Each time she would utter a sentence,
the tall woman would gently push her hips against the fellow’s knee, as if to
make her point a bit stronger, a bit more memorable. Each of her utterances
was slow and deliberate, like a line delivered in theatre. I do not remember
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what she was saying, but the blonde next to me whispered to herself the first
words of every single sentence a few seconds ahead of the tall woman. She
knew the lines of courtship by heart. When I turned toward her, just before I
woke up, I saw tears welling up in her eyes.
TERMINAL FIVE (April 25, 2005)
I dreamt that I was in an enormous international airport together with Eric
Dluhosch, who used to be my colleague at MIT many years ago. We were
someplace in the States. We were rushing to catch our next plane. To get to
our terminal, we had to take an internal subway line, but we did not know
which one. There were many lines. I remember us being very confused and
searching around aimlessly. At some point I lost sight of Eric. Trying to
catch up with him, I jumped onto one of the lines close to the place where I
had last seen him. I found myself in a pod moving slowly down a long tube.
The tube was open on all sides, and I could see many such tubes going in all
directions. After a while, I heard a public announcement system asking me to
pick up the phone attached to my pod. I assumed it was Eric. I found the
receiver at once, but I could not figure out how to turn the phone on. The
receiver was bulky and awkward. It was covered with all kinds of buttons and
signs in many colors, but I could not find anything looking like a phone.
Frustrated, I started punching all kinds of buttons, but without any success. I
got so angry with the receiver that I ultimately yanked it out together with its
thick cable. I remember many broken wires sticking out of it. When the pod
reached the bottom of the tube, it came out of it on its own rubber wheels.
When it stopped, I found myself in an empty concrete shelter that looked
rather like a cave. There I kept examining the receiver, and eventually found a
tiny phone sign on its bottom. It was green. And then I heard the public
announcement system chime in one more time. The message was for me once
again. Eric was to board his plane in two minutes. The next plane was in an
hour and a half. I should go to Terminal Five. This is the last thing I
remember, but the number of the terminal struck me as familiar as soon as I
woke up. I went to my computer and checked my many dreams about
international airports, but I could not find anything about a terminal by that
number.
ALTHOUGH ME (May 25, 2005)
I dreamt that I met myself in the street. The street was full of people. The
meeting was so outlandish, so electrifying, I woke up at once. When I
propped myself up in bed, my head reeling, I had goosebumps all over my
body. Having woken up, I realized I was a completely different person than
the one I met in the street. In my dream, I was at least fifteen years younger. I
had big brown eyes. I had golden-brown hair. It was on the long side, too,
and it curled a bit at its ends. My name was different, but I could not
remember it any longer. The surname was Slavic. On top of everything, I
was a winemaker. I remember feeling quite a bit of pride in my wines, and
especially in several delicious whites. In short, the man I met in the street,
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although me, was an entirely different me than the one I consider my proper
self in my waking state. Long after I woke up, this part of my dream did not
surprise or bother me in the least. There were two of us for as long as five or
ten minutes.
TORN OFF (May 26, 2005)
I dreamt that someone was waking me up. It was a man roughly my age,
presumably a friend. “Look what they have done to me,” he said. He was
calm, but there was a tinge of amazement in his voice. When I opened my
eyes, I saw raw, pink flesh where once was his nose. It must have been torn
off. There was no bleeding, but the wound was fresh. It was still moist.
Where nostrils once stood, I could see deep, dark crevices in the mangled
flesh. The horrendous sight woke me up for true.
CHUNKS AND SHARDS (June 12, 2005)
I had many vivid dreams last night, but most of them evaporated by the
morning. Only a short sequence remained. I dreamt that I woke up with a
mouthful of loose teeth. I spat them into the palm of my right hand. To the
best of my reckoning, there were seven or eight of them. None of the teeth
were whole, though. They were in bits and pieces, chunks and shards, fillings
and all. I also remember gingerly pouring all the debris from the right hand
into the palm of the left hand. I remember the sound and weight of my pitiful
treasure. That was the most vivid bit. It was the definite proof of my loss, as
it were. When I actually woke up, I checked my teeth at once—first with my
tongue and then with the tips of my trembling fingers. Mercifully, they were
all there, but it took me a while to make sure I was indeed awake.
PEACE AND QUIET (June 22, 2005)
I dreamt that I found three construction workers from the neighboring houses
lounging on my terrace. Two of them were sitting on one of the terrace walls
and leaning against the creeper. One of them was stretched out on another
wall. They were smoking, sipping beer, and talking during a short pause from
their job. I woke up as I was telling them that my terrace was off limit for
them. I was not angry, but I was firm, and they started getting up and leaving
at once. Of course, the construction workers would never be impertinent
enough to clamber up the terrace walls for a smoke and a beer, but they have
been so close to me for so long that I am getting fed up with them. At the
moment, three houses across the street are being refurbished, but there are
many more up and down the street that will come up for refurbishment sooner
or later. As the street is narrow, construction equipment and materials now
invade every available surface around my house. The grind of the cement
mixer, the banging of nails, the breaking of stones, the wine of the chainsaw,
the guttural yelps of construction workers… From now on, the peace and
quiet will be only intermittent.
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MY EXOTIC CLOTHING (July 5, 2005)
I dreamt that I was walking through a large town wrapped in a sheet of white
cloth and wearing a turban of the same light material. For some reason, I felt
quite proud on account of my exotic clothing. The city looked unfamiliar, but
I remember being somewhat apprehensive of bumping in the street into my
students. It appeared I was somewhere in England, but the town did not look
like any English town I remember. I was barefoot even though there was
some snow on the ground. Everyone around me was warmly dressed, but I
felt fine in my light attire. More, I enjoyed being almost naked. Although I
looked quite strange, no-one paid me much attention. I just walked and
walked. I remember walking through a rambling train or bus station. The
place was on the drab side and it was not very busy. I also remember that the
cloth wrapped around me kept creeping up my legs, and that I kept pulling it
down. I had underpants underneath, but I was eager to cover my thighs, as
well. By the time I woke up, the rest of the dream had evaporated.
THE CLEANING CREW (August 15, 2005)
I dreamt that I lived in a big apartment. Taking an entire floor, it was truly
enormous. The apartment building reminded me of New York or London. I
lived alone, but an ex-wife of mine had arranged for the apartment to be
thoroughly cleaned. Most likely it was Lauren, but I am not sure about that.
For the job, she engaged a large group of young men from Motovun. I
remember spotting Alen Melon and Deni Novak in the cleaning crew, but I am
not sure of the others. There must have been at least ten of them. They were
thorough, indeed, but they ruined everything they touched. One vast room
was covered with soot that came out of a fireplace. As they were cleaning it,
the mortar from the chimney must have fallen down. The room was black.
Another huge room was covered with water. The parquet floor was already
soaked, and the water was spreading to other rooms. It was everywhere. The
cleaning crew was gone, though. I got worried that the water would end up in
the apartment downstairs. Before I woke up, I remember running hither and
thither in search of some kind of pail to collect the water. Of course, I could
not find it anywhere. I woke up in utter panic.
GAPS AND GLITCHES (August 23, 2005)
I dreamt that I was introduced to a young man who was about to be awarded a
Nobel Prize for economics. He was still a student at MIT, but he already
developed an influential technique for smoothing the gaps and glitches
between existing economic theories. It helped unify economic theory into a
coherent whole. This was akin to what Samuelson had done a couple of
generations earlier, but now it was raised to a new technical level. We were
introduced to each other both because of the MIT connection, and because I,
too, was a Nobel laureate. I think I got it for my work with supply-side inputoutput models, which had proved to be crucial for the development of a whole
slew of useful models I had no knowledge about. I remember talking with
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Michael about Martin Harwood, an Englishman who owns a house in
Motovun, but it turned out that they were not related. Not to his knowledge, at
least. Indeed, Michael looked quite different from Martin. He was rather tall
and had a bush of dark, curly hair, whereas Martin is on the short, blond, and
bald side. Then my dream shifted in a surprising direction. I, too, developed a
technique of sorts for smoothing the gaps and glitches between economic
theories. It had to do with stroking my erect penis. In my dream, my member
was about twice the size of the real thing. The effect of stroking it was quite
magical. I could see economic theories as if laid out in a three-dimensional
landscape, and all the inconsistencies between them could be not only
visualized, but also corrected with my own hands. The technique was entirely
intuitive. I had no idea whatsoever how it really worked. It was quite a
pleasure smoothing things out, though.
TRUE TO LIFE (August 26, 2005)
I dreamt that I was visiting my mother together with one of my children. It
was either Marko or Dorian at the age of eight or nine. My father did not
figure in the dream. In fact, my mother seemed to be living alone. I think she
was dressed in black, which I do not remember her ever wearing. She made
something for us to eat. While we were eating at a long table covered with a
white tablecloth, she put on a record. Also completely out of character, it was
Bob Dylan singing in German. I could not understand a word, though. After
dinner, the three of us stood by a large window and stared at the street. It was
late afternoon or early evening. My mother’s apartment was high above the
ground. The window gave onto an unfamiliar street lined with tall trees and
densely-parked cars, but it was definitely in Belgrade. And then my mother
muttered something very true to life: “I wonder why I am so tired all day
today… I haven’t been crying, either!”
A SUICIDE NOTE OF SORTS (September 9, 2005)
I dreamt that I was going through a pile of dusty papers left by some scientist
or artist of note. One on top of another, the papers were of all imaginable
sizes, thicknesses, colors, and textures. They were laid out on a large wooden
table. As I was going through the papers, I realized they were in
chronological order. The few close to the top were written or drawn when he
was still in school. I was going through them slowly, one by one. Having
examined each paper, I would place it on a neighboring table, which was to
my right. All the papers bore signs of genius. I do not remember anything I
have read, though. When only a few of the papers remained on the table, I
realized the last one was a suicide note of sorts. It was written in white
lettering on brownish paper, and most of the text was blurred. In my dream, I
started panicking a bit because I realized that I had disturbed the papers.
Worse, I was not sure in which order they should be placed back. Now they
were strewn about the neighboring table. Only when I woke up it became
clear to me that someone else might have been through the papers already, for
the suicide note would not otherwise find itself on the bottom of the pile. That
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someone could have been the scientist or artist himself, of course. Perhaps he
wished the first one who would go through the papers to panic a bit, too?
SO MUCH DANGER (September 16, 2005)
I dreamt that I was playing football in a large gallery. My paintings were on
all walls. The gallery was bathing in bright and warm light, and the paintings
looked glorious in it. The floor was painted gray. It was made of concrete or
similar hard material. There were three or four of us. We made every effort
not to let the ball fly too high. If a board fell down, it would almost certainly
break in two. The only other thing I remember from the dream is that I felt a
very special sort of pleasure in seeing my paintings exposed to so much
danger.
JOHN (September 20, 2005)
Early this morning I was waking up and falling asleep three or four times. In
this limbo I dreamt repeatedly about an assault on a German bunker during
World War II. It was night. On occasion I felt I was there, but the dream felt
like a black-and-white movie most of the time. There were two or three
machineguns in the bunker. Allied soldiers were being mowed down left and
right. One of them, the hero of the story, eventually managed to come close
enough to the bunker and throw a grenade through a narrow slit behind which
one of the machineguns stood, but he got shot in the head just before the
grenade exploded and killed all the German soldiers inside. His name was
John. A small and frail man, he was known among his comrades for his
grenade-throwing skill. The brief interlude between his triumph and his death
was at the focus of the recurrent dream. It was supposed to be quite special,
even momentous. But each time I would wake up, I was at a loss about the
import of that interlude.
TWO NIGHTS IN A ROW (October 21, 2005)
Last night I dreamt that I forgot something important that I had dreamt the
previous night. At first I was confused by the dream, which struck me as an
unadulterated repeat of the previous one, but then I realized that it must be
important enough to come to me two nights in a row. I also remember that it
was rather essential to remember it, too. While dreaming, I could not imagine
forgetting the dream once again. It was too important to forget. But I forgot it
by the time I woke up this morning. I was quite surprised as soon as I woke
up not to have any recollection whatsoever of the twice-lost dream. Now I can
only hope that the dream will come to me again, perhaps even tonight, as well
as that I could not possibly forget it three nights in a row. Or could I?
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MY UNDERGROUND TRIP (November 3, 2005)
I dreamt that I was in the London underground. It was crowded. And I was
rushed. I had to change trains all the time, and I was running out of coins for
ticket-vending machines. In fact, I had loads of small coins, but I had to find a
place where I could change them into larger ones for the machines. As I came
out of one train and entered another station, I heard the public announcement
system. It was a message for me. “Professor Bon,” a fellow was saying in a
slow and deliberate voice, “you must come as soon as possible to the British
Airways counter.” I could not hear the whole message because I was rushing
through many corridors between the halls of the station, and there were no
loudspeakers in the corridors. However, the fellow was saying something
about the ticket for my flight the following day. For some reason, I had to pay
an additional amount to keep the ticket. It was a large amount, too. If I
remember correctly, the fellow was mentioning a couple of thousand pounds.
And then he started being funny. Speaking in the same slow and deliberate
voice, he was suggesting that I could sell a few paintings of mine to pay for
the ticket. “Professor Bon,” he said again, “you must come as soon as
possible to the British Airways counter.” I remember several people in the
crowd around me giggling at the message. But my immediate problem was to
continue my trip on the underground. Holding loads of small coins in the
palms of both hands, I was looking for a place where I could exchange them
for larger coins. I dashed to a cashier’s booth of an underground convenience
store ahead of a large Chinese family, but the young man in the booth could
not do it for me. He was short of large coins, too. I ran toward a fast-food
restaurant and emptied my hands on a table strewn with used plastic plates and
cups. Before I could count the right amount of money for the next leg of my
underground trip, I woke up.
MY TRAVEL PHOBIA (November 11, 2005)
I do not remember much about what I have dreamt last night, but one little bit
of a dream has survived till the morning. I was waiting for a bus with a bunch
of friends. There were ten of us, including three or four children of about six
or seven. We were seated in a crowded café. Everyone around us was waiting
for one bus or another. At the neighboring table there was a merry group of
elderly people from Austria. If I remember correctly, we were in Livade, a
stone’s throw from Motovun. When our bus arrived, it was quite full. Only a
few seats were still available. The driver was in a hurry, too. Either our group
would have to split up, or we would have to wait for another bus. But the
driver had no idea when the next bus would arrive. He could not guess how
crowded it would be, either. I remember the faces of dreamy passengers
looking at us from the tinted windows of the bus. Painted metallic blue, it was
towering above us. I woke up before we could decide what to do, but I
remember a certain anxiety about the decision facing us. Anyhow, my travel
phobia is coming closer to home, as it were. If you poke fun at dreams about
international airports, my mind seems to be saying, take this!
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FATIMA (November 13, 2005)
I dreamt that I lived next door to a large prison. Actually, it was massive. If I
remember correctly, I was working in it, too, but I do not remember in what
capacity exactly. Perhaps I was in the administration. The prisoners were
from all over the world. Men and women were held in separate wings, and the
wings were some distance apart. It was a high-security institution famed for
its clever design. A marvel of technology, it was supposed to be foolproof.
However, when one Moroccan prisoner was let out the prison after the end of
his term, he left a bronze plaque near its gates saying something in praise of
his little daughter, Fatima, who was born to him in prison. The wording on
the plaque was a bit mysterious, but it was clear that he somehow got close
enough to a prisoner from the women’s wing. Strange rumors started at once.
The only other thing I remember from the dream is that a growing number of
similar cases came up. The mystery spread. Somehow, children were being
born to the prisoners, but no-one knew how that could be possible, for the
guards were beyond suspicion. There were few of them, anyhow, for the
facility was highly automated. It was the prisoners themselves who had
figured out how to beat the system. I remember feverishly trying to remember
all the cases of children born in prison I had learned about, as well as to figure
out what could be going on. But to no avail. I was stumped. When I woke
up, I was quite disappointed that prison pregnancies would thus remain a
mystery.
A FEW SMALL STEPS (December 2, 2005)
I dreamt that I found myself in someone’s pied-à-terre somewhere in London.
The place was empty when I arrived. It was quite well designed, well
maintained, and very cozy. I remember lots of blond wood around me. I just
unpacked and started changing my clothes in one of the bedrooms when a
large group of people came through the front door. I had no idea anyone else
had the key to the apartment. I could hear them in the front hall, which was
some distance away. A woman in her early forties walked into my room a
moment later. She was dressed rather conservatively and had a lot of makeup
on her face. We did not know each other. She was quite surprised to find me
there. I told her who I was, and she left without a word. As soon as she left,
Dorian walked in. He was much taller than he was when I last saw him. He
wore a crisp white shirt, whose collar was unbuttoned, and a pair of black
pants. It seemed he just returned from a do of some kind. “Dorian!” I
exclaimed in surprise and reached for him. “Dad!” he exclaimed in turn, but
he immediately pulled back. Then he put his hands in front of him and
mumbled a few words to the effect that I should not touch him. He had an
embarrassed smile on his face, but he was determined not to let me approach
him. And then Lauren walked into the room. She, too, was surprised to find
me there. Wearing a long blue coat with an elaborate collar, she looked rather
big to me. And much older. It also appeared she had put on quite a bit of
weight. “Oh,” she chuckled and made a step in my direction, “what the heck!”
Her voice was the same, though. We leaned toward each other and hugged
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awkwardly. I gave her a peck on the cheek. Only then Dorian made a few
small steps toward me, but I woke up before I managed to hug him.
IN QUITE A HURRY (December 3, 2005)
I dreamt for the umpteenth time that I was at an international airport. I
remember the waiting lounges covered with brown carpets and brown
paneling. The lighting was discrete, and the place was far from unpleasant. I
must have been going to or coming from an academic conference, for there
were other professors there. I remember trying to introduce a professor from
Poland to a professor from Portugal or Israel, I do not remember which, when
everyone got up. Boarding had started. I saw the Portuguese or Israeli
professor get up and depart in quite a hurry. He dragged one of those
suitcases on wheels behind him. The Polish professor took his leave, as well.
I remember hesitating for a moment because I had left a few things in a nearby
lounge, which was empty by now. As my belongings consisted of a couple of
magazines and a bunch of academic papers, I decided to leave them behind.
Uncharacteristically, I parted with my luggage at the check-in. By the time I
set out for the departure lounge, everyone had rushed off already. To my
surprise, everyone seemed to be in quite a hurry. Instead of following them, I
took a shortcut—several flights of stairs. They were covered with the same
brown carpet as the waiting lounges. On the top landing there was a toilet,
and I saw one of the passengers on my flight going toward it. He was a stocky
man with straight, graying hair that fell to his shoulders. Just before he
opened the door, his teenage son rushed past him and went for the stairs ahead
of me. He was wearing the same haircut as his father. “Dad,” he said in a
scolding sort of voice, “we are on a trip!” There was no time for the toilet, he
wanted to say, but his father did not say anything. I remember running down
the stairs a couple of landings behind the boy and thinking how I was still
fortunate not to be the very last to come to the gate. At last I came to a narrow
gallery right above the departure lounge. I could not see the stairs going all
the way down, though. To my relief, the lounge was not empty yet. Everyone
down there was walking toward the gate. And they were all walking as fast as
they could. I woke up before I found the stairs connecting the gallery and the
lounge.
TORTOISE AND HARE (December 16, 2005)
I dreamt that it was impossible to set up the alarm clock for any time desired,
discounting the possibility of sleeping through. It was a logical problem of
sorts. If you set the alarm for ten, for example, you would actually wake up
after ten, perhaps as late as ten-thirty. If you set it up for nine-thirty, you
would still not be sure to be up by ten. To be up by ten, you would have to set
it up for eight-thirty at the latest, and you would still be risking being late.
And so on and so forth. The logical conundrum was some version of the
tortoise and hare problem. While I was dreaming, I was actually aware of the
fact that I had set the alarm clock for ten. This morning I have an appointment
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at eleven. I have to see my dentist. Nothing serious, though. He will only
clean my teeth. At any rate, I hate morning appointments.
YET ANOTHER ROMAN AMPHITHEATER (December 17, 2005)
I dreamt that I came upon a group of middle-aged tourists in what looked like
a large park. There were tall pine trees all around. They formed a canopy
above the park. The tourists were slowly descending some ancient stone
stairs. The stones were large and rather irregular in shape. Some were out of
line, too. Standing on one of the top stairs there was a plump woman in her
fifties. She wore thick glasses. Her carefully combed blonde hair suggested
she just came out of hairdressers. She was the guide, and she spoke in a loud
voice with an unmistakable American accent: “Here we have yet another
Roman amphitheater, of which we have seen so many the last few days…”
This is all I heard her say. Quite annoyed, I hurried past the group. “Yet
another Roman amphitheater,” I mumbled just before I woke up, “my ass.”
OPEN A CRACK ALREADY (December 21, 2005)
Hoping I would heal quicker if I lied down, I spent much of the afternoon in
bed. Every once in a while I would doze off. Just before I got up, I dreamt
that Dorian and Maya came to visit me. They stomped their feet on the
wooden floor of the landing and sang out of tune. “Ho-ho-ho,” I think it was,
very much in the Christmas spirit. They were horsing around. And they were
ever closer to the bedroom door, which was closed. Judging by their voices
and the noise they were making, they were much younger than they are today.
Six and three, say. Just as Dorian grabbed hold of the doorknob, I panicked.
These could not be Dorian and Maya! Someone else was at the door!
Somehow they managed to get into the house! The door was open a crack
already when I woke up. I quickly turned my head toward the door, but it was
still closed. The house was as quiet as a tomb.
A THEATRICAL FAREWELL (December 31, 2005)
I dreamt that I had returned from a long trip to a place far away. Immediately
upon my return, I met with my friends and colleagues in a large sunlit garden.
There were at least fifteen of them. The weather was balmy. I sat at a large
table together with four or five people. The others were sitting in the grass or
standing about. The scene was reminiscent of theater. I was the leading actor.
My boss was doing something with his computer at a small table some way
away. He was quite short and plump. His head was large and he had almost
no hair left. My wife was there, too. She was very thin and pale. Her curly
blond hair fell to her shoulders. Our two children were playing around her.
They were about three or four. Everyone looked sort of English. I was
holding court. First I told my friends and colleagues about my trip. They
listened attentively. Next I announced that I was quitting my job. My boss
nodded but did not look up. “I knew it,” you could almost hear him. And
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then I declared that I was divorcing my wife, too. She just stared at me
blankly. One of the women sitting across the table mumbled a few words to
the effect that such things should not be said in front of the children. I said
nothing in response, but kept looking around, gauging the effect of my words.
Everyone was stunned, of course. The meeting in the garden was a theatrical
farewell with everyone I knew. And I took a great pleasure in it. When I
woke up, I realized the dream was most appropriate for the last day of the
year.
OUT OF THIN AIR (January 3, 2006)
I dreamt that an acquaintance of mine—a physicist, I think—had invented a
machine that produced rabbits out of thin air at the rate of about one per
second. It was like a small but sturdy oven. The rabbits were fully grown
when they came out of it. When I visited the fellow’s lab, the animals
appeared frightened to me. They crouched and shivered dejectedly. The
invention was a scientific joke of sorts. The physicist wanted to show that
something could be produced out of nothing. There was another twist to it,
though. As he explained to me, looking rather worried, the machine was
indestructible and unstoppable. It would keep producing rabbits even if
ejected out of the earth’s atmosphere. The rabbits would implode in space, of
course, but the machine would keep going for ever. Eventually, it would fill
up any space with rabbits or the remains of their bodies. As he was saying
this, the animals kept popping out of the machine one after another. I spent
much of the night returning to this dream. There were physical conundrums
galore in it. When I woke up, little of the science remained, though.
STUCK TOGETHER (January 5, 2006)
For the second night in a row I dreamt that I saw a wooden sculpture of a
strange animal. I talked to the sculptor, too. Only slightly stylized, the animal
was a cross of a fox and a marten, but it had a very long body, a bushy tail,
and many legs. The sculptor had a graying beard and a long ponytail. The
first night he asked me whether I knew what the sculpture was about, and I
told him that I had no idea. Then he showed me that it could be separated into
three parts, which fit into each other quite snugly. Actually, it split into three
animals of the same species, each with four legs. The head of the second
animal was stuck under the tail of the first, and the head of the third animal
was stuck under the tail of the second. He also explained that this had to do
with something that actually happened in nature. Females of the species in
question would eat the reproductive organs of other females of the same
species. They would start with the vagina, and then proceed to the ovaries and
the womb, all of which organs were exceptionally nutritious. In addition, this
behavior had to do with sexual competition between females, but only if they
were not closely related. The victim would not survive the assault, but it
would not die immediately afterwards, either. The animals could be stuck
together for a while. The second night the sculptor again asked me whether I
knew what the sculpture was about, and I responded that I did. Nevertheless,
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he proceeded with his explanation for the second time. Both the sculptures
and the sculptor were slightly different in the two dreams, but they were
similar enough to recognize them the second time around.
CAROLINE (January 6, 2006)
In a scrap of a dream I was sitting in some café. I was alone. It was rather
dark. And then a woman came in and walked up to my table. She was
wearing a long gray coat and clutching onto a large teddy bear. It was brown
and had a beige belly. Standing in front of my table, she stared at me without
a word. The way she looked at me suggested she was in some kind of trouble.
Or a bit peeved about something. Or slightly demented. When the dream
dispersed, I tried to remember who that woman was. At first I was certain I
knew her from Motovun. Did she not work at Klaudio’s a few years back? Or
maybe I knew her from Reading. Perhaps she worked in one of the cafés I
used to frequent there. But then I remembered who she was quite clearly. She
was Aaron Fleisher’s secretary at MIT. Big nose, frizzy blond hair, nice bum,
thin legs… She used to wear wooden clogs, which made a lot of noise when
she walked through the Institute’s corridors. Caroline? Yes, Caroline. The
last time I saw her was in 1975, when I got my Ph.D. Aaron was on my Ph.D.
committee. Quite a guy, too. He helped me with matrix algebra, and his help
was occasionally decisive. Anyway, there was something funny about
Caroline, but it was hard putting a finger on it. Perhaps she was indeed
peeved a bit because I never paid much attention to her charms. She thus
came to complain some thirty years later.
THE WAY OF THE MONKEY (January 8, 2006)
I dreamt that I was with a large group of young people. Most of them were
students, but some were teachers like me. We were staying in a strange
dormitory in an old university campus. There were many such buildings in a
long row, and they were all designed in the same way. Long and narrow, the
dormitories were sunk below the level of the surrounding campus. High
windows with iron mullions shed light on rows upon rows of iron beds. There
were no partitions anywhere. To get down to the dormitory floor, there were
doors with folding stairs made of iron on both ends of the building. They
could be operated with ropes and winches. I remember leading a large group
of merry youngsters through one of the dorms, but discovering that the folding
stairs at the other end were broken. I could not lower them for us to walk up
to the door. They were partly covered with grimy canvas. Rather than turning
back, I clambered up the contraption, which was about twice my height. “The
way of the monkey!” I yelled to those behind me. There was laughter, but noone followed me. By the time I opened the door on top of the folding stairs,
the crowd had vanished. As it turned out, the way of the monkey was not
appealing enough. I walked through the campus in search of my group, but I
woke up before I managed to find them. Staring at the ceiling, I wondered at
the design of the dormitories. They were like railway cars, and that is how
they were lined up in the campus, as well.
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PATTING MYSELF ON THE BACK (January 9, 2006)
I dreamt that I was talking with Lauren’s father, Seth Weingarten, about
problems of drug addiction. As a neurosurgeon, he was particularly concerned
with addiction to a wide spectrum of medical drugs. According to him, a large
proportion of patients becomes addicted to the drugs prescribed by their
doctors. I listened to him without a word for quite some time, and then I said
that I had no personal experience with addiction of this kind. “Remember,” I
told him, “I took only four painkillers for my broken rib, and these I took only
the first few days after the break.” I boasted that I could take quite a bit of
pain without even thinking of drugs, which I rather avoided. He just nodded
at me without a word. When I woke up, I felt rather proud of my
achievement. Which was perhaps the whole point of my dream: patting
myself on the back by invoking Lauren’s father and his medical prowess.
STIFF, STIFFER (January 10, 2006)
I dreamt that I had an erection right in the middle of the street and that I let
everyone around me not only look at it, but also squeeze the shaft of my penis
to feel precisely how stiff it was. And many people passing by actually did,
squeezing me gently with their thumbs and two fingers. They quietly
marveled at the prodigy, too. Which only made me stiffer still. I found
myself on my back when I woke up, and I discovered a tent above my lower
belly. True to my dream, I was as stiff as a bone. In fact, I could hardly be
stiffer. If I am not exaggerating on account of my delight with this marvelous
dream, my penis was the stiffest since quite a while ago, perhaps even an
entire year. But the most surprising thing about this dream was that the
erection had no sexual connotations. None whatsoever. It was an erection for
the sake of erection.
INTO THE DRAINAGE PIPE (January 11, 2006)
I dreamt that I was walking with Dorian and Maya through an enclosed
market. The place reminded me of some parts of Portobello or Camden Town
in London, but there were not too many people around at the time. The kids
were small. Dorian was five or at most six, and Maya was two or maybe
three. She could walk well, but she was still a toddler. We were walking
slowly. The kids were a few paces behind me when we came to an enclosed
square of some kind. The pavement was wet and grimy. It appeared it was
raining out there, and people brought the water in on their feet. A drunk
stumbled into the square and fell heavily sideways right in the middle of it.
Quite fat and lumpy, he wore a dirty orange jacket and a pair of orange shorts.
The garments looked as though they were part of a uniform of some sort. The
drunk’s grimy legs were bare. He was barefoot, too. There was some kind of
drainage opening next to his head, but the cover was gone. The pipe leading
down was quite wide. It was filled with water to the brim. To my surprise,
the drunk stuck his head in it. He did it quite deliberately. He wiggled toward
the opening and dunked his head in. And then he kept squeezing his way into
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the drainage pipe. Women walking by started screaming, and I turned around
to check the kids. They were a few paces behind me. “Daddy,” yelled
Dorian, “look!” His eyes wide open, he was pointing at the drunk. “Let’s
go,” I said to the kids and tried to reach for their hands. By the time I turned
to the drunk again, he had somehow managed to squeeze his fat shoulders
through the drainage pipe. He was diving into it with some determination.
Soon only his dirty legs and feet remained outside, flailing about in a
desperate attempt to squeeze into the pipe. The people walking by were
stunned. They just gaped at those scrambling legs. When I looked back at the
kids, I saw that Dorian had sat down at a ledge to watch the spectacle. Maya
was close to him, but she was not watching. Oblivious to her surroundings,
she was practicing small hops and talking to herself in a low voice. “Kids,” I
yelled, “let’s go.” By then only the drunk’s feet were visible. Submerged,
they were wiggling still. Was this a suicide attempt? Will the convulsions
due to drowning set in any second now? But I was not too concerned about
the drunk. It did not cross my mind to pull him out by those grimy feet. I was
desperate to get the kids out of the market. At the same time, I could not tear
my eyes away from the drunk. And this is how I woke up.
RINGING (January 19, 2006)
I was awoken by my alarm clock. However, the ringing stopped before I
managed to find the clock in the dark. I was surprised. Why would it stop by
itself? Is the battery dying? In addition, the ringing surprised me, as well. I
did not remember setting it up before going to sleep. When I finally grabbed
hold of the clock, it turned out it was not set up, either. I dreamt that I heard
the familiar ringing, and I dutifully woke up.
SUCH TRIFLES (February 19, 2006)
I dreamt that I was visiting MIT after many years. But I only remember
walking through one corridor after another—the Institute’s famous Infinite
Corridor. Close to a wide stairwell not far from my office of many years I met
one of my old colleagues, Mike Joroff, who looked a bit smaller and thinner
than I remembered him. He looked much older, too. “Imagine,” he told me in
a tired voice, “now I am president of fifty companies!” I patted him on the
shoulder and promised to come to see him in his office. I also wanted to visit
Karen Polenske, who had supervised my doctoral dissertation. As I was
strolling through many corridors, I bumped into a trolley piled high with
things that looked familiar. They were drawing folders, paintings, and pieces
of sculpture. In fact, I remembered that I saw it in one of the corridors on my
last visit many years ago. It looked exactly the same still. When I examined
its contents a bit more closely, I realized who had made them. It was another
old colleague of mine, an artist. She taught in the Architecture Department. I
was quite amazed to find the trolley abandoned for such a long time. But
there were many other trolleys in the corridors, as well. In fact, there were a
few of them in every corridor I walked through. Large and small, they were
one of the Institute’s hallmarks. Quite busy, often preoccupied with
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momentous projects, both teachers and students would simply forget about
such trifles. But they would also know that their trolleys would always be
waiting for them in one of the corridors. No-one would touch them. Again,
all this was quite typical of the place as I remembered it from years ago.
When I woke up, I realized this was entirely my own invention. There was no
such myth about MIT, either.
LIKE A DOOR (February 21, 2006)
I went to sleep quite early last night. The previous night I did not sleep well
enough, and so I wanted to catch up a bit. As soon as I fell asleep, I dreamt
that I was sitting on my terrace. Reclining in one of the chaise lounges, I was
facing north and looking toward the neighboring house up Borgo. The house
is long gone, but the stone walls of the cellar are still there. To my
astonishment, a door in the wall facing the valley suddenly opened and a man
appeared in it. It was not exactly a door, for it was ragged at the edges, but a
chunk of the wall opened out like a door. The man had short gray hair. He
wore a black turtleneck. I did not see his face, though. Gripped by
unexpected fear, I slid into the chaise lounge in hope the man would not see
me when he turned around. I woke up immediately and found myself covered
with goosebumps. I was frightened out of my mind. Whenever I would
briefly surface during the night, I would wonder what happened with that man.
Where was he now? Only when I got up this morning, I realized that he
looked rather like me. I opened the shutters on my bedroom window and
checked the neighboring house. Of course, the cellar wall is not visible from
the position in which I was reclining on the terrace.
AN EARBREAK (March 20, 2006)
I dreamt that I was walking through the bustling center of Cambridge,
England, together with two dear friends. The place looked rather like
Barcelona, though. I think one of the friends was Will Hughes, but I am not
sure about that. All I remember of the second friend is that he had thick, black
hair. The three of us were walking around tightly embraced. The friend with
black hair was a bit tipsy, and so we put him in the middle. I remember that
we were negotiating frequent changes in pavement levels, streetcar tracks, all
kinds of railings and traffic signs, as well as many street crossings.
“Architects and urban planner spend a lot of time worrying about buildings,” I
told my friends sententiously, “but the ground itself is so much more
important to the urban design.” As we were crossing a busy intersection, we
separated for a moment, and we somehow lost our tipsy friend. He could not
be far, we knew, but the throng was so thick that we could not see him. The
two of us stood at a prominent point in the intersection and looked around.
Either we would spot him, or he would spot us. At some point the hubbub
subsided a bit, and the din of the crowd appreciably dropped. “An earbreak,”
commented my friend. “Yup,” I nodded. “Imagine a public announcement
system kicking in now: ‘This is an earbreak’.” We both chuckled. I woke up
before we were reunited with our lost friend.
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THREE LUMINARIES (March 25, 2006)
I dreamt that I was in the Civil Engineering Department at MIT with two other
professors. We knew each other well, but I do not remember any longer who
they were. We were sitting in a large office and figuring out how to divide the
job of writing an article about three luminaries of the American construction
world. The article was important for some reason. I knew the luminaries, as
well, but I cannot remember them, either. At some point we had a break, and I
rushed to the toilet. There was one a few doors down the corridor, as I
remembered from my student days. But I was quite surprised when I entered
it. There were desks in it, and there were computers on the desks. It took me
a while to realize that the toilet was now an office. I rushed out again, but I
woke up before I found another toilet. When I woke up, I could not remember
much of the Civil Engineering Department at MIT. That part of the dream
evaporated very quickly. I had to pee, though, and so I got up at once.
HER PROVINCIAL WAYS (April 4, 2006)
I dreamt that I was visiting some distant relative of mine together with my
aunt Aurora and one of my sons. We were waiting for a bus in a nondescript
waiting lounge. We were the only passengers. My son was about fifteen. He
looked quite different than either of my two sons. My mother’s sister was old
already. She was in her late seventies and walked with some difficulty. True
to her provincial ways, she packed for a few days even though we were to visit
our relative for a few hours only. I remember rummaging for some reason
through a large bag of hers stuffed with jumpers, slippers, wool hats, and
underwear. Everything I touched had my aunt’s rancid smell, which I
remember well after so many years. She died in her late eighties in 1983. My
son looked and behaved provincially, too. He was timid. He was quiet. His
hair was dirty. Plastered awkwardly on top of his head, it looked like a greasy
cap. In fact, he looked rather like one of my aunt’s erstwhile pupils from her
teacher days near the border between Serbia, Bulgaria, and Romania. Having
finished the school for teachers in Karlovac near Zagreb, where many Istrians
fleeing fascism ended up in the Thirties, she was thrown by the school
authorities into one of the least developed regions of the then Kingdom of
Yugoslavia. Anyhow, I woke up before our bus arrived.
WHO IS THE CAMERA? (April 5, 2006)
Just before I got up, I dreamt a scene in which there were two guys. It was
night. There was little light. The scene took place on the scaffolding covering
the façade of an old building. The building was being repaired or repainted, I
guess. One guy kept talking and the other kept quiet. Neither could be seen
except in silhouette. The guy who was talking was coming down the
scaffolding and the quiet guy was leaning against the door of the building and
looking up. The top panel of the door was covered with frosted glass. It
looked like a bar door. The name of the place was written in Gothic lettering
on the glass, which was lit from inside, but I do not remember what it was.
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When the guy who was talking came close enough, the quiet guy pulled out a
gun. He aimed, fired a single shot, and slunk away. The sound of the body
falling down the scaffolding is the last thing I remember. When I woke up, I
wondered where was I in this dream. I was not involved in any way, though.
It was a scene from a movie, I concluded. But who was the camera? Who
could have witnessed everything from close up without being involved?
Before I got up, I started raging against movies. More often than not, the
camera is not accounted for. It appears out of nowhere. It floats about
without any rhyme or reason. It pulls away or vanishes as if by magic.
Besides, it sees without being seen. And the moviegoer is too lazy to come up
with such questions, let alone to answer them. But the question remains
central. Who is the camera?
TWO SUMMER SHIRTS (August 2, 2006)
I dreamt that my father was moving things around in a large walk-in closet,
which was stuffed full with clothes and small furniture, to make place for the
stuff of my first son, Marko, who was about to arrive from the States. I
remember my father fiddling with two summer shirts of some relative of ours
who had recently died. Marko should not have to look at these shirts, my
father reasoned. One was blue, the other beige. I remember them well. They
had large pockets and wide collars. But they were my father’s rather than
some relative’s. My father had them for years. Both of them survived him,
too. All of this came to me in my dream. All of a sudden, my father’s death
loomed large in front of me. Overcome by grief, I woke up sobbing. The only
consolation was Marko’s arrival. As it turns out, he will be with me less than
a week from now.
THE CURIOUS EARRINGS (August 18, 2006)
I rarely dream during my afternoon naps. This afternoon I dreamt that my
beloved came to visit me. At some point she leaned over the table at which I
was sitting. If I remember correctly, she was collecting some glasses from the
table. Her blond hair was pulled up. Uncharacteristically, she wore earrings.
Covering a good part of her neck, they were huge, too. Rectangular in shape,
they were made of silver filigree and inlayed with a few green stones. I was
mesmerized by the curious earrings. In an attempt to capture every detail, I
stared at them intently. And then I realized that I was staring at the side of one
of the three low tables in my bedroom. My eyes were wide open. As only a
few spots of sunshine penetrated through the closed shutters, the table was
barely visible, but the spots I took to be stones in my dream shone quite
brightly.
A VIRULENT EARTHY FASHION (August 31, 2006)
I dreamt that I was back at MIT for a stint of teaching. The Architecture
Department invited me for one semester only. I was to run another workshop
172

on human habitat in space. But I was quite stunned by what I saw at the
Institute. The corridors I knew were very different, almost unrecognizable.
Everywhere I looked I saw misshaped lumps and drooping sheets covered
with muddy colors. The materials were primordial. There was no straight line
anywhere. Everything was made by hand and by the most primitive method
imaginable. The students were disheveled. Their homework was handwritten
on thick and coarse pieces of paper of varying shapes and sizes. Whatever the
students touched appeared mangled and filthy. The teachers I remembered
from years back were disheveled, too. True to form, they squirmed out of my
friendly embrace, which must have struck them as way too European for
comfort, but otherwise they were very different than I remembered them.
Their greasy gray hair was sticking out in every which direction, and their
threadbare clothes looked as though they were collected from some dump.
The Architecture Department was in the grips of a virulent earthy fashion that
touched every single thing I could see around me. Even the coffee I got was a
lumpy slop the color of vomit in a rough earthen pot that must have been made
by a child. The Institute itself appeared to be rebelling against technology in
all its forms. It was at the heart of a rebellion that gripped the entire nation.
The last thing I remember is wondering how I would survive an entire
semester of this abomination.
JUST AFTER EVERYTHING FALLS APART FOR GOOD (October 24,
2006)
It is getting dark. I am with Will Hughes. We do not talk much. The streets
around us are deserted. There is no lighting of any kind. The asphalt gleams
in the gloom. We just used a portable computer to send and receive some
messages. When it comes to electronics, Will is a pro. “Wait for me here,” he
says in a low voice as I am packing the computer into a padded plastic bag. I
am almost finished when I see a young man coming down the street. He looks
tall. Judging by his silhouette, he is armed to his teeth. I lie down by the
computer and watch him walk by, but then I see two other young men walking
this way from the opposite direction. I roll out of the way, but I can tell I have
been spotted in spite of the gathering darkness. As I expected, the shooting
starts as soon as the men get close enough. Three streams of bullets light up
the street. All three men have silencers, but the furious whistle is deafening
nonetheless. The man who was alone crumples down at last. The other two
approach me cautiously. Neither of them has been shot. Without a word, they
check whether I have shoes. Lying on my back, I lift my feet to show them
that I am barefoot, and they leave me on the pavement. Just as they vanish in
the dark, Will returns in a small tram with two cars. He is alone in it. The
tram is lit up from the inside. He gets out and runs up to me. “Let’s go,” he
says almost at a whisper, “she is waiting for us.” “What are we going to do
with the computer?” I ask as I get up and grab the bag. “We’ll hide it
somewhere on the way,” he says. “You know how she is,” he chuckles as we
are approaching the tram, whose bright lights blind me. “She does not want
such a silly thing in her place!” And then I wake up. As far as I can tell, I
dreamt of our world as it would come to be just after everything falls apart for
good. Well, almost everything. Will is my old partner from Reading.
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Someone I can trust, that is. The only mystery that remains is who the woman
in the story might be.
THE SPRAY (October 31, 2006)
I was walking down the stairs in a large department store. The place was
crowded. And so was the stairwell. Suspended in the middle of the store, it
was made of light materials—mainly steel and glass. As I walked down, I
could see people below and above me. And so I saw a young woman
vomiting on a landing just under me. She was Asian. A few people were
trying to help her, but she just kept throwing up. It was coming out of her in
buckets. She could be pregnant, it crossed my mind. As I hurried past the
woman and her helpers, she heaved again. I was quite surprised to see so
much stuff coming out of such a small body. But the spray of the vomit
caught my pants, too, and I started looking for a toilet as soon as I reached the
floor below. My pants were a mess. I woke up before I found the toilet,
though. Only then I remembered that my No. 1 son had just written to me
about his last girlfriend, who is Korean. They seem to be very much in love
and pretty serious about the future. “You will in all probability have a halfAsian grandchild,” he wrote. Which would explain much of my dream, I
suppose.
THE CREDENZA (November 1, 2006)
I dreamt that I discovered a bulky piece of furniture right in the middle of my
terrace. It was an old and decrepit kitchen credenza. Painted beige and
orange, it was so grimy that it seemed to come from a musty garage rather
than a kitchen. I panicked. I could not care less by what magic this monster
ended up on the terrace. Instead, I focused on the quickest way of getting rid
of it. As I could not carry or even drag it by myself, I had to get a friend to
help me. Besides, it was too big to leave it in the street. Alternatively, I could
break it into pieces, and take them to the garbage containers not far from my
house. All I knew was that the credenza hat to go as quickly as possible. That
was the only thing that mattered. I woke up before I managed to do anything
about it, though. Which only added to my discomfort even though I was
already awake. Now I knew it was only a dream, but that piece of furniture
was so horrendous that there was little comfort in that knowledge.
FLICKING (November 4, 2006)
Yesterday I dreamt about an encounter that upset me quite a bit, but the dream
was not distinct enough to warrant writing it down. This is how I felt about it
yesterday morning, at least. However, it keeps coming back, and it is perhaps
best to shape it words in spite of the considerable delay. It may be that it is a
bit easier to do so a whole day later, as it is a bit clearer to me now. A little bit
of forgetting often does wonders in this regard. Anyway, I was talking to a
young woman I had just met. She was on the short side, but otherwise well
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shaped. Her dark hair was pulled back and tied into a casual ponytail. Her
face I do not remember any longer, but it was on the pretty side. For some
reason, she was telling me more than one would expect from a first encounter.
She gave birth to a child less than a year ago. Her husband took their child to
his native Australia for a couple months. If I remember correctly, his parents
wanted to see their grandchild. But she decided to go to San Tropez instead. I
forget why she was attracted to this particular place, but she wanted to have
some fun after the ordeal of having a child. As far as I could tell, there was
not much love between her and her husband, either. In particular, she was
thinking about a lover, whom she would leave after a month or two. Having
had her fun, she would just drop him. Saying this, she showed precisely what
she meant with her hand. She flicked her middle finger against her thumb.
Twice. That flicking motion has stayed with me. Flick, flick. When I woke
up, I could still see her raised hand and those callous fingers of hers. And I
can see them a day later, as well. In fact, they follow me no matter where I go
and what I do. My hope is that this vision will gradually evaporate, now that I
have written down the dream at last.
HOLDING IT TIGHT (November 9, 2006)
I dreamt that I had a kitten. It was only a couple of months old. Gray with
distinct tiger marks, it had a fluffy, white belly. In my dream, it was
exceptionally beautiful, although there are many such street cats all around
Motovun. I loved it dearly. I was enthralled by it. I remember holding it tight
and peering into its big, round eyes. After a short while, it had enough of my
attentions. At first it started wriggling out of my hold and mewing plaintively,
but then it sunk its claws and teeth into my hands. I would not let it go,
though. Still gazing into its eyes, which grew bigger and bigger, I felt tears
coming out of my eyes. Not because of the pain in my hands, but because of
the realization that the kitten could never fully appreciate my love, let alone
reciprocate in kind.
ON THE WINNING TEAM (November 16, 2006)
I dreamt that I was talking to an older man from Canada. He was already
retired, but his neatly-combed hair was still jet-black. The two of us were
sitting in my parents’ livingroom in Kosovska Street in Belgrade. He was an
engineer, and he was telling me about a design competition in which he took
part as a student. The rules were set by one of his professors. The students
were divided into small groups. Their budget was tight. The task was to
design a vehicle that would get one person from one point close to their
university to another point improbably far away in the shortest time. There
were hills between the two points. Only the person’s own power could be
used. The time of the year was not specified by the rules. The students came
up with all kinds of vehicles for all sorts of weathers. Some trundled over
land and some flew. Most failed to get to the goal, though. The man who told
me the story was on the winning team, and it was clear that he was very proud
of their collective feat. The trick was to do it in the winter, he told me, and to
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do it when the snow was frozen solid. They designed a special sled and
cleverly used the gravity assistance of the hills. That trick was crucial, he
said. The first hill was lower than the starting point, but only just. One part of
the sled had to be cast away when it was almost at the top of that hill. The
point on the ascent had to be determined with great precision, so as not to lose
any momentum given by additional weight. To get over the second hill, which
was slightly lower still, they designed a special sail to use the local wind.
Once the sled was over the second hill, the rest of the way was easy. They
were clear winners, too. It was a marvelous story, indeed. Looking at the man
beaming at me across the livingroom table, I could tell that this design
competition was the greatest achievement of his entire life. That is how he
conceived of it, at least.
ONLY WHEN I WOKE UP (November 25, 2006)
“Dearest daddy,” I was caressing his disheveled hair and kissing him on the
scratchy cheeks, “I love you very much.” He was looking at me all the while,
but it was clear from his blank stare that he did not understand a word of what
I was saying. Chances are he did not recognize me, either. Tears came only
when I woke up.
FUCK WOMEN (November 30, 2006)
I dreamt that I was on some sort of outing with many other people. I knew a
good number of them, but not very well. Most of them were much younger
than I was. If I am not mistaken, the majority were in their mid-twenties. We
were walking through a gently rolling landscape without houses or roads.
Much of the time I was walking alone. When it was evening, we started
gathering on the side of a grassy hill before heading home together. I
remember people lolling about in small groups of two or three. There were
about twenty of us all told. Another ten were still missing. I was standing a
couple of paces away from two young women lying in the grass on their
backs, their hands under their heads. “Ranko,” one of them turned toward me
in a teasing sort of way, “aren’t you looking for a woman?” There was a wry
smile in her voice. A frizzy blonde, she was on the plump side. “There’s a
woman I love very much,” I said without even turning toward her, “but I
couldn’t care less about any other woman as a woman.” Still looking away, I
added in a lower voice: “Fuck women.” The last thing I remember was
giggling all around me. Many people must have caught my last comment no
matter how quiet I thought it was.
THE EXPULSION (December 13, 2006)
When I checked in at the airline counter, uncharacteristically entrusting my
suitcase to the woman behind it, I looked at my watch. It was almost nine. I
had an hour to departure and at least half-an-hour to boarding. There was a lot
of time to go to the toilet. I had to pee, but it was far from urgent. Although
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the airport was crowded, I found one of the toilets quickly enough. When I
opened the door, I was stunned by what I saw. The place was swarming with
young women. There were at least thirty of them. All of them were about
fifteen or sixteen. Most of them quite beefy, some of them were taller than
me, too. I checked the sign at the door to assure myself that it was a men’s
toilet. It definitely was. I could see a line of urinals on one of the walls, as
well. And then I saw that there were a few men in the toilet. Too bashful to
use the urinals under the circumstances, they were patiently waiting for toilet
booths together with some of the girls. The other girls were washing
themselves at a line of basins along another wall. I strode to the middle of the
toilet and started yelling at the top of my voice: “What is going on here?” The
girls ignored me. “Get out, you bitches!” I yelled. Not one would budge.
And then I started shoving them out. One by one. Some of them were half
undressed, but I still shoved them out and threw their clothes behind them.
One of them was completely naked, soaping her body at a sink. I remember
big, flat tits that hung to her flabby belly. I shoved her out, too. The girls did
not resist, but they were very slow to move. The few men there did not help
me clear the toilet, either. And so I walked back and forth, taking each girl by
the shoulders, pushing her toward the door, shoving her out, and slamming the
door behind me. I worked faster and faster. And I kept yelling: “Out, you
bitches! Out!” The last few girls I took all the way up the stairs leading to the
toilets for both men and women, and I shoved them out of the door into the
airport lobby. As I was returning to the men’s toilet, I checked my watch
again. At first I thought something was wrong with it, but then I realized it
was a few minutes past ten o’clock. I just could not believe how much time I
had spent on the expulsion of the girls. Realizing that I had missed my plane,
and that my suitcase was on it, too, I froze with anger. And I woke up. My
face buried in my pillow, my body rigid with rage, I kept growling at those
insolent bitches until I opened my eyes. What a dream!
THE ENCOUNTER (January 4, 2007)
I dreamt that I was walking through an enormous maze of department stores,
offices, and huge restaurants. They were all connected. I walked through
large halls with tall pillars and down many wide staircases. In retrospect, it all
looked like America in the Seventies, when I arrived there. I was looking for
a temporary nursing home for my father, who was quite frail already. And
then I bumped into my mother, who just came up a broad and bright staircase.
Her hair cut rather short, her lips bright red with lipstick, she looked
wonderful. I saw her like she must have been when I was five or six, when
she was in her early forties. “Mom,” I exclaimed in admiration, “how
beautiful you are!” I was truly delighted. She just squeezed my arm and
smiled demurely before she hurried off. I do not remember what she said she
was looking for, but it was for my father. Although I was taller than she was,
she behaved exactly as she would when I was a kid. The encounter was so
stunning that I started waking up. It took me a while, though. Between the
two worlds, neither here nor there, I experienced something of a revelation:
“That is why children delight in the youth and good looks of their mothers or
fathers!” Deep down, they know what will come next. And this is where the
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fear of ageing of their parents comes from. As well as the fear of losing them
entirely, of course. It all made sense to me, until I really woke up.
MY OLD FRIENDS AND COLLEAGUES (January 7, 2007)
I dreamt that I was visiting with Dorian and Maya. Much of the dream is very
hazy, though. Dorian was about seven and Maya about four. Lauren was not
at home. The house—a large, labyrinthine mansion—was full of helpers—
maids, cleaners, cooks, instructors. To my surprise, most of them were my old
friends or colleagues. I remember seeing Jan Bröchner, a professor of
building economics from Sweden, and exclaiming: “You, too, Jan!” Ill at
ease, he just shrugged his shoulders. If I am not mistaken, he was an
instructor of Latin or Greek for the children. The only other thing I remember
is that Maya was getting more and more upset as I was about to leave.
“Daddy,” she repeated several times as we were walking toward the front
door, “when will you come again?” She was close to tears. And so was I.
IN THREE PARTS (March 17, 2007)
I dreamt that I was watching a kitten that behaved very strangely. Quite small,
it was white with yellow patches. It was walking and mewing all the time.
Something was wrong with it. But when I saw it flop on its side, I realized it
must be in great pain. It was sick. It got up, though, and it kept walking and
mewing. But then it flopped on its side once again. This time it broke in three
parts: the head with front legs, the middle, and the rump with hind legs and the
tail. There was no blood. The sections between the body parts appeared to be
dry already. And then the head and the front legs somehow straightened up
again. Swaying on the unsure legs in search of balance, the broken kitten kept
mewing and mewing. I woke up before I could figure out how to help it.
THE SANCTUARY (April 8, 2007)
I dreamt that I visited a bird sanctuary. This was my first visit to such a place.
The sanctuary was situated in an enormous wooded park with many hotel
facilities in small pavilions. There were many people around, too. Most of
them walked about with binoculars on their chests. But the birds were not
afraid of people, and they could be watched at close range. I remember
stepping out of one of the hotel pavilions and seeing a finch of some kind
flutter to a feeding place right next to me. There were six or eight pots with
seeds of different colors arranged in two rows at the side of a large planter
with small trees and shrubs. The bird landed on the brim of one of the pots. It
was within my reach. The only other thing I remember is talking about my
surprise at the sanctuary with several young people. There were about seven
or eight of them. We were in a small bus on our way to another hotel facility.
I was talking about the effort it must have taken many people to build such a
magnificent sanctuary. And their love for the birds. As I was talking, my
voice started cracking. Touched by my emotions, everyone in the group
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turned toward me. Unable to speak, I just nodded at them, and some of them
nodded back. Soon afterwards I woke up.
THE DROUGHT (April 19, 2007)
I dreamt that a horrible drought was coming. The dream kept returning the
whole night. If I remember correctly, it came to me four or five times. At
times, the dream felt like a revelation. For some reason, I was witnessing
things yet to come. I felt the scorching sun. And I felt the parched earth
crumbling into dust. I remember lying on the naked ground on one occasion,
my belly flat with the earth. It was so dry, that it started sucking moisture out
of my body. By and by, I felt a dry cavity opening and growing in my belly.
As it grew, it hardened—presumably because the soft tissues shriveled. There
was no pain, though. And there was no fear, either. The drought was getting
to me.
DREAMING, WAKING (April 24, 2007)
I dreamt that I was writing a letter to the editor of a local newspaper. I was
complaining about a particular letter of mine, which the newspaper had failed
to publish after nearly a week. My letter then turned to letters to the editor in
general. I was enlightening the poor editor about such letters, which every
major newspaper publishes regularly. All this was written in a carefully
gauged Croatian. As my letter became more and more involved, I became
aware that I was not asleep any longer. I woke up so gradually that it took me
a while to notice that I was actually awake. This letter had to be written, in
fact, and thus I kept writing it in my mind. Besides, my dream offered me
many good pointers for the chore. Unable to fall asleep again, I realized that
the whole thing was rather interesting, and so I turned to writing a piece about
this gradual shift from dreaming to waking. I wanted to describe my
experience as thoroughly as possible. And all this was written in carefully
gauged English. In the end, I had to get up and write everything down so as to
be able to fall asleep again. It was still completely dark when I returned to
bed, but I kept editing the piece in my mind. By the time I managed to fall
asleep again, perhaps I continued writing in my dream, as well. But I was not
sure about that when I eventually got up this morning.
SO FRIGHTENED (May 11, 2007)
I dreamt that it was early morning and that I was opening the shutters of the
doors leading to the terrace. I close them every evening after dark and open
them every morning when I get up. When I opened the shutters, I saw a man
slumping against the wall to the left of the door. He looked grimy. In his
mid-forties, he appeared to be asleep. But he frightened me out of my wits,
for there is no easy way for anyone but a cat to come to my terrace. I started
screaming at the top of my voice. When I woke up, I propped myself on my
elbows and immediately turned on the reading lamp by my side. Fully awake,
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I could not imagine why I would be so frightened by a man on my terrace.
What could he do to me? And why would he do me any harm? When I
checked the alarm clock next to my bed, it was almost four in the morning. A
good time to pee, I decided. And I fell asleep again as soon as I returned from
the bathroom.
SOMEONE ELSE’S DREAM (May 15, 2007)
I dreamt that I was standing in the sunlit lobby of my department store at
closing time and saying goodbye to my customers. They were streaming past
me and responding in kind. We were somewhere in California, and everyone
was smiling. The store was enormous and very popular in these parts. And
then I saw a girl and a boy walking out. It was clear that they were trying to
grab my attention. The boy was eight or nine. The girl was two or three years
older than the boy, as well as a head taller. It was clear they were siblings, as
both had the same mixture of Caucasian and Asian features. When they came
closer, they stopped a few paces in front of me. The girl clambered on a
concrete planter, of which there were several in the lobby, and tried to frame
the boy with her long legs. He smiled awkwardly. “Don’t you remember
me?” he whispered at last. Seeing that I did not remember him, he continued:
“I’m Lee! You wished me the happiest of birthdays only a few days ago!”
Then I remembered the children of some old acquaintances of mine. He was
American and she Chinese. “Kids,” I exclaimed, “you are so much bigger
than the last time I saw you!” The three of us hugged at last and I woke up.
“Gosh,” I mumbled to myself, “that must have been someone else’s dream…”
WARTIME (June 30, 2007)
I dreamt that I somehow came into possession of seven nuclear devices. Made
of smooth and shiny stainless steel, they were all spherical. One was the size
of a kitchen appliance. It was so heavy, I could not budge it. The remaining
six were the size of a large grapefruit or small melon, albeit much heavier. At
the time, I was on a large and spacious liner, which was almost empty. It was
wartime. At some point I decided to get rid of the big bomb, but I am not sure
who was helping me with this. I had the bomb exploded in the middle of the
ocean, so as to be sure it would make least harm. A huge mushroom rose in
the distance against a red sky. I was examining the smaller bombs on the deck
of the liner when the one I had in my hands started beeping. A red light
started blinking on it, as well. I must have accidentally triggered the device. I
immediately threw it into the water, and it exploded a few minutes later. I
remember the ocean rising underneath the liner, which slid down the growing
bulge like a shell. It came to no harm, though. Now I had five nuclear
devices, all of which could fit into a suitcase, but the suitcase was very heavy.
The last thing I remember is that I was wondering what to do with that
suitcase. I was worried it would get into wrong hands.
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TURBULENCE (July 5, 2007)
I dreamt that I was invited to join the management board of an old and large
company that was going through a turbulent period. I think it was either in the
States or Canada. My job was to devise a system of business performance
indicators, which would help the company steer its way through difficult
times. I have already done such things for other companies, and my skill was
highly valued. I remember that I was sitting at my first board meeting, where
a number of directors were ready to jump ship. They thought everything was
lost already. I did not understand the situation very well, if at all. I watched
everyone in the room intently but silently. By the time I woke up, I had no
idea where to start with my task. I knew I would have to go through the
tedium of becoming acquainted with the company’s books, but I still looked
forward to the challenge. Deep in my stomach I felt the company would pull
out. All I had to do was come up with a few clever tricks of making the other
directors realize that the turbulence was not as dire as they feared.
AN EARLY DRAFT (July 13, 2007)
I dreamt that I was reading an early draft of a hefty doctoral dissertation and
writing comments on each chapter. I do not remember how many chapters
there were, but my comments were rather similar throughout. There were
quite a few things that were wrong with the thesis, which was packed with
methodological flaws, and much was still to be done by the student. Besides,
the text was awfully boring. The dream was thus quite tedious, almost a
nightmare. I suffered through both the reading and the writing of comments,
but there was no way out of the miserable chore. I simply had to do it. Only
when I woke up I realized how lucky I was not to see another early draft of a
doctoral dissertation ever again. Never ever. Judging by my dream, I suffered
through many an early draft in my days.
OUT OF DATE (July 15, 2007)
I dreamt that I found an enormous atlas in a crowded bookstore. It showed
where various animals lived, as well as how some of them moved on a
seasonal basis. The atlas was laid out on a huge table. Its pages were coated
in glossy plastic, so that the bookstore costumers could write their comments
with magic markers wherever they pleased. I remember a stocky woman of
about fifty writing her comments across a page showing a region of either
Australia or New Zealand. I was standing right behind her. “Out of date,” she
wrote in large letters. “People now feed many of these animals, and they have
moved closer to where people live.” She also drew some arrows connecting
the original animal habitats and sparse towns. I tried to remember everything
she drew, for it struck me as very important, but I forgot it by the time I woke
up in the middle of the night. As I fell asleep again, I remember struggling to
find that wonderful atlas and that particular page with the woman’s comments,
but in vain. I could not find the bookstore, either.
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THE TEST (July 30, 2007)
I dreamt that I was taking a test of some kind at MIT, but I have no idea what
it was about. Worse, I was in the dark about it even as I was taking it. There
were many of us waiting for the test. All of us were middle-aged. When the
time for the test finally arrived, we went up two flights of stairs and entered a
poorly lit room with a low ceiling. Each of us got a notebook with plastic
sleeves into which colorful pages were inserted. Each part of the test
reminded me of elementary school, but I could not understand what was
required of us. In addition, I had nothing on me to record my answers.
Although I had my glasses with me, I could not see very well, either. The
worst thing was that I had no idea how long the test was supposed to last. I
remember panicking a bit when I saw many people getting up and handing in
their notebooks. They were finished and they chatted amiably on their way
out. I woke up in a sweat before the test was over, though.
AUNT AURORA’S PLIGHT (August 4, 2007)
I dreamt that my aunt Aurora came to visit me in England. She died almost a
decade before I moved there, but such trifles do not matter in dreams. After a
visit to some family friends, we took a train home. If I remember correctly,
we were returning to London from Oxford. She was quite tired by the time we
boarded the train, and so she decided to sit in the back even though I was
urging her to come to the front, where it would be easier for us to get out of
the station on our arrival. At some point I walked to the bar in front of the
train, which stopped at a midway station for a few minutes. But then I
realized several carriages in the back remained at the station. Somehow I
missed this important bit when we were boarding. My aunt was stuck in the
middle of nowhere without a word of English. The rest of my dream was
spent in feverish search of a phone. I needed to call the train station and
explain to someone responsible for such things what had happened. I was
thinking through everything I would say: how my aunt could be recognized,
what she should be told in simplest words and signs, where I would be waiting
for her at our destination, and so on. By the time I woke up I had the whole
thing planned out in quite some detail, but I could not find the phone
anywhere on the train. And aunt Aurora’s plight was making me ever more
upset.
AUTOMATIC VISA APPLICATION PROCESSING (September 8, 2007)
I dreamt that I was a part of a team that was making strange machines and
linking them into a vast system. The machines were quite peculiar, indeed.
They were made mostly of paper and thin wire. Tiny electrical motors were a
part of the system, too. My mates were capable of incredible feats with such
light materials, but I was rather clumsy. Whatever I touched fell apart. I
remember ruining an amazing machine that was making paper cartridges for
use of other machines in the system. It was light and spindly, but it worked at
a furious clip. One touch of mine was enough for the complex machine to fall
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apart, though. I only managed to start making a machine that would be able to
pick up sheets of paper. It was made of several pieces of paper. One corner
was perforated and supplied with damp air, so that pieces of paper would not
slip out of its grip. I do not remember much more about it, however. The
only other thing I remember is that the whole system was supposed to be used
for automatic visa application processing. All the machines put together
would be able to deal with all the complexities of the process without any
human intervention. Soon after I woke up, I fell asleep again and went
straight back to the dream. If I remember correctly, this happened several
times. Each time I found my team busy and the number of miraculous
machines ever greater.
THE KEY DESCRIPTORS (September 24, 2007)
I dreamt that I was at a lecture given by a sociologist of renown. He was
about my age. The research he talked about concerned the rőle of beer halls
and wine cellars in the formation of social movements in Nineteenth Century
Europe. Using mainly the British, German, and French literature of the
period, he studied all kinds of descriptors of watering holes. They were
presented in a two-dimensional diagram, which was partitioned by two axes.
The vertical axis divided the descriptors into positive and negative ones, while
the horizontal one divided them into those relevant and irrelevant to the social
movements of the period. I remember that the example of a positive and
relevant descriptor was “the revolutionary gusto,” whereas the example of a
negative and relevant one was “the drunken fringe.” The example of a
negative but irrelevant descriptor made me laugh, and I had to restrain myself
from giggling too audibly in the crowded lecture hall. It was “the blathering
of women.” I struggled all night not to forget it by the time I got up. And I
just got up feeling proud of my achievement. I still remember all the key
descriptors from the lecture.
AN ACCOMPLICE (September 28, 2007)
I dreamt that I was staying with a Palestinian couple somewhere in the Middle
East, but I am not sure where. It could have been either Israel or Lebanon. If
I remember correctly, they had no children. They were as different as a
couple could be. She was short and thin, calm and quiet. I do not remember
that she ever said a word. A pair of big brown eyes always shone from under
her oversized kerchief. And he was big and burly. Garrulous and friendly, he
had a bush of curly black hair that seemed to be growing wild. They were
involved in clandestine activities of some kind. She brought him into the
organization, with which he apparently had no other connections. I never
learned exactly what was going on, but I remember that she maintained a
number of important databases on her computer, which must have been
connected to the World Wide Web. She was at it much of her time. If
discovered, both of them would be in serious trouble. By and by, I was
becoming an accomplice, too. Although I was not involved in their activities
in any way, I was helping them keep everything under cover. I remember that
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the two split up at some point so as to better cover their tracks. I stayed with
her, and he visited every once in a while. “We are incredibly lucky,” he told
me under his breath on one of his brief visits, “for there seems to be no
suspicion that anything funny is going on in our house.” He was grinning
happily at me as he was waving me goodbye. I woke up shortly afterwards,
still unsure of what was going on under my very nose.
THE JAR INCIDENT (October 3, 2007)
I dreamt that an old woman was shoving under my nose a large glass jar with
some gook stuck to the bottom. Translucent and green, it smelled foul. Her
eyes shining with evil passion, she towered above me. It was clear she wanted
to hurt me, if not also kill me. Sensing that the jar contained some kind of
poison, I tried to push it away. Feeling that I was in grave danger, I screamed
at the top of my voice. The scream woke me up. Unfortunately, I do not
remember anything before the jar incident. Or after it, for that matter. To the
best of my recollection, the old woman appeared out of nowhere and vanished
just as mysteriously.
THE PARAMOUNT OBJECTIVE (October 5, 2007)
I dreamt that I was at a posh conference dedicated to management in all its
guises. Many luminaries of the field were present. Among them was a
Russian manager of great renown of whom I have never heard. He was very
old and in rather poor shape, but he talked with intelligence and gusto. It was
wonderful to listen to him. He told us an anecdote from his youth. During a
period of friendship between the Soviet Union and China in the late Fifties, he
was managing an institute dedicated to that friendship. There were many
Chinese working in the institute building, as well. And then he said that the
paramount objective of all the Soviets working under his management was to
obstruct in any way imaginable their Chinese comrades in their “evacuation
function.” He chuckled a bit when he said this, but he would not elaborate it
too much. It was obvious that the old management objective was still a state
secret of sorts, and that he was only regaling a chosen audience with a piquant
detail. I remember chuckling all the time as I was trying to figure out what
was going on in that long-disbanded institute. Indeed, obstructing urination
and defecation must have been great fun.
MY BIOGRAPHERS (October 13, 2007)
I dreamt that I met two people who had just completed my biography. They
were a mother and a son. She was about seventy-five and he was some twenty
years younger than her. I remember her gray hair pulled into a small bun, as
well as his thick, graying hair parted in the middle. I met them in a
publisher’s office, where they were tying together with twine a hefty
manuscript of at least a thousand pages. Their job was done. I am not sure
what I was doing at the publisher’s, though. To my surprise, my biographers
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were far from delighted to see me. They would not show me their manuscript,
either. The mother only wanted to ask me about my contacts with a man
called something like Powell, but I could not recollect ever meeting such a
man. She would not help me in any way with my recollection. And that was
all. I remember feeling awkward with my biographers. When I woke up, that
feeling was still with me. What could it be in my biography that could explain
their sullen faces?
OF A SEXUAL BEND (October 16, 2007)
For some reason, last night’s dreams were of a sexual bend. I remember only
three of them. They happened one after another, but they were completely
disconnected. The scenes I remember started as abruptly as they ended, but
they all took place in vast, rambling, and disheveled student apartments. First
I dreamt that I was about to leave one such place and that I went to the
bathroom to brush my teeth. To my left there was a door to the shower room.
It was open half way. There I saw a young man sitting on the tiled floor and
jerking off. As the shower came hard on him, he went on and on at a furious
pace. His prick was bright red from ferocious rubbing. To my surprise, he did
not pay me any attention, as though he was in his own world. Next I dreamt
that someone was showing me around another apartment. As we entered into
an enormous room, I saw two young women and three young men talking to
each other. Standing in the middle of the room, they seemed to know each
other quite well. All five of them were completely naked, but they behaved as
though they were fully dressed. Last I dreamt that I was walking out of yet
another apartment and that I met a young woman in one of the many half-lit
corridors. She was naked from her belly down. She appeared to be both
embarrassed and proud of herself as she was pulling a laced chemise over her
crotch. “Whenever I get caught like this,” she giggled in a hushed voice, “I
instantly get soaking wet!” Indeed, there was a glimmer of reflected light
between her thighs. It would seem she took an enormous pleasure out of
being caught half-naked. That is all I remember from last night’s dreams, but
I am quite perplexed by what I remember. If the moon were only full.
THE STEWARD (October 18, 2007)
I dreamt that I was in an international airport once again, but I have no idea
where I was coming from or where I was going. Although much of the dream
has evaporated by the time I woke up, I still remember very clearly some of
the last scenes. After a long wait, I was in a line on the tarmac, right under the
fuselage of a gigantic plane. There were many of us, and we were moving
very slowly. Just above the line there rumbled a conveyor belt that carried
luggage into an opening on the side of the plane. Step by step, I got to a
steward who checked our boarding passes before we reached the truck with
stairs leading to the plane door. He was tall and he looked prim in his darkblue uniform. He told a young man in front of me that something was wrong
with his pass. “You must go back to the checking counter,” he pronounced
coldly, “but there is little hope you will be able to get back in line on time!”
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The steward appeared to know all there was to know about his job, but he was
far from pleasant. “Ha,” he grinned mockingly when he saw my boarding
pass, “you’d better exchange your seat with a student as soon as you get on
board!” I had no idea what he was talking about, but he just waved his hand:
“You’ll see soon enough!” I remember trying to figure out how to find a
student on board without the steward’s help, but I woke up before I got into
the plane.
THE KIRA SYSTEM (October 24, 2007)
I dreamt that the weather in some parts of the world had become so
unpredictable that travel payments had to be split in two parts: the first was for
the fixed costs, such as transport and hotel accommodation, and the second for
variable costs of protection from extreme weather. The weather changed from
day to day, and it was impossible to tell whether it would be extremely hot,
requiring a suit with an air-conditioning system installed on its back, or
extremely cold, requiring a heating system, instead. These suits had optional
helmets, as well, which were used only under special conditions. The costs of
portable heating and cooling units differed quite a bit, and this was the main
reason of their unpredictability. The two-part payment system had its own
name. It was known as the Kira system after its progenitor, a Frenchman. I
remember the pronunciation and spelling because it was the same as that of
the famous French art publisher minus the first letter.
ALMOST INCREDIBLE (October 31, 2007)
I dreamt that I met an old colleague from Britain. I was sitting in an opendoor restaurant or café with a bunch of people when he appeared in a large
group. Quite suntanned, he wore colorful shorts and a T-shirt. I remember
that he looked surprisingly young, strong, and healthy. I got up to embrace
him. Our meeting was not only friendly, but also cordial. That is all I
remember of our encounter, but the interesting part comes after I woke up. I
immediately realized the colleague was Peter Brandon, whom I first met at an
academic conference in Canada in 1984. I was teaching in the States at the
time, my move to Britain six years away still. It took me a while to calculate
that I was thirty-eight back then, which would make Peter about forty-four. In
my dream he looked about that age, too. As I was thinking about my dream, it
made more and more sense to me. From 1984 on, we would meet every year
at the same annual conference, which always took place somewhere
completely different—Scotland, Hungary, Australia, Portugal, Sweden...
Sadly, we became bitter academic enemies many years later, but we were very
friendly early on. Anyhow, the most stunning part of my dream was that
something that could have happened so many years ago struck me as almost
incredible on account of the time’s passage. In other words, it reminded me of
my own implausible—nay, impossible—age. Sixty fucking one!
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TEACHING, STUDYING (November 5, 2007)
I dreamt that I was both teaching and studying at the same university. I
remember being concerned about likely conflicts in my two schedules. At
some point I was rushing to a lecture that was to start in a quarter of an hour
without being sure whether I was to act as a teacher or as a student. In fact, I
was not prepared for either. When I woke up, I was at first struck by the
strange conflation of my duties in my dream. It took me an hour or so to
remember that I was indeed both teaching and studying at MIT while I was
working on my doctoral thesis. Although there were no overlaps of the two
schedules, there was nothing strange about the conflation of my duties. It took
me another few hours to realize that the conundrum comes from the fact that
all this took place nearly forty years ago. I am starting to forget about my
doctoral studies, that is.
REVOLVING DOORS (November 7, 2007)
I dreamt that I was at a crowded international airport together with my parents
and two dear friends, Sonja and Milan Brkić. Milan is known to all as Brka.
My parents were in their seventies and my friends in their late thirties or early
forties. I was leading the pack. When I managed to get through a line going
to another part of the airport, which was separated from the rest by revolving
doors going one way only, I turned around. My group was not behind me. I
got angry at once. “Shit,” I growled to myself and clenched my fists. When I
saw my mother and Sonja at last, they were far behind me. Then I found
another revolving door going only one way, this time backwards, and joined
them. “Where are they?” I growled. “They … they went to see something on
the way,” my mother stuttered and pointed backwards. I showed them which
way to go and told them to wait for me just beyond the first revolving door.
My anger was mounting as I started searching for my father and Brka. The
line I had already gone through became longer and longer as I was searching
for them. “It will take us an hour to get through this mess,” I growled to
myself. For better or worse, I did not find them before I woke up.
THE PRINCIPLE (November 16, 2007)
I dreamt that I came up with a principle of good life of sorts. I am not sure
whether I thought it up, or I accepted it from someone else whom I met in my
dream. “The only way to survive in this world,” it went, “is to be a bit crazier
than anyone else around.” I must have dreamt this in the middle of the night.
As I was waking up during the night before falling asleep again, I did my best
to memorize this principle, but it worried me more and more as the morning
approached. “What if anyone else lived by the same principle?” Craziness
would only escalate, of course. And it would escalate without limit. The
principle would work only if it was a closely kept secret. By the time I woke
up for the last time, I was eager to write it down as soon as possible. The fear
of forgetting it was almost painful.
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THE CRITTER (November 27, 2007)
I dreamt that I woke up and turned on the light. I found a scorpion by my
pillow. Not very large, it was completely white. Its carapace was bright and
shiny, but its tail was limp, and it appeared to be in a very poor shape. It could
not even run away from the bright light of the lamp next to my bed. I was not
alarmed at all. Instead, I felt a little concerned about the critter. When I
actually woke up, I did not turn on the light. I just brushed the white scorpion
from my dream off the bed. There was nothing by my pillow, of course, and I
soon fell asleep once again.
DAMNED LITERATI! (November 29, 2007)
I dreamt that I went to a literary event of some kind. I did not know what to
expect, but I was a little annoyed with myself for going there at all. I
remember entering into a large room with dim lights. To my surprise, I was
late. Everyone was sitting around a huge wooden table. There was a free
chair close to the door, and I took it as quietly as I could. A man sitting across
the table from me was talking. Although his face struck me as lacking
strength, he spoke well. He first talked about his writing, but then he switched
to the opinion of his work that he got from a body of illustrious literati.
“Single-voice narrative,” he said pointedly. I remember getting angry
immediately. Damned literati! Who cares about the number of voices? Who
cares if a writer takes the voice of an animal or a piece of furniture? These are
but miserable tricks of the trade. The only important thing is projecting far
and wide that one voice that one actually has. As all this was going through
my mind, I was ever more eager to jump in. The only thing that was stopping
me was that I was not exactly sure what was going on. Was this a
performance of some kind? Was the whole thing staged? Unsure of what to
do, I woke up before I intervened.
SWINGING SIDEWAYS (December 8, 2007)
I dreamt that I was riding on a bus through a sprawling and bustling city. I
was sitting in the back and facing backwards, where there was a large window.
As we were passing through a busy intersection, I watched a tram come at a
sharp angle from one of the perpendicular streets. It was moving quite fast.
As it was swinging sideways behind the bus, I saw two men, one older and
another younger, walking along the tracks. When they spotted the tram, which
was almost upon them already, they started running along the tracks instead of
jumping out of the way. The tram mowed them down. The older man
disappeared under the wheels, while the younger man was struck down by the
front of the tram. Somehow he ended up clutching onto the undercarriage
with both hands. His head was bobbing up and down in front of the tram as it
was breaking. I remember averting my eyes in horror, for I assumed the
young man was killed in an instant, as well. But when I looked at him a
moment later, I realized that he was smiling in an apologetic sort of way.
“Silly me,” he appeared to be thinking, his wide-open eyes pointed toward the
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sky. When the tram came to a stop, he tried to squirm out from under it, but
he could not. He was stuck. His legs must have been mangled. It was clear
that he was badly hurt, but that he was not yet fully aware of the pain. At this
point I woke up, the young man’s strange smile etched in my mind.
THAT GAPING MUZZLE (December 10, 2007)
I dreamt that I was about to have a duel with someone from Motovun. Sitting
in my study, I was writing about it just before the event. I remember musing
about the distinct possibility that this was my last piece of writing ever. And
then my opponent quietly appeared behind me with his gun drawn. God
knows how he managed to get into the house. Aiming at my chest, he kept his
mouth shut. Looking at the muzzle right in front of me, I knew that I was in
real danger. “Kill me,” I growled at last, “you motherfucker!” I remember
that the muzzle was pale-yellow in color rather than metallic-blue. Even in
my dream I was surprised by it. I woke up staring at that muzzle, expecting to
see it belching fire and smoke presently. When I was fully awake, I tried to
remember who my opponent was, but I could not. In my dream I never looked
at his face. Not once. All the while I was focusing on that gaping muzzle.
THE SANDWICH (January 4, 2008)
I dreamt that I was at a picnic of sorts with a bunch of friends. The weather
was great. We were sitting under a big tree. All kinds of food were strewn on
top of a flat rock in front of us. Among the delicacies I spotted a dead bird. It
was small and gray. Partly to entertain my friends, and partly out of curiosity,
I wrapped the limp bird into a piece of bread and started eating it. First I bit
off its head and beak, which I spat out. Then I took a large bite that went
through the middle of its chest. All I could feel in my mouth was gristle. It
was bland, but some of what I was chewing was slightly sour. When I looked
at the reminder of my “sandwich,” I saw a bundle of tiny bones and gristle
swimming in a creamy substance that looked like yogurt. In it, there swam
tiny orange specks, which looked like something that the bird had eaten just
before dying. I remember squeezing my hand a bit, which made the bones fan
out. Feeling disgusted at long last, I chucked the sandwich away. To the best
of my recollection, no-one among my friends was entertained by the spectacle
the least bit.
THE DEER CLUB (January 8, 2008)
I dreamt that I went to a public lecture either at Oxford or Cambridge. It was
to take place in the lush garden of the Deer Club, which was situated at one
end of the Deer Park, where many deer actually lived in peace for centuries.
The weather was balmy, and the place was crowded by the time I arrived. I
remember that I had to look for a chair. When I finally found one in the club
and brought it to the garden, I had to surrender it to the lecturer, a plump and
jolly lady in her late forties or early fifties. She was most grateful for my
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services, which she let me know in a peculiar falsetto, but I had to return to the
club in search of another chair. The reason for the scarcity of chairs was that
the deer liked them, too. They would plop themselves in the largest ones they
could find and look around the garden with a contented air. No-one would
wish to disturb them, of course. I woke up before I found another chair.
Luckily, the lecture was delayed a bit, too.
THE NEWBORN (February 17, 2008)
I dreamt that I was in a big park together with a few friends, but I do not
remember who they were. As we were strolling around, I noticed that
something was moving in a dark crevice under a tall tree, and I crouched next
to it to see what was going on. It was an animal just born. For some reason I
was convinced it was a cat. Whatever it was, it could not be older than a
couple of hours. Looking a bit like an embryo with its bulging eyes tightly
shut, it squirmed about all the time. I picked it up as warily as I could.
Holding it in the palm of my right hand, I turned around to show it to my
friends. Just then a small black dog appeared out of nowhere, nudged its way
through the legs of my friends, gently picked up the newborn from my hand
with its long snout, and gulped it down without chewing. The only other thing
I remember from my dream is that the dog looked most pleased with the
unexpected morsel. Its eyes closed in delight, it appeared to be smiling, too.
IFRIQ (March 6, 2008)
I dreamt that I was sitting with a few friends and talking about someone we all
knew well, but I do not remember who it was. All I remember is that one of
the friends was Persian. At some point I said a single word, which was
supposed to sum up all there was to tell about the person we were talking
about: “Ifriq.” For some reason I remember the spelling, too. The Persian
friend turned toward me in surprise: “Mouse?” I nodded in agreement but did
not elaborate. I remember being quite surprised that I came up with this
Persian word out of the blue. When I woke up, I searched the World Wide
Web for an online English-Persian dictionary. I found quite a number of
dictionaries in no time, and many of them gave me what I was looking for, but
in Persian squiggles. Try as I might, I could not find a single dictionary with a
spelling of the word in Latin, Cyrillic, Greek or any other comprehensible
characters. Although I returned to my computer several times during the day,
all I ever got were the old squiggles. The probability that the word I uttered in
my dream means anything at all in Persian is less than slight, anyhow.
THE VODKA RACE (March 16, 2008)
I dreamt that I was watching the start of a curious race. There were about a
dozen men assembled around a large wooden table. They all looked rather
grim. Each had to drink a certain amount of vodka before the start. There was
no course. There was no finish, either. When they were finished drinking,
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and when they all threw their glasses into a large basket, the race began. Most
of the men fell under the table at once, but a few dashed in every which
direction. Some made a couple of stumbling leaps before falling to the
ground, their arms stretched out. One of them even managed a wobbly run
before he collapsed and passed out. I think he was the winner, too. The only
thing that mattered in the vodka race was the distance from the table. When I
woke up, I kept reviewing memories of the race in my mind and smiling,
smiling.
GOLF IN BELGRADE (March 19, 2008)
I dreamt that I was visiting a golf course in the center of Belgrade. It was
completed about a year earlier, and it became hugely popular in a very short
time. I was a member of an international team of golf-development advisers.
Everyone from the team was stunned by what we found in Belgrade. The golf
course was teeming with people, mostly kids. It looked like an anthill. Older
players could hardly move through the crowd of boisterous kids wielding their
clubs with aplomb. As the golf course was built in a large public park, many
people were strolling about and watching others play. Apparently, the sport
became one of the favorite pastimes in the city. Our team’s hosts were
delighted by everything they had to show us, and they proudly explained that
the annual membership fee was no more than four dollars. The enormous
number of members covered all the costs of the golf course. Now and then,
one of the hosts would climb onto a small platform and speak into a
microphone with enthusiasm bordering on ecstasy. Most people on our team
were so bewildered by everything around us that they kept mum. In the end, I
asked to be given the microphone. After all, I grew up in Belgrade. The first
thing I wanted to propose to our hosts was that the annual membership fee be
raised at least hundredfold. Unfortunately, I woke up before I had a chance to
speak and see the consternation on their faces.
DEAD MEAT (March 29, 2008)
I dreamt that I was in some crowded place together with my beloved. It was a
street market of sorts, if I remember correctly. As we were wandering around,
we became separated by a few steps. At some point a bunch of boys
surrounded my beloved. About fifteen or sixteen, they started molesting her.
Taller than them, she surrendered by raising her hands high above her head.
When I rushed to her help, the boys ran away, but I caught one of them by the
arm. Enraged, I yanked his arm behind his back with all my might. Then I
pulled his other arm behind his back, as well. He did not resist. His arms
seemed to be pulled out of their joints, but he remained completely silent.
Dirty and smelly, he was a pitiful sight. As I was waking up, my thoughts
turned toward the boy’s generation. They were dead meat, and they
instinctively knew it. Robbed of the future, they became oblivious to the
world around them. By the time I was fully awake, I could not trace this
gloomy premonition with any precision. Urban mayhem? Global recession?
Climate change?
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RICHARDSON, VIRGINIA (March 30, 2008)
I dreamt that I was on a study tour of America in connection with major
construction projects and their impact on the environment. I was interested in
showing that there used to be much more concern about environmental impact
many years ago than is the case today. In particular, I was looking into the
first few years of highway building in the States. My research brought me to
Richardson, Virginia, where the first highway started in the Fifties. On my
way there, I went to many libraries to study remaining documents about the
first highway project. In the reading room of one of the libraries I recognized
one of my Harvard professors, who first taught me about environmental
impact of major transportation projects. Daniel or Dan Brand was his name.
He looked only a bit older than I remembered him, but I knew he could not
recognize me because of my gray hair. When I grabbed him by his shoulders
and told him my name, he first blinked at me in confusion, but then his face lit
up. “Ranko Bon!” he cried. We hugged. He was delighted when I told him
what I was doing in that particular library. We immediately organized a
workshop on the matter, and everyone focused on Richardson, Virginia. I
remember seeing a map showing the town and its surroundings before the
highway was built. It was printed in black-and-white. I could read the town’s
name on the map, too. Everything we found showed clearly that many studies
were made to ensure that the effect of the new venture would be minimal.
This included natural systems, such as vegetation and wildlife, but many
studies were concerned with the highway’s visual impact, as well as problems
with noise along its route. I remember telling everyone around me that it was
obvious from everything I had found that the concern with such issues was
genuine, whereas major projects nowadays go through such studies only
because of legal requirements. “In Istria,” I laughed, “they just drive
highways through the landscape as though there is no tomorrow!” Everyone
joined me. When I woke up, I immediately turned to the town in my dream.
Does it really exist? Could it really be that the highway system started in its
vicinity?
THE DONKEY-MILK PUZZLE (April 4, 2008)
I dreamt that I was visiting some place where there were many donkeys. It
was a joy to see so many of them everywhere one went. I remember being
told by someone that donkeys liked it very much when a bit of their milk was
spilled over their backs. Puzzled, I was eager to find out more. At some point
during my visit I saw two men talking in a narrow street. One of them had a
donkey with him. It was peacefully waiting for the men to stop talking. I
introduced myself and told the owner of the animal what I had heard. “It’s
true,” he nodded. “But I assume you only sprinkle a bit over the back,” I said.
“No, no,” the man grinned, “the more milk you pour over their backs, the
more they like it!” I just shook my head in disbelief. I was a bit disappointed
when I woke up, for the donkey-milk puzzle refused to go away.
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A FRENCH INTELLECTUAL (April 9, 2008)
I dreamt that I was visiting a magnificent city that looked a bit like Paris. It
was much grander, though. Its topography was much more lively, too. I
remember walking down the marble stairs of a steep park and looking around
at all manner of sculptures and pavilions. The taste was not mine, but the
artistic touch of everything in sight was still enchanting. There were a few
people with me, but I did not know them very well. I remember one
gentleman impeccably dressed in a brown tweed suit in the style of late Forties
or early Fifties. He had a brown felt hat, as well. Walking down elaborate
stairs, at some point we left the park and entered a public library. Exquisitely
designed in a style reminiscent of Art Deco, it was crowded. Everyone was
carrying around large volumes bound in fine leather. Still walking down, we
came to the library’s lobby. It was made of yellowish stone. The dedication
inscribed on one of the walls carried a French name, but I do not remember it
any longer. An elaborate pool of greenish water covered much of the lobby
floor. Lit from below, the water looked pure and clean. “Excuse me,” said the
gentleman in the tweed suit and made a few quick steps toward the pool, “I
must…” A moment later he jumped in, feet first. To my surprise, the water
reached up to his chest. His eyes closed, he waded around the pool in obvious
delight. Only then I noticed wisps of vapor above the surface, indicating that
the water was quite warm. I remember marveling at his pluck just before I
woke up. Somehow he struck me as a French intellectual par excellence.
NOTHING TO DO WITH MONEY (May 6, 2008)
I dreamt that I took part in an art colony of some kind. There were almost as
many of us students as there were teachers. We were all about the same age,
as well. If I remember correctly, the colony was dedicated to the nexus
between art and commerce. Each of us was working on a project bringing the
two together. I remember a session close to the end of a long day. One of the
teachers asked whether anyone had anything to show before we called it a day.
I raised my hand and reported that my project was finished already. I got up
and walked to a large plastic bag resting in a corner. It was stuffed full of
cardboard boxes with things I had made. As I was fumbling through the bag, I
was getting angry for some reason. “It’s not about money,” I kept saying to
all the assembled, “it’s not about money at all!” But I woke up before I had a
chance to reveal my project. Sadly, I do not remember what was in that
plastic bag, either. All I remember clearly enough is my claim that my project
had nothing to do with money.
TEASING (May 25, 2008)
I dreamt that I was in a company of jolly men. Most of them between about
forty and sixty, they were all from Motovun or the surrounding villages. As is
often the case after a few drinks, women came up in the banter. No-one had
anything nice to say on the subject, though. As it seemed, women were the
worst of creation. Soon enough someone started teasing me about my
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beloved. We can always be seen holding hands or hugging and kissing.
“Hey,” I responded with a big smile on my face, “I will not tell you a single
word about my woman!” There was hooting all around. “If I did,” I
explained half in jest, “you would all go completely crazy!” Luckily for me, I
had to pee, and I got up to go to the toilet. The urge woke me up, too. Had I
stayed with the jolly men even a minute longer, I could have said too much.
BOMBS, CANNONS, AND ROCKETS (June 16, 2008)
I dreamt that I was somehow involved in the design and testing of bombs.
The dream persisted through several waking periods, during which I kept
working on my designs at a furious pace. I remember having heated
discussions with scientists involved in the project. The bomb design I pursued
was spherical. The main thing I was interested in was the effect of the
explosive material within the bomb on the thick steel shell surrounding it. If
the explosion chamber was slightly off center, I reasoned, the explosion could
be directed. In the case the bomb was fixed to a base, it would act like a
cannon, and it would act like a rocket if it were not fixed. I remember having
a long discussion with one of the scientists about the behavior of a bomb with
an off-center explosion chamber under its center of gravity. If such a bomb
were placed on top of a thick steel plate, it would fly upwards when the
explosive material would be ignited because the explosion would be reflected
of the plate. The thickest parts of the shell on top of the bomb would explode
last. The height of the flight would depend on the eccentricity of the
explosion chamber. Much of my dream had to do with envisioning the
behavior of the bomb in very short time segments—say, milliseconds. I saw
my bombs expand as if in slow motion. My main concern was with the
thickness of the steel shell that would affect either the direction of the
explosion or the movement of bomb itself. By the time I woke up, however, I
could remember only the broad outlines of my many designs.
OF HIS OWN MAKING (July 1, 2008)
I dreamt that I was walking through the empty lobby of a sprawling building.
I was just looking around. The lobby was poorly lit, and so I walked toward
the light in a distant corner. It turned out to be a wonderful place formed by
many large and small cubes clad in marble. They seemed to float in space.
To one side, there was a lot of glass, which gave to a lush lawn. To the other
side, there was a large fireplace, which was lit. Long tongues of fire danced
around it languidly. To the side of each cube there was a profusion of marble
heads perched on cantilevered stands. They were of all sizes. Looking Greek
and Roman, each head had its own patina of rich hues. Enchanted by the
place, I sat on a slab that looked like a bench. Only then I noticed a man
sitting still at a marble desk next to the fireplace. In his forties, he had a bush
of curly blond hair on top of his head. Realizing that this was his office of
sorts, I greeted him with a few words of deep appreciation, but in return he
only smiled and nodded gently. It was clear he was not very talkative. At that
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point I realized that his office, if this is what it was, must have been of his own
making. He fit into it too well for any other possibility.
MEDITOL (July 17, 2008)
I dreamt that enlightenment became all the rage. Everyone wanted it, and
now. Ads like “Why wait for enlightenment?” sprung up everywhere. And so
did drugs to get one there as soon as possible. One of the most famous was
Meditol. The name of the drug was still with me when I woke up. All one
needed to do was to take a pill in place of the morning and evening
meditation, and the magical drug would do the rest. It was a matter of days or
weeks, Meditol ads claimed. The only other thing I remember from my
dream is that I was very much annoyed with the new craze. More, I was really
exasperated. But no-one would listen to me when I argued over and over
again that enlightenment cannot possibly be reached by means of drugs.
Everyone I talked to took me for an old curmudgeon who missed the point of
the whole thing.
THAT GRUESOME THUD (July 19, 2008)
I am descending a stone wall down a ladder made of roughly-hewn logs. I am
careful not to lose my grip. Made of large chunks of stone, the wall is very
high. I am close to the bottom of the wall when a Roman soldier appears on
top. He is hurrying me away with a bare sword. Wearing an elaborate helmet
and a coat of mail, he is telling me that the execution is about to begin. Today
they are executing naughty children. Chopped off by the sword, their heads
will fall to the bottom of the wall. By the time I am safely away from the
ladder, I am hastening on my way. I expect to hear a thud behind my back,
but I wake up before the first execution. As I am opening my eyes, I feel
relieved to have missed that gruesome thud.
LONGER THAN USUAL (August 16, 2008)
Holding onto each other as tightly as we can, we are walking through dark and
deserted streets of a big city. We are at another conference, and we are on our
way to our hotel. As we are chatting about something, I am getting horny.
She notices it, and she starts reaching for my prick through my pants. It gets
bigger and bigger. At some point I tell her that I am dying for her, and she
giggles, squeezing me all the while. We both know that another all-out fuck is
waiting for us in our hotel room. By the time I wake up, it is already light out.
I am sporting a bursting erection, and it takes me a long time to fall asleep
again. Due to her illness, my beloved and I have been apart much longer than
usual. Today is two full weeks already. This is four days longer than usual,
and there are many more days before our next reunion. I hope she will be well
enough to get out of her hospital early next week.
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THE MÊLÉE (August 17, 2008)
I dreamt that I was in an all-out fight between a score of youngsters. I myself
was their age—say, sixteen or seventeen. At moments I was observing the
mêlée from some distance, and at moments I was participating in it with all
my might. We all fought with the intent to kill, but we could not. We were
weak, soft, and rubbery. Whatever each of us did to smother the others,
nothing would come of it in the end. I remember holding another youngster
by the waist, turning him upside down, and pressing his head to the ground
with all the strength I could muster. I was trying to break his neck, but his
neck only kept bending ever more improbably. Exhausted and exasperated, I
tried to run away from the pointless fight. I ran across a wide and empty
highway and I tried to climb up some sort of wire fence stretched between tall
steel pylons. A guard of about forty spotted me clambering up the fence,
dashed toward me, and managed to grab me by the left ankle. I tried to free
myself from his clutches, but I could not. I was still pushing him away with
all my strength when I finally woke up. I was covered with sweat. This was
my first real nightmare in a very long while.
THE FLIGHT OF SEMEN (August 18, 2008)
I dreamt that I was in the company of two people, a man and a woman. Both
of them were in their early forties. The man was sitting crosslegged in the
middle of a big bed. He was naked. The woman and I were standing some
way away on each side of the bed. We were dressed. Large and airy, the
room looked like a hotel room. The man had just jerked himself off, but I
missed the onset of ejaculation. I remember the scene from the moment his
sperm was already high in the air, flying in every which direction. As blobs of
it landed loudly all over the room, we all laughed out loud. Although the man
had a handsome prick, there was nothing erotic in the dream. The women and
I were there to witness something funny, and that was the flight of semen.
When I woke up, I could not place either the man or the woman. I could not
understand what brought us to that hotel room, either. There was no trace of
sexuality in what I had witnessed. None. We were there only for a laugh.
IN TOUCH (September 8, 2008)
I dreamt that I was walking through one of London’s stations. It was Kings
Cross or Liverpool Station, or some combination of the two. My beloved was
in town since a few days ago, and I was going to meet with her. Out of the
blue, I remembered that I had not been in touch with my parents. Since my
beloved arrived, I had not send them a single mobile-phone message, let alone
gave them a call. As I was thinking of things to tell my parents, I bumped into
a woman I barely knew. Looking Iranian, and wearing a funny maroon hat,
she had quite a bit of make-up around her dark eyes. She was delighted to see
me, and she kept referring to me as a “wild” one. My parents uppermost on
my mind, I had no idea what she was talking about. I could not remember
where or how we met. As I was trying to extricate myself from her clutches, I
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woke up. I immediately felt relieved when I realized that there was no need to
get in touch with my parents. Both of them are long dead. And then I realized
that the person I have not been in touch with by phone was actually my
beloved, who was sleeping right next to me. Since she arrived in Motovun a
few days ago, my phone has been idling on the dining table most of the time.
ANOTHER WAKING DREAM (November 6, 2008)
I dreamt that… Well, I guess I dreamt that I had a job of some sort that
straddled academia and politics. Powerful computers were involved, if I
remember correctly. I was deep into research of some kind. My job was
tedious. It required my undivided attention. All the time. It stretched the
whole night… Anyhow, I do not remember almost anything of my dream. It
has been months since I had a dream vivid enough to record anything of real
interest from it. And I miss my dreams. More, I crave them. That is, I yearn
for writing about them. As this pitiful piece testifies, I am at a loss without
dreaming and writing about the blessed experience. Will this honest
admission help, though? Will the memory of my dreams return to me on
account of the anguish so sincerely expressed? Or is this but another waking
dream?
FEELING PROUD (November 9, 2008)
I dreamt that I was advising several Croatian and Slovene corporate real estate
managers. They were with big tourist companies, each of which had a large
number of sizable properties around the peninsula. Their main problem was
that their company directors wanted to get rid of much of their portfolios in
view of the economic crisis gripping the world. And fast. As a part of my
retained service, I brought over several British managers dealing with
corporate real estate. I knew them well from many years of teaching and
consulting in the field in Britain. Each of them had considerable experience
with shrinking large real estate portfolios or shifting them to other locations at
a clip. When all of the managers got together, they hit it off at once. There
was much excitement in the room. I remember feeling proud of the fact that I
did not need to say a word of introduction or explanation of why I thought the
meeting would be of value to my clients.
LIKE A BUST (December 2, 2008)
I dreamt that I was visiting a distant branch of my father’s family, one of
whose members I discovered by chance. I think we were somewhere in South
America, but I am not sure about that. Much of the dream has faded by the
time I woke up, but I remember that I was holding in my arms a naked boy of
about eighteen months and talking to him all the time. The weather was
balmy and we were strolling through a luscious park. Many relatives were
around us. I knew that he could not understand most of what I was saying, but
I still kept explaining to him that we belonged to the same family and that we
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both carried the same last name. And he kept cooing, waving his arms
happily, and smiling at me as though he could follow me perfectly well. Only
when I woke up, still feeling the delightful infant in my hands, I realized that
there was quite a bit that was unusual about him. Roughly half the size of a
normal child his age, he was built like a bust. Below his chest there was a
plump cube covered with pink, soft, smooth, and warm skin. As I was
walking around, I was holding him with both hands by the fleshy base. And
none of this struck me as the least bit odd in my dream.
ROAST LAMB (February 25, 2009)
Hours since I got up this morning, I am still followed by scraps of dreams
from last night. I cannot remember much of what I have dreamt, except that
all my dreams revolved around a sudden burst in car import from Russia.
There was something special about Russian cars. They came together with
some sort of shelter from inclement weather. It was meant for vast prairies
that cover much of the country. The shelter could be erected quickly with the
help of straightforward instructions. It was made from large animal bones,
some of which were occasionally replaced by thick aluminum rods. One way
or another, it was discovered that the bones and aluminum rods were worth a
mint, and the cars were sought mainly because of them. The cars themselves
were of inferior quality, and their main value was in the materials from which
they were made. All my dreams had a nightmarish quality, for I was doing my
best to get out of the racket that swiftly developed around the car import.
Throughout the night I was vaguely aware that I had overindulged in the roast
lamb that I had for dinner. Actually, I have been overindulging in this
delicacy for at least a week.
THE ROPES (March 2, 2009)
I dreamt that I was hanging laundry to dry on a small balcony giving onto a
large and irregular courtyard when a young woman walked up to a four-story
building right across the courtyard, grabbed one of the few thick ropes
hanging from the roof, climbed up a few stories at a clip, and entered an open
window. Although I did not see her face, it was clear from the way she was
built that she was Asian. Her straight black hair hung just below her
shoulders. She wore a light-blue T-shirt with long sleeves and white shorts.
To the best of my recollection, she was barefoot. Her performance was simply
amazing, though. It appeared effortless. The woman used only her arms for
climbing. Slightly parted, her legs hung loose. It was clear she used the ropes
often and that she was not alone in using them, either. I remember thinking
that a number of other Asians must be living in the same building. I woke up
feeling envious of both the climbing skill and the build ideal for it.
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PIPES, KNOTS (March 6, 2009)
I dreamt that I was involved in some sort of engineering project dedicated to
energy conservation. It involved miles upon miles of plastic pipes. White in
color, their walls were quite thin and soft, making them look like long, tubular
balloons. The pressure in the pipes was vital for the operation of the entire
system. For some reason that escapes me now, the pressure was to be
regulated by tying the pipes into knots. One of my tasks was to find out by
how much the pressure would be affected by each knot. I remember figuring
out that a knot would decrease the volume of a pipe by the volume of a sphere
the diameter of the pipe itself. In fact, I visualized two hemispheres touching
at each knot. I was rather proud of this discovery, too. Only when I woke up
it dawned on me that knots would block the pipes entirely, thus making the
pressure in them perfectly irrelevant.
WITH ALL HER MIGHT (March 21, 2009)
I dreamt that my beloved stabbed me with a long and thin knife. It looked like
a dagger of old. Holding it with both hands, she first lifted it above her head,
and then she drove it with all her might into my right leg just below the knee.
Electrified by a surge of excruciating pain, I sat up in bed and screamed my
head off. Awoken by my unearthly scream, she rushed to help me. I was all
wet and I shook like a leaf. Unable to bear her caresses, I lied down and
turned to the other side. I could not even imagine telling her what I had
dreamt. The rest of the night I slept off and on, but I could never relax into
another dream lest I get stabbed once again.
ATIBORI (April 3, 2009)
I dreamt that Japan had turned so waste-conscious that it was nearly immoral
nowadays leaving one side of a business card blank. The practice was known
as atibori, meaning something like “both sides.” Each business card had to
have something printed on the reverse so as not to be perceived as
disgracefully wasteful. Some people came up with ads for their companies
while others had photographs of their children, their favorite poems, and even
cooking recipes. As soon as I got up this morning, I googled the word. As it
turns out, it is associated with all sorts of things, including poker and Hare
Krishna mantras. To my disappointment, I found no connection with Japanese
business cards, though.
COMPLETE ABSENCE OF ARCHITECTURE (April 5, 2009)
I dreamt that I flew into an international airport famous for the sensitivity of
its design to the environment. Just completed, it was in a warm and dry
country not far from the equator. To my delight, there was hardly anything to
see there, though. All I remember are long whitewashed walls made of blocks
of some kind. Considerably taller than the passengers, the featureless walls
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provided ample shade. Only a few places in the airport were covered with a
straightforward thatched roof. There were no multiple floors anywhere.
Everything was exceedingly simple and unassuming. To my surprise, I
overheard many other passengers delighting in the design, as well. They were
noticing the same features that I found very much to my liking. Just like me,
everyone was thrilled by the complete absence of architecture. When I woke
up, I tried to envisage the airport as a whole, but I could not. All I can still
recall are long and tall whitewashed walls without any features.
BARRACK OBAMA TO THE RESCUE (April 11, 2009)
I dreamt that the local elections in Motovun were already in full swing when I
got a bad cold. I could not do much to present the Green Party’s program to
the electorate. The cold would not let go of me for a few of days. But
Barrack Obama jumped in with four short television ads. He appeared not as
the president of the United States, but as a citizen of the world very much
concerned with the future of our medieval town. Each ad was a delight in its
humbleness and coherence. He briefly presented all the main points of our
party program: introduction of transparent democracy, formation of
agricultural cooperatives so as to attract European Union’s funds,
reexamination of golf and polo in the municipal plans… I remember being
very grateful to Obama for his timely help. Only when I woke up I realized a
slight problem with the ads: they were all in English rather than Croatian.
ROOM 294 (April 18, 2009)
I dreamt that I was looking for my beloved’s room in a big, posh, and
rambling hotel. We were at an international conference. Judging from the
hotel itself, it must have been somewhere in Northwestern Europe. These
were our early days, and no-one knew about us. No-one should have known
about us, either, which is why I was staying at another hotel. I visited her the
day earlier, but I could not remember the number of her room. Actually, I
knew it was either 294 or 394, but I was not sure which one it really was. I
could always give her a call on my mobile, which I was clutching in my hand,
but I felt that would spoil my visit. As I was walking through the hotel, which
brimmed with cozy salons, I stopped time and time again to ferret through my
papers in search of the room number. I could not find it, though. I must have
written it someplace, I thought at first. But then I realized that it was entirely
possible that I did not write it down. I must have thought that I could not
possibly forget the number. Anyhow, it could be none other than 294 or 394.
This much I was sure about. In addition, I was ever more sure it was the
former rather than the latter. At long last I came to the door of Room 294 and
I knocked somewhat hesitantly. But I woke up soon afterwards, long before
my beloved could open the door. Disappointed, I got annoyed with myself.
How could I wake up at such a crucial moment? What if this was not the right
room? And what if this was the room of someone from the same conference
who would know us both?
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SMOKING IN PUBLIC PLACES (August 13, 2009)
I dreamt that the summer was drawing to its end. It was getting colder by the
day, and many of my friends were getting jittery because they could not
smoke inside cafés and restaurants any longer. The law banning smoking in
public places was introduced at the beginning of the summer, when most
people would spend a good portion of their time outdoors. Café and restaurant
terraces were jammed. But it was getting too cold for sitting outside. The
new law started biting, and many people turned ever more jumpy. I remember
thinking about the fact that I would not be able to smoke a cigar anywhere but
home, but that was fine with me. A cigar a day was all I needed, anyway.
Even that was something I could give up without much trouble, or so I calmed
myself down. But many of my friends were real smokers, and it was time for
them to either stop smoking, or to continue suffering the cold many times a
day. When I woke up, the dream struck me as rather pedestrian. It will come
literally true in a couple of short months.
Addendum (September 13, 2009)
As it turns out, my dream was not destined to come true, literally or otherwise.
The new law, the goal of which is to save thousands of lives, was recently
changed. Actually, it was unceremoniously dropped because many café and
restaurant owners complained about it to the government. Their business was
down. Besides, the government’s income from tobacco was also down, which
was difficult to live with through the economic crisis. At any rate, Croatia is
likely to be the only country in the entire world where such a law has been
revoked. It has to lead in something, legal chaos is not a bad start.
RECOGNIZING THEM ALL (August 15, 2009)
I dreamt that I was going from one watering hole to another, in each of which
I knew a lot of people. But I realized after coming to one café that I did not
recognize a fellow who was looking at me rather pointedly. He obviously
knew me. I did my best to remember who he was, as well as how we knew
each other, but all my efforts were in vain. What was worse, it was clear that
he was a bit upset that I could not place him. Not long afterwards I went to
another café, where a fellow called my name soon after my arrival. “Hey,” he
chuckled when he saw the blank expression on my face, “you don’t recognize
me!” Indeed, I had no idea who he was. Once again, I was racking my brain
to no avail. “Ha,” he grinned somewhat sourly, “you’re getting old!” The
teasing did not help, either. I remember feeling ever more uneasy about my
tour of watering holes. It was time to go home, I reckoned. Before I fell
asleep again, the dream struck me as very close to life. Often enough I cannot
place people I bump into, let alone remember their names. They come to
Motovun every once in a while, and their numbers are swelling from year to
year. Recognizing them all is becoming a chore.
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ABOUT FATHERHOOD (August 19, 2009)
I dreamt that I was writing a play about a famous Broadway actor
contemplating retirement from the theater and his three sons from as many
failed marriages. I was staying in New York indefinitely so as to talk to all the
protagonists of the play as often as I could. The sons got along quite well, but
they had rather different attitudes toward their father. One wanted to sue him
for many things he did or did not do as a father, another was very much
against going to court even though he agreed that the actor was an abominable
father, and the third was almost indifferent toward the actor but cherished his
brothers. The gist of my play was that they were damned if they went to
court, but that they were still damned if they did not. The four of them got so
entangled in the pending court case about fatherhood that they could never
extricate themselves again. As my familiarity with the story grew, I became
ever more confused about my own rôle in it. Was I the father, one of the sons,
or all of them together? Was I for or against the court case? This is how I felt
after I woke up, as well. My beloved woke up soon afterwards and greeted me
with the following words: “I dreamt that I bought an apartment in New York.”
When I told her about my dream, we both laughed.
THE CHEEKS (August 31, 2009)
I dreamt that I was lounging on a large terrace of an old house together with
my beloved. It was warm, and so we had nothing on. At some point she
started lifting herself onto a high parapet, where she wanted to sit and look
around. I was reading something at a nearby table. Her back was turned
toward me. When she started to lift one leg so as to straddle the parapet, I
looked toward her crotch. As the cheeks of her bottom opened a bit, the finest
of pubic hair started showing. I was looking forward to seeing that delicious
pink flower of hers when her leg would reach all the way up. But she tucked
her bottom in and tightened her muscles as she straddled the parapet. A born
lady, she was decorous in every move. No matter how close we were, this she
did without a single thought. I did not say anything to her about how
delighted I was by what I had witnessed. I just leaned over, kissed one cheek
of her plump bottom, and told her how much I loved her.
STILL ASLEEP (September 26, 2009)
When I woke up this morning, my beloved was still asleep, her head resting
on the pillow next to mine. She looked beautiful to me with her eyes closed
and her hair disheveled. I wanted to wake her up with a kiss, but I could not
decide whether to go for the cheek or the forehead. And then I really woke up
and realized that I dreamt that I had woken up. My beloved was far, far away.
Not even her pillow was within my reach.
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DOUBLE TROUBLE (November 13, 2009)
I dreamt that I was stuck at Gatwick airport together with a bunch of friends.
All of them were British. I remember that we were quite confused about trains
we had to take to London. Apparently, tickets for the train we were waiting
for had to be paid in euros rather than pounds sterling. In addition, a form had
to be filled before tickets could be obtained. The form was very confusing, as
well. On top of everything, it was difficult to figure out when our train would
be departing from the airport station. I do not remember much of the dream,
but the memory of a couple I was with is indelible. About forty, she was pale
and stodgy. She wore a tight blue cap under which only a few strands of
wispy red hair protruded. Her head and neck were one. Pear-shaped, she was
unusually ugly. And her husband was pretty good looking, at least by
comparison with her. In his early to mid-thirties, he had a bush of curly blond
hair. Wearing a tight leather jacket and jeans, he looked quite slim. Which is
perhaps why she called him Double Trouble. The last thing I remember is a
train pulling into the station. It was metallic-blue in color with a thick red
stripe along the middle. And it was surprisingly long. There must have been
at least twenty carriages to it. “Come along, Double Trouble,” she said
imperiously and got up, “it’s our train!” Unconvinced, the rest of us remained
in our seats, but he swiftly got up and joined his wife. Soon they disappeared
in the crowd. When I woke up, I realized that the airport and its train station
looked not a bit like Gatwick, which I know all too well.
SWITCHING LANGUAGES (November 26, 2009)
I dreamt that I was hugging and kissing with my beloved. We were in a cozy
and poorly lit place. Our limbs were intertwined. At some point I opened my
eyes and saw her face next to mine. When she, too, opened her eyes, I was
overwhelmed with love and desire. “My cunt,” I almost whimpered while
peering into her glimmering eyes, “let’s fuck!” Having woken up before I
entered her, I was immediately struck with my words in translation. “Gosh,” I
mumbled to myself in the dark, “how much sweeter are my words in a Slavic
language than in a Germanic one!” Switching languages so abruptly rarely
happens even to me, bilingual as I am.
SIGNING (December 11, 2009)
I dreamt that I was signing an insurance policy that contained a clause about
my death. If I died, my belongings would go to someone or other. But the
wording of the clause was so convoluted I could not figure out who would be
the eventual beneficiary. A man was helping me wade through the policy, but
he could not help me understand what that particular clause entailed. I
remember wondering whether or not to sign the policy at all, but the man kept
explaining to me that I would be quite exposed without it. My signature was
apparently quite essential. When I woke up, I was quite stunned by the dream.
Death is farthest from my mind. Concern about my belongings is completely
foreign to me. Life insurance I have never even considered taking. Worrying
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about my signature is not a part of my experience, either. Excluding my
confusion, the dream thus struck me as pure fiction. But fiction that I still
swallowed hook, line, and sinker.
THAT BLUE PLASTIC BAG (December 20, 2009)
I dreamt that bluefin tunas are made in special factories. I even saw the
beginning of the process. A worker laid a large bag made of blue plastic on
the factory floor. Then he tapered the bag on both sides to give it the shape of
a fish. He was surprised that I had never heard that this was the way bluefins
are actually made. From the factory they are taken to the ocean, where they
go through a part of their lifecycle. They eat other fish. Most important, they
grow in the ocean. When they reach a certain size, many bluefins are caught
for food, but some survive for a long time. I was brimming with questions,
but I woke up before the worker could tell me how much they got for a
finished tuna. I also wanted to know who would actually buy this product and
how they would make money in turn. Anyhow, that blue plastic bag laid on
the factory floor is etched in my mind.
DEAD END (December 28, 2009)
I dreamt that I was visiting a museum of sorts that was dedicated to the
interconnections between art, science, philosophy, literature, music, and so on.
A large number of leading representatives of all these disciplines were invited
early in the last century to collectively produce the drawings, maps, and
diagrams exploring the many interconnections. All the rooms were connected
following the same logic. Every wall was covered with the works, many of
which were enormous. There were no explanations anywhere, though. I was
walking through the deserted place by myself, fully aware that I would need a
good guide to understand the whole thing. At some point I came to a room
that was different than the others: a large doorway leading to the next room
was barred by several drawing tables. “Dead End,” pronounced a large piece
of paper on one of the tables. It appeared that the room into which I could
look through the doorway was accessible from some other room in the
museum, but I could not figure out the way there. When I looked a bit more
carefully, the adjoining room was dedicated to the world of the spirit. But I
woke up before I could find my way to it.
MY LIBRARY (December 30, 2009)
I dreamt that I bought a magnificent house right in the middle of old
Dubrovnik. I thought of it as Venice, though. I had the house carefully
refurbished. On its three floors I had bookcases meticulously built. There was
not a single piece of other furniture in the house. There were no utilities of
any kind, either. All walls were covered with books and nothing but books.
On the first two floors, the bookcases were covered with glass. The ground
floor was dedicated to old books in Greek. Actually, they were in Latin. The
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floor above was dedicated to old Latin books. They were in Croatian, though.
And the top floor was meant for Croatian books. As a matter of fact, they
were the books I actually have in Motovun, which are almost entirely in
English. I was aware of all the classification problems concerning my library,
of which I was very proud, but I doggedly stuck with it regardless. When I
woke up, I marveled at the fake and futile world I had constructed for myself.
And in an entirely wrong place.
A TANGO INSTRUCTOR (January 8, 2010)
I dreamt that I was a tango instructor. Tango!? I cannot imagine a dance less
appealing to me. Or more repulsive. To the best of my recollection, I have
never attempted it, either. All I remember from the dream is dragging stiff
people in awkward black-and-white evening attire across highly-polished
floors to the strains of this Argentine extravagance. Yuck! All the women
and men in my crowded class looked and felt half dead. They were
expressionless, too. I had to use a lot of energy to get them in motion. But
there was not a trace of revulsion in my dream. Tango was my life. And I did
my best to make everyone become one with it. When I woke up, I
remembered my father’s story that his father’s parents ended their lives at an
anchorage at the mouth of Rio de la Plata. That is the closest to tango I have
ever got.
THE KITE AND THE HAWK (January 16, 2010)
I dreamt that I spotted something unusual in the sparkling sky speckled by
small clouds, and that it took me a while to realize it was a kite. It was white
and surprisingly large. Obviously flown by someone skillful, it seemed as
nimble as a bird. I was on the terraced roof of an apartment complex, which
was architecturally rather playful, and it did not take me long to spot a blond
boy of about nine or ten who was flying the kite from another terrace. “You
are good at this,” I yelled from some distance. “Want to try it?” he yelled
back. Just as I was to tell him that I had something else I had to attend to, I
noticed a hawk flying toward the kite. A magnificent bird with huge yellow
eyes, it landed on a terrace above the boy. He could not see the hawk because
another terrace was in the way. Sadly, this is all I remember of the dream. I
woke up before its resolution. But I was reasonably sure the hawk would not
try its luck with the kite. It was too big and too unwieldy to tackle, which is
why the bird had landed in the first place. Most likely it was only curious. At
any rate, I felt the dream simply had to have a good ending.
THE SACRIFICE (January 24, 2010)
I dreamt that it was discovered that bodies of accomplished scientists yield
significantly better results when they are dried, ground into fine powder,
mixed together, and supplied with water in a sealed vat under laboratory
conditions. The more scientists in the mixture, the better. For some reason,
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bodies of science students did not work. I remember holding a small paper
bag with a sample of the powder, which I even tasted. It was surprisingly
salty. I do not remember how the laboratory mixture worked, though. My
dream focused on the sacrifice involved. Namely, dead bodies were useless.
Scientists had to undergo the procedure before their death. Although painless,
it still amounted to assisted suicide. The greatest surprise was that many
young scientists chose to sacrifice themselves for the greater glory of science.
I remember seeing one of them just before the procedure. In his late thirties or
early forties, he had ginger hair and beard. He appeared calm as he laid
waiting on a plain laboratory table.
THE OLD DAYS (January 28, 2010)
I dreamt that I bumped into an old friend of mine on one of my visits to
Belgrade. I did not recognize her, but she was delighted to see me. Somehow,
she recognized me at once as I was walking past her in the street. As she was
right in front of her house, she invited me for a cup of coffee, which I could
not refuse. As we were talking about the old days, for we apparently knew
each other in highschool, the phone rang. She looked at the screen on the
phone, and told me the name of the person calling. As far as I could
understand, it was another friend of ours from many years back, but the name
meant nothing to me. Instead of picking up the receiver, my friend pressed a
button on the phone. “Ranko!” I heard a woman exclaiming over the
loudspeaker, which was set at a surprisingly high volume. My friend raised
her shoulders in surprise. “Hey,” I stammered, “how did you … know I was
here?” There was no screen or camera on the phone. “Oh,” she continued
delightedly, “it’s been such a long time!” “Yeah,” I stammered again, “but
how did you know that … you would find me here?” She giggled jubilantly:
“I have been following your progress all these years!” “But…,” I started
again haltingly. All my attempts were in vain, though. In the end, I woke up
before I could figure out how that old friend of mine had known that I was on
the other side of the line.
THE GENERAL’S PANTS (January 31, 2010)
I dreamt that I was present when a large number of nobles were assembling in
Toledo in preparation for a petition they were to take to the king. I do not
remember what I was doing at the assembly. And I am not sure what the
petition was about, either. It was obvious from the grave faces of everyone
around me that the nobles were determined to voice their concerns with the
king, but that they also dreaded the reaction of the court. Among those
assembled in a large hall, one burly soldier was conspicuous by his looks. I
remember that he was a famous general. He had a bush of black, curly hair
and huge mustache with a few traces of gray. Wearing a dark-blue uniform
with red stripes across his chest, he had a strange pair of pants that covered
another but tighter pair underneath. The outer pants had many brass buttons
lining the inner seams. They were unbuttoned for some reason. Marveling at
the general’s pants, I remembered that I had seen several portraits of the man
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painted by the likes of Velasquez and Goya in which he wore the same
uniform. I also remembered seeing a bronze sculpture of his with his
unbuttoned pants. When I woke up, I was a bit disappointed that these
memories were part of my dream, too. Those famous pieces of art were my
own inventions.
PORTS, AIRPORTS (February 11, 2010)
I dreamt that airplanes became so large that airports could not handle them any
longer. Landing required much longer stretches than available around big
cities. Carrying thousands of people, planes could land only on water, and
they were completely redesigned for new conditions. Chemicals were
occasionally used to smooth the waves. Instead of terminals, there were ships
that served the purpose. They would also ferry the passengers to land or to
other planes anchored close to each other. Large ports started doubling as
airports, but sometimes the planes landed some way off the coast, as well.
When I woke up, I tried to remember as much of my dream as possible, as
though it was a revelation of some kind. Soon enough it dawned on me that
the dream offered nothing of value when technology is concerned.
PURE SCIENCE FICTION (February 13, 2010)
I dreamt that we were going to another rally against the devastation of the
pedestrian area in Zagreb. My beloved surprised me a bit by her outfit, but I
did not say a word. She wore a light dress that just covered her underpants.
Her legs were bare. And she wore a pair of light slippers with low heels.
Lightly tanned, she looked delicious. I remember watching her daintily pick
her way through the slush that has become standard fare in the Croatian capital
this winter. And I remember marveling at her pink toes. “Wow,” I almost
laughed out loud when I woke up, “that’s pure science fiction!” These days
my beloved wears long-johns under heavy stockings, jeans, a whole collection
of sweaters and a leather jacket under a thick coat, and a pair of heavy rubber
boots. When she woke up, we both laughed at my dream. The outfit I saw is
reserved for a few steamy days in mid-summer, and only on every second or
third year.
DOWNHILL (February 17, 2010)
I dreamt that I was with an old friend who was giving me a ride. I do not
remember who he was, but we were quite close. We were cruising along a
winding road running along a high ridge among rolling hills. There were no
other cars around. At some point we came to a spot with a stunning view. My
friend stopped the car. We were on top of a smooth, steep hill. It was covered
with luscious grass, but there were bushes and low trees here and there. From
where we stopped, we could not see the valley below. The hill got steeper as
it went down. And then my friend stepped on the accelerator, swung the
steering wheel off the road, and went downhill. He did not even look at me,
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let alone ask me whether I agreed to the crazy adventure. Unperturbed, I was
overcome with joy. Downhill! Downhill! All I remember from our descent
was the acceleration. We went faster and faster. And then we found ourselves
idling on a narrow path next to an old shed. Half of the car’s body was
missing from all the brushes through which we had ploughed at high speed.
But the ride downhill felt wonderful. When I woke up, I focused on the
unadulterated thrill at the very outset of the plunge. No fear. No regret. And
no concern for what will come next. Just pure joy.
TRUST BUT VERIFY (March 14, 2010)
I dreamt that I was entering a warm swimming pool holding a large dog with
long hair in my arms. It was an Irish setter, if I am not mistaken. And it was
only a year or two old. Its legs held close to its body, its spine slightly bent,
the dog trusted me completely, but it kept looking into my eyes all the time. I
remember its round, brown eyes with tenderness. The dog did not flinch when
we got submerged up to our chests, but it squirmed a bit whenever my grip
loosened even for a moment. Trust but verify, it crossed my mind when I
woke up.
Addendum (August 11, 2016)
I learned this expression from Walter Annenberg, my second wife’s
grandfather on her mother’s side. Soon after we met, he told me that he had
his people check my credentials at MIT, where I used to teach when I met his
grand-daughter, who was a student at the Institute at the time. Then he told
me that the report he got was very good. “Trust but verify,” he winked at me
and chuckled in a friendly way. I just checked the expression on the Wide
World Web, to see where he got it from. According to Wikipedia, this
expression actually comes from Russia, where it is often used. A writer
familiar with this country taught it to Ronald Regan in the late Eighties. It
quickly became a “signature phrase” for Reagan, who used it a lot when
discussing relations between America and Russia. Annenberg was Reagan’s
ambassador to Britain, of course. This is how the expression reached me in
the Nineties. The world is a tiny place, indeed.
DESIGN METHODS (March 21, 2010)
I dreamt that I was leafing through the last issue of Architectural Design, a
British magazine I used to read while studying architecture. Back then it had
many pictures, drawings, and diagrams, but now it was a scientific journal
with five or six papers only. It was on the thin side, too. The cover was pale
blue with white lettering. The whole issue was dedicated to design methods.
The papers contained nothing but text sprinkled with mathematical
expressions of all sorts. In addition to the standard abstract and keywords, the
first page of each paper contained a short list of key references with the last
name of the author and the year of publication in parentheses. As I was
leafing through the issue I discovered that almost all the papers had my name
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in the key references. In addition, it usually appeared in the first place. The
publication years were in the late Sixties and early Seventies. Although I
could not remember any of these publications, which should have been
dedicated to design methods, I was quite chaffed by all the key references. As
always, seeing my name in print is an enormous joy, but this was a special feat
even for me.
MY NEW UPPER TEETH (March 24, 2010)
As soon as I woke up this morning, I thought of my beloved rather anxiously
on account of my new upper teeth. What would she think of them? Would
she think they looked a bit too new? Only when I touched my teeth with my
tongue I realized that I must have dreamt about a reconstruction of my upper
teeth, which a dentist in Zagreb actually recommended a few weeks ago. To
my disappointment, not a scrap of that fateful dream remains in my memory.
Just a touch of anxiety.
ON CORPORATE GOVERNANCE (March 29, 2010)
I dreamt that I was teaching corporate governance to graduate students and
corporate managers. As was often the case in my teaching and research
career, I was close to a number of large corporations as a consultant. Students
were often involved in consulting projects as research assistants. My teaching
focused on a bunch of essential lessons: monitor your performance using a
small number of carefully crafted indicators, continually improve your
performance and avoid targets of any kind, compare your performance only to
corporations involved in similar activities, cooperate with such corporations to
collectively improve overall performance in the field, and so on. Teaching
was slow and tricky. Both students and managers stubbornly clung to a
number of preconceived notions about corporate governance, but I broke their
resistance with unwavering perseverance. When I woke up, I immediately
remembered my shortest academic paper: “Ten Principles of Corporate Real
Estate Management,” which appeared in print in 1994. Modeled on Christmas
Humphreys’ “Ten Principles of Buddhism,” it was published in Facilities by
the MCB University Press in London. Only two pages long, it went to the
heart of the matter. Lying in bed, I felt so good about my achievement that I
could hardly suppress a smile.
Addendum (October 5, 2017)
My shortest academic paper is now available in my Residua, and in full, I
should add somewhat belatedly (“Ten Principles of Corporate Real Estate
Management,” November 28, 2012). And my own version of Humphreys’ ten
principles of Buddhism has long graced my magnum opus (“Ten Principles of
Bon Buddhism,” April 10, 1992). So far, the ten-principles format appears in
my writings a couple of more times. The first time it has to do with my own
reading of yoga (“The Principles of Bon Yoga,” November 13, 2012). The
second time it is about disaster management, the only viable response to
209

climate change and environmental degradation available at this stage (“Ten
Principles of Disaster Management,” January 27, 2015). Ah, Christmas
Humphreys and I are like brothers by now!
HIS FEET (May 12, 2010)
I dreamt that I was watching clouds, as I often do while lounging on my
terrace. There were a number of fluffy white clouds floating past, but I was
focusing on only one of them. It seemed to me, as it were, inhabited. In my
mind’s eye, I could see someone sitting on top of it. Someone huge. When
the cloud was right on top of me, I started exploring its edges. And then I saw
a foot. His right foot. Further down to my left I saw his left foot. He was
reclining with his feet wide apart. Visible about half way to his heels, both
were naked. His toes were wide apart, each one to itself. Compared to the
silvery cloud, his feet were only slightly darker. I was so elated by what I saw
that I woke up. But his feet kept hovering above me all night. An amazing
and beatific sight.
THE CRASH (June 11, 2010)
I dreamt that a gray station wagon moving in reverse down the cobblestone
ramp going to the archway connecting the lower and upper square in Motovun
crashed through two or three stone columns supporting a heavy iron chain on
the open side of the ramp, and that its tail slumped onto the road going past the
ramp toward the loggia and Borgo beyond it. The crash was tremendous. I
remember that the car was moving quite fast. Its front swerved toward the
wall of the Communal Palace too early to make a turn on the lower square,
and its tail thus crashed through the columns. I remember that the front of the
car ended up pointing upward and that its tail on the cobblestone road below
was smashed up pretty badly. The chain was draped over the top of the car
and fragments of columns were everywhere around it. The driver was a local
man, but I do not remember who it actually was. He kept clutching onto the
steering wheel and staring in front of himself blindly. I remember guessing
that he was drunk out of his mind. When I woke up, I looked all over the
house and around it to see whether there were any traces of the crash I heard
in my dream. I could not find any trace of it, though.
THE INSTRUMENT (June 12, 2010)
I dreamt that I was with a small group of fine musicians when a violinist
among them discovered that something was wrong with his precious
instrument. I do not remember what it was, but he was quite distraught. The
concert that night would have to be canceled, he said quietly. The violin
needed serious repair, but the repairman was far away. What needed to be
done would take some time, too. The violin was very old, and there was only
one repairman who could fix it. At some point someone gently suggested that
they could get another instrument for him. The concert was important for
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them, and canceling it would create a serious mess with their program. “You
don’t understand,” sighed the violinist. “That’s like telling me I could make
love with someone else’s instrument.” Everyone went quiet. I do not
remember what happened with the musicians, but the violinist’s line stayed
with me. Between dreams, it would come back to me, and I would do my best
to remember it until the morning. The instrument was all.
THE GLEAMING STEEL (August 17, 2010)
I dreamt that I was talking with a man about twenty years my junior. He had
short brown hair and a square jaw. Both of us wore padded sports jackets that
reached to our belts. We sat opposite each other at an empty table. The
tabletop had a dull shine from many years of use. We were negotiating, but I
do not remember what was at stake. The atmosphere was tight, though. The
negotiation did not go very well. At some point I leaned back and put both
hands in the packets of my jacket. He did the same. A short while later I
pulled out the gun that I had in my left pocket just enough for its butt to stick
out for a moment. I was just checking to see it was in good shape. At the
same time the man across the table did exactly the same with the gun in his
right pocket. I remember seeing the gleaming steel for a brief moment. For
better or worse, that is all I remember of the mysterious dream. When I woke
up, I realized the man looked very like I used to look in my mid-forties.
EMERGENCY SERVICES (September 17, 2010)
I dreamt that I was at an international conference about natural disasters and
ways to alleviate them. There were many people from all over the world, but
the conference was poorly organized and led. Conducted in all sorts of
English, the discussion thus turned ever more perplexing. It was clear that
emergency services could not be the same everywhere. Earthquakes or
hurricanes were not equally likely in different places, for instance. The same
held for floods and droughts leading up to conflagrations. Emergency services
needed to be set up differently depending on the most likely natural disasters.
These points came helter-skelter, though. I remember one fellow in the
audience who would raise his hand every so often. As soon as the mediator
would give him the word, he would show with his hands that he needed to
consult with someone on something, and then he would talk in a hushed voice
to several people around him until the exasperated mediator would give the
word to someone else. This happened over and over again, and the fellow
never said a word to those assembled. The discussion became even thornier
when some people suggested that gang violence and rioting were similar to
natural disasters in their results, and that emergency services to alleviate them
should also be covered by the conference. This brought rocket attacks from
neighboring countries into the discussion, which only contributed to the
confusion. I remember wishing to say something on occasion, but I never
raised my hand. The conference was beyond repair, but the garbled discussion
kept surfacing in my dreams all night long.
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THE CRUNCH OF SCISSORS (September 18, 2010)
I dreamt that I cut a woman’s hair. I do not remember how I got to do this, but
she was standing in front of a tall mirror and I was standing behind her. She
was somewhat shorter than me. In her mid- to late twenties, she looked
Scandinavian. She had a sharp nose and very smooth, pale skin, but she was
otherwise quite featureless. As well as expressionless. Her eyebrows and
eyelashes where almost white. Parted in the middle, her straight, blond hair
fell to her bare shoulders. She wanted it shortened to the middle of her thin,
long neck, which she indicated with her fingers. I remember starting to cut
from her left side. “Higher,” she said soon after I started, and I started again.
To my surprise, I was not uncomfortable cutting her hair. I was not worried
about screwing it up, either. I remember the crunch of scissors in my hand.
The harsh sound is still with me, too. When I was finished, she nodded
without a word. My job was done. And I woke up utterly perplexed by the
haircutting experience.
AUSTRIAN AID (October 8, 2010)
I dreamt that I was visiting a developing country as a member of a large
delegation concerned with economic aid coming from developed countries.
The country was very like Sri Lanka. We were visiting hospitals in this case,
but I do not remember my own rôle in the delegation. Austria was the main
donor to the country, and we wished to learn how the aid was actually
working. I remember that we came to a luscious garden surrounded by
hospital buildings. The buildings looked old, but they were in very good
shape. A nurse dressed in a pale-blue uniform with a sparkling white collar
was taking us around the hospital grounds and talking to us about the latest
improvements to the complex. At some point someone from the delegation
addressed the nurse: “And most of this is thanks to Austrian aid?” The nurse
turned toward him, shook her head, and responded with deep emotion: “All of
it!” I do not remember anything else from the dream, except that I was kind of
proud of Austria.
THE TWO CRUISERS (October 9, 2010)
When the bora blows, a patch of the Adriatic can be seen to the west of
Motovun. From time to time, a cargo ship can be seen there. It is always
surprising to see it, for it is much bigger than one would expect. Last night I
dreamt that I saw two passenger ships there. They were tall, white cruisers
going south. The second one was right behind the first. This was the first
time that I saw two ships at the same time, as well. The sight delighted me no
end. I remember that I also dreamt seeing an article in the local newspapers in
which I found a timetable of about a dozen cruisers visiting Istria. That kind
of explained sighting the two cruisers, at least until I woke up.
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INCOMPETENT GANGSTERS (October 12, 2010)
I dreamt that I was walking through a deserted intersection in central Zagreb
when I saw a huge pick-up truck speeding toward me. Maroon in color, it was
unusually wide. It looked like something out of an American horror movie. I
could not see anyone behind the tinted windshield, but the truck was
accelerating all the time. It made a wide turn into the street to my left, crossed
onto the sidewalk, bounced off a building, hit a fat post on the sidewalk,
tipped over, and came to a stop. Now it was half its former size. The collision
was so forceful that no-one in the truck could have survived. And then I heard
tires screeching in the street to my right. When I turned around, I saw another
monster pick-up truck backing up. Beige in color, it gathered speed quickly.
Once again, I could not see anyone through the tinted windshield. The driver
was meandering through the street and bumping into cars parked along it.
And he kept accelerating all the time. Luckily, the street was deserted, too.
Apparently, the second truck was waiting for the first one, but I could not tell
whether this was a chase or a joint action of sorts. When I woke up, I
wondered at the scene I had witnessed. Although I have never seen anything
of this kind in real life, it sums up my feelings about Croatia: a country of
incompetent gangsters.
NO. 3 (October 15, 2010)
I dreamt that I was in London with my beloved. It was rather dark outside.
We were quite rushed. We were going somewhere with some friends, but they
were ahead of us on our way to an underground station. We were climbing
wide steps going up to the station when we heard a loudspeaker announcement
that No. 3 was about to depart. “That’s us,” my beloved exclaimed. “Run!” I
ran after her as fast as I could, but she was much faster. She wore a beige coat
that reached to her knees, and it fluttered behind her as she dashed up the
stairs. I also remember the clicking of her shoes with high heels, which she
rarely wears. When she reached the top of the stairs, she turned left, and
rushed through a large station door. By the time I got to the door, the train
was already pulling out of the station. I searched the entire platform, but I
could not find my beloved. She must have hoped that I would hop in the last
second and so she did not wait for me. I remember worrying that she must be
looking for me on the train. As I was walking around the platform, I
wondered when I could expect another No. 3. I knew it would come along
soon enough, but I did not know where I should get off it. I fumbled for my
mobile phone, expecting that my beloved would send me a message with the
station’s name. She talked with our friends about our destination, but she did
not tell me where it was. There was no message, though. When I woke up, I
got really angry with myself. Underground station? No. 3? Getting separated
from close ones while travelling? Enough of dreams like this!
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DAMNED DREAMS (October 16, 2010)
I dreamt that Ljubica Handjal came to my door. Wearing a long gray coat, she
moved very slowly. And then she just stood there without a word. Her face
was grim, and her gaze was cast down. All this did not last long, but it was
very powerful. I have never seen Ljubica like this. I immediately got up to
call her, but it took me a while to do so. For some reason, I felt really worried,
and I was uncomfortable passing that feeling onto her. In here early eighties,
she does not need such outbursts of disquiet. At last I called her on her home
phone, but I got a strange message: “Error in Connection.” What could that
mean? And then I decided to walk up to her house and ring at her door. No
response once again. Her window was shut, but her shutters were open. Next
I decided to call her on her mobile phone, which is sometimes within her
reach, but the message I got was surprising once again: “The Mobile Phone is
Switched Off.” Now I was really worried. In the end I rang at the door of
Nela Simonović, who lives across the street from Ljubica, and told her about
my worries. “Don’t worry,” laughed Nela, “Ljubica went to Pula this
morning!” Damned dreams!
HERDING PARENTS (January 9, 2011)
I dreamt that I took my parents to Poreč or Parenzo on the Istrian coast. The
day was wonderful. I wanted them to walk around the old Venetian town,
which I knew they would appreciate doing. In their late eighties, both of them
were a bit frail, but they still enjoyed the trip. We arrived to a small nearby
port by taxi, and then we took a passenger boat. As I could see no crew to talk
to, I asked a woman who walked on board with us how far the center was.
She told me she was going to a place called Slavia, but she did not know how
far it was from the center itself. As soon as we got on board, my mother went
straight to the first bench, whence she smiled at me happily. My father
clambered up to the deck to smoke. Every once in a while, I would check
through a window of the boat, but all I could see were factories and port
facilities along the coast. When it started slowing down, I went to fetch my
father. As it turned out, that was not our stop, though. My mother returned
straight to her bench, whence she smiled at me happily once again. And my
father returned to the deck for another cigarette. After a few false alarms, it
was ever more difficult to find him, however. A bit senile already, he
squirreled himself away so as to be left in peace. At some point I saw a
gigantic triumphal arch amid the factories and port facilities we were passing
by. Amazing to behold, it towered above everything in sight. Built in a
simplified neoclassical style, it had “Slavia” written in enormous golden
letters across the top. As the boat started slowing down and turning toward
the coast again, the woman traveling with us got up from her bench, and I
went to find my father. “Herding parents,” I sighed as I climbed the steps to
the deck one more time. But I woke up before I managed to find him. And
well before we landed. Chances are that Slavia was not our stop, either.
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THE CURVATURE (January 20, 2011)
I dreamt that I was watching a fight between two men in their late thirties or
early forties. Dressed in tight silk coats that fanned out at their knees and soft
leather boots, both of them were wearing large fur hats reminiscent of the
Mongols. One man was clad in red and the other in blue. Both of them
looked and behaved like princes. Rather slow and highly ritualized, the fight
took place on a low wooden stage. Serving as an official witness or perhaps a
referee, I was on the stage with them. At least ten years younger than the
fighting men, I was dressed the same way, but I do not remember the color of
my silk coat. There was a large audience all around the stage. I do not recall
hearing any sound from either the fighting men or the audience. At some
point the man in blue kicked the man in red in the balls, and he fell backwards.
Shaking his head, he got up soon afterwards, and the fight resumed. But the
man in blue hit the man in red in the balls once again, this time with his
clenched fist. The man in red fell face down right next to me. At first it
seemed that he was knocked out, but he started getting up one more time. As
he was propping himself up with his hands and lifting his chest from the floor,
I stepped on his head and pressed it down. I still remember the curvature of
the head under my soft leather boot. The fight was apparently over.
THE PROFESSOR’S OFFICE (January 26, 2011)
I dreamt that I accompanied my beloved on a visit to a German university.
She met with a professor who knew of me, too. Endowed with a large bush of
curly graying hair, he inquired about several of my former colleagues. His
English was surprisingly good. I quite enjoyed his company and the company
of his colleagues and doctoral students. The atmosphere was informal and
very relaxed. And I was impressed by their interconnected offices, classrooms
of different sizes, meeting rooms, and other facilities. There were no
corridors. The professor’s office was the hub from which everything else
could be accessed. The office was sparsely appointed. His secretary had a
small desk and a chair, but that was all by way of furniture. He spent most of
his time sitting or reclining on the floor, his back propped up against a wall.
Covered with linoleum, the floor was immaculate. It was warm, as well.
There were several desktop lamps on the floor, and they provided soothing
warmth. When I woke up, I kept marveling at the space I had just visited. It
was as though I designed it myself.
MUHAMMAD (February 12, 2011)
I dreamt that I was watching a mother and her son in a vast desert. I was not
with them; rather, it was like watching a movie. He was five or six and she
was in her thirties. It appeared he was neither her first nor last child. Both of
them were quite dark. Their hair was pitch-black and slightly curly. They had
large, dark eyes. Both of them appeared bright, almost cunning. They were at
home in the desert. I remember the mother telling her son that she had
something to do, that she would be back very soon, and that he should not
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follow her. She was stern with him. He nodded obediently, but he stealthily
followed her nonetheless. She walked over the crest of a nearby dune, walked
some way down the slope before she stopped, pulled her robe to her waist,
squatted, and started relieving herself. The boy peered over the crest. She
produced a long, yellowish turd with pointed ends. She deftly covered it with
sand, and shifted to the side to clean herself with the softest sand she could
find. The boy hurried to the place where she had left him and waited for her
to return. The next thing I remember is that someone else joined the mother
and son, and that the boy swiftly hid behind his mother’s robe. She
reprimanded him for his baby-like behavior and asked him to introduce
himself properly. He stepped forward, straightened his robe, bowed his head
quickly, and looked straight into the newcomer’s face. “My name is
Muhammad,” he said with some determination. And that is all I remember of
my dream. The two scenes stayed with me long after I woke up.
FUMBLING FOR WORDS (February 16, 2011)
I dreamt that I was gabbing about environmental devastation with a man I
hardly knew. We were sitting in a pub where we occasionally exchanged
greetings, and this was the first time that we said more than a few words to
each other. The conversation was slow and not very pointed. Neither of us
was really in it. He was not too concerned about the environment, and I was
convinced that nothing could be done about its devastation by now. At some
point I wanted to tell him something I had just remembered, but he turned the
conversation in a slightly different direction. By the time I started to tell him
what had come to my mind, I could not remember it any longer. I remember
fumbling for words. I even thought of telling him that I had forgotten what I
wanted to tell him, but I still had some hope that I could get around to it by
talking about something else. And so I went on and on. But the discomfort
was strong enough that I was very much aware of it even when I woke up.
For some reason, I felt surprised that a dream could come so close to real life
when subtle mental processes are concerned. As though dreams are of another
world.
RIDING A CHAIR (February 24, 2011)
I dreamt that I was riding a chair through a large city at dusk. Made of wood,
unpainted, and weathered, the chair looked rather old, but there was nothing
special about it. I was in slippers. Holding onto the seat with both hands, I sat
straight up. The chair responded to my wishes. It sped up when I wanted it to
speed up, and it slowed down when I wanted it to slow down. This is how the
chair changed direction, as well. There were not too many people in the
streets. I remember overtaking a motorcycle at some point. A young fellow
with his girlfriend behind him was taken aback by my vehicle, but he did not
race me. He slowed down, instead. I also remember a couple of kids at a street
corner marveling at my contraption. “At first I thought it had wheels,” one of
them shouted. “Just a chair,” cried another. I zoomed past them without
looking. The chair simply glided over the ground without touching it, as did
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my slippers. When I woke up, I realized that any old crack in the road would
undo me. But riding an old chair was an unprecedented joy.
AN OUTLANDISH DREAM (February 26, 2011)
I dreamt that Slobodan Vugrinec, the mayor of Motovun, came to me asking
for money for his graduate studies in political science. He has only an
undergraduate degree in the subject, and he wanted to go further with it. If I
remember correctly, he wanted a doctoral degree. He presented me with a
folder in which there were certificates of several loans he has already arranged
for the purpose. The contracts specified when the money would be returned
and with what interest. One of them was from the hotel in Motovun. I do not
remember how much money he was looking for, but I remember that I was
very confused about my place in his borrowing scheme. What in the world
would he do with a doctoral degree? And why did he come to me, of all
people? I also remember being quite confused about his behavior. He did not
say much, but he smiled a lot, which is not what he normally does. Given so
much bad blood between us, he was suspiciously nice as he pushed his folder
toward me in the hope that I would help in some way. Apparently, even a
small loan from me would do. Although I do not remember how our
negotiations ended, I woke up still confused. Whence such an outlandish
dream?
THE SUMMER HEADQUARTERS (March 10, 2011)
I dreamt that I visited a complex known as the summer headquarters of a large
company someplace in Vermont or New Hampshire. I do not remember what
the company was about, but most likely it had to do with design. There were
two lumpy buildings on a small island in a slightly bigger lake. There were no
buildings anywhere around the complex. The cars were parked on the lake
shore far from it, as well. One building was red with a touch of raspberry,
while the other was lemon yellow. The indistinct shapes only accentuated the
bright colors. The company was founded and run by two partners, apparently
designers both, and each building bore one of their names, which I do not
remember any longer. But the partners’ signatures were daubed in grass green
in one corner of the yellow building, which spoiled the design for me. I
remember that this particular feature was generally considered rather
controversial, but this was the first time that designers put their signatures on
such a large structure. When I woke up, I kept marveling at the colors, which
remained vibrant for a long time. That touch of raspberry was just brilliant.
COLLECTIVE ART (March 16, 2011)
I dreamt that I was involved in a collective art project. A bunch of us were
working on a large panel that covered most of a wide and tall wall. It was a
collage of sorts. I worked on a piece that turned out rather well, but the whole
lacked composition of some kind. I was happy enough with the attempt,
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though. And I felt that the future was bright for this sort of art. When I woke
up, I remembered experiments in collective art with Orlando Mohorović and
Armano Jeričević. We worked together on two occasions in the early 2007,
once at my place, and once at Armano’s. We were supposed to meet again at
Orlando’s to complete our cycle, but we never did. I do not remember why he
failed to organize yet another gathering, which was up to him at that point. A
pity, no doubt. The New Collectivism, as Orlando dubbed our endeavor, was
very much to my liking. Living in Istria, the three of us were onto something
pretty exciting. Or so I felt at the time. The stuff of dreams, of course.
PLANETS, SATELLITES (March 21, 2011)
I dreamt that I was at a presentation by some scientist from the National
Astronautics and Space Administration who was talking about photographs of
planets and their satellites. In particular, he was talking about the expectations
of the general public concerning such photographs and confusions that might
arise if these expectations were not taken into consideration. A satellite of
another planet can always be shown not fully lit by the sun, but a planet had to
be in full view. The famous photograph of the earth from the moon, where the
earth was fully lit, would not make sense to most people if the earth looked to
them like another but bigger and blue moon. Of course, this is how the earth
actually looks from the moon most of the time, just as is the case with the
moon, which is fully lit only every four weeks. The same holds for all planets
viewed from close up, of course. He also compared the standard photographs
of the earth, Mars, and Venus with those that rarely appear in the public
domain because of the confusion they could create. Everyone would think
they were photographs of satellites. When I woke up, I marveled at the
precision of the dream and the beauty of the photographs. But I could not
remember a single photograph of the earth taken from a larger distance in
which a good portion of the planet was not lit by the sun. Perhaps the NASA
scientist I dreamt about was indeed onto something interesting.
MY LIFE IN CROATIA (April 9, 2011)
I dreamt that I was talking to a bunch of new friends, all of whom had recently
moved to Croatia. Most of them were American and British, but there were
Canadians and Australians among them, as well. Nearly all of them had
problems with their new apartments or houses, and they viewed me as an
expert in the field. In addition, my large house was considered rather special.
Anyway, I was very frank with them. “I’m not very happy here,” I said. “I
am staying only because of my beloved.” Smiling awkwardly, they all looked
at me without a word. “Actually, I hate it here!” I added after a brief pause.
There were a few Croats among us, and it was clear they did not like what I
was saying. They kept mum, though. Much of the rest of the talk had to do
with builders, carpenters, heating-system repairmen, plumbers, and the like.
Facing all sorts of problems, my new friends needed all the advice they could
get. When I woke up, I realized that everything I had said was perfectly true
about my life in Croatia, but it turned out that the house in my dream was in a
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place very like Cambridge, Massachusetts. To begin with, it was an airy
wooden house on three wide floors. In excellent shape, it was located up a
narrow street lined with somewhat smaller houses and tall trees. Almost
everyone I was talking with lived on the same street, but some of them had
apartments or houses closer to a wide and busy avenue at one of its ends,
which looked just like Massachusetts Avenue in Cambridge. In short, there
was not a trace of Croatia, let alone Motovun, in my dream.
THE SHOWER STORY (April 12, 2011)
I dreamt that I met a woman who returned to her house in Motovun after fortynine years. She was in her late seventies. Wedged between other houses, her
house was tall and narrow. In my dream, I could not remember seeing it ever
before. Small and slender, the woman spoke halting Croatian, but at some
point she switched to American English, which she spoke with a faint Croatian
accent. To my surprise, she found her house in perfect shape. It needed quite
a bit of cleaning, but it was fine otherwise. “The shower is very weak,” she
complained about the water pressure at some point. “My nephews would
never visit here without a good shower.” I mentioned that I had spent many
years in the States, and that I thus understood what she was talking about, but
she went on and on about the importance of a good shower to her nephews. I
wanted to ask her for her family name, so I could place her in the history of
the hilltown. Also, I wanted to learn about the reason why she left in the early
Sixties, about a decade after the post-war exodus, but I woke up before I
managed to cut through the shower story.
SWARMING MOTHS (May 1, 2011)
I dreamt that I was on a business trip to a large city, which looked to me as
either New York or London. Unusually, I stayed with some old friends rather
than in a hotel. One morning I got up after my friends had already left for
work. I went to the kitchen to make myself some tea. As I was looking
through a shelf jammed with all sorts of little bags, some of which were
already opened, I noticed that moths started flying out of a few of them. They
were small but lively, and it seemed to me that they had just hatched. I
remember thinking that I should leave a note about the moths for my friends
when the little pests suddenly swarmed around the kitchen. Fluttering hither
and thither, there were zillions of them. Most of them congregated under the
kitchen lamp, which was turned on. Bewildered, I started slapping my hands
together through the swarming moths. With each slap I caught thousands of
them before squashing them together. Big balls of smashed insect bodies
formed between my palms, and I was throwing one crumbling ball after
another into the garbage bin next to me. The experience was both disgusting
and enthralling. The oozing gook was sticking to my hands, but it was also a
joy destroying the bitter enemies of my oriental carpets.
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CARESSING HIS FACE (May 4, 2011)
Two days after his birthday, when he would have been ninety-nine years old, I
dreamt of my father. I do not remember much about the dream, though. My
No. 1 son was with me before my father joined us. My son was about six. We
talked about all sorts of things. Both of us were most serious but we were also
very close. I remember telling him that all he needed to do whenever he
wanted me to do something for him was to talk with me about it, and that I
would then do everything in my power to do whatever he wanted. When he
joined us, my father did not say a word, though. He seemed to be about forty,
when I was six, too. But he looked distant and stiff. His eyes were vacant and
his face was expressionless. My heart went to him at once. I walked up to
him and started caressing his face. Soon afterwards I woke up in tears.
CALLING MY NAME (May 6, 2011)
I dreamt that I was tidying my study when I heard my mother calling my name
from a distance. “Ranko!” she yelled only once. I got up from my drawing
table and headed for her quarters through several interconnected buildings.
Wearing thick pajamas, a long bathrobe, and slippers, I went up and down
many stairs and through long corridors. I found her half-dressed in front of
her bathroom. “You called,” I said as she was putting on her bathrobe in
haste. In my dream, she was in her sixties, but my father was already dead.
Behind her, there was a huge and poorly lit bedroom crammed with bulky
furniture. Sitting in an armchair in his pajamas, there was a small and gaunt
man I had seen never before. His suntanned face was heavily creased. Seeing
me at the door, he got up, climbed into a huge bed, leaned his back against a
massive backboard, and covered himself up to his waist with a bedcover.
Without even looking at me, my mother walked to the bed and propped herself
up on her elbows next to the man. “Who’s he?” he whispered. “He’s my
son,” she whispered back as I stood there totally confused. I realized that
something like this had actually happened to me only when I woke up. The
man was my father, though. A few years before his death, quite demented
already, he asked my mother who I was. They were next door, but I heard
them whispering clearly enough. “But that’s our son!” she whispered back as
calmly as she could.
THE SCREAM (May 12, 2011)
I dreamt that I was in a fight of some kind. It was a kill-or-be-killed situation.
I do not remember my enemies, but there were two or three of them. The fight
took place in a large house of neoclassical design that reminded me of
American horror movies. I remember a dark lobby several floors high, where
I was on the ground floor with one of my enemies, while another was looking
down menacingly from the balcony on the top floor. At some point I
screamed half in fury and half in fear, and the scream woke me up. It woke up
my beloved, as well. This was not the first time, either. My screams wake
both of us up in the middle of the night once or twice a year. When we got up
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this morning, she demonstrated how I sounded. According to her, my highpitched screams are always the same. My beloved let it rip, too. To me, the
sound she produced is that of an old and fat alto singer who has long retired
from the opera.
THE SHINY FLOOR BELOW (May 17, 2011)
I dreamt that I was on the gallery of an enormous hall clad in exquisite blond
wood. There was no-one else around. I was on my way to the ground floor,
which was several floors below the gallery. As I was approaching the stairs
that would take me down, I realized that they were quite steep. There were no
railings anywhere, either. The shiny wood looked rather slippery, too. Only
when I was right on top of the stairs, I realized that they were actually vertical.
The only way to go down was to hold onto the stairs themselves. From above,
they looked like an empty bookshelf. As I was turning around to start my
descent, I somehow slipped and found myself staring at the shiny floor below.
Suspended in midair some distance from the stairs, which were well out of my
reach already, I contemplated my fall. “Too high,” I remember thinking quite
calmly. “No way to survive this one.” But I just kept hovering above the
shiny floor way below until I woke up. In retrospect, it was a joy to
contemplate imminent death so very calmly.
STRETCHING THAT ROPE (May 25, 2011)
I dreamt that I was with a group of people who were planning several new
buildings. There were three or four of us. Two of us would stretch a long,
thick rope over a cleared piece of ground, and the oldest among us would snap
it to the ground to mark a wall. He also marked the corners with stones.
Every now and then, he would walk to the center of an outlined building, look
around, and nod to himself. If I remember correctly, there were three
rectangular buildings to be constructed. One was quite large. Another long
and narrow building was running along one of its longer sides. And there was
yet another smaller building some distance from the large one. But that is all I
remember. When I awoke, I realized I could not place the dream in time and
space. I had no recollection of the men’s clothing or the vegetation around us.
All I remembered clearly was stretching that rope across the ground cleared
for new buildings. The man on the other side of the rope was too far away to
see clearly.
THE YOUNG COUPLE (May 26, 2011)
I dreamt that I was watching a young prince and princess in their royal bed.
Several candles illuminated the bedroom. Both of them blond, they seemed ill
at ease. Covered up to their chests with sheets made of pale blue silk, they
lied on their backs and they held hands. Their eyes wide open, they stared
toward the richly decorated ceiling. They were just married and this was the
first time that they were together alone, let alone naked in bed. Expected by
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everyone to produce royal offspring as soon as possible, they were all ears.
Servants shuffled their feet in the corridor and the adjoining rooms connected
to their bedroom by huge doors. Neither of them had any idea what to do
next. The scene returned to me several times during the night, but it was
always the same. Nothing ever changed. The prince and princess kept
holding hands and staring toward the ceiling. Invisible to them, I felt a lot of
sympathy for the young couple.
IN PERFECT SHAPE (May 30, 2011)
I dreamt that I discovered the garden under my terrace in perfect shape. Its
wider section to the south was carefully cultivated, and the narrower section
toward the north was covered with grass, which was neatly mowed. The
cultivated section was divided into two halves by a tidy path. All sorts of
vegetables and some flowers grew in neat rows. There were no weeds
anywhere in sight. The stone wall to the west of the garden was cleared from
weeds, as well. The garden looked simply stunning from the terrace. I
remember thinking that the only person who could have done all this was
Nada Tarandek, who takes care of the garden to the south of mine, which is
under Istra Toner’s house neighboring mine. She also has a garden under her
house neighboring Istra’s. Helped by her three sons, all of whom are rather
good at gardening, she would certainly know how to put a garden in perfect
shape. When I got up this morning, I immediately went to the terrace, just in
case. Of course, my garden was a complete mess still. Overgrown with all
kinds of weeds, it looked as though it was never meant for gardening, either.
A SUICIDE ATTEMPT (May 31, 2011)
I dreamt that I called my mother on the phone. I could tell at once that she
was anguished. She sounded remote and reserved, almost haughty in her
grief. Unfortunately, I remember only one sentence of our conversation:
“Your father has just made a suicide attempt.” It was clear that the attempt
was not successful, but that was all. I could not learn anything else about it. I
remember thinking feverishly about my next step, but I had no idea what I
could do to help my parents. I was too far away to do anything of value to
either of them. When I woke up, I had a feeling I was still in America, many
years ago, when my parents and I would talk on the phone only a few times a
year. It was always I who called, for the phone was too expensive for them in
Yugoslavia. Which is why every call was a bit weird.
GOING TO SIENA (June 4, 2011)
In two distinct dreams, which were separated by several forgotten ones, I
dreamt that I drove a car. The first time it was in a medieval town reminiscent
of Tuscany, but the second time it was in a big American city very like
Boston. Actually, I drove a camper van or minibus rather than a car. It was
quite bulky and awkward to maneuver, but I drove it without any trouble.
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And I parked it, too. I remember returning to the van after a tour of the old
town and realizing that other cars could barely pass by it, for it was parked
rather far from a stone wall alongside several other parked cars. In the second
dream, I was about to pick up the same or similar van from a large parking
garage. I remember thinking that no-one would notice that I had no driving
license. Few people my age would be without one, anyway. Most important,
I did not feel any fear on account of the fact that I not only had no license, but
that I also did not know how to drive. When I woke up, I remembered that I
actually did drive a camper van in Tuscany, of all places. That was almost
exactly forty years ago. And I drove it for about an hour on a narrow road
going to Siena.
THE ASSIGNMENT (June 23, 2011)
I dreamt that I came to a crowded classroom with a bunch of assignments for
the students and that I immediately realized that there were many more
students than assignment papers. I distributed the papers I had to at most ten
students who were closest to me, but I had no idea what to do with all the
others. The assignment itself was on the hefty side, too, and it could not be
copied quickly enough for the remaining students, of whom there were forty
or fifty. I remember thinking feverishly about the mess I was in. At last I
decided to pass a piece of paper around, so that they could write down their
names and electronic-mail addresses, but I had hard time getting their
attention. They were talking to each other and laughing. “’Scuse me!” I
yelled a few times in an ever-louder voice. It took a long time for the students
to calm down and start listening to me. Even before I told them what they
should do concerning the assignment, I was already worrying about all sorts of
problems I would have with so many names and addresses jotted down in a
hurry. I was ferreting through alternatives as fast as I could. And I woke up
just as I was about to start telling the students what to do. The funny thing is
that nothing of this sort has ever happened to me. Not even once. And it
never will, either. As sometimes happens, the dream felt like someone else’s.
RIGHT UP MY ALLEY (June 25, 2011)
I dreamt that my beloved had found a large book about Zagreb on top of a neat
pile of discarded books next to a garbage container in the center of the city.
She handed it to me without a word. It had many large photographs of very
high quality. The blank pages in front were covered with notes of the first
owner. Neatly arranged, they were in blue pen. The handwriting smacked of
an architect, too. The photographs showed architectural and/or urban planning
interventions in the Croatian capital after World War II. Apparently, the
objective was to show how similar these interventions were. For instance,
there were several examples of fixing flat roofs by adding slope to them so as
to improve drainage. Flat roofs were a nightmare for people leaving under
them. I remember that I was quite delighted by the find, but that I
immediately found a fault with it, as well. “Of course,” I told my beloved,
“they were all taught by a small group of architects, who were taught by an
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even smaller group a generation earlier.” She just nodded. “Under the
circumstances,” I continued with growing passion, “the interventions into the
building stock could not but be rather similar!” Anyhow, the dream made me
kind of happy. It was right up my alley, as it were.
THIS WONDER OF ENGINEERING (June 26, 2011)
I dreamt that I was back at MIT. The dream came in three loose installments.
I was at an informal reception in the first. A few faces I still knew, but most
people around me were new to me. Everyone was very warm and welcoming,
though. I remember talking to one fellow that it would be meaningless to
regret all the opportunities foregone in the intervening years, but that I should
focus on the future. So much of my unusual career would bring something
new to the Institute. In the second installment I wondered around the campus
to reacquaint myself with so many buildings and connections between them.
And I went through Cambridge stores in the third. So many products looked
unfamiliar to me that I needed quite a bit of time to buy anything. All this was
interrupted by a low-flying military jet. Suddenly awoken, I looked around.
Where was I? Cambridge, Massachusetts? Zagreb? Only then I realized that
I was in Motovun. I checked the alarm clock next to me to discover that it
was a quarter to eight o’clock. I remembered that it was Sunday, too. Lying
in bed, I ruminated about that military plane that just flew by. It must have
been made in America. Whole chunks of the aircraft must have started their
lives at MIT. Many engineers trained at the Institute must have been involved
in their development. But it took a few Croatian idiots to bring this wonder of
engineering to Motovun early in the morning on a weekend day during the
tourist season!
LIKE A DREAM COME TRUE (June 28, 2011)
In a long series of dreams, which must have lasted for several hours, I dreamt
that my beloved and I were making love. Our lovemaking continued even in
the twilight between dreams. We made love for hours. Now this way, now
that, we never stopped for a rest. She kept coming and coming, but I was
often on the verge of coming myself. I could feel every thrust. Every poke. I
could feel all the juices. Before I got up this morning, I marveled at the
experience. Our lovemaking was entirely true to life. The series of dreams
never deviated from reality. Not even once. Each and every dream was
perfectly lifelike all the way through. Which kind of confirms my old belief
that our lovemaking is like a dream come true.
THE SNEAKY HEAD (July 10, 2011)
Before we went to sleep last night, my beloved wished me nice dreams.
“Dream that we are going to the moon,” she whispered. But the only dream I
remember is of a huge cockroach I was chasing around an old and derelict
kitchen. The size of my hand, the bug was very fast, too. I dreamt that I
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managed to catch it at some point. Holding a rag of some kind, I pressed it
hard against the floor, but its hard, round head came off. Using its tentacles, it
managed to scurry away. It went under an old ice box surrounded by boxes
filled with old cutlery and piles of dusty trays. Whatever I lifted to catch the
head, it dashed under something else. I kept moving the boxes away and
tilting the ice box, but the sneaky head was always quicker than I was. I woke
up pretty despondent about my unsuccessful chase. “What did you dream?”
my beloved asked as soon as I opened my eyes. When I told her, she laughed:
“Didn’t I tell you to dream of us going to the moon?!”
HER SENSITIVE NOSE (July 11, 2011)
Just like the previous night, my beloved wished me nice dreams last night.
She mentioned our visit to the moon once again. This time I obliged, too. I
did my best to steer my dreams first to Russia, because the American space
shuttle is gone by now, and then to a hefty rocket that could take us on a tour
of the earth’s satellite. Everything went smoothly. We flew to Moscow and
thence southeast to a launching facility. I remember my beloved in a space
suit. Only her nose was visible through the visor. I also remember our tiny
cabin on the flight to the moon. It was almost comfortable. Inside, we did not
have to wear the suits. I was a bit disappointed not to see the earth from
space, though. The moon itself was not exactly what I expected, either. The
dark side was too dark to see almost anything, and the bright side was so
bright that it was hard to see much detail on the surface. Our visit was marred
by one more problem, which had never crossed my mind before: my
occasional farts. The stench lingered for a long time in my space suit. It took
quite a while to get rid of it in the cabin, as well. With her sensitive nose, my
beloved suffered even more than I did. When I told her about my dreams in
the morning, she thought I was kidding her. Except for farting, of course.
THE BROKEN GLASSES (July 13, 2011)
I dreamt that I saw a pair of broken glasses lying on the floor behind a chair
with steel legs. Both lenses were broken. Shards of glass were everywhere.
The steel frame of the glasses was badly mangled. It appeared that someone
had trampled them on purpose rather than just stepped on them by accident.
And that is all I saw. The only surprise of the dream is that I saw exactly the
same scene yesterday night. Down to the minute details, the scene came back
to me one more time. Having dreamt of the broken glasses twice in a row,
recording this dream seems to be a must. Actually, an imperative.
BROKEN WORLD (July 22, 2011)
I dreamt that I found myself in a world that had suffered some horrible
disaster. Low clouds made the light dim. Everything was cracked, smashed
into smithereens, even pulverized. Nothing was whole, round, or smooth. It
was a world of bits and pieces from which little of any value could be
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retrieved any longer. There were few colors left in that broken world. I
remember desolate landscapes without anything to catch and keep my eye’s
attention. But I also remember that everyone I met in that world was quite
cooperative. Although not particularly friendly, they were always ready to
lend a hand. Wherever I went, I felt safe, too. Amid the flattened ruins, there
were no thieves or thugs left. There was nothing threatening in that world.
The desolation was almost comfortable.
LIKE A MONK (July 23, 2011)
I dreamt that I discovered that I was bald. I saw myself in two mirrors that
exposed the top of my head. I looked a bit like a monk with his tonsure
shaved. The bare skin stretched over the skull was shining bright. I remember
touching a bald spot the size of my palm in great surprise. How is it possible
that I have seen it never before? More, how is it possible that I have never
touched it, either? But I was soon convinced that it was the matter of special
mirrors. Seeing is believing, too. When I woke up, I touched the top of my
head at once. To my relief, everything was fine. The old brush was still there.
AN OUTBURST OF UNFETTERED DESIRE (July 24, 2011)
I dreamt that my beloved wanted to be ravished by one of our friends, who
was with us at the time. She was adamant about it to the point of being
outright dangerous. She was raging. Beside herself with desire, she was
growling at us menacingly. She was ready to kill anyone who interfered with
her wishes. I remember that we were confused about what to do with her.
Our friend would not even consider approaching her under the circumstances,
but certainly not in my presence. I was bent on leaving them alone, but I
knew that this would only make her even more furious. Looking around, I
calculated my steps to the door. As well as her steps, for she would chase me
to it in a few bounds. And I was fully aware of her speed and strength,
especially in her exalted state. Her fingernails and teeth kept me in my place.
When I woke up, I still marveled at her rage. She was magnificent in her zeal.
Although miffed by her choice, which meant the end of our life together, I felt
privileged to witness such an outburst of unfettered desire. Driven to despair,
my beloved was quite a sight. In the end, I even felt proud of her
A RINGING SLAP (August 4, 2011)
I dreamt that I was sleeping next to my beloved and that she suddenly gave me
a ringing slap. I immediately woke up, raised my head, and yelled: “What?”
But she was sleeping peacefully next to me. Luckily, my yell did not wake
her up. I was so confused by the slap that it took me a while to fall asleep
again. It was a great joy to tell my beloved about the dream when she woke
up, though. She laughed and laughed. “You must be feeling guilty about
something,” she offered at last with a teasing giggle.
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SENTIMENTAL CREEP (August 8, 2011)
I dreamt that I was traveling with my mother and my No. 1 son. He was about
ten in my dream. I do not remember where we were going, but we were
traveling by train. We were in a sleeping car, where we had an enormous
compartment all to ourselves. At some point we came to a large station,
where the train stopped for half an hour. We went out to see the station. I
returned to our compartment to fetch something, but I found the door open.
There were three or four people sitting on our beds. “I am sorry,” I told them
at once, “but you must leave this compartment at once.” I was getting angry
fast, and so I went out to the platform for a short while. When I returned, a
young man was still sitting there. “You must leave at once,” I raised my
voice, “for this compartment is already occupied!” In his early twenties, he
would not move, though. He started saying something about the size of the
compartment that could take a large number of people. For him, this was a
matter of elementary justice. “Tough,” I yelled, “but this is the compartment I
got for my mother, my son, and me!” And then he got up and picked up his
luggage. As he was shuffling toward the door, he started talking about an
illness that he was fighting tooth and nail. It was a nasty cancer, if I remember
correctly. He was talking as if to himself, but his words affected me very
strongly. And very quickly. “Give me your hand,” I said gently. As we
shook hands by the compartment door, I was fighting tears. This is all I
remember of the dream, but I was kind of annoyed with myself when I woke
up. “Sentimental creep,” I growled.
TO LEARN THE ROPES (August 10, 2011)
I dreamt that I was supposed to send some sort of form by registered mail, but
that I was confused about how to pay an additional fee that was required. The
form I filled out without any problem. The letter was addressed to some
government office in Croatia. The fee I was required to pay was thirty
Croatian kuna. I was wondering whether I could pay it by buying postal
stamps to that amount over and above the postal fee. If that was possible, I
only needed to figure out the postal fee for registered mail. I do not remember
why I was trying to figure this out all by myself rather than asking someone
who could help me with the whole thing. Anyone in any post office could tell
exactly me what to do. When I woke up, I went over the dream a few times.
It represents my many confusions about the Croatian government pretty well,
but how is it possible that eight full years in this country have not been
sufficient for me to learn the ropes? Will I ever learn them? Am I simply
refusing to know anything about the ropes in Croatia?
CONSTRUCTION, DESTRUCTION (August 11, 2011)
I dreamt that I was on a tour of London together with a small group of people.
We were all impressed by construction sites everywhere we went. Cranes and
scaffolds awaited us behind every corner. Many of the buildings were new,
but there was a great deal of reconstruction, as well. The majority of the
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buildings were designed to fit into the old urban fabric, but there were not a
few entirely new ones. Usually larger than the buildings surrounding them,
they often had smooth, round shapes cherished by architects nowadays. We
also saw quite a number of buildings that were simply being refurbished and
repainted. I remember marveling at so much construction activity. Olympics
are good for the industry, I remember thinking. And so is rioting, no doubt.
When I woke up, I kept thinking about the industry that was at the core of my
academic life. Indeed, it thrives from destruction in any shape or form. The
more devastating, the better. A trivial thought, but it struck me as quite
momentous in my dream.
A COUPLE OF EXOTIC EMBELLISHMENTS (August 15, 2011))
I dreamt that my beloved returned from her trip abroad with a couple of exotic
embellishments. She had large tattoos on both of her hips, buttocks and upper
thighs. There was a touch of optical art to them. Lace-like, they were light
gray in color. Although impossible to miss, they were not assertive, let alone
garish. I do not like tattoos that are in fashion nowadays, but these were quite
to my liking. They were even elegant, too. Also, her clitoris had grown
considerably larger and plumper. When aroused, it sprouted two symmetrical
feelers that looked like little pricks pointing sideways. Pink and shiny, they
had little heads, too. Erect, they seemed quite firm. I remember looking
forward to feel them in my mouth, but the dream evaporated too soon for such
an extravagance. When I woke up, I remembered that my beloved would start
flying home this afternoon. Because of the time difference, though, she will
be in Zagreb only tomorrow afternoon.
ALL EARS (August 17, 2011)
I dreamt that I was awoken by loud noise in the middle of the night. It was the
sound of two pre-school children running down Borgo and laughing. One of
them started crying at some point, and I realized that it must have fallen. I
was annoyed with the people renting a neighboring house for letting their kids
be so loud in the middle of the night. But then I woke up for real and it
dawned on me that the noise came from the street cats. They were fighting
with each other, and they must have toppled a stone or two, which I
interpreted in my dream as the sound of children running. The time of year is
a bit funny, but you never know with street cats. Lying in the dark, for it was
around four o’clock in the morning, I was all ears. The cats were quiet,
though. Not a peep out of them any longer. And then I heard my stomach. It
was growling and howling. The movement in my guts sounded a bit like
stones rolling downhill. The sounds of children and cats came from my own
body.
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THE STORK PARTY (August 25, 2011)
I dreamt that my beloved gave me a bunch of papers with her handwritten
notes about everything that needed to be done before our departure for Zagreb.
On the last page there was a drawing of hers, as well. It showed a stork in a
top hat and tuxedo standing in front of a table laden with bottles and glasses.
A few other birds were standing around the table, as well. “The Stork Party,”
the caption said. There was also a note to the effect that it was to take place
on the evening before our departure. It was clear from the drawing that I was
the stork saying goodbye to my Motovun friends. I started figuring out the
day of the party as soon as I woke up. As we are most likely to depart
tomorrow afternoon, that party should take place this evening, I figured. But
there will be no such party, it goes without saying.
A FRIENDLY FACE (September 4, 2011)
I dreamt that I woke up and raised my head to look through the window. It
was sunny out there. Right outside the house I saw Dina Pilat, who was
carrying a large tray with drinks. She was working as a waitress in a
neighboring café. When she saw me, she waved her free hand at me, and I
waved her back. And then I actually woke up. My beloved was next to me.
We both took an afternoon nap in her apartment in Zagreb. When I first came
to Motovun, Dina was working in the bank on the lower square, where
Klaudio Ivašić recently opened his pizzeria. She has been working in Zoran
Radojčić’s souvenir shop ever since the bank closed several years ago. Of
course, no café can be seen from my house in Motovun. The dream only
reminded me that this is where I will be going tomorrow afternoon. And Dina
has always been a friendly face in the hilltown.
CELEBRATING SOMETHING (September 8, 2011)
I dreamt that I woke up and that I saw my beloved walking into the adjoining
room with a huge bottle of champagne and two glasses. Dark brown with a
golden sticker, the bottle was at least twice the size of a standard champagne
bottle. She winked at me and motioned with her head. It was time to get up
and join her. We were celebrating something, but I woke up before the
celebration could begin. Lying in bed, I tried to think what it was that we
should celebrate today. Nothing came to my mind, though. Today’s date
means absolutely nothing to me. An ideal day to celebrate, too.
A TOY SAINT (September 9, 2011)
I dreamt that I was visiting a huge city with a large group of people. I do not
remember much about the place, but my mother suddenly appeared while we
were walking around a big square. She flew on a tiny helicopter that was
completely open. Perched in front of it with her hands on her knees, she was
tiny, too. Her face shiny and beatific, she looked and behaved like a toy saint.
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The helicopter did not make much noise. She stopped in midair in front of me
and hovered quite high above the ground. “Come to me,” she said in a quiet
voice. And then she turned around and flew toward a massive building at the
edge of the square. “Sorry,” I told the people I was with, “my mother is
calling!” I searched for her for a long time, but finally I came to a room where
I saw one of my sons. I am not sure whether it was Marko or Dorian, though.
Straddling a wooden bench, he was talking to my mother, who was covered by
a wide, translucent sheet on the end of the bench. She was tiny, indeed. To
talk to her, he had to lower his head until his chin almost touched the bench,
lift the sheet, and cover his head with it. I was preparing to do the same, but I
woke up before my turn.
THE HERMAPHRODITE (September 18, 2011)
I dreamt that I saw a shapely woman coming out of the sea. The water was
limpid. The sky was deep blue. But then I realized the woman had two heads
that stood neck to neck. In spite of the breasts, narrow waist, and broad hips,
the other head was that of a man. He had a strong jaw and heavy brows. She
had a round forehead, high cheekbones, and a pointed chin. The two heads
were quite different in shape. As the body emerged from the water, I saw a
sizable penis on top of a vagina. By the time the hermaphrodite was in full
view, the vision dissolved. Before I fell asleep again, I tried to imagine how
the species I saw in my dream reproduced. Easily enough, I reassured myself
quite quickly.
FOR THE REST OF HIS DAYS (September 22, 2011)
I dreamt that I was sitting next to my father at a large table full of family and
friends. The mood was cheerful. My father was quite old and rather quiet. I
was teasing him a bit, and everyone laughed. But then I noticed that my
teasing hurt him a little. At that point I kind of decided to show him my love
somewhat more openly for the rest of his days. I pulled my chair closer to his
and leaned on him. “You’re my daddy,” I told him gently, “and I love you
very much.” These words brought tears to my eyes, and I woke up crying. It
took me a while to calm down. Of course, my father has been dead more than
ten years already.
THE POWER-PLANT CONTROLLER’S HOUSE (September 26, 2011)
I dreamt that I was designing a house for the controller of a power plant that
produced heating during cold months and cooling during warm months. It
was connected to a town by a bundle of shiny pipes. As the plant itself was
warm while it produced heating and cold while it produced cooling, I placed
the house right in the middle of its flat roof. In cross-section, it was right in
the middle of the roof, as well. One half of it was above the roof and the other
half below it. The house had windows looking both above and below the roof.
The windows looking into the plant itself were of the same size as those
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looking out. The symmetry was pleasing in drawings. I remember being quite
happy about the elegant way in which my design dealt with both heating and
cooling of the house. Also, it did not take any additional land next to the
plant. When I woke up, I realized the windows looking into the plant would
not be very pleasant to look through. Even the controller would get tired of
looking at the power plant all the time, let alone the controller’s family.
THE GYPSY INVASION (September 27, 2011)
I dreamt that Gypsies came to Motovun. At first there were only a few of
them, but their numbers grew all the time. I remember a mother in her forties
with her daughter and son in their late teens. The mother and daughter wore
kerchiefs embellished with embroidered flowers. The son was the youngest,
but they all had very similar faces. They were sitting on the hotel terrace and
looking around without a word. There were piles of bundles surrounding
them. I remember their penetrating eyes. They needed food and someplace to
stay, but no-one was happy to see them. My dream shifted, and there were
Gypsies in my house. Many smaller children and toddlers were there, too.
Once again, they were all eyes. Hungry and exhausted, they needed my help.
Realizing that there was little I could do for so many of them, I was not happy
to see them, either. In fact, I was increasingly uncomfortable and even
worried. Much of my dream was in expectation of some resolution to the
Gypsy invasion, but it was difficult to imagine any happy outcome at all.
When I woke up, I still felt surrounded by many penetrating eyes that kept
staring at me all the time.
THE SLEEPERS (September 28, 2011)
I dreamt that I was visiting a medieval town somewhere in Italy. It was sunny
and balmy. I was looking for a place to sit down in one of the interconnected
squares in the center. Most of the outdoors cafés were almost empty, though.
The few people I could see appeared to be asleep. They were all men and they
all wore dark suits. Leaning backwards or forwards in their seats, they were
motionless. When I came closer to them, I realized the sleepers looked kind
of flattened in their slumber. I could not see any sign of breathing, either.
Actually, they seemed to be long dead. I started looking for a waiter to figure
out what was going on, but I could not find a single one. The town was
deserted. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I could not shake the
sleepers out of my mind. Their flattened heads lingered in my mind. Out of
the blue, I started worrying about falling asleep myself and getting flattened in
turn. It took me a while to fall asleep again. Not fully awake, I struggled to
separate dreams from reality. When I woke up in the morning, I felt sort of
fortunate not to have gone the way of the sleepers from my dream.
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BORN IN A CONCENTRATION CAMP (October 7, 2011)
I dreamt that I was talking to a large group of foreign tourists who were
visiting Croatia for the first time. We were walking around Zagreb, and I was
showing them the most important spots in the center. At some point I told
them that I was born in a concentration camp. Several older women among
the tourists almost swooned with horror at my words. When I added that it
was an Ustasha concentration camp, the reaction was even stronger. I
remember going on and on about my few memories of the camp. I did not
remember much, I explained, for I was only two when the war ended. When I
woke up, I realized that I was lying to the tourists, but it took me a while to
disentangle the truth from the falsehood. I was born almost a year after the
war ended. And I was only two when my parents left Zagreb. For a year and
a half they were in an Ustasha concentration camp, but they came out two
years before I was born. At any rate, it took me a while to set the record
straight before I fell asleep once again. But the memory of the horrified
women stayed with me through the morning. They almost fainted right in
front of me.
BOILERPLATE (October 8, 2011)
I dreamt that I was coming out of a crowded student canteen when I bumped
into two colleagues from a neighboring department. Both of them were in
their best and darkest. “Imagine, “one of them said in a strong American
accent, “Mark Owen died.” They were just returning from the funeral. I was
taken aback, but the rest of our conversation was sheer boilerplate. He was
such a wonderful fellow. There was no better colleague or friend anywhere
around. The illness got him against all expectations. It is hard to imagine how
the department will ever replace him. The best we can do is plough on. Etc.
A good number of such standard phrases came out of my own mouth, too. I
woke up soon after I left my colleagues, but I could not remember Mark Owen
at all. It took me a while to remember that Mark Schuster died several years
ago. He was in his late fifties when he passed away. We were in the same
doctoral program at MIT, but I graduated some years before him. While we
were students, we used to play squash together. Later on he indeed worked in
a neighboring department, for our two departments formed a school bringing
architecture and planning together. Most important, all the good words from
the conversation in my dream fit Mark Schuster perfectly. He was a
wonderful fellow, indeed. The only remaining mystery is what happened with
his family name in my dream.
THE KNAPSACK (October 12, 2011)
I dreamt that I was traveling by bus and that I had my knapsack with me. I
pulled a number of things out of it while on the bus, for the ride was on the
long side. When I arrived wherever I was going, I started putting everything
back into the knapsack, but it soon transpired that not all would fit into it
again. I remember a big and heavy bundle of papers that I was stuffing into
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the knapsack with great difficulty. There were many pieces of clothing that
had to be repacked, too. When people started coming off the bus, some of
them helped me with my knapsack as soon as they saw how much stuff I had
with me. In no time it was bursting at the seams, but there was still a lot that
remained unpacked. I remember a camera and a box full of pens and pencils
that had to go into my pockets. I was stunned by all these things that used to
fit into the knapsack perfectly well before I boarded the bus. When I
remembered how far I had to walk with so much on my back, I started
panicking. Waking up and realizing that all this was just a dream was quite
wonderful. My knapsack is always half empty, anyway.
THE KINDRED SOULS (October 13, 2011)
In the twilight between dreams I saw myself making my snail-mail postcards
again. The scene ricocheted through subsequent dreams. I was preparing for
a massive mailing to kindred souls around the world. The card I chose for the
occasion was the one of my face after the accident in the Alps a decade ago. I
thought of it as the most appropriate vehicle to advertise my Residua website.
It was a joy to return to the old craft of cutting my pieces of writing, pasting
than onto the postcards, affixing stamps onto them, and so forth. The feel and
weight of a thick wad of cards I produced gave me an enormous pleasure.
Sweet memories of my massive mailings in London and Reading flooded my
mind. Yes, I was determined to return to my postcards as soon as possible.
All that I would need for it was still available in Motovun, including many
copies of the card made after the fall. But the enthusiasm evaporated by the
morning. When I was fully awake, I realized I was bereft of the kindred souls
worth the effort. The few friends I do have around the world regularly visit
my website, anyway.
A QUICK FUCK IN THE WOODS (October 23, 2011)
I dreamt that I went to a conference in some remote place surrounded by
woods. I am not sure what it was about, but I guess it was about esoteric
experiences. Four or five people were at the focus of the conference, and they
were all pretty long in the tooth. They appeared to be the masters of the
subject. I did not take part in the proceedings, but was there only as an
observer. Among the masters there was a woman in her late sixties or early
seventies. She was gaunt and wrinkled. Her graying hair was on the short
side, but it was left unkempt. Her eyes shone bright, though. She struck me
as a tough woman who had gone through much in life. I remember walking
with a group of six or seven people through the woods not far from the
conference venue. She was with us, and she talked most of the time. We were
on a narrow path covered with rough gravel. “Look at my shoes,” she said at
some point. She wore heavy walking boots. “They told me this was a very
rough country,” she continued, “which is why I took these monsters with me.”
She cackled, and we joined her. “But they are perfect for a quick fuck in the
woods,” she guffawed. Embarrassed, the rest of us smiled sheepishly. Even I
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felt embarrassed. I was lost for words. When I woke up, I felt kind of proud
about myself. Even I can get embarrassed, albeit in a dream.
MILAN BANDIĆ AS MAYOR OF MOTOVUN (October 29, 2011)
I dreamt that the mayor of Zagreb distinguished by his presidential ambitions,
Milan Bandić, had actually become the mayor of Motovun. On the short side
in real life, he was unusually tall in my dream. Open and affable, he was quite
popular in the hilltown and the villages surrounding it. Entrepreneurial and
imaginative, he ventured into all sorts of projects. Among his many unusual
ventures was a sushi bar right next to his office on the upper square. Even
though we were not exactly on the same page politically, I quite enjoyed his
company. We laughed a lot whenever we met. I remember us sitting next to
each other in a large auditorium before some show and being besieged by
photographers from Istrian newspapers who wanted to take a picture of him.
To avoid being caught together with him, I bent down or sideways each time a
photographer appeared. As usual, he enjoyed my shenanigans. We laughed a
lot once again. When I woke up, I long marveled at the mayor in my dream.
He was the exact opposite of Slobodan Vugrinec, the actual mayor. In fact,
the two were so utterly different that they seemed incomparable.
THE CLOGS (November 1, 2011)
I dreamt that I met several people from China who needed help as soon as
possible. Somehow they managed to escape from their country, where they
were used as industrial slaves. There were millions like them, I was told.
Each of them had metal shoes cast around their legs. The alloy employed was
akin to bronze, but much more complex. Some sort of electrolysis was used,
so that the cast would fit the foot exactly. Coming up to the ankle, it was
impossible to get out of the cast. Quite thick and shiny, having round edges,
the metal casts looked like clogs. The people I met needed help to have them
removed. This required electrolysis once again, but it was important to know
the exact composition of the alloy, which was slightly different in each case.
So, they needed a laboratory that could rid them of this curious vestige of
slavery. Although they could walk well enough, they could not move freely,
let alone run. The clogs were quite heavy, too. That is all I remember from
the dream. The clogs are etched in my mind, though.
TODD (November 7, 2011)
I dreamt that I briefly saw a man I knew. It was like a vision in the dream, the
rest of which I do not remember at all. The vision was sharp, but it lasted only
a few seconds. His name was Todd and he was English. We were not exactly
friends, but we always greeted each other when we met, and we occasionally
exchanged a few words. In his fifties, he was skinny and short. His face was
on the long side and it was quite creased. He had a wide mouth with thin lips.
His eyes were like two long slits. A bush of dark, graying hair completed the
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picture. In my dream, he gave me a long look and cracked a smile. When I
woke up, I tried to remember who Todd actually was. His face was so
familiar, I was convinced I knew him. I even went through my website in
search of the name, but without any success. At long last it flashed through
my mind that the man who appeared in the vision was Slovene, in fact. He
comes to Motovun a few times a year, usually on a fancy motorcycle with
Koper or Capodistria license plates. He is in the company of a different
woman each time I see him. Although I do not know his name, Todd fits him
perfectly. The next time we chance upon each other in Motovun, I must tell
him about my dream.
GETTING ENRAGED FAST (November 10, 2011)
I dreamt that I was talking with a couple of friends about the Motovun forest.
I think both were from the hilltown, but I do not remember much about them,
except that one of them had graying hair and wore a blue sweater. The day
before the three of us went to a lecture of a botanist concerned with
endangered species of trees. The lecture focused on the vegetation along the
Mirna valley. When I mentioned that the whole forest was endangered
according to the botanist, one of the friends corrected me by saying that only
one species of trees was actually endangered. Astonished, I turned to the other
friend, but he agreed with the first one. According to the botanist, he also
claimed, only one species was in trouble. I remember getting enraged fast.
“Well,” I stood up and started walking around, “I must be going nuts!” Both
of my friends looked at me as though I was really going nuts. “If both of you
say the same thing,” I waved my hands, “where was I during yesterday’s
lecture?!” Neither of them said a word, though. This is all I remember of the
dream, but I was delighted by it when I woke up. “That’s me,” I kept
repeating, “that’s exactly me!”
MATHEMATICAL ELEGANCE (November 15, 2011)
I dreamt that I was dealing with a problem that might be associated with
fashion. Namely, I was looking for ways of covering all the vital points on the
female body with one length of material that would be tied at the ends. The
shorter the length, the better. The material itself was on a fluffy and pliable
side. This was a topological problem of sorts, and I found three solutions
rather quickly. One was symmetrical, two were not. The symmetrical
solution that came to me was to start from the right side of the neck, go over
the right breast to the crotch, cross the left bum to the waist, cross the belly to
the right side of the waist, go toward the crotch over the right bum, go from
the crotch over the left breast, and end on the left side of the neck, so that the
ends could be tied behind it. But I was eager to find as many solutions as
possible. I had no interest in the crotch, the breasts, or the bum except to
cover them as elegantly as possible. Mathematical elegance was of the
essence. When I woke up, I realized that my experiments could be valuable in
fashion. It would give it an entirely new meaning for me, as well.
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MATING OF CATS (November 16, 2011)
I dreamt that two of my friends were fascinated by the mating of cats. One
was a sculptor. His bronze statues had an Egyptian feel about them. Cats on
top of each other were a frequent theme in his work. I remember acquainting
him with another friend, who had published a great deal about the mating of
cats. He was not a scientist, but he spent a lot of his time carefully observing
both wild and domestic cats, as well as recording his observations. Their
mating behavior was in his focus all the time. In my dream, I dedicated
several haiku to the work of the two friends, who were delighted to meet each
other. I do not remember any of the poems, but I introduced a new way of
their recording. To form letters, I used a template with circles, squares, and
line segments related to the two. The paper I used was lined. The geometric
letters danced along the lines. The one-hundred and sixty characters of each
poem, including spaces, formed a regular array, one per page. The rest of my
dream shifted from the mating of cats to the graphics of the poems. By the
time I woke up, I could still remember how I formed several letters, but I
quickly decided to stick to the old way of recording my haiku.
OUR NEW DOCTOR (November 19, 2011)
I dreamt that I was in a merry company somewhere in Motovun and that
Tomica Pahović, our new doctor, was preparing cocktails for us all. He was
pouring different kinds of drinks into a large pot and mixing them with a long
brush. The concoction had a greenish look. Sitting at a wooden table laden
with glasses, I kept commenting on the cocktails. “I don’t want any,” I said in
a voice suggesting that I did not mean what I was saying. “Of course not,”
Tomica responded calmly. When he started pouring the drink with a ladle into
glasses on the table, I chimed in again: “Only a little for me.” “Only a little,”
Tomica said calmly and poured me a full glass. “Just for the company,” I said
in the same fake voice. “Of course,” Tomica said most seriously. I remember
that the drink smelled and tasted of peppermint. When I woke up, I was quite
delighted by Tomica’s performance. He will take over from the old doctor,
Slobodan Komazec, at the end of the year. And Tomica knows Motovun
inside and out. He will be a good doctor, too.
A RATHER FORMAL AFFAIR (December 3, 2011)
I dreamt that Colin Gray, a former colleague from the University of Reading,
had died. Dressed in black, all the professors were involved in the preparation
of a document covering his major achievements. This was a rather formal
affair, and only the professors took part. Lecturers and senior lecturers were
not invited. In an almost ritually fashion, a huge scroll of rough packing paper
was filled with all the pertinent information. I was doing the lettering with a
black magic-marker. I remember getting teary-eyed on occasion, but I do not
remember any of my other former colleagues. They all looked quite different
in my dream. At some point the vice-chancellor joined us, and the chancellor
himself was to join us a bit later. The vice-chancellor did not look like the
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man I knew, either. Interestingly, Colin was with us all the time. He even
organized the whole endeavor, and it was he who decided what was to go
where on the scroll. He was quite formal with his colleagues, but everything
went very smoothly. When I woke up, I remembered that Colin was the head
of my former department when I left Reading. He took over from me several
years earlier. In my dream, he behaved like a proper, if somewhat
unapproachable, head of department, too. But then I remembered that today
was my mother’s birthday. Whence the tears in my dream, no doubt.
STUDENT SUPPORT (December 7, 2011)
I dreamt that I was talking with two graduate students and a lecturer from the
University of Reading about financial support for a project the two students
were conducting. I do not remember who my colleague was, but both students
were from Hong Kong. We agreed to award them a couple of thousand
pounds, which was not enough for their purposes. But then I suggested that
they had better look outside the university, as well, for their project was a
good one. I do not remember what it was about, though. At some point I
started telling them how I recently went to a large and famous design company
in Hong Kong in search of money for student support. I went together with
Peter Lansley, a former colleague from Reading, and we were quite
successful. We got a hundred-thousand pounds. Feeling victorious, we kept
talking with the representatives of the company only to learn that they had just
awarded twenty-million pounds to Harvard University. The money was also
meant for student support. It took us a while to calm down after such a
startling revelation. Harvard is Harvard, I finished my story, but the
difference in the money awarded was still stunning to us both. The students
did not say anything in connection with my Hong Kong experience, but it was
obvious they were already thinking about additional sources of funding for
their project. I marveled about the dream when I woke up. Nothing of the
sort has ever happened to me either in Reading or anywhere else.
DOCTORAL DREAMS (December 15, 2011)
Yesterday I dreamt about doctoral dissertations in two different dreams, but I
did not remember much of either. Only scraps remained. I was the supervisor
in the first. A fellow came to me with the wish to write his dissertation under
my guidance. He introduced himself as a Jesuit, and he wore a long brown
coat with a thick cord around his waist. His bright eyes and direct manner
were to my liking, and so I accepted to help him along. I was already retired,
but he assured me that this was no problem with supervision. In the second
dream I was about to write my second doctoral dissertation. I do not
remember much about it, except that I was quite relaxed about the task ahead.
When we got up yesterday morning, my beloved told me that she was also
dreaming about her doctoral dissertation. In her dream, her mother came to
witness the defense, but my beloved could not get in touch with her supervisor
to arrange the public event. She could not find either his phone number or
electronic-mail address. Anyhow, yesterday I decided that I remembered too
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little about my dreams to write anything about them, but they kept popping up
in my mind all day long. This is how fond memories of my thesis supervisor
from MIT, Karen Polenske, came to me on several occasions. By and by, I
grew kind of anxious about her, too. This morning I decided to send her a few
kind words by electronic mail. I hope to hear from her soon. Doctoral dreams
should be heeded, I guess.
THE CIRCULAR LIBRARY (December 19, 2011)
I dreamt that I was visiting an old castle with two women of about seventy.
The lady of the house was showing us around. The same age as the other two
visitors, she looked like them, as well. They all dressed in the manner of
upper-class women in Britain. The castle looked Italian, though. I remember
a vast and well-lit library to which we arrived down a long and shallow ramp.
It was circular in shape. The books seemed to be cast in place. Going up in
seven or eight rows, they were all the same height and thickness. From the
middle of the circular library, they seemed to be enormous. On closer look,
their backs were cast in plaster and painted pale-blue. Golden lettering on
each back completed the picture. There were thousands of such books around
the room. The lady of the house explained that each compartment behind the
plaster back contained an actual book. The whole library was put together in
the Sixteenth Century. The books were among the first ever printed. I could
not figure out how to get to the books behind the plaster backs, but the lady of
the house assured me that was easy enough. She was about to show me, too.
Sadly, I woke up before I could put my hands on a single book.
THREE FRAGMENTS (December 31, 2011)
I dreamt of all sorts of things last night, but only three fragments remained
with me by the morning. In the first I was in a car that almost hit a bulky
woman in her mid-fifties. I was sitting next to the driver, who stepped on the
brakes just in time. She was crossing the street without looking. I remember
her startled eyes as she leaned heavily over the hood that first bent down and
then reared up as the car came to a sudden stop. In the second I was to take
care of a large dog whose owner fell seriously ill. The dog was to be adopted
by someone else, but it was to stay with me for a few months in the
meanwhile. I remember it growling at me, its teeth bare. From the start, the
dog did not like me at all. In the third dream fragment I was crossing a wide
street together with a bunch of friends. We were all familiar with the
intersection. It was just repaved, and we realized only halfway across the
street that the traffic regime had been changed. We were looking to the left
but the cars were coming toward us from the right. They were coming fast, as
well. Laughing, we dashed across as fast as we could. When I woke up, I felt
deeply disappointed that this was all I had managed to fetch from the
wonderful world of dreams.
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A LUSH WORLD (January 2, 2012)
I dreamt that my beloved and I found ourselves in a lush world that was a
cross between a country like Malaysia or Indonesia and science fiction. The
people there were short and dark. They had large, dark eyes. But there was
another race living among them, which was even shorter and darker. They
appeared to be slightly demented, too. Most of them performed simple menial
jobs. We seemed to be tourists, but we were to stay for a long while. Thus we
had an advisor, whose job was to make sure that we enjoyed ourselves in this
tropical world. His English was pretty good. I remember him talking to us in
a small and dark room with rattan walls about something we could get to eat
or drink. It was delicious, he told us, but it also cost a mint. We had no idea
what he was talking about, but it seemed to be some sort of drug. Later on we
were offered some water that was coming out of a stone fountain. I remember
two tall glasses filled with cold water and stalks of different plants. The stalks
were taller than the glasses, and so I took one out of my glass and started
munching on it. It was quite hard to chew. Its taste was somewhere between
sour and bitter. I also remember feeling a bit funny in my head. But one of
our minders, a young woman who spoke only rudimentary English, rushed to
us at once and explained that the plants were not for eating. Once again it
seemed that the plants we were offered were drugs of different kinds. The
dream was so vivid and coherent that I felt annoyed when I was awoken by the
alarm clock. My beloved had to go to work. “Don’t be annoyed,” she said
gently. “Perhaps you would not remember a thing were you not awoken by
the alarm clock.”
THE KNIGHT (January 7, 2012)
I dreamt that I was playing chess with a friend. The game was nearing its end.
Most of the figures were jammed in one corner of the board. And then my
friend took one of my remaining pawns with his knight. I was quite surprised
because the knight was now exposed to my queen. It was not guarded, either.
Although I was quite eager to grab it, I first carefully examined all his pieces
to make sure that the knight was free for taking. But then I woke up. I was
most annoyed with myself for the wrong timing, for that unprotected knight
was such a joy to take. I tried to go back to sleep for the crucial move, which
would markedly change my chances in the game, but to no avail.
FEVERISHLY SEARCHING (January 9, 2012)
I dreamt that I found myself in a world that was falling apart. It all looked like
a science fiction movie set some fifty years from now, but the cause of the
world’s demise was climate change. Although much of the dream has
evaporated by the morning, I remember feverishly searching for someone or
something. Also, I was most cautious as I moved through deserted streets and
buildings. Only one scene was still sharp when I woke up. I was rushing
through an abandoned and dilapidated office building when I came across
three fellows. They wore leather caps that covered most of their faces. One of
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them carried a rifle combined with some sort of detection device that looked
like a beer barrel. “Ha,” he growled and pointed the rifle at me, “now we can
kill you!” And then they all laughed. They pulled their caps off their faces,
and it turned out that we were old friends. I remember being relieved. Now I
had company, too. I marveled at my dream when I woke up. It was so real
that it was difficult for me to accept that it was only a dream. Thus it felt like
a premonition of things to come.
THE BUDDING LUNATIC ASYLUM (January 16, 2012)
I dreamt that I was back in my department at Reading. It had recently turned
into a lunatic asylum, though. Joining it was entirely voluntary. It actually
looked like a giant wellness center. I remember seeing a few of my old
colleagues from some distance. Among them were Geoff Cook and Stuart
Green. At some point I found myself sitting in the reception room with Moira
Gill, who was going through some promotional literature for the asylum as she
was pondering whether to join it or not. If my memory is not failing me, we
retired around the same time. I also remember that I was sitting by the side of
a large pool with my legs in the water when Will Hughes came around.
Seeing me, he hastened in my direction with his arms spread wide and a big
grin on his face. Back together, as it were. Apparently, the asylum was the
place to be. The only question was whether to join it now or wait a bit longer.
When I woke up, I marveled at my new vision of the world I had left nearly a
decade ago. In its new garb, my old department struck me as almost
appealing. In fact, I was quite tempted to join the budding lunatic asylum.
ADOLF AND I, AGAIN (January 19, 2012)
I dreamt that Adolf Hitler and I had become very good friends. Having spent
many years behind bars, he had become a different man. Accepting his
responsibility for so many horrors of World War II, he turned into a sage.
Calm and easy-going, he was a pleasure to be with. If I remember well, we
even lived in the same house. Considerably older than me, he was a spiritual
guide of sorts. In my dream, he also looked rather well. His face was hardly
wrinkled, his hair was gray only in places, and he was in pretty good shape.
There was a beatific air around him at all times. For all these reasons, I was
quite fond of him. He seemed to be fond of me, too. We never talked about
the past, though. Both of us focused squarely on the present. This is where
his peaceful and even-tempered ways were an inspiration for me. When I
woke up, I did my best to remember as much as possible from the dream, but
very little of it stayed with me through the morning.
PERKOVIĆ (January 31, 2012)
I dreamt that I was in the waiting room at a dentist’s. The room was huge, and
there were several people around me. I remember that the dentist and his crew
were extremely nice with me, but I had a feeling that they were stalling for
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some reason. Sitting and waiting for a long time, I was ever more sure that
they had made a mistake in their schedule. Someone was ahead of me, and
my wait was likely to stretch for quite a while. I remember looking around the
waiting room and spotting some sort of notice board on the wall next to a
door. It was black and the writing on it was in white chalk. Most of the
messages were cryptic, meant only for the dentist and his crew, but I
remember reading one family name written hastily on the board: Perković. It
stayed with me till the morning, when Marko Perković, known to his many
Croatian fans as Thompson, came to my mind. I know no-one else by that
family name. Beloved by rustics, nationalists, and Catholic fanatics across
Croatia, he could well have been the reason why I had to wait for so long at
the dentist’s.
STRAIGHT DOWN (February 3, 2012)
I dreamt that I saw a helicopter falling from the sky. Maintaining its hovering
position, it came straight down. And it fell quite fast. It was dawn or dusk.
The place looked like Boston. The helicopter fell behind a row of brick
tenement buildings. It appeared I was in a tall building a couple of blocks
away. I remember expecting a huge explosion, but there was none. I could
not see even a fire from the place where the helicopter fell. When I woke up I
remembered that I had once seen a short sequence of a helicopter falling
someplace in America. It was not falling straight down, though. It went from
side to side and wobbled a great deal. And I saw it strike the roof of a brick
tenement building before it fell to the ground. Once again, there was no
explosion. There was no fire, either. Anyhow, I was a bit disappointed with
my dream, which struck me as a simplified version of a scene I have actually
seen on a screen.
PACKING UP (February 6, 2012)
I dreamt that I was packing up in Motovun. First I packed my paintings,
leaving the battens on the walls empty. Then I packed my rugs and protected
them with mothballs. Before I packed my books, I made several smaller
packages with important documents. One package had to do with my
protracted legal battle with the mayor of Motovun, and the other with all my
pensions and associated bank accounts. These two packages were to be left
with friends, who would send them to me as soon as I settled down
somewhere else. The keys would go to my lawyer, who would organize the
shipping and sell the house. I packed my own books, but left the others on the
shelves. Last I packed my parents’ paintings. The rest was of no interest to
me. As I was walking around the house, I relished the cardboard boxes piled
up everywhere. I relished the barren walls, as well. I remember taking a
hammer and chisel to the stone plaque next to the front door, but then I
decided against removing it. “Ca’ Bon,” I chuckled to myself and shook my
head in awe of my own folly. When I woke up, I was still elated by my
imminent departure from Croatia. Having packed up, all that remained to be
done was to get to the Trieste airport. And the rest of the world was mine.
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A VALENTINE’S DAY CAKE (February 14, 2012)
I dreamt that my beloved brought me a cake when I woke up this morning. It
was a Valentine’s Day cake in the shape of a reclining woman very like her
wearing a long gray-blue skirt. Between her legs and under the skirt, like in a
cave, the two of us lied on a mattress. The two figures were rather small and
looked quite alike. I remember marveling at the cake and wondering about the
message it conveyed. There seemed to be a touch of witchcraft about it, too. I
also remember wondering how we would eat the cake, which seemed to be
very delicate. Cutting it anywhere would also disfigure it. When I actually
woke up, I remembered that we had talked about the Valentine’s just before
we went to sleep. Both of us find the commercialization of this holiday most
annoying. More, disgusting. And it is gathering pace around the globe,
Croatia included.
PROFESSOR EMERITUS (February 20, 2012)
I dreamt that I became professor emeritus at MIT. The negotiations over, I
felt quite content with my achievement. Under the circumstances, I managed
to get the best deal that was available. I do not remember the details, but I got
the largest amount of money for the least amount of effort per year. And I was
a tough negotiator. There was no kidding with me, and I felt proud of myself.
When I woke up, and I woke up in the middle of the night, I marveled at my
dream. I kept marveling at it all the way through the morning, too. In fact, it
felt like someone else’s. The tough negotiator from my dream has nothing
whatsoever to do with me. I have never negotiated with my academic
employers, let alone been good at negotiation. As professor emeritus at
Reading, I have no deal with the university, either. It is a mere title bereft of
rights or duties.
CHUCK NORRIS’ LAW (February 22, 2012)
I dreamt of Chuck Norris jokes, which kept coming at me even between
dreams. By the morning I remembered only one of them, though: “Chuck
Norris recognized no law. That was the law.” When I woke up, I
remembered a joke saying that he once threw a house out of the window. This
is the sort of law I had in mind in my dream, as well. It stretched well beyond
the law as a social discipline and ventured into the natural sciences. Anyhow,
Chuck Norris’ law sounded much better in my dream.
THE COBRA (February 23, 2012)
I dreamt that I was working for some company in the tropics. I am not sure
what my job actually was, but one day I was leading a group of workmen
toward a bus parked deep in the bush. I was to take them to wherever they
were needed. The front door was left open. Several of them entered the bus
ahead of me and headed for the back. “Cobra!” one of them yelled. A bulky
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cobra coiled on some straw in the back of the bus raised its head and started
spreading its hood threateningly. “Oh,” I chimed in, “I forgot to tell you!” I
explained to the workmen that the snake was guarding the bus. “Good job,” I
turned toward the cobra in a soft voice. “You can go now.” It lowered its
head and headed for the front door behind the seats on one side of the bus. As
it was slithering past the workmen, a youngster among them reached with his
hand to touch it. “Don’t!” I hissed at him, and he pulled his hand back. The
cobra was an excellent guard, but it did not suffer fools gladly. When I woke
up, I marveled at the coherence of the entire scene, which had nothing
whatsoever to do with my experience. Training a snake to guard a bus would
be very much to my taste, though.
THE SHOES (February 24, 2012)
I dreamt that I was visiting with an art group from the Caribbean ahead of the
visit of another art group from Britain, of which I was the leader. I was a
scout of sorts. The hosts were most welcoming and it was a pleasure to be
with them. All of them were black. I was supposed to stay only a couple of
ours with them, but I stayed much longer. When the sun was about to set, it
got a bit chilly. I did not have much on me, however. The sand underfoot was
getting kind of cold, too. The leader of the Caribbean art group, who was
about my height, offered me a pair of his shoes. They were beautiful. Made
of fine and soft leather, they had very thin soles. Exquisitely crafted, they
were very light. They felt like gloves rather than shoes. I wiped the sand off
my right foot and tried to get into the shoe. It turned out to be impossible,
though. No matter how much I tried, I could not get more than half way in.
As it turned out, my feet had an entirely different shape than the feet of the
owner of the shoes. I remember that we all started laughing at some point, and
I gave up trying. But I was wondering at the beauty of the shoes even after I
woke up. They were a delight to behold and touch.
THE SLAP (February 28, 2012)
I dreamt that I was at some public event in Motovun together with my
beloved, and that the event just ended. People were leaving. And then I
noticed that several people were pulling Klaudio Ivašić from under a table.
Looking at least ten years younger, he was pretty drunk. There was a
mischievous smile on his face as he got up and stumbled toward us. It was
clear he had a plan of some kind. Indeed, when he was close enough, he
leaned toward me and swung one of his hands in my direction. He managed
to give me a slap, which ended up feeling rather like a caress. Still smiling, he
stumbled away. I was enraged, though. The slap gave me a most welcome
excuse, and I was eager to grab hold of him. I could not care less that he was
drunk. But my beloved held onto me with all her might. She understood what
was going through my head, and she wanted to stop me from going after him.
“Fuck that,” I barked at her and freed myself from her grip. I rushed after
Klaudio. Feeling happy beyond belief that I was about to smash his face, I
woke up. What a horrible disappointment!
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BIBLICAL STORIES (March 5, 2012)
I dreamt that a certain number of biblical stories could always be picked up
from the ether. It was a matter of knowledge rather than faith. The person
who was telling me this demonstrated it for me on the spot. I remember
seeing a scene from such a story that reminded me of Rubens. The intense
blues and reds stayed with me till the morning. The size of a largish painting,
the scene appeared right in front of us without any technical aid. It was
animated, but there was no sound. I also remember that I was told that all the
stories available in this way were from the Old Testament, but that not all
stories from this book were thus available. It was still a mystery how the
system worked, though. Similarly, it was not known since when it was in
existence, but it was believed to be centuries old at least. I was still fascinated
by the dream when I woke up, but I was somewhat disappointed by the image
I had seen. For me, Rubens is just a Seventeenth Century hack.
THE RULES (March 7, 2012)
I dreamt that I was among some young people who were very much dedicated
to environmental protection. They all seemed Scandinavian to me. But their
activities had a curious twist to them. Only if two or more of them had spent
more than a certain amount of time together could they turn on a computer at
their disposal to write something about one of the environmental causes they
were dedicated to. To be considered as being together, they had to remain
within a certain distance from each other, as well. Similarly, there had to be a
certain number of them together to be able to send a message to another group
of young people containing whatever they had written together. There were
many such groups around, all of which were connected by a computer
network. And there were many rules regulating their collective behavior
regarding many other things beside environmental protection. Their sexual
behavior was also regulated by strict rules. It seemed to me that all of them
had chips implanted in their brains. I remember that I was trying to figure out
the rules, but that I kept being surprised by new ones all the time. In the end, I
woke up utterly confused. The only conclusion I could make was that all the
rules had to do with keeping the young people together. Without them, they
would wander far apart.
THE BUG (March 11, 2012)
I dreamt that someone had shown me a largish wooden toy that immediately
aroused my attention. It was a ladybug mounted on wheels. Made out of a
single board, it looked like a Volkswagen bug in profile. Painted bright red, it
had several black dots on its body. The head, which would correspond to the
car’s front, was painted black. And so were the wheels. For some reason, the
toy struck me as extraordinary. More, mysterious. It told an important story,
which somehow escaped me. Try as I might, the enigmatic connection with
the famous car brand remained beyond my reach, though. I realized there was
no mystery to the toy only when I woke up. The connection between the car
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and the bug is obvious in its popular nickname. In addition, the likeness
between the toy and the car was most likely purely accidental on account of
the wheels. Disappointed, I turned around in expectation of a dream worth
remembering.
ONION AND HONEY (March 13, 2012)
I dreamt that I was visiting the court of the queen of all the Slavs. I was in the
Middle Ages, but I have no idea where I was. The day was special. If I
remember correctly, it was a holiday of some sort. There were many guests at
the queen’s quarters. She welcomed everyone by pouring honey into a large
plate from a tall pitcher. Then she cut a huge onion into rough pieces and
threw them into the honey. A young, plump, and jolly woman, she did all this
with her own hands as a gesture of hospitality. Her servants only peeled the
onion for her. I remember taking one piece and putting it into my mouth. I
was rather cautious. Onion and honey tasted surprisingly good together,
though. The holiday involved solving some sort of verbal riddle, as well, but I
forgot what it was by the morning. To my regret, it evaporated completely.
Lying in bed after I woke up, I tried to remember the taste of the queen’s
offering. The crunch of the onion was still with me, as was its taste mixed
with that of honey. I will have to try the combination one day soon. As for
the queen of all the Slavs, she will remain a creature of sheer fancy.
THE BOOKSHELF (March 21, 2012)
I dreamt that I was working on my doctoral dissertation, which was almost
finished. I was living with my parents. They were in their fifties and I was in
my twenties. The dissertation was colossal. I did not know the exact number
of pages, but it went into hundreds of thousands. It took an entire bookshelf
that stretched from floor to ceiling across a whole wall in my room. I
remember that my parents appeared quite concerned about my work. I was
obsessed with it. I was feverishly adding pages to the dissertation one day
when the bookshelf in my room suddenly collapsed. From some distance, the
sound was frightening. I rushed to my room to see what had happened, but it
was clear that the bookshelf could not take the growing weight of the
dissertation. As often happens in dreams, I woke up before I reached my
room. Lying awake in the middle of the night, I reflected on the dream. I was
far from my parents while I was working on my doctoral dissertation. They
were in Yugoslavia and I was in the States. More important, mine was one of
the shortest dissertations ever, as it covered only fifty-eight typewritten pages.
But then I started wondering about my Residua. At more than two-million
words, it is indeed becoming bulky. If it were printed out, it would take an
entire shelf. Before I managed to fall asleep again, I wondered whether
something had gone wrong with my website. The collapse of the bookshelf
felt ominous in the middle of the night. I checked my site as soon as I woke
up in the morning. Luckily, everything was hunky-dory.
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THE RED LOCOMOTIVE (March 25, 2012)
I dreamt that I was driving a locomotive. I remember passing by a train going
in the opposite direction. It was to my left. Out of the blue, a locomotive
appeared some way in front of me. Painted red, it was going toward me. I
stepped on the breaks, but in the last moment the other locomotive turned left
and came to a stop on a section of the rail connecting the main lines. It had
nothing in tow. The engineer of the red locomotive looked at me through the
window as though I was doing something strange. More, something
dangerous. I went forward again, but soon afterwards I came to the end of the
tracks. Once again, I managed to break just in time. I remember being pretty
confused, because I thought that I was on one of the main lines. I was still
confused when I woke up. Just a silly dream, I kept reminding myself before I
managed to fall asleep again.
ALESSANDRA BON (March 26, 2012)
I dreamt that I met a woman who could be my relative, albeit a distant one.
Alessandra Bon was her name. I am not sure how we got to hear of each
other, but we agreed to meet after a lecture of hers. It was about art, if I am
not mistaken. I remember coming to a big hall in a city that reminded me of
Paris. There were many people around after the lecture, but we immediately
recognized each other. In her fifties, she had short brown hair with a reddish
hue. She was a bit heavy under her chin, just like I am. And she had lively
brown eyes. I do not remember us talking at all. If we did, I forgot what it
was about. But I remember the thrill of meeting someone who could be
related to me, no matter how distantly. One way or another, our roots reached
all the way to Venice. We just stared at each other for a while. The encounter
kept coming back in my dreams all night. When I woke up, I felt fortunate to
remember Alessandra’s name.
CHINESE CHARACTERS (March 29, 2012)
I dreamt that I was sending a large envelope stuffed with research materials to
some academic colleagues in China. I was in my office at the time. I
remember closing the envelope and securing it with adhesive tape. As it
happened, another Chinese colleague was with me in my office at the time. I
do not remember whether this was at MIT or the University of Reading, but I
asked him to help me with the address. I had already written it in English.
However, I wanted him to write it in Chinese characters, as well. I reckoned
the package would get to its destination quicker that way. My colleague
agreed to the task. I assumed it would take him less than a minute to complete
it, but he went about it very slowly. To my surprise, each character took him
more than a minute. Stroke by stroke, he wrote it with painstaking care. Gray
and pudgy, he was slowness itself. And so I woke up before he managed to
complete the address. It was still dark, and it took me a while to fall asleep
again. In the meanwhile, I marveled at my dream. Although I was happy to
remember it at all, it struck me as dull beyond belief.
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THE SIXTY-PERCENT RULE (April 4, 2012)
I dreamt that I was helping the police with some financial scandal involving
top politicians. The task was to disentangle a vast web of illegal payments
linking the politicians with corporate bosses. Unfortunately, the only thing I
remember of the dream is a brief discussion with one of the top inspectors.
“Only about sixty percent of what people say is true,” he claimed at some
point. I remember being quite surprised by this figure. “Everything I ever say
is a hundred percent true,” I told him, “but I do not always say everything I
know.” When I woke up in the middle of the night, I ruminated about my
claim. I was especially concerned about my writing, where I often skip many
things I know. “Is it possible that I skip as much as forty percent?” I
wondered. This struck me as a question of greatest importance. Fortunately, I
fell asleep quickly enough. When I woke up in the morning, everything
appeared to me rather different. The good inspector’s sixty-percent rule is the
stuff of dreams.
A CLOSET WRITER (April 6, 2012)
I dreamt that I was reading a book about writing written by a famous literary
critic. It was aimed at writers, too. The argument of the book was
straightforward. According to the critic, writers often aim their books at
literary critics in the hope that they will help them find readers. The trick is to
aim books directly at readers, though. Books should be written only with
readers in mind, and literary critics will appreciate such an attitude in turn. I
remember being quite fascinated by the argument. Until I woke up, that is.
To begin with, I am not a writer. I do not wish to become one, either.
Concerning the literary critic’s argument, I am writing neither for critics nor
readers. I am writing for myself and a few readers very like me. Imaginary or
not, only such readers are of any interest to me. In short, why would I be so
fascinated with a book about writing? Lying in bed, I got all worked up. I
even became suspicious of myself. Does my dream suggest that I actually
think of myself as a writer? Put differently, does it suggest that I am actually
eager to find readers? In short, am I a closet writer?
JUMPING OUT (April 11, 2012)
I dreamt that I was participating in the celebration of the work of a very
successful engineer who decided to retire surprisingly early. He worked on
the architectural and even urban scale. Coming from a wealthy family, he was
fabulously wealthy on account of his many projects. I was among his teachers
and mentors. I remember finding my name on many pages of an illustrated
book that was prepared for the celebration. He was not present at the event,
though. It took place in an open space crowded with people. At some point I
was asked to say a few words to all the assembled. I remember making circles
through the crowd and speaking at the top of my voice. I started by defending
his decision to retire early. There were things even more important than work.
Although I did not mention the path of yoga, I was hinting at it. And then I
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turned to his good fortune to retire wealthy. But wealth was not needed for
such a decision. Jumping out is everyone’s option, I argued as persuasively as
I could. I was close to the end of my speech when I woke up. For some
reason, Peter Diamandis of the X Prize Foundation fame immediately came to
my mind. He would fit the engineer from my dream pretty well. In addition,
we were quite close while he was studying at MIT. He took part in several of
my workshops on space colonization. However, I just could not imagine him
ever jumping out.
THE RESERVATION RUSH (April 15, 2012)
I dreamt that I was riding a train approaching a big city. It was early evening.
The train was crowded. Everyone around me was making restaurant
reservations with their mobile phones. For guidance, they used an electronic
map on the carriage wall that showed which restaurants were still available.
The reservation pace was frenetic. Everyone was quite excited. Mobile
phones were quickly passed from one person to another. I remember making
a reservation myself. I did not give my mobile phone to anyone else, though.
It could easily get lost in the crowd once we came to a stop. The city was new
to me, and I felt ill at ease about its ways. I could not figure out the
reservation rush, either. And this is how I woke up. Completely bewildered
by a world I would never wish to visit, let alone call my own.
PASSIVE LEARNING (April 16, 2012)
My many dreams have evaporated by the morning, but I have a vague
recollection of one of them. I dreamt that I had a bunch of wonderful students.
They reminded me of my workshop in space architecture, which I held at MIT
in the late Eighties. All they needed from me was a little bit of guidance. The
rest was in their capable hands. By and by, they developed a new concept of
learning. “Passive learning,“ they called it. It was a bit like learning by doing,
but it was not exactly the same. It was unhurried and it eschewed clear
objectives. Living in space was to be mastered by living through the
experience, as it were. And so they read all sorts of things and talked to many
different experts at the Institute and beyond. I helped as best I could with the
contacts. I remember being quite enthralled by passive learning and its
results. As the workshop progressed, space architecture came alive. Touching
on science fiction at its best, it went well beyond engineering. Unfortunately,
that is all I remember of the dream. I can only hope that it will come back
sooner or later, as dreams sometimes do. Passive learning at its best, indeed.
THE ACT OF DRAWING (April 19, 2012)
I dreamt that I was drawing my beloved’s face with a soft pencil. We were
separated, and so I drew from memory. I focused on her eyes, eyebrows,
nose, and cheeks. That was she for me. I remember drawing on the same
piece of rough paper, but going over the same features many times in quick
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succession. As I went, her face gradually came to life. And it kept changing
over and over again. The goal was not to make a good drawing, but to get
closer to her through drawing. The act of drawing was all I was after as I
peered into her eyes. I went faster and faster. By and by, the drawing got
crisscrossed by ever more lines. It also got mustier as the graphite smudged
under my hands. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I felt relieved
that my beloved was sleeping by my side. I managed to draw her to life, as it
were.
THE SUBMERGED JETTY (April 29, 2012)
I dreamt that I was visiting a small town on the Adriatic coast together with
some friends from Motovun. There were about ten of us. We were sitting in
the harbor and looking around. It was sunny and the sea was calm. To our
right there was a long concrete jetty going into the sea, but its top half was
submerged. I remember getting up to explore it. I walked along it as far as I
could, and I was about to take off my shoes and socks. Looking toward the
head of the jetty, I tried to guess how far should I roll up my pants. Just above
the knees would be more than enough, I remember thinking. I woke up before
I took off my shoes, though. “Climate change,” it flashed through my mind at
once. That was the only explanation for the submerged jetty. Strangely,
climate change did not even cross my mind in the dream. The jetty was
submerged, and that was all there was to it. Judging by what I saw in my
dream, the sea level was about a meter higher than where it had been when the
jetty was built. Prescient, or what?
THE DOCTOR (April 30, 2012)
I dreamt that I was in the brightly lit lobby of a hospital together with many
journalists listening to a doctor giving his report on the condition of some
famous person. I do not remember who it was, but the patient’s condition was
stable and the outlook for recovery was pretty good. Surrounded by cameras
and microphones, the doctor went on and on, but I did not listen very
carefully. Instead, I was mesmerized by the doctor himself. Most of his head
was encased in a plastic molding the color of skin that hugged the skull, the
cheeks, and the jaw. There was a joint at the jaw. There was no hair anyplace
on the doctor’s head. There were no eyelashes or eyebrows, either. His
bulging eyes looked as though they could easily pop out of their sockets.
There were several long pipes hugging the plastic molding above his left ear.
As the doctor spoke, I could see inside his mouth. Most of his tongue was
exposed, too. From where I was standing, I could also count the ridges of his
palate. When the doctor finished his report, one of the journalists plucked up
his courage for a question that was one everyone’s mind. “Sir” he started after
clearing his throat, “could you tell us a bit about … yourself?” I woke up
before the doctor answered. But his head stayed with me for a long time.
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THE HAIKU COLLECTION (May 6, 2012)
I dreamt that I was working on a collection of haiku poetry written by many
people close to me. The book design was uppermost in my mind. Everyone
got one page for five or six poems at most. The contributors were to be
presented in alphabetical order. I remember being a bit embarrassed for my
own haiku to end up on top, but I could not come up with anyone whose
family name would come ahead of mine. Among the poets I had my beloved,
as well. I remember the names of several friends who contributed to the
collection: Milan Brkić, Bob Collén, Giuseppe Mastruzzo, and Arnd
Schneider. There were many others, though. The book was to be printed on
exquisite paper that looked and felt like parchment. Each page was laid out so
sparsely that the paper mattered quite a bit. I remember trying to find the most
appropriate typescript for the book. I was also considering the design of the
pages dedicated to all the contributors. Together with their short biographies,
I wanted to use their passport photographs, albeit in black-and-white. I
already had a few of those, and I was testing the best size for them. I kept
working on the haiku collection even after I awoke in the middle of the night.
I fell asleep soon afterwards, and the same dream returned. This happened
several times. The book was almost finished by the morning. Only the haiku
poetry written by many people close to me was entirely lost by then.
THE INVERTED FUNNEL (May 8, 2012)
I dreamt that I was at a party given by some friends who were from
somewhere far away. Scandinavia comes to mind, but I am not sure were
exactly they were from. They were preparing a special dish from their country
for their new friends. It was a thick vegetable soup with many ingredients,
most of which were rather common. However, the trick was in cooking a
portion of the ingredients at a slightly higher temperature. A part of it was to
be slightly undercooked, but everything was ultimately mixed together before
serving. Feeling the difference in the mouth was the prize. I remember being
puzzled by the pot used to cook the soup, though. While the soup was still
boiling, a spout protruded from the middle of the concoction. Only when the
pot was emptied into several porcelain bowls I realized that it had an inverted
funnel built into it. The wide mouth of the funnel covered the bottom of the
pot while its narrow stern was level with its sides at the top. The ingredients
that went into the funnel were thus cooked at a higher temperature than the
ingredients that went around it. The contraption struck me as quite ingenious
in my dream. Only when I woke up it dawned on me that two different pots
would do just fine for the cooking of the exotic soup. The inverted funnel was
superfluous at best.
THE EXPLOSION (May 10, 2012)
I dreamt that one of my teeth exploded. It was the sixth tooth below and to the
right, I was quite sure. The explosion was quite strong, but it did not hurt me
at all. I do not remember any bits and pieces around the mouth. There was no
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bleeding, either. The explosion only woke me up at once. I immediately
checked the tooth in question with my tongue. Then I checked it with an
index finger. Nothing was wrong with it, though. I only had to pee. As I was
getting up, my beloved turned toward me. “Going to pee?” she whispered. “I
dreamt that one of my teeth exploded,” I mumbled as I shuffled toward the
toilet. It was just past five in the morning. Both of us went back to sleep soon
afterwards.
THE BEAKLESS PIGEON (May 14, 2012)
I dreamt that I was watching two pigeons. One was male, the other female.
Bowing and cooing, the male was pursuing the female. The female was
always a step ahead of the male. But the male had no beak. There were only
crumpled feathers in its place. I do not remember much of the dream except
my surprise at the beakless pigeon. How in the world did it lose its beak?
More important, how did it survive without it? But the spirited pursuit of the
female showed clearly enough it was in great shape. Minus the beak, of
course.
MY DAUGHTER’S TIGHT MUSCLES (May 15, 2012)
I dreamt that I was at a round table in Ljubljana. The language used was
English. My beloved was with me for the occasion. The atmosphere was
informal, and the discussion went very well. It veered from one subject to
another quite freely. As this was a meeting of minds, there was no audience.
There were no microphones or cameras, either. While we were saying
goodbye to each other at the end of the day, my ex-wife unexpectedly
appeared. I had hard time recognizing her in a bluish-gray jacket and pants.
She said that she had happened to be in Ljubljana and that she had learned
about the event on the World Wide Web. It was awkward seeing her after so
many years, and I wanted to leave as soon as possible. But then I noticed a
girl in her teens peering at me over the back of a tall chair. She was all eyes
under a bush of wavy brown hair. “And who is this?” I exclaimed although I
knew perfectly well that the girl must be my daughter, Maya. She
accompanied her mother on her trip to Ljubljana. I went behind the chair and
reached for her. She pulled back, though. She did not want to be hugged. I
reached for her again, but she became rigid. I remember that she was very
tense when I tried to grab hold of her with both hands. But my beloved was
delighted with Maya. “How sweet she is,” she kept repeating, “how sweet she
is!” I woke up at this point. It was still dark outside, and I did my best to fall
asleep again. The memory of my daughter’s tight muscles stayed with me
through the morning, though.
A GYPSY STATE (May 17, 2012)
I dreamt that I became close to an informal group of intellectuals from Trieste
who studied the Gypsies or Roma. I joined them in the search for books in
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Italian, Croatian, and Slovene that were published in the late Nineteenth and
early Twentieth Century. This was the time when Trieste was still in the
hands of the Austro-Hungarian empire, and when both Croats and Slovenes
started dreaming about their own state. Interestingly, they were proposing a
similar solution for the Gypsies. Namely, they were advocating a Gypsy state
someplace in Central or Eastern Europe. Of course, there were many heated
disagreements about the location and size of such a state. One puzzling thing
was that there was not a single Gypsy author among the intellectuals of
roughly a century ago. Similarly, there was not a single Gypsy intellectual in
the informal group that assembled in Trieste. No-one in the group was
bothered by this absence, though. The intellectual pursuit was engaging in its
own right. And there were piles of dusty books to study in so many
languages. When I woke up, I marveled at the idea of a Gypsy state. Only
dyed-in-the-wool intellectuals could come up with an idea of this ilk, anyway.
SORT OF BRAGGING (May 18, 2012)
I dreamt that I was talking about my mother. I do not remember who it was I
was talking to, but I was sort of bragging. My mother was the best in the
world. Her age somehow came up, and I said that she was ninety-one already.
“She’ll be ninety-two later this year,” I added proudly. In my dream, she was
very much alive and so well that death was not even in the cards. And then I
switched to my aunt Aurora, my mother’s elder sister. “She’ll be ninety-six
this year!” I boasted. I went on and on about my aunt, who was always such a
great fun to be with. My enthusiasm was punctured as soon as I woke up in
the middle of the night, though. My mother was ninety when she died in
2001. Would that she lived a few years longer. And my aunt Aurora was only
seventy-seven when she died in 1983. If I remember correctly, she was four
years older than my mother. Feeling sorely disappointed with my mother and
her sister, I had hard time falling asleep again.
THE EARTHQUAKE (May 20, 2012)
I woke up in the middle of the night and felt a light tremor. “Earthquake,” I
thought at once. The house swayed a bit for a few seconds, but then it calmed
down. It was just after four in the morning. I thought I should check the news
on the World Wide Web, but I went to the bathroom instead. I kept waking up
through the night and morning, checking the alarm clock, and going back to
sleep. Each time I thought I should check the news, but I fell asleep a moment
later. Several times I dreamt that I was at my computer and that the
earthquake hit southern Istria, the Alps, or Friuli. When I finally got up, I
checked the news and found that there was a big earthquake between Modena
and Mantova in northern Italy. That is just across the Adriatic from Istria.
Modena is in Emilia Romagna and Mantova is in Lombardy. Several people
are dead and some are still missing. Reading about the calamity, I kept
shaking my head. It took me a while to separate my dreams from reality. The
earthquake is as real as earthquakes get.
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Addendum I (May 29, 2012)
Another earthquake shook Italy not far from the place where it struck a bit
more than a week ago. It was shortly after nine in the morning. About ten
people are dead and many are still missing. However, this time around I
missed it entirely. I was sound asleep, but many people in Motovun have felt
it. According to those who have experienced both tremors, the two were
rather similar in intensity and duration. More are expected in the same region,
and I will do my best to stay in tune. I have always found earthquakes quite
exciting.
Addendum II (December 11, 2016)
There were many earthquakes in Italy as of late, but I have not felt a single
one. Some of my friends in Motovun have felt quite a few of them, and I feel
a bit jealous by now. Not to worry, though. Many more earthquakes are
expected just across the Adriatic. And I cannot imagine missing all of them.
To be sure, the excitement is quite palpable each and every time. The light
tremor I felt before the original piece was written is still with me four years
hence. Although I hope that nobody will get hurt, feeling the earth move
under me is quite a joy. Among other things, it puts me in my place. The
same also holds for my fellow humans, and it is high time that they are put in
their place.
SENILE DEMENTIA (May 21, 2012)
I dreamt that I saw two women crossing the street close to my first home in
Belgrade. It was at the intersection of Jovanova Street and Seventh of July
Street, where a huge open market used to be while I was growing up. It was
obvious that they were mother and daughter. The mother was in her late
seventies, while the daughter was in her late forties. Their facial features were
almost identical. They were the same height, too. Both of them had frizzy
hair cropped and pulled back in the same fashion. The mother was completely
gray, but the daughter dyed her hair reddish-brown. They even wore long,
dark coats that looked almost identical. Now, the daughter led her mother by
the hand. She kept holding onto her hand even after they crossed the street
and entered the market. Senile dementia, I remember figuring out on the spot.
The mother had a habit of wandering away in crowded places, and it was thus
safer to hold her hand all the while. The daughter must be spending most of
her time taking care of her demented mother, I remember thinking. In fact, the
daughter’s life must be dedicated entire to her debilitated mother. I woke up
soon after I lost sight of them in the market crowd. And I got annoyed with
myself at once. How could I be coming up with the whole story about the two
women on the basis of one little detail—hand holding? Perhaps the older
woman had difficulties with her eyesight. Perhaps they were related in an
entirely different way—aunt and niece, say. Perhaps they did not even live
together. But I had no doubts about such things in my dream. In my dream, I
knew everything.
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THE LUCKY NUMBER (May 22, 2012)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were on our way out of a hotel, where we had
taken part in an international conference, which had taken place somewhere
on the Croatian coast. We were in a bit of a rush. Many of our colleagues had
already left for the airport. To save time, my beloved went to the reception to
pay, and I rushed to our apartment to collect our stuff. I am not sure why we
rented an apartment, but it was quite large and sumptuously appointed. I
remember that the cleaning crew was already lined up in front of the door
when I arrived. As I was pulling our stuff out of several closets and stuffing it
into our bags, I heard my beloved in the other room. “How much was it?” I
asked in a loud voice. “Four, six, seven, seven,” she responded in a similar
way. This was the price in Croatian kuna, of course. When I woke up, the
number was etched in my mind. I thought of the lottery at once. Years ago,
many people would think of a number dreamt in this way as the lucky number.
“Four, six, seven, seven,” I kept mulling it over and over again, as if I was
about to bet on the lottery myself.
THE DOG (May 26, 2012)
I dreamt that a dog made itself comfortable on the platform bellow my terrace
and above the garden. Most of it is covered by a trellis on which wisteria
grows, but on the southern end there is a raised platform leading to the cellar
with garden tools. The dog was lying on its flank when I first spotted it. It
was a mutt, but one of its parents must have been a German shepherd. The
dog raised its head to look at me, but it did not get up. I just looked at it
without a word. I was trying to figure out what to do with the newcomer. In
the end, I went to the kitchen and filled a large glass with water. The dog was
still lying down when I returned to the terrace. Its head raised, it was trying to
figure out what I would do. And then I splashed it with water. The dog
yelped, jumped on its feet, ran down the stairs to the garden, and then across it
toward the elderberry tree on its northern end. It jumped over a few low walls
and loped along the old path leading to the lower square. This is how it must
have come here, I remember thinking. I was a bit sorry for the dog, but I was
sure it would not be a good idea to let it make itself a home right under the
terrace. When I woke up, I kept returning to my dilemma: should I have
welcomed the newcomer or should I have chased it away? I did the right
thing, I decided at last, but I still felt sorry for the dog.
THE POLAR BEAR AND HER CUBS (May 27, 2012)
I dreamt that I was at my parents’ house together with a friend or colleague of
mine when an enormous polar bear silently waddled into the kitchen. It was a
single story American house with large windows. My mother, my friend, and
I were in the dining room at the time, and so I closed the door leading to the
kitchen as carefully as I could. The bear did not hear us, but we could see it
through a glass panel in the door. Facing the door leading to the porch from
the kitchen, it plopped itself down. The door was closed. I remember
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thinking that I should go to the front door, walk around the house, and open
the kitchen door before the bear broke out through it. I had to be very quiet
and I had to crouch under the kitchen windows. Before I could do that,
though, a polar bear cub dashed into the kitchen and started rolling on the
floor. The front door must have been left open, I thought. A moment later
another cub dashed in and started playing with the first. Realizing that the big
bear was their mother, I knew that we were in extreme danger. Any sound
would arouse her suspicion, and she would be vicious in dealing with any
danger to her cubs. She could break through any door or wall in the house
without any difficulty. And I woke up overcome with fear. Actually, I was in
complete panic. It took me a while to fall asleep again.
THE BIKE (May 28, 2012)
I dreamt that someone had parked a black mountain bicycle under my terrace.
This is where I had dreamt a dog two nights ago (“The Dog,” May 26, 2012).
It was quite a fancy bike, I could see at once. It must have cost a mint. At any
rate, I got angry straight away. This is my property, I remember fuming.
Although I planned to write a harsh note for the owner and attach it to the
bike, I woke up before I managed to do anything. I fell asleep again soon
afterwards, but the first thing I did this morning was to check the platform
right under my terrace. There was nothing there, it goes without saying.
Overgrown with weeds, the platform looks untouched. Actually, primeval. I
only wonder why do I feel so insecure about my house at this particular time.
Two similar dreams so close together cannot be brushed aside. What possible
threat do I face?
TRAMPLING (May 29, 2012)
I dreamt that I was watching an artistic performance. There was a huge
canvas stretched on the floor between four seating structures forming an
amphitheater for the audience. There must have been a couple of hundred
people watching the performance. The artist was a young woman wearing a
tight black outfit reminiscent of those used in modern dance. Only her hands
and feet were exposed. Her dark hair was collected into a tight bun. She
painted on the canvas using four enormous tubes with acrylic paint. The
colors were red, blue, green, and yellow. She painted an elaborate
composition with consummate skill by squeezing the paint out of the tubes.
The painting was rather a drawing, because the paint coming out of a tube was
always of uniform thickness. As she painted a human being or an animal or a
building, she always moved backwards. However, she was apparently
oblivious to everything that she had already painted, and so she trampled it
underfoot as she kept painting. The composition remained only in the mind of
each person in the audience. All that could be seen by the end of the
performance were traces of the artist’s trampling feet. I woke up quite
enchanted by what I had witnessed. I was convinced many an audience would
be enchanted by the performance, too.
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BELIEF, DOUBT (June 1, 2012)
I dreamt that I was visiting with a people living in a forest of very tall trees
under precipitous cliffs. They had a couple of passions, and I was advising
them about both. The first was the taste and fragrance of forest fruit. They
could find extraordinary fruits without searching for them. It was a matter of
belief with them. If your belief was strong enough, you could find whatever
you wanted without a thought. The second passion was flying. Once again, it
was a matter of belief. They climbed trees or cliffs and jumped off with their
hands spread wide. If their belief was strong enough, they glided quite some
distance before landing on their feet. Otherwise, they fell. The best fliers
among them, who climbed the tallest trees and cliffs, occasionally had the
worst accidents. A moment of doubt was enough for a fall. I was advising
them about belief, but I do not remember much about my approach. The main
problem I was facing was debilitating doubt that crept into the best fliers who
had a fall. All I remember about my advice was that finding forest fruit
helped build up their belief. Once they managed to find sumptuous fruits of
their choice without a thought, they could return to flying again. It took them
a while, but belief could be built up again with careful training. The dream
kept returning to me throughout the night. The people I was visiting
enchanted me. What struck me about my dream when I woke up in the
morning was that I, too, had a strong belief in belief. In fact, there was not a
trace of doubt about it in my mind.
THE MAYOR OF MY DREAMS (June 3, 2012)
I dreamt that I was helping the mayor of Motovun and a member of the
municipal council carry a metal table and several chairs made by a local
craftsman. The set showed in a humorous way the key results of a recent
municipal opinion poll concerning tourist development. We carried it from
one café to another. The mayor wanted to show it to a guest from the Czech
Republic, who was a member of the European Parliament. He served on an
important commission concerned with tourist development. I do not
remember much more of the dream, except that the town was crowded with
tourists, and that it was not easy picking our way through so many people.
The furniture we were carrying was not very heavy, but it was rather
awkward. When I woke up, I could not stop marveling at my dream. The
mayor carrying anything! The two of us cooperating! The humorous local
craftsmen! The municipal opinion poll on any subject whatsoever! The
mayor of my dreams in a nutshell. Such a mayor Motovun will never have, I
can claim without any fear of contradiction. Mere dreams.
THE CONFESSIONS (June 8, 2012)
I dreamt that I talked to several friends in succession about their experiences
with my hot sauce. Each talk turned into a confession of sorts. And each
confession was rather alike. They all started by listing all their troubles. One
burned his mouth, another had heartburn for a few days, and yet another had
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severe diarrhea. Therefore, they all made a solemn promise to themselves
never to touch the sauce again. Next, they felt curious about it after a long
pause. Some even felt kind of challenged by it. They were surprised by their
new feelings, but they all broke their promise in the end. Finally, they made
the promise to themselves never to touch my sauce for the second time.
Having burned their mouths, suffered from heartburn, or went through a bout
of heavy diarrhea for the second time, they all took their promise much more
seriously. I remember being perplexed by the confessions. My sauce did not
strike me as such a debilitating condiment. But the friends I talked to were
adamant about it. Never again! I woke up somewhat distraught. The
confessions were pretty damning from start to finish. Perhaps I should really
talk to several friends about their experiences with my hot sauce.
THE INNOVATION PROCESS (June 10, 2012)
I dreamt that I was working for an organization that helped manage corporate
competitions in design of software tools, materials, products, and even
machine tools in the Boston metropolitan area. Student groups participated in
these competitions in ever-larger numbers, and corporations got an increasing
number of innovations through this simple and relatively cheap process. Rich
in universities and students, Boston became a prominent innovation center.
MIT student groups won many competitions, but they subsequently focused
on winning new competitions rather than completing the old ones. Often
enough, they did not even collect their awards. Students from other
universities in the Boston area jumped into the breach for a fee. The
competition for fees was fierce, and they were often traded down. MIT
students were suspicious of these helpers, who had no idea of science or
engineering, while the helpers were perplexed with MIT students on account
of their business ineptitude. One of my jobs was to smooth their cooperation,
for both sides were essential in the innovation process. It was important to
understand the motivations of various student groups so as to successfully
complete a particular competition. When I woke up, I could not believe my
dream. As it happened, it had nothing whatsoever to do with me. It was
someone else’s dream, as it were.
ELECTRICITY IN AMAZONIA (June 12, 2012)
I dreamt that I was spending some time with an Amazonian tribe that knew a
great deal about electricity. Although their tools were rather primitive, many
members of the tribe could use it for all sorts of purposes. Their knowledge
went far back, too. I do not remember any details, but electricity was very
useful in dealing with dangerous animals. I remember watching a man
working on a contraption made of smooth wooden rods when a jaguar started
approaching him stealthily through the lush foliage. The man was small and
wore an enormous straw hat. It was clear he was aware of the slinking animal,
but he did not look toward it at all. When it was quite close, he pointed one of
the rods at the jaguar. The animal yelped, jumped to the side, and then trotted
back into the woods. It was obvious it got an electric shock. The man
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continued doing whatever he was doing without even looking after his
detractor. I tried to remember more of the dream when I woke up, but to no
avail. The tribe I was visiting knew a lot about electricity, but their
knowledge was well beyond me.
BELLIGERENT BEAUTIES (June 16, 2012)
I dreamt that I saw an enormous praying mantis on my terrace door. It was the
size of a hot dog. The door was open ajar, and it was perched on its thin end
close to the top. The insect appeared content. It spread its wings wide and
curled up its hind end. I remember it making a spiral. When I woke up in the
middle of the night, I thought of my beloved, who was fast asleep by my side.
Praying mantises always remind me of her. Belligerent beauties, they. And I
knew why my praying mantis was so content in her sleep.
CHEESE FROM COAL (June 19, 2012)
I dreamt that Benjamin Pahović has made cheese from coal. There was a big
party in his restaurant in Motovun, and everyone wanted to taste it. I took
some on a plastic plate together with some other things, such as bacon and
bread. The cheese was completely white. Before I could taste it, Benjamin’s
daughter, Martina, came along and picked some from my plate. “My dad
made this from coal,” she said proudly. A moment later Igor Kotiga, a
member of the extended Pahović family, came along and took some cheese
from my plate. “Benjamin made this from coal,” he said proudly. All the
cheese from my plate was gone, though. “Wait a minute,” I protested and
grabbed some of the cheese back, “I haven’t had a chance to taste it!” And
then I put it in my mouth. Although it was on the young side and crumbly, the
cheese had a sharp taste to it. My mouth tingled a bit, but I quite liked it.
Sadly, I woke up before I learned from Benjamin how he managed to make
cheese from coal.
MY ENGLISH ACCENT (June 21, 2012)
I dreamt that I was working in a laboratory of some kind in Zagreb. I
remember that the whole team working together wore white coats. One
member of the team was quite surprised when he heard me speaking English
on the phone one day. “You speak English with a Serbian accent,” he said.
There was disappointment and perhaps even annoyance in his remark. “Never
heard of such a thing,” I defended myself. He insisted, though. “You
definitely speak English with a Serbian accent,” he said, this time with a tinge
of anger. I kept repeating that this was the first time I had heard anything like
this and that I had no idea what to say about it. Notwithstanding the
nationalistic undertone of my lab mate’s comment, which I found disgusting, I
was truly puzzled by what he said. When I woke up, I wondered about my
English accent. The first thing anyone notices is the American twang, but
another accent is undeniably buried underneath it. After all, I went to
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Cambridge, Massachusetts, from Belgrade, where I lived from my second to
twenty-fourth year. Besides, I switched to my own version of Croatian, which
no-one can place with any certainty, only when I decided to move to Istria. In
short, it is entirely possible that my old Belgrade accent is still buried in my
English. I once met a British journalist who immediately placed my accent.
“You must be from Yugoslavia,” he said. As it turned out, he was working for
a radio station and thus had a sharp ear. But most people who would try to
place my accent would go for the Netherlands, of all countries. Anyhow, this
turned out to be an interesting dream.
LOVER IN HONG KONG (June 23, 2012)
I dreamt that I was in quite a rush in a large and crowded city. It looked like
New York or Chicago. I knew my way pretty well. Having walked out of a
subway station, I headed down a broad avenue. I was rushing to a meeting, if
I remember correctly. Seeing a clutch of fashionably dressed young women
on the pavement ahead of me, I attempted to walk around them, but they
squeezed toward me and blocked my way. One of them stepped right in front
of me. She had dark skin and South Indian or Sri Lankan features. About
twenty, she wore shorts, tall boots, and a leather jacket. Her lips were bright
red with lipstick. “Move away,” I yelled at her. I was ready to push her out of
my way if needed. She giggled coquettishly, but she let me walk past her. “I
know everything about you,” she yelled after me as I walked faster and faster.
“You have a lover in Hong Kong,” she giggled, “and you visited her twice in
secret!” I just kept walking. “Lover,” I remember thinking angrily, “what
lover?” When I woke up in the middle of the night, I racked my brains for a
while before I remembered Hilary. Although her name escaped me at first, we
did meet in secret a couple of times in the mid-Nineties. Although nothing
ever came of it, perhaps luckily, a lover of sorts she surely was at the time.
“But how did the bitch in my dream get to know about Hilary?” I wondered.
“Ah,” it dawned on me at last, “that bitch was me!” I managed to fall asleep
again soon enough.
YOKO’S NONSENSE (June 25, 2012)
I dreamt that I was in a vast, empty parking lot together with Yoko Ono. We
seemed to be great friends. Her black hair cropped short, she was in her midthirties. She wore a tight black T-shirt with short sleeves and a pair of tight
black pants. A man on a bicycle was approaching us from quite some
distance. He was riding very slowly. Both he and his bike were caked with
mud and dust. “Wait until you see him,” Yoko grinned at me knowingly and
motioned her head toward the fellow. I woke up long before he came close to
us, though. “Oh,” I remember thinking as I was waking up, “more of Yoko’s
nonsense.” Of course, she came to me in my dream because I had bumped
into several articles about her lately. She has a retrospective of sorts in
London, where she is also conducting one of her art projects, which involves
people sending her their photographs with their smiling faces. Whence my
last thought, no doubt. All in all, a dream to forget.
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MEMBER OF A GANG (July 5, 2012)
I dreamt that I was a member of a gang. Several of us were walking through
deserted streets of a sprawling suburb late at night. It looked like Houston or
Dallas, Texas. On a mission of some kind, we were spread quite far apart. I
remember that two young men were some distance ahead of me. An old man,
also a gang member, was somewhere in between us. As we were walking
under a wide overpass, he pulled out a gun and aimed at the two men in front
of us. He aimed for a long time, but he never pulled the trigger. In the end, he
put the gun back in his pocket. I also remember joining the two young men
somewhat later and wondering whether to tell them about the old man’s
attempt. After much deliberation, I did not. They must have some accounts to
settle, I reckoned. We just walked in silence. The old man fell behind us, and
the dream faded away. I was quite puzzled by it when I woke up in the middle
of the night. It connected to nothing in my experience. It did not make much
sense, either. Another man’s dream once again. It took me a while to fall
sleep again.
SLIPPERY STREETS (July 7, 2012)
I dreamt that I was watching a movie in which people skied down steep
cobblestone streets of a medieval town. There was no snow. The stone
appeared to be slippery. There were several such scenes, but in one I
recognized the stones. “That’s Motovun!” I shouted. Indeed, the ramp going
toward the archway connecting the lower and upper squares was
unmistakable. To the left of the ramp, which runs along the wall of the
Communal Palace, there are several wide plateaus that are rather slippery. But
I got annoyed with the skiing scenes pretty quickly. The cobblestones on
Borgo and Gradiziol are not slippery at all. In fact, the stone used there was
selected by our clever ancestors for its grip, which was essential for donkeys,
horses, and mules used to carry things up and down the hill. “They must have
put rollers under those skis,” I remember exclaiming in irritation. When I
woke up, I remembered that I would be going to Motovun tomorrow
afternoon. Its slippery streets do have a meaning, after all.
THE RISING STEAM (July 10, 2012)
During my afternoon siesta, I dreamt that I saw a car out of which thick steam
was rising. It was a black BMW covered with dust. The steam was coming
out of the two radiator grilles in its front. The scene came to me twice, and I
woke up each time. The steam suggested the motor was about to catch on fire
and explode. Both times I went back to sleep, though. Anyhow, there is no
better way to survive the afternoon heat. At the moment, it is twenty-eight
degrees Celsius in my house. The rising steam was actually coming out of my
boiling head.
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FED UP WITH HUMANS (July 13, 2012)
I remember almost nothing about my dreams last night except that I was
involved in protracted negotiations of some kind. If my memory is not
playing tricks on me, I was a member of one among several beleaguered
groups. I dreamt about haggling with a large number of people over some
silly disagreements concerning totally unimportant things. But the bargaining
went on and on from one dream to another. I remember waking up in the
middle of the night and feeling sorry for myself on account of my grinding
dreams. At least they could be a bit more pleasurable than real life would ever
get, I felt. But the negotiations continued as one group pushed its views over
another. By the time I woke up in the morning, I felt relieved. I was utterly
fed up with humans. Luckily for me, all the details of all-night wrangling
were irretrievably lost by the time I got up from bed.
THE SCHEME (July 15, 2012)
I dreamt that I got involved in a real estate project that was supposed to help
business development in eastern Slavonia, which was impoverished by the
recent war. A large building complex was already built and divided into many
manageable sections. Each section was now to be managed by an
intermediary like me. I was to take on the responsibility for regular rental
payments for my own section. They were to remain fixed over ten years. The
monthly payments would go to the bank that financed the project with some
help from the European Union. My task was to rent the space to a variety of
businesses. In return for this service, I was expected to pocket the difference
between my obligation to the bank and the money I collected from the
businesses in my section. This was still a mission of good will because of the
risk that intermediaries like me were undertaking by accepting to pay fixed
rent to the bank. The monthly rent for my section was to be three-thousand
and two-hundred euros. I remember getting the first bill, which came out of a
cash register. Two representatives of the bank shook hands with me. It was a
happy occasion for all concerned. The next step would be negotiating with
people who planned to use the complex for their business activities. This is
where intermediaries like me had to compete for best customers. With some
skill, each of us was expected to get up to three times the monthly rent we
were obliged to pay to the bank. When I woke up, I marveled at the scheme,
which I remembered in quite some detail. But I marveled even more at the
notion of getting involved in any sort of business at this stage of my life. Pure
fiction.
THE KING (July 16, 2012)
I dreamt that I saw a king in the lobby of a large hotel. In his seventies, he
wore a long gray cloak over a light-blue shirt and dark-blue pants. He also
wore a crown made of orange plastic. He seemed to be quite powerful in spite
of his preposterous attire. That is how he behaved, at least. There were three
men in their late-twenties or early-thirties in his entourage. I could see poorly
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concealed guns on all three young men. They behaved like bodyguards, but it
was clear that they were powerful people in their own right, as well. I do not
remember much more about the foursome except that I eventually realized that
they must be involved in organized crime of some sort. One way or another,
there was something very palpable about their raw power. When I woke up in
the middle of the night, I marveled at the king’s crown. It was of the simplest
possible design, and apparently rather cheap to make, but the orange was
amazingly bright. The king also appeared in a subsequent dream, but the rest
of that dream was lost by the morning.
TURNING A CORNER (July 19, 2012)
I dreamt that I was with my beloved in a city that neither of us knew well. It
looked like Copenhagen. We were walking around in search of interesting
places. At some point she turned a corner while I was looking the other way.
She could have been at most a step ahead of me, but there was no trace of her
when I reached the corner. I could not see any door close to it, either. “This is
impossible,” I remember thinking. Having walked around the street corner
where we separated for a minute or two, I pulled out my mobile phone.
“Where are you?” I wanted to write, but all sorts of funny things started
happening with the phone. I could not get the message right. And so I woke
up before I managed to send anything to my beloved. I checked the time on
my mobile phone, which was next to my pillow, and decided that it was time
to get up. As I was shuffling toward the bathroom, I kept revisiting my
beloved’s disappearance. It was impossible in real life, all right, but it was
perfectly possible in a dream. In a dream, turning a corner is enough for
someone to vanish into thin air.
THE GREENISH GOOK (July 20, 2012)
I dreamt that I was watching an old woman out of whose ears a greenish gook
was coming out. Curling as it came out, it stuck to her gray hair on both sides
of her head. The gook was coming out quite fast, as well. Its pace was steady.
There was no sign of it ever slowing down. In her eighties, the woman had
her eyes and mouth wide open, as if she was about to let out a scream, but she
made no sound. She was flabbergasted by what was happening to her. I, too,
was amazed by my dream when I woke up in the middle of the night. It was
so vivid, too. I fell asleep again quickly enough, but the dream came back to
me as soon as I woke up. In my mind, the greenish gook was still coming out
of the old woman’s head at a steady pace. No end to surprises from this silly
old brain of mine.
BRUSHING MY TEETH (July 21, 2012)
I dreamt that I was brushing my teeth while walking down a busy street. It
reminded me of Westbourne Grove in London. I did not have my electric
brush with me. The old toothbrush felt funny in my hand. But everyone
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around me was dumbfounded by what I was doing. “Disgusting,” one woman
hissed as she strutted past me. “Yuck,” growled a man when he saw what I
was doing. “Look,” one youngster pointed me to another, “he’s drooling!”
Indeed, some of the toothpaste mixed with saliva was dropping on the
sidewalk from time to time, but I was still surprised by such strong reactions.
The street was not the best place to brush your teeth, all right, but it was surely
not so very disgusting. And so I kept doing what I was doing in spite of all the
hoopla. I was still brushing my teeth when I woke up in the middle of the
night. “Disgusting, my ass,” I mumbled and turned around in bed. Soon
enough, I was asleep again.
EATING AND EATING (July 23, 2012)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were visiting a big city. It reminded me of
Sydney. We did not know our way around. Having come to a bus station, we
asked a man how to get across the city, where we wanted to see something.
He told us which bus to take. This was the bus he was taking, too. Then we
told him that we were getting hungry, and he showed us a take-away place
where we could buy good stuff to eat later. We bought some sautéed veal,
roasted potatoes, and plenty of crisp lettuce with baked beans for salad. I
remember us standing in the bus before it started moving. The man we
consulted was with us. He was talking to my beloved a few paces away from
me, and I wanted to taste the food, which I was carrying in a big bag. It
smelled very invitingly. I pulled a pair of chopsticks out of the bag and started
eating. The food was delicious. The veal and potatoes went perfectly
together. The salad was a joy, as well. I could not stop myself from eating
and eating. Both my beloved and the man started teasing me at some point.
“You’ll eat everything by yourself,” they were laughing. I kept eating,
though. And I was still eating when I woke up. It was not yet eight o’clock,
but I could not go back to sleep. And then I started thinking about the food I
have been eating the last ten days: fruit, nuts, salads, and an occasional risotto.
I have been fasting for so long that I have turned ravenous, as my dream
testifies so well.
A PILE OF JUNK (July 25, 2012)
I dreamt that my beloved and I discovered a whole pile of junk in my garden
upon our return to Motovun. The film festival was just over. Someone must
have camped in the garden. There were crushed cardboard boxes and broken
furniture in the pile. On top of it was a broken lounge chair made of fine
leather. I was livid. First I searched the whole garden for clues of temporary
occupation, and then I headed toward the municipal offices on the upper
square. I was sure to write them a harsh letter, but I wanted to tell them a few
things beforehand. I woke up before I reached the upper square, but I was still
huffing and puffing with rage. The festival is an abomination and the
municipality ought to do something about it. Enough of this travesty of
culture! It took me a while to calm down enough to fall asleep again.
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A RUBIK’S CUBE ON TOP OF A HILL (July 27, 2012)
I dreamt of a village on top of a hill that was built like a Rubik’s cube. Once
or twice a year, but entirely at random, the huge building would rotate either
horizontally or vertically. The process was slow. It took an hour or so. The
people living in the village would feel the tremors and get out of the way of
the moving parts. And then they would adjust their quarters as they saw fit.
They had no control of the movement, though. Everyone in the village was
accustomed to continual adjustment. There were no complaints. There were
no quarrels among them, either. I was not living in the village, but I was
studying both its architecture and the behavior of the inhabitants, most of
whom were elderly. My visits were frequent and rather long. I made the
connection with a Rubik’s cube only when I woke up. In my dream, it took
me a while to figure out how the building housing the village moved. The
connection with Motovun came to me only when I got out of bed. Would that
its inhabitants also adjusted their quarters without strife whenever changes
occurred in the hilltown.
RECYCLING OF BODY LIQUIDS (July 30, 2012)
I dreamt that it had become so hot and dry around the world that everyone had
to carry a bag of liquid. It was not exactly water. Instead, it was a
combination of distilled body liquids that would be essential to save a person
from dying from thirst. The bag was rectangular and flat. It was black, and it
had engraved on it the essential information about the person carrying it.
Made of sturdy but soft plastic, it had to be carried close to one’s body at all
times. The liquid was intended only for extreme situations, when nothing else
could save someone’s life. Body liquids were extracted from dead people,
too. Having been distilled, they would be used by someone else. Recycling of
body liquids became essential in an ever-dryer world. I remember being
stunned when I learned that my bag contained my own body liquids because I
had almost died not long ago. I could not figure out exactly what had
happened to me, but I was somehow revived in the nick of time. The bag with
my distilled body liquids was to be recycled, but it was I who got it in the end.
When I woke up, I stared toward the ceiling for a long time. The dream
weighed heavily upon me. It was hot, and I pushed away my cover. This is
how I eventually fell asleep again and how I woke up in the morning.
STARVED FOR RECOGNITION (August 4, 2012)
I dreamt that I was at a huge gathering dedicated to a broad topic, like the
future of democracy or the future of Europe. If I remember correctly, it took
place in Athens. I listened to a talk, and then I commented on it. I was calm
and composed. The words came out of my mouth with great ease. When I
stopped, there was a spontaneous applause. I remember that it gave me
tremendous pleasure. Afterwards, I had a long talk with the man whose ideas
I commented on. It was a pleasure talking with him, and we exchanged our
addresses. And then someone gave me a large book prepared for the event. It
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was a bit too glossy for my taste, but it contained many interesting pieces of
writing and images. To my amazement, there were several pieces of mine in
key places. I was delighted at this discovery, and I kept looking through the
book for more. The gathering had become a great pleasure for me. When I
woke up, it was time to get up already. My beloved was still asleep next to
me. But it was clear to me that I had been starved for recognition. “Old
asshole,” I muttered to myself.
THE TUBE (August 7, 2012)
I dreamt that I was preparing an important lecture. It was divided into four or
five parts, some of which were rather dramatic. At some point I recorded the
lecture. The recording was supposed to help me along during the lecture
itself. It consisted of a long tube. The walls of uneven thickness were
yellowish in color. The diameter of the tube also changed from time to time.
I remember cutting it into the key parts, but I was worried that I would mix the
parts during the lecture. It was too important to me for any mishaps. When I
woke up in the middle of the night, I wondered how the recording would help
me. I could not figure out how the tube was to be used. I could not figure out
how it was made, either. Did I extrude it through my mouth, as its profile
would suggest? Completely confused, I had hard time falling asleep again.
Perhaps it was the unbearable heat.
THE MYSTERY OF MYSTERY (August 8, 2012)
I dreamt that I was a member of a team making a documentary about a famous
film director who had recently died. He was forever after mystery. And he
was fascinated by the ice and extreme cold. Many of his movies ended up
close to one of the poles. I remember seeing fascinating black-and-white
footage of strange boats designed by intrepid explorers. I also remember
visiting several spots that fascinated the great director, who kept returning to
them all his life. Some were in the Himalayas and others in the Andes. Ice
and extreme cold enveloped these places. But the main idea that was shaping
in my mind after so much close contact with the famous man’s work was that
the only thing he had ever discovered in his search of mystery were other men
forever after mystery. More important, it was obvious to me that there was no
mystery in anything that he touched with the exception of the universal search
after mystery. And that was the only mystery worth exploring in the
documentary. If there is no mystery at all, why are people tirelessly searching
after it with such tremendous zeal? This thought kept pestering me when I
woke up, as well. After a while, it was clear I could not fall back to sleep. It
was late enough, anyhow. As for the mystery of mystery, it is squarely in the
domain of brain scientists. All else is bunkum.
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INCREDIBLY SLIPPERY (August 10, 2012)
I dreamt during my afternoon nap that Motovun was being repaved. I was
astonished by the quality of the work. There was hardly any space between
the stones. But I was also astonished by the stone itself. It was perfectly
white. Most important, it looked like glass rather than stone. Its reflecting
surface looked incredibly slippery. I do not remember walking on it, but I was
sure people would be slipping on it left and right. And especially when it
rained. When I woke up, I remembered that the center of Zagreb was actually
being repaved with stone. When my beloved and I left several days ago, the
vast job was in full swing. But the stone is very far from my dream. It is not
slippery at all, let alone white. What is slippery is Motovun itself. Incredibly,
too.
THE MEDIEVAL SCIENTIST (August 14, 2012)
I dreamt that I was asked in front of a large audience for an example of how a
medieval scientist would think. I did not hesitate for a second. “A bird has
wings,” I mimicked his argument, “and a man has arms, which is why we
cannot fly.” Here I paused for effect. “However,” I continued, “a man’s arm
has the same bones as a bird’s wing.” I paused again. “Add some feathers
and some training,” I concluded, “and a man, too, can fly.” After a warm
applause, I explained that the medieval scientist was more or less right about
the bones, but that he could not understand that the entire body of a man was
not good for flying. To begin with, it was too heavy. The audience was quite
satisfied with my example, and I felt kind of pleased with my impromptu
performance. When I woke up, I realized that the whole story was entirely
made up. I had not a single anecdote worth telling. In fact, I had no idea
whatsoever how a medieval scientist would think. In my dream, I was he,
instead.
THE RIGHT EYE (August 15, 2012)
I dreamt during my afternoon snooze that one of my sons, who was five or six
at the time, had lost the right eye. I do not remember what happened, but the
eye popped out of its socket. It hung loose around his mouth on a few
intertwined strings. Mortified, I gently pushed the eyeball back in its place. It
was essential to find a doctor as soon as possible. But the eye kept popping
out over and over again. Every time I squeezed it back in its socket it looked
less and less likely that it could be saved. At some point I felt that all was lost.
I started crying and crying. For a long time I was sobbing and wailing out
loud. When I woke up, I was surprised there were no tears on my pillow. It
was completely dry. My beloved was sleeping by my side, which means that I
was rather silent in my grief, as well. The right eye hanging loose on my
son’s cheek stayed in my mind for a long time.
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THE MONOLOGUE (August 18, 2012)
I dreamt that I was in the company of a theater actor famous for a monologue
involving a penis torn off. There were many people around him, and they kept
asking him pointed questions. I watched the spectacle, but I did not take any
part in it. His monologue kept evolving from performance to performance,
but he was very reticent about it. The mystery evolved at a clip. Many
questions remained unanswered. Was it true that he had the torn-off penis
hanging on a leather string around his neck? How come it did not rot away?
Did he have it dried up or did it dry up by itself? Whose penis was it? Was it
his by any chance? How in the world did the penis happen to be torn off? Did
it hurt like hell? How was the wound mended? Why was the penis not sewn
back on? Both men and women surrounding the actor wanted to know all this
and much more besides. But the actor always found a way not to answer any
question to the audience’s full satisfaction. It was the audience that kept
feeding itself with rumors of previous performances. And it was the audience
that offered new questions and plenty of plausible answers. The actor said
next to nothing the whole time. When I woke up, I wondered what I had
witnessed. Was that the monologue itself? If it was, it was most ingenious,
indeed. Theater at its best.
SKIPPING AND SCREAMING (August 21, 2012)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were skipping through a long and not very well
lit corridor or tunnel. We were holding hands. The walls around us would
occasionally move toward us and squeeze us a bit, but never threateningly. As
we skipped, we laughed with boundless joy. Whenever the walls squeezed us,
we screamed at the top of our voices. The skipping and screaming was
enormous fun until my beloved woke me up in the middle of the night. She
was alarmed by my ever-louder screams. She thought I was dreaming of some
horror, and so she decided to intervene. She was thus puzzled by my brief
account of the joyful dream, which suggested our joint rebirth. Still puzzled,
she asked me about it when we got up this morning. And then she
demonstrated to me how I sounded last night. Alarmed, I stopped her myself
this time.
TO MARK OR NOT TO MARK (August 23, 2012)
I dreamt that I was marveling at several black-and-white photographs of my
beloved in the nude. Slightly hazy, they were exquisite. I was thinking about
marking the spots and stretches where she is especially sensitive. I was also
thinking about the best symbols to use for such spots. Thus I considered a
circle with crosshairs in it. A red ballpoint pen or magic marker would be the
best, I remember thinking. I was hesitant about marking the photographs,
though. They were wonderful as they were. Besides, there are too many
sensitive spots to mark. Much of my dream had to do with my dilemma: to
mark or not to mark the photographs. When I woke up in the middle of the
night, I remembered that the previous afternoon I wanted to photograph my
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beloved, but that she would not let me. “Someone will get hold of them,” she
kept saying and squeezing her legs together. But she looked glorious without
any clothes, which she shed because of the heat. Reclining in her armchair
without any thought about how she looked, she actually looked most
appealing. Anyhow, we ended up in bed. When we woke up this morning, I
told my beloved of my dream. I got an erection in no time. This time we
were in bed already.
THE RETURN (August 24, 2012)
I dreamt that I was back at MIT. I came out of retirement and was to start
teaching again. The Institute was rather different, though. The buildings
became a maze reminiscent of an enormous daycare center. Wherever one
looked, there were crooked corridors and strange staircases. Every room was
painted in many garish colors. Both teachers and students struck me as
weirdoes bent on a special trick or two. Like clowns, they were dressed in all
kinds of colorful outfits. The results of their research were sometimes
spectacular, but they rarely cohered. There were no departments or schools.
Everyone was pushing his or her thing. I remember walking through a
classroom when a young woman waved at me with a big smile. It was a
welcome of sorts. She seemed to be in the middle of teaching a large group of
students. I did not recognize her, but she appeared to know who I was. “How
was Zagreb?” she asked with a happy grin. “Oh,” I was surprised by her
question, “it was great!” I also remember having hard time finding a
bathroom. I could not tell which bathrooms were for men and which for
women. I entered a few only to find women there. They were not alarmed,
but I hastily retreated each and every time. When I woke up, I could not
believe yet another dream about my return to MIT. The Institute still beckons
after so many years. The return comes back to me every few years now. As
my dreams testify, MIT is my alma mater for true. It took me a while to doze
off again.
PLAYING WITH MYSELF (August 29, 2012)
I dreamt that I was caressing my beloved. Having made love already, we were
not aroused. We just enjoyed touching each other. She had a nice penis, too.
It was long and thick. It was only partly aroused, and its shapely head was
partly covered with foreskin. I played with it a little, and she enjoyed my
attentions. It was a pleasure pulling the foreskin down the shaft of the penis
and then up over the head. This I did over and over again. I was not jerking
her off, though. Sated, we were just playing with each other. When I woke up
in the middle of the night, I realized that my beloved’s penis was exactly like
mine. And I realized that some of my sexual fantasies from many years ago
were only about playing with myself. As witnessed by my dream, these
fantasies had nothing to do with other men. Elated by my conclusion, I fell
asleep like a baby. Soon I was back in my dream. All I remember is that I
was rather excited when I told my beloved about my conclusion.
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PERFECTLY INVISIBLE (September 1, 2012)
I dreamt that I saw two adolescent street cats playing on my terrace. Both of
them I know very well. One is black-and-white, the other black-and-yellow.
Siblings from the same litter, they are inseparable. Six or seven months old,
they are as nimble as their parents. But they are not as wise, which is why
they keep coming to my terrace in spite of my protestations. When they
spotted me in my dream, they attempted to hide. Each of them found
something to hide behind. One hid behind a slim plant, the other behind a few
sticks used to prop up plants in the garden. Both of them crouched and
stopped moving. Staring at me stealthily, they were ridiculous, for I could not
but see them. And so I laughed. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I
realized that my dream was so true to life that it was rather disappointing. The
two adolescent street cats always behave exactly as they did in my dream.
When they spot me, they hide in some corner, crouch, become immobile, and
then stare at me stealthily as though they are perfectly invisible. I laughed
again. And I was asleep again in no time.
THE SUITS (September 2, 2012)
I dreamt that I was giving a lecture about corporate strategy at some posh
center for business studies. I was showing slides. One of them showed
several businessmen in expensive suits. Out of the blue, I started talking about
the suits. I argued that these were among the most dangerous signs of
aberration in business. I used to have many, I boasted, but I chucked them
away. The better the suits, the more destitute a company. One of the first
things I do when consulting a company, I railed, was to advise them to get rid
of the suits. They are an impediment to free thinking in corporate circles.
Most important, they stifle change, which must be at the very core of
corporate strategy. As I was getting more and more excited by what I was
saying, I noticed that business people in the audience were getting
increasingly uncomfortable. Many of them wore expensive suits, of course.
Realizing that my lecture was going up shit creek, I unleashed my tongue ever
more. The audience was ever closer to the point of kicking me out of the
lecture hall. And then I woke up. Although I indeed hate seeing businessmen
in suits, many of my views expressed at the lecture were still over the top even
for my own taste. Besides, I still have one expensive suit left in my closet. It
was too good to chuck away.
THE PROFESSOR (September 5, 2012)
I dreamt that I was visiting an ancient university. It reminded me of Oxford or
Cambridge. Alone, I was only a casual visitor. I remember walking through
long corridors clad in fine wood. In several places I saw groups of chairs
separated from the corridor by delicately carved railings. In each enclosure of
this kind there were five or six small chairs and a gigantic one. All chairs
were made of fine wood. I guessed these were examination rooms, where
anyone could witness an exam. The large chair was for the professor and
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small ones were for students. And then I saw an enormous man walking down
the corridor. His pace was majestic, and I stopped to see him better. His gray
hair on his shoulders, he was unusually tall and fat. He wore a crimson tunic
with a huge purple cross embroidered on its chest. A large purple crown was
embroidered just above the cross. A young man surrounded by several
members of his family stopped him not far from where I was standing. It was
clear that the young man was a student. He was pleading with his professor,
but I could not figure out what he wanted. At some point he motioned to a
young woman standing next to him, and she lifted her dress all the way to her
breasts to show that she was pregnant. Judging by the size of her gleaming
belly, she was about to give birth. The professor motioned to her to cover
herself and turned toward the young man with a solemn expression on his
face. This is when I woke up and missed his verdict, though. Before falling
asleep again, I marveled at the world I had witnessed. The division between
professors and students was no less than feudal.
THE BURGLAR (September 6, 2012)
I dreamt that I saw a man on my terrace. It was early morning, and I peeked
through the bedroom shutters, which were left open ajar over night. I could
see him quite well from the second floor. Slightly stooped, he was peeking
through the closed shutters of the kitchen door right under me. In his midthirties, he had strong brown hair that was collected into a long braid on his
back. Wearing a gray jacket, he struck me as a professional burglar. I woke
up at once and went to the window. There was no-one on the terrace. It was
just past six o’clock in the morning. The dream seemed so real that I had hard
time falling asleep again. I kept thinking about various ways to fortify the
house. The new gate between my house and the neighboring one makes it
much more difficult for a burglar to come to the terrace from the south, but the
fence to the north remained quite vulnerable. Only barbed wire could help
there. Carefully interlaced with the plants that grow there, it would not be
visible, either. In addition, heavy iron shutters would be a must one day soon.
No burglar could possibly go through them. Such thoughts crowded my mind.
Although I eventually managed to fall asleep, every sound around the house
would wake me up. After several jolts of this sort, I decided to get out of bed.
But the burglar is still in my mind’s eye. I saw him so well that I could
recognize him among thousands.
THE COMPETITION (September 8, 2012)
I dreamt that I was participating in an architectural competition of some kind.
Each participant had about twenty roughly hewn chunks of wood laid out on a
double newspaper page. The competition took place in a space that reminded
me of the municipal offices in Motovun. I do not remember who organized it,
but it could have been someone from the architectural summer school that
takes place in the hilltown every year. The competition was just about to start,
and we were expecting more participants. For the time being, there were only
three of us. The other two were both dogs. One was Nero, owned by Hana
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Posavec and Emil Soldatić, and the other was Hoggar, owned by Zdenka Gold
and Branka Rusnov. The dogs were very well behaved. Although their
owners were nowhere around, both of them patiently waited for the
competition to start by their chunks of wood laid out on newspapers and
placed on the floor. They were a joy to behold. I remember fiddling
impatiently with the chunks of wood in front of me, but I woke up before the
competition started. The dream tells much about my deepest feelings toward
architecture, I ruminated before I managed to fall asleep again. Pace Nero and
Hoggar.
THESE PERSISTENT NIGHTMARES (September 11, 2012)
I dreamt that I had lost my father in an enormous railway station. We were
actually looking for someone else, most likely m y mother, but we lost each
other. I remember dashing hither and thither. At one point I saw a man who
looked a bit like him, short and grey, but it turned out not to be him. He got
confused when I ran up to him and then ran away without a word. I could not
get my bearings in the station, either. Wherever I went, I found different
shops, offices, restaurants. I wanted to call my father, but I was not sure
whether he had his mobile phone with him. Also, I was not sure he would
hear the phone in the crowd. On top of that, I had a new phone, and I could
not figure out its search function, for I did not know my father’s phone
number by heart. Gosh, I felt relieved when I finally woke up. How much
longer will I dream railway stations and airports, I lamented? The last such
place is behind me for nearly a decade. When will these persistent nightmares
stop? I also remembered that neither of my parents ever had a mobile phone.
I got one for myself so that they could reach me whenever they needed me.
That was some three years before they died, at which point they traveled no
more.
THE MANHOLE COVERS (September 14, 2012)
I dreamt that I was walking with a few friends through a city reminiscent of
Zagreb when I spotted on the pavement a couple of manhole covers with my
name cast on them. They were close to each other. Not far from them were
several smaller cast-iron covers with the usual service insignia. One was for
water, another for electricity, and yet another for either gas or telephone.
“Ah,” I remember mumbling to myself, “the project is on.” If I remember
correctly, the project involved putting my name and the address of my Residua
website on several thousand covers across the city. I was to cover a part of the
cost of casting the covers, but the expense was negligible. I was thus
surprised that the two covers were placed so closely together. They should be
far apart, I felt. The project puzzled me when I woke up in the middle of the
night. What was its purpose but to advertise my site? If so, why advertise it at
all? Unable to come up with a meaningful answer, I fell asleep again. The
question returned when I got up this morning, but I still remain puzzled. All I
can say is that it was an unexpected pleasure seeing my name in the middle of
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the street. Cast in iron, a little worn by people and cars, covered in part with
dirt, the manhole covers are still alive in my mind’s eye.
WILD GAME (September 15, 2012)
I dreamt that I witnessed a heated discussion about wild game. Some thought
that females of any undomesticated species gave softer meat than males.
Others thought that there could be no difference between the two. There were
more than a dozen people taking part in it. The number of men and women
was about the same. I do not remember saying much, if anything. All I could
say with any certainty was that the meat of younger animals was softer than
that of older ones. But it was amazing to observe the conviction and
determination of people on both sides of the argument. Many spoke with
great assurance, and some were outright belligerent. The subject that
generated the greatest heat in the discussion was the difference in life burdens
between males and females. Males had it much harder, claimed some, whence
their harder meat. Females had it as hard as males, claimed others, and maybe
even harder since they gave birth to the young. If I remember correctly, most
men taking part in the discussion about wild game believed that female meat
was softer, whereas most women believed otherwise. There appeared to be no
end to the feud. I was relieved to wake up in the middle of the night. The
discussion struck me as sheer nonsense, and it did not take me long to go back
to sleep.
MONEY BACK GUARANTEES IN THE CONTEMPORARY ART
MARKET (September 16, 2012)
I dreamt that unsatisfied buyers managed to force the introduction of money
back guarantees into the contemporary art market. After many complaints
about the sizable drop in value of their purchases, they cornered the gallerists
from all sides. They wanted their money back or else. Faced with claims of
false marketing of their wares, which were supposed to increase in value over
time, the gallerists eventually caved in. As a consequence, the selling price of
contemporary art works dropped considerably. When I woke up in the middle
of the night, I wondered who would be hurt more by such guarantees—
gallerists or artists. I was asleep again before I could come up with a
meaningful answer, though. Of course, the artists would be hurt more, but
many gallerists would leave the contemporary art market as soon as possible.
Given the state of the world economy, the value of contemporary art cannot go
anywhere but down. Although there will be some exceptions, they will be few
and far between.
FUCKING ADMINISTRATION (September 17, 2012)
I dreamt that I had several administrative chores ahead of me, but that
everything was going rather smoothly. I am not sure what it was that I had to
do, but I had to register for something, cancel my membership in something
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else, and get an extension on something completely different. All the offices I
needed were in the same administrative building. I felt quite lucky not to have
to run all over the city to get done whatever needed doing. I was also quite
lucky to come across a young woman who was willing and able to help me
with all my chores. She was caring, knowledgeable about administration, and
extremely efficient. She never smiled, but she was very polite. Everything
she did, she did with amazing speed. She would send me to one office,
receive me courteously a few minutes later, get a few things done on the spot,
and then send me somewhere else with some forms in hand. I felt lucky
beyond belief. My chores were melting in front of my eyes. This was
administration to my liking, I remember thinking. At some point the woman
forgot to give me a membership card I needed to take to another office, and I
had to find her again. I looked for her in many offices, but she was nowhere
to be found. I remembered her clearly, but there were many other women in
all the offices around me. I was looking for a short and skinny woman in her
late twenties or early thirties who had long, dark hair and a long, pointed nose.
My savior. When I finally found her, she apologized for her slip, gave me the
card I needed, and I was on my way again. As I was rushing back to the office
where the card was required, though, I got ever so slightly angry. My anger
grew and grew. I am being lucky, I admitted, but look at me coping with
administrative idiocies! Look at all the women crammed in all these offices!
What sort of life is this!? And this is how I woke up. It was morning already.
And I was still angry for spending so much time dreaming about registering
for something, canceling my membership in something else, and getting an
extension on something completely different. Fucking administration. I want
better dreams, I almost shouted. In the end, I got up pretty angry this morning.
STOCKMARKETS, SCHMOCKMARKETS (September 22, 2012)
I dreamt about the ailing stockmarkets. I tried to figure out how they could be
made to work better. Predictably, I did not go far in my dream. The first
thing that I concluded was that only a few big players who cheated would be
enough to spoil the whole game. And it was nigh impossible to stop them.
The second thing that I concluded was that there were too many financial
products today for most investors to figure out how they relate to the real
economy. Stocks, bonds, options, futures… A thick cloud of these products
occluded the economy on the ground, which worked in favor of the few big
players who cheated systematically. When I woke up, I was kind of
disappointed with my dream. It struck me as pretty clever while I was asleep,
but there was nothing to it in actual fact. Annoyed with myself, I tried to fall
asleep again, but without any success. Stockmarkets, schmockmarkets.
THE LADYBUG (September 23, 2012)
I dreamt that Motovun went through a cycle of violence that left it completely
deserted. No-one remained. The cycle of looting, murder, and arson irrupted
suddenly and it lasted only a few weeks. All sorts of horror took place. Many
people escaped as quickly as they could. No-one understood what was going
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on, but anger overtook everyone affected, and some responded in kind. New
forms of torture and killing were invented on the spot. I remember that a
number of people were pumped full of gasoline and set alight. After a while,
their bodies would explode. Collecting body parts for a funeral became a
nightmare. The only other thing I remember is that the only creature that
remained alive on top of the Motovun hill was a ladybug. It could be spotted
easily in the charred remains of the hilltown, for it was yellow and it had
orange spots. For some reason, the ladybug would not leave the place. It
roamed from ruin to ruin. When I woke up, I focused on the insect. It made
no sense whatsoever. The only mystery in my dream.
THE FALLING NEST (September 29, 2012)
I dreamt that I saw a nest falling from a tall tree. The nest was on the large
side, and I could hear it as it kept bouncing off branches on its way down. I
remember rushing toward it when it hit the ground, but I did not find any
chicks in it or around it. Their parents were nowhere around, either. But I
could not figure out why the nest fell down. Mystified, I looked up the tree
for a long while, but I remained clueless. When I woke up, I thought about the
dream for a long time. Whence the falling nest? It mystifies me still.
THE WOODED HILLS (October 2, 2012)
I dreamt that I finally moved away from Motovun, but I do not remember the
new house or where it actually was, except that it was surrounded by wooded
hills. There were no houses around. The only thing that I remember about the
move is that my books somehow got scattered through the woods over many
hills. I was anxious to collect them before the first rain. All I remember of the
dream is walking anxiously from hill to hill and looking for books. Among
them was the 1996 edition of my Residua, which was published by the
Hereford Salon in London and printed in Ferrara not far from Venice. I was
eager to find as many copies as possible, and I remember being very happy
when I found two of them right next to each other. There we still in their
original cellophane wrapping. That was a big find, but many books were still
missing, and I rushed forward. I felt pretty lost when I woke up in the middle
of the night. The wooded hills of my new home were still all around me. It
took me a while to go back to sleep.
THE BURIED CAR (October 6, 2012)
I dreamt that I somehow got into the basement of a posh hotel in which I was
staying. It was a large and empty space filled with light that came in through
huge windows close to the ceiling. As I was walking around, I came to an old
car buried halfway in concrete. If I remember correctly, it was a Renault 4.
Tipped to one side, it was red and windowless. I wanted to see inside the car,
but my foot sunk into the concrete as soon as I stepped on it. It must have
been poured only recently. It had not set yet. Surprised, I started looking for
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an exit. Is this an art project of some kind? I wanted to ask about the buried
car at the reception, but I woke up before I managed to reach it. It was still
dark outside. Before I fell asleep again, I wondered about my dream. I could
not imagine ever dreaming of a car buried in concrete, let alone the concrete
being still fresh. Utterly senseless. A dud of a dream, to be sure.
MICHELLE OBAMA TO THE RESCUE (October 9, 2012)
I dreamt that problems with heating and cooling of my house got so serious
that Michelle Obama got involved. The house was not in Motovun, though. It
looked like an enormous American house, and everything around it looked
like America. But Michelle was white. She had a broad face, blue-gray eyes
that were set far apart, and light brown hair that did not reach her shoulders.
She never smiled. Excessively serious and a little remote, she was not easy to
work with, but I felt that the heating and cooling problems in my house were
in good hands at last. She had a number of younger women around her, and
they all struck me as capable of getting things done. I remember talking to
them on a few occasions, but the rest of the dream is a blur. When I woke up,
I turned to the actual heating and cooling problems in my house in Motovun. I
am stuck with heating oil for the time being, but an air-conditioning system is
yet to be installed. This must be done before the summer, but getting anything
done in Istria is far from easy. Michelle Obama would come handy, too.
THE BAD GUYS (October 10, 2012)
I dreamt that I was taking a leisurely walk through a familiar town in the early
evening. The place was quite busy. Every once in a while, I would come
across three or four guys wearing dark glasses. I knew them, too. They were
the bad guys. One of them was the boss, and he always walked in front of the
others. On one of our encounters, he suddenly turned toward me and then
made a few fast steps in my direction. His guys were right behind him.
Having made a few steps toward him myself, I shouted: “What do you
want?!” The anxious shout woke me up, and I sat up in bed. It was still dark
outside. My thoughts immediately turned to the mayor of Motovun and his
goons. I will be returning there in about a week, whence the guys wearing
dark glasses in my dream. I must be suffering from a post-traumatic stress
disorder of some kind. It is mild, but it is nevertheless palpable. In the middle
of the night, even the thought of Motovun was distressing, let alone the
thought of the mayor and his goons. It took me at least an hour to fall asleep
again, but the dream was still clear in my mind when I got up in the morning.
STRICTLY FORBIDDEN (October 12, 2012)
I dreamt that my beloved and I lit a cigar inside our favorite restaurant. This is
what we often do, but only on the terrace outside. Smoking is strictly
forbidden inside the restaurant, but we somehow forgot the well-advertised
rules. We were the only guests at the time, which is probably why we made
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our mistake. A cloud of smoke soon formed above our table. But it was
amazing to see the waiters’ reaction. They know us for years. We have
always had an excellent rapport. And they often let us know that we are
among their favorite guests. For all these reasons, they were running around
totally confused. Their eyes dashing hither and thither, they did not dare
approach our table, either. Their main worry was that other guests would
come in. On top of that, they had no idea how the headwaiter would take the
whole thing. One way or another, they would end up being responsible for
our untoward behavior. When I woke up, I had to suppress a chuckle, for my
beloved was still asleep by my side. And I could well imagine the headwaiter
rushing to our table, imploring us to leave at once, and then escorting us
solicitously all the way to the terrace, his right hand extended in front of him
all the time. Perhaps he would even mumble a few words about his utter
surprise and his most painful disappointment. The waiters in our favorite
restaurant are one of its main attractions, anyway.
BODY, HEAD (October 15, 2012)
I dreamt that I was carrying some crates around my house in Motovun when a
gaggle of women in their late teens or early twenties walked down the street.
There were four or five of them. The crate I was carrying was full of old wine
glasses, which I was taking to the basement. “Hey,” said one of the women,
“that old man doesn’t look that bad.” Thinking that locals could not
understand English, she spoke loudly enough. She had a strong American
accent, too. “What?!” protested another woman with a touch of disgust in her
voice. “Pretty good body for his age,” the first one said. Then they all
giggled. When they were some way down the street, I put the crate down and
looked after them. “What about my head?” I remember thinking. Although I
felt a bit proud of my body, I also felt protective of my head. “It doesn’t look
that bad either!” But the young women appalled me. Vapid, torpid, stupid.
When I woke up in the middle of the night, I felt only disgust for them. “The
geese,” I mumbled to myself. And I was asleep again in a jiffy.
THE PARADOX (October 19, 2012)
I dreamt that I took part in a large research project concerning individual and
collective behavior in face of adversity. The research showed that the greater
the disaster that befalls an individual or a group, the greater the optimism
about the future, and thus the greater the willingness to fight for it. This made
a great deal of evolutionary sense, and it was therefore not surprising. The
surprising bit of the research showed that the opposite was also true: the
greater the wellbeing of an individual or a group, the greater the pessimism
about the future. Under the circumstances, every threat only deepened the
growing despondency and unwillingness to confront the threat. In early stages
of human development such conditions were extremely rare, but economic
development and the concomitant social development have created a new
paradox. When I woke up, I realized that my dream smacked of my thinking a
bit too much. I love to talk about my generation as most optimistic of all on
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account of World War II that just ended. All we had was optimism about the
future. But the dream was still so exciting that I could not fall asleep again. I
had to write it down as soon as possible lest I forgot any important detail.
THE THREE FORKS (October 21, 2012)
I dreamt that I found three forks on the bedroom floor. Lying on top of each
other, they were still covered with remnants of food. They were dry, but
rather thick. I remember being surprised to find the forks in the bedroom, for
no-one has ever eaten there. I was even more surprised that they were soiled.
When I woke up in the middle of the night, my beloved was asleep next to me.
Marko was asleep in the alcove attached to the livingroom on the ground
floor. Thus the third fork, I remember thinking, but I feel asleep soon
afterwards. The three forks remained etched in my mind through the morning.
DUMMIES (October 25, 2012)
I dreamt that I was looking through photographs of male clothing made by a
famous company. They showed all sorts of jackets, pants, shirts, ties, shoes,
and socks. The models were smiling young men with elaborate hairstyles. At
some point I saw two photographs showing the same young man wearing
different clothing. Everything in the two pictures was identical except his
clothing. The young man even had the same body posture and the very same
smile. Looking like a mannequin, he struck me as funny. I remember
carefully comparing the two photographs and laughing. Only the clothing was
different. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I recollected some of
the images my No. 1 son had showed me of his work first at Ralph Lauren and
then at Brooks Brothers, where he is now dealing with user experience. That
was just before I went to sleep last night. In my dream I came upon something
that people in his industry must avoid like the plague: models looking like
dummies. Before I fell asleep again, I hoped I would remember the dream, so
that I could talk about it with my son.
THE BABY (November 4, 2012)
I do not remember much of my dreams last night, but I remember that I
dreamt a baby twice. Both times it was a boy, and it was very sweet. As well
as very alert. Its big eyes were following me all the time, and it smiled
whenever I looked at it or touched it. The baby was a real pleasure to be
around in both dreams. When I got up this morning, Jesus unexpectedly came
to my mind. He is usually depicted in his mother’s arms at about the age of
the babies from my two dreams last night. A year old, say. That is when
babies are the sweetest.
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MY PROGRESS (November 5, 2012)
I dreamt that I had another quarrel with my beloved. We were sitting in a
Zagreb café at the time. The quarrel was the same as the last two we had
about three weeks ago. They came only a couple of days apart from each
other. Once again, I got angry pretty fast. I repeated many things I had
already told her, and then I got up from our table. I had had enough. I walked
around the block in a feverish calculation of everything that I needed to do
before I could leave for Motovun. It was too late for my bus, so I would have
to sleep over in a hotel. Before the move, I had to pick up all my things at her
apartment. And I had to buy a bunch of things I needed back home. I was
still going through the list of things to buy when I woke up. It was morning
already. The dream was frighteningly true to life, though. Although my
beloved and I have patched things up as best we could, the fear of breakup is
still with me. As is the longing for freedom from all wonton impediments to
my progress.
HIS RIGHT HAND WAVING (November 7, 2012)
I dreamt that I was trotting down the wide stairs of an American university
where I had taught for years. I knew everyone on my way. There were
greetings left and right. And then I heard someone calling from the top of the
stairs: “Dad, dad!” I stopped and looked up. On top of the stairs there was my
No. 2 son waving at me. The building was so tall and the stairwell so deep
that I could not see his face, but I could clearly see his right hand waving. He
wore a light-blue shirt. And I knew that he was a student at the same
university. I grinned and waved back a few times before I was awoken by the
fishmonger’s loudspeaker on the street: “Fish, fish, fish. Fresh fish.” When
the van trundled by my house, I looked at the clock. It was well past nine
already. My son is at Columbia right now, but I have never entered any of its
buildings, let alone taught there. I have seen some of them only from the
street. If I remember correctly, at least one of them is as tall as the stairs in
my dream would suggest.
THE TOILET BOWL (November 8, 2012
I dreamt that I woke up in the middle of the night and went to pee, but that I
found the toilet bowl crushed. The tiled floor around it was crushed, as well.
It looked as though an elephant sat on it and drove it into the floor underneath
it. Except that an elephant could not squeeze into the house, let alone the
bathroom. I was stunned by what I saw, and I kept repeating to myself: “How
in the world could something like this happen without waking me up next
door?” The crunch must have been tremendous, indeed. And then I woke up
in the middle of the night and went to pee. The toilet bowl was perfectly fine,
it goes without saying. It took me a while to fall asleep again, but crunching
sounds woke me up. Damir Gregorović, known to all as Greg, was loading
the trailer pulled by Marko Koraca’s tractor with all sorts of junk from his

278

basement. My next-door neighbor showed me yesterday the pile that had to
be carted away this morning, and so I expected to be woken up by the noise.
ACQUA ALTA (November 12, 2012)
I dreamt that Motovun got flooded. There was much rain, but the sea was also
rising precipitously. I remember walking along the quay in the port and
seeing that the newspaper kiosk was standing in water. The kiosk faced the
quay on one side. The ground around it was somewhat lower. It was covered
with coarse gravel, and several cars were usually parked in its vicinity. On
this occasion, there were no cars anywhere in sight. The newspaper man I
knew well was in the kiosk, though. He must have come to work in rubber
boots. “Do you remember acqua alta like this?” I asked him after our
greetings. “Not in forty some years,” he cackled. “I’ve been here for ten
years,” I shook my head, “but I have not yet seen anything like this!” Indeed,
the sea was just about to reach the top of the quay. When I woke up, it was
morning already. It was raining, but Motovun is far from the coast. The sea
would have to flood much of the world to reach the hilltown.
LONDON UNDERGROUND (November 14, 2012)
I dreamt that I was trying to figure out how much would the underground
system in London cost today by comparison with its cost in the Nineteenth
Century, when most of it was built. I do not remember much of the dream
except that my attempts to come up with a firm figure were thwarted by all
sorts of problems. Among other things, my ballpoint pen would not write, and
I could not find another one. I also remember drawing cross-sections through
different underground lines around the city together with sewers, water pipes,
and other conduits. I felt almost angry with myself when I woke up in the
middle of the night. What a silly dream. To begin with, why compare the two
costs? In addition to all sorts of technical problems due to discounting and
inflation, the figure would be rather pointless. On top of that, how could I be
so incompetent in my calculations? I would expect some prowess after so
many years in building or construction economics. Much more important,
why spend my nights comparing costs even if I had a good reason for the
exercise? There are so many other things to dream about! Luckily, I fell
asleep again soon enough. The dream struck me as merely funny in the
morning. There is a soft spot in my heart for the London underground.
LOOTING (November 18, 2012)
I dreamt that Croatia had been invaded by Serbian troops. I was alone in my
house, but it was in Zagreb rather than Motovun. It was getting dark, and I
could hear strange sounds from the street. Sounds of looting, I realized before
long. I turned off all the lights and went around the house in search of things
to save. I remember hiding two paintings from my parents’ collection under
some bedding. I also copied the key files from my computer onto a memory
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stick. And then I did my best to scramble my files in the case my computer
got taken. As I was doing that, I heard someone cough right behind my back.
I froze. My hair stood up. When I woke up, I realized it was my beloved who
coughed. Thinking of another war, I had hard time falling asleep again. My
beloved’s moans woke me up again. It was already light outside. She
sounded as though she was in pain. “Ranko,” I heard her sigh a few times.
She woke up at length and told me that she had dreamt that we were making
love. A premonition, as it were. Before we got up, we made love like
monkeys for a long, long time.
THE LAPTOP ANXIETY (November 19, 2012)
I dreamt that someone had stolen my Mac Book Air. I was teaching at a
university where most of the offices were out in the open on wide floors with
high ceilings. A colleague came along and wanted to show me something at
his desk, which was some way away. I left my laptop on my desk, but
excused myself and returned to collect it a couple of minutes later. It was
gone by then. I knew I should call the university police about the theft. With
some luck, they could retrieve my laptop, too. I also knew I should call the
insurance people at the university to tell them what had happened. They
would cover the expenses. But I was thinking mainly about the quickest way
to get another laptop, for I had all my files saved the previous night. All I
needed was a new Mac Book Air, and I was thinking about the closest store
where I could get it. I was also thinking about getting a somewhat smaller one
this time around, but not the smallest on offer. Although the medium size
would be easier to carry in my knapsack than the large size I used to have, its
screen would still be big enough for the sorts of things I usually do. I woke up
before I managed to do anything I was thinking about. My first thought was
about my Mac Book Air. Where was it? Having made sure that I had left it in
a safe place upon arrival in Zagreb, I did my best to fall asleep as soon as
possible. The laptop anxiety amused me, but I did not wish to spend too much
time ruminating about it. There are anxieties galore, anyway.
HARROWING (November 20, 2012)
I dreamt that a man was throwing something large and heavy at my head. I
was either against the wall or on the ground. The thing coming toward me
was about to crush my head and kill me on the spot. Thus I let out a loud
scream. It was not for fear of death but for its immediate certainty. The
scream woke me up. It woke up my beloved, too. “Where are we?” I
muttered. “Where are we?” She told me we were in Zagreb. I do not
remember very much of my dream, but the incident took place in Motovun.
This is where the man attacking me was also from. Most important, it had to
do with my struggle against crooked golf. I was to be killed for my opposition
to the real estate development under the hilltown. Too much was involved for
anyone to fool around with it. I fell asleep soon afterwards, but I remembered
my scream as soon as I woke up in the morning. And I woke up with a heavy
heart. My beloved could not sleep much after I woke her up in the middle of
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the night. The scream was harrowing, she told me. Absolutely harrowing.
Alas, crooked golf is still with me after so many years.
THE BEATLES (November 22, 2012)
I dreamt that I was staying with some friends in England when three of the
Beatles came in. Eating a huge sandwich, I was in the kitchen at the time.
They came to the kitchen through the back door. Wearing raincoats, they
seemed to know the house well. We exchanged greetings, but there were no
hosts around to introduce us. I remember feeling awkward. In their late
sixties and early seventies, they were still recognizable. I could not remember
their names, though. I knew that one of them was George Harrison, but I
could not figure out which one. I also knew that John Lennon was long dead,
which simplified my problem. At some point I started talking to them, just to
let them know that I had recognized them. My mouth was still full, and I
could barely speak. The three of them were trying to make out what I was
telling them. I remember feeling ever more awkward. Luckily, I woke up
before finishing my sentence. It was already light outside and I went to pee. I
could not believe that I dreamt of the Beatles, of all people. I shook my head
all the way to the toilet and back to bed.
MY EXHIBITION (November 24, 2012)
I dreamt that I was preparing an exhibition of my paintings. I do not
remember where the exhibition was, or whether there was anyone else
involved in putting it up, but I remember tremendous joy in handling my
boards, selecting them for a particular position on the wall, placing them on
their battens, and contemplating the still incomplete arrangement. The dream
was a pure joy. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I relished the
dream, but I also knew that I will exhibit my paintings never again. I do not
want anything to do with galleries or museums. I want to meet no more
curators in my life. The only situation in which I might be handling my
boards like in my dream would be moving to another house. This would be
my exhibition, literally. Smiling at the thought, I was asleep again in no time.
“DO YOU HAVE A DOLLAR?” (November 30, 2012)
I dreamt that I was walking with my beloved through the upper town in
Zagreb. It was jammed with tourists. I remember hearing Italian and Spanish
when we turned a corner and headed toward the lower town. Both of us were
annoyed with the crowd. And then we heard a woman dashing around and
asking everyone in a strong American accent: “Do you have a dollar?” She
seemed to be beside herself. In her mid-fifties, wearing her frizzy blond hair
rather long, and dressed in a light-green dress, she was not begging. She
looked middle-class from head to foot. But she needed that single dollar to
buy something or to round off a bill. Seeing us turning a corner, she rushed
after us: “Do you have a dollar?” Both of us shook our heads and mumbled
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something as we rushed on. “For crying out loud,” I remember grumbling,
“that’s only six kuna!” Why the bother, that is? The alarm clock woke me up.
My beloved was already gone a couple of hours earlier. My dream was true to
life as far as both of us are concerned. Neither of us is a great fan of tourists.
CLOSE ENCOUNTERS (December 2, 2012)
I dreamt that I was still teaching but that I was getting eager to retire because
of troubles at my university. Namely, ever more students, as well as some
among the faculty, had close encounters with extraterrestrials. For better or
worse, nothing of the sort ever happened to me. The number of people
affected was so large that the whole thing was kept as a secret. By and by, it
became an epidemic. Although I was annoyed with the secrecy, many people
needed extensive psychiatric care, which complicated the situation in many
ways. I, too, kept mum about it. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I
could not remember what I was teaching. If it were design of human
settlements in space, the extraterrestrial connection would make some sense.
Hoping that I would enjoy a close encounter during the night, I went to sleep
again. Thus I was disappointed in the morning. No extraterrestrials for me!
THE TRUFFLE PAINTINGS (December 4, 2012)
I dreamt that I got a number of paintings made with truffles, and that I gave
them to a bunch of friends at a party in Zagreb. If I remember correctly, they
came from a summer school for artists in Motovun, which I helped run. On
the small side, the paintings were made on thick cardboard and covered with
cellophane. Each painting had an entire truffle mixed into the paint. Vague
smell of the tuber was still there. The fun part was the catalogue, which I
brought with me. Under each painting there was a color photograph of the
sliced truffle and its price in euros. They varied between five and twenty
euros. If my memory is not playing tricks on me, these were the prices of
paintings, as well. Although the truffle paintings themselves were rather
bland, my friends were quite excited by my presents. The catalogue attracted
most attention, though. When I woke up, I tried to remember the paintings
themselves rather than their smell, but I did not get very far. All that remains
in my mind are misty purplish scenes that were most likely daubed with
crumpled paper towels.
ON MOTHER TONGUE AND SWEARING (December 5, 2012)
I dreamt that I was talking with a man about my age who came from Sweden
to the States in his youth. I remember noticing that he had a bit of an accent.
He told me that he had been losing his Swedish over the years, though. And
then he told me that he had once been at a lecture where some brain scientist
had argued that remembering swears and other funny words in your mother
tongue helped keep it in good shape. As he was saying this, he mumbled
something in Swedish and burst out laughing. Apparently, such words have
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many connections in the brain, and thus they help you keep the language.
When I woke up, I remembered that I had spent many years in the States and
England with few opportunities to practice my mother tongue. My dream may
well offer a plausible reason why I have developed a predilection for swearing
in that language.
A PET OF MINE (December 7, 2012)
I repeatedly dreamt that my penis was a pet of mine. I do not remember much
about the dreams, but the feeling of both closeness and respect is still with me.
My penis looked like a huge, thick, and warm snake. It was wrapped around
me most of the time. Although well behaved, it was capable of disobedience.
And it was quite powerful. It took an enormous amount of tender-loving care
on my part to keep it happy. There was nothing sexual in my dreams, though.
My penis was always with me, but I had to make sure it was in the best of
shapes. When I woke up in the middle of the night, my thoughts immediately
went to my beloved. We made love when I was almost asleep a couple of
hours ago. This happened two nights in a row, too. She would get me aroused
as I was dozing next to her, and we would go at it with a sudden burst of
energy. And much love. I remembered telling her at some point that my penis
was like a pet of mine. Predictable and dependable, but occasionally stubborn
and rebellious. With these thoughts I happily went to sleep again, but dreams
of my penis did not return for the rest of the night.
BLACK AND BLUE (December 10, 2012)
I dreamt that I was staying in a hotel and that I wanted to go to a toilet next to
a hotel café. The door was not locked, but the body of a young woman barred
my entry. I immediately closed the door, but I saw that she had only her bra
on. It was loose, too. There was a huge black and blue mark on her shoulder
and back. She did not pay any attention to me, though. “Look what happened
to me,” she said in a whining voice to somebody who was in the toilet with
her. “Look,” she moaned. The bruise looked horrific, but the person who was
with her was silent. She must have either fallen, or something large and heavy
must have fallen on her. But I was not sympathetic with the young woman in
my dream. “Stupid bitch,” I remember growling as I walked away, “lock the
door next time!” And that is all I remember of the dream. When I woke up in
the middle of the night, I did my best to go back to sleep as soon as possible.
Quite angry about the silly dream, I hoped for something more to my liking.
THE COIL (December 15, 2012)
I dreamt that I was at a small conference that I helped organize. I had a bunch
of pages with my writings on them, which I was to distribute to all the
participants just before the final session. I do not remember anything about
those pages, but I remember that there was an image that accompanied the
whole dream. However, I am not aware of any actual connection between the
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conference and the image, which covered the entire field of my vision. It was
a thin but sturdy cord that looked like an unbroken thread. Its loose loops fell
in three distinct parts. To the left, there was a lot of thread and it was pretty
coiled, but all the loops were laid flat. There were no tangles or knots in it. A
stretch of thread went from it to a tiny coil in the middle, and another stretch
connected that coil to the third part to the right. That part was considerably
smaller than the first, and its loops were more orderly. They were laid out like
regular braids. The thread was orange in color while the rest of it was pitch
black. This image kept returning to me throughout my dream. I remember
that the orange part of the coil gave me a lot of joy and comfort. When I woke
up, it was morning already. The coil was my path through life, I realized at
once. To the left was my past. I was at the tiny coil in the middle. To the
right was my future. The color was that associated with Buddhism, I figured
out without much ado. Enlightenment was within reach. Although I was
uncomfortable with my straightforward interpretation of the dream, I could not
shake it out of my mind. Neither could I shake out the coil.
CCC (December 20, 2012)
I had funny dreams last night. I kept waking up in the middle of the night, and
so I cannot be sure any longer what I dreamt and what I thought between
dreams. At first I dreamt of BBC, of all things. I was concerned only with the
acronym, though. What does the “c” stand for, I remember thinking?
“Corporation,” I figured it out. And then BBC transformed into BCC. Hey,
what is the first “c” for? Ah, I remember figuring it out, “communications.”
Finally, BCC transformed into CCC. What could the first “c” stand for?
“Christian,” I realized. I was kind of elated by the discovery, too. Having
resolved the riddle, I discovered that the letter “c” figured all too often in my
thoughts. Why? At last it flashed through my mind that “c” was for “cigar.”
I must not forget to buy cigars tomorrow, I started thinking feverishly. We
will be going to Motovun, and we cannot find cigars there. When I woke up
for the last time, it was already morning. “Christian Communications
Corporation,” I remembered my dreams. “No, no,” I corrected myself at once,
“cigars, cigars, cigars!”
OF INSECTS AND HUMANS (December 24, 2012)
I dreamt that I met a great researcher of insects and that I introduced him to
the president of my university. I was fascinated by his vast knowledge. It was
my hope that he could be engaged with our own researchers concerned with
related subjects. Even better, the president could find a way to attract him to
our university. Everything he told me had to do with the interaction between
insects and humans across the entire planet. The great movement of humans
had its repercussion on the movement of insects. And he went into fascinating
detail while maintaining a clear pattern of interaction. All night long I did my
best to remember what I had learned so that I could write it down when I woke
up. But nearly nothing remained by the morning. All I remember are several
of the insects the researcher talked about at great length: ants, bees,
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cockroaches… The fascinating subject of insects and humans has vanished
like smoke in spite of all my efforts during the night. The only thing I can
report now is my vast disappointment.
THE MURDER ATTEMPT (December 28, 2012)
I dreamt that someone tried to kill me. I was dreaming of something entirely
different, which escapes me now, but the scene changed without warning. A
woman dressed in a green uniform typically worn by cleaning ladies in hotels
lunged at me with a knife. The light was greenish, as well. Confronted by
imminent death, I screamed in utter panic. And the scream woke me up at
once. “Gosh,” I mumbled. My beloved was next to me. She made a slight
movement in the dark, but she did not say anything. Thus I hoped I had not
woken her up. I fell asleep again almost immediately, she told me in the
morning. And I started snoring pretty loudly. My scream and my snoring
kept her up for quite a while. I hugged her apologetically, but I lamented my
lousy memory. The murder attempt remained very hazy in my mind. All I
was sure about was that the scene changed without any warning. Everything
turned green, and I saw the woman right in front of me with a knife in her
raised hand. The only other thing I could remember was that her uniform had
short sleeves. It all took no more than a second.
BEING A WAITER (December 31, 2012)
I dreamt that I became quite friendly with a waiter. With his reddish and curly
hair, he looked like an Irishman. I think the café where he worked was in
Cambridge, Massachusetts, but I am not sure about the place any longer. In
his mid-thirties, he was quite clever and knowledgeable. He also struck me as
wise. On the short side and rather homely, he was very friendly with all his
customers, whose needs he understood very well. I remember trying to figure
out how to help him out of his job and into a better one. He had little formal
training of any kind, though. Besides, I was perplexed with my own wishes.
What is wrong with being a waiter? And what would he gain by being a
banker, say? Most important, why push him into something against his will?
Nonetheless, I kept trying to figure out how to help him along. My confusion
persisted even when I woke up in the middle of the night. Waiter content with
his own life is something to be, I insisted. Yes, but… It did not take me long
to fall asleep again, but the quandary popped up again as soon I woke up in the
morning. Would I ever be content with my life if I were a waiter? If not, why
not? What could possibly be wrong with being a waiter?
PATTERNS ON THE WALL (January 4, 2013)
I dreamt that I came across a scene of flooding in one of the many corridors at
MIT. The water was gushing down a wall, onto the floor, down the corridor,
and into a nearby stairwell. The flooding was quite severe. I remember
seeing two fellows from one of the neighboring laboratories studying patterns
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of water flow on the wall. Fascinated, they pointed now this and now that to
each other. There was joy on their faces. “Screw patterns,” I barked at them
as I walked by. “Figure out where the water is coming from so you can stop
it!” Puzzled by my outburst, they just stared at me. I do not remember what
happened next, but I woke up soon afterwards. Studying patterns on the wall
struck me as an apt metaphor for science at the age of dramatic climate
change. The fascination is wonderful in its own right, but the detachment
from the world is its pernicious side effect. I also felt a bit sorry for myself in
my dream, though, for I came out as a mere facilities manager. Patterns of all
sorts tend to fascinate me, too. Which is why I understood so well the two
fellows in the MIT corridor in the first place.
ONE BOXING GLOVE AND TWO STARS (January 14, 2013)
I dreamt that I got for my birthday one boxing glove and two stars. I do not
remember who gave them to me, though. Made of rough black leather, the
glove was on the crude side. It struck me as rather hard, as well. The stars
were twice as large as the glove and about as wide. They stood next to it like
trophies of some kind. Made of the same leather as the glove, one was black,
the other red. I remember being puzzled by the offering in my dream. Did I
get it to honor of my achievement in the past, or was it a portent of things that
awaited me in the future? When I was awoken by the alarm clock, which
signaled morning coffee with my beloved before her departure for her office,
the timing of the dream also surprised me, for my birthday is more than three
months away. But the puzzle remains. Am I expecting double victory or yet
another boxing match?
A HOTEL ROOM WITH A TOILET (January 16, 2013)
I dreamt that I bought a hotel room with a toilet. The deal included cleaning
and maintenance. However, another hotel room had access to the same toilet,
which quite annoyed me. My beloved was not only annoyed, but also
threatened not to visit me at all. Sharing a toilet with anyone else was
inconceivable to her. I remember asking hotel guests in the other room to use
another toilet, but they told me that the closest one was on another floor. I
was thus thinking of getting out of my deal with the hotel, but I woke up
before I managed to do anything about the damned toilet. Before I fell asleep
again, I ruminated about the hotel room in place of an apartment or a house. It
is so much more convenient, the shared toilet notwithstanding, than the usual
housing arrangements. No wonder so many clever people in world capitals
such as Paris and London lived in hotel rooms a century or so ago, when
toilets on the same floor were still rare. The thought strikes me as most
attractive this morning.
Addendum (January 17, 2013)
I kept returning to my dream all day yesterday. A day later, I am still
daydreaming about a hotel room in place of my house, as well as another
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house or a sizable apartment I could get for it. All things considered, and
assuming a clever deal with an enterprising hotel owner, it would cost me less
per year. The worries of ownership would disappear in one fell swoop. In
addition, I would get rid of all the things that clutter my life. Who needs
books and paintings? Even better, who needs pots and pans? On top of all
this, I would get rid of my last tie to Croatia or any other country. Although I
would still need an address and papers of residence, I would be free at last.
No more ties to this soil or any other. It is time to stop daydreaming, though.
Before I decide to go for a hotel room with a toilet, I will have to go through
all the consequences, of which there would be many. Most important, the new
freedom would perhaps be too much for me. Ah, die freischwebende
intelligenz! Who knows what I would do under the circumstances…
To Karl Mannheim
TO PAINT AN INVISIBLE PAINTING (January 23, 2013)
I dreamt that I was painting some surface with the sole objective of making
the paint invisible. It was on a wall most likely, and I did my best to copy the
look of the surrounding area. I do not remember where this was or why there
was a need to make the paint invisible, but I remember going at it over and
over again. And with growing gusto. The dream came back to me three or
four times during the night. I used ever-smaller brushes and ever-fainter paint.
In the end, I would add just a few almost invisible dots to the surface. I
remember saying to myself that it was time to stop, for the dots I was adding
were getting too small to notice, but I kept returning to the task. It fascinated
me. There was always a place for a few more dots, anyway. I was delighted
by my dream when I got up in the morning. To paint an invisible painting!
And no frame, either! This would be an endeavor very to my liking.
THROUGH THE DIP (February 1, 2013)
I dreamt that America went through another dip. The economy collapsed
worse than ever, but it also recovered unusually quickly. Many companies
went under in this brief but turbulent period, though. I remember that I was
surprised to receive a yellow envelope with the last issue of the Technology
Review, MIT’s magazine on innovation, which I receive as an alumnus. My
address was handwritten. Inside I found a bunch of loose stuff. Each article
was copied and stapled by itself. The front page was the winner. It was
drawn by hand, but it was not attached to anything. My No. 1 son was with
me when the package arrived. “Wow,” he shook his head as he was
examining the envelope and its contents, “they made it through the dip.” He
was enchanted by their zeal. When I was awoken by the alarm clock, I was
sorry not to remember the front page any longer. The only thing I
remembered was that it looked as though it was drawn by a child.
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ATLAS (February 3, 2013)
I dreamt that I was visiting some relatives in Istria. They lived in a hamlet just
under the top of the tallest mountain on the northeast of the peninsula. It was
called Atlas. I remember only one of the relatives, a woman in her thirties.
Her name was Matea. We talked about our family ties for quite a while. I
remember sitting with her in front of her house and looking toward the top of
the mountain. It was covered with low grass, which was very green at the
time, but there were no trees anywhere around. Matea told me that it was
seventeen-hundred and ninety meters tall. We were only fifty meters below it.
I also remember planning to go all the way up, which I thought would take me
at most twenty minutes. The view from the top of Atlas must be wonderful, I
remember thinking. When I woke up early in the morning, I had hard time
going back to sleep. Scenes from my dream kept coming back, but I also tried
to remember all the details. Of course, Atlas is Učka, which is only fourteenhundred and one meter tall. Relatives on my paternal grandmother’s side
actually live in a small town in the northern foothills of the tallest mountain on
the peninsula, which many Istrians indeed see like the Atlas mountain range in
North Africa. For them, beyond Učka is another world, and they want nothing
to do with it. Its name in my dream was just right.
WORTH SHOWING OFF (February 4, 2013)
I dreamt that I was working on my paintings in my house in Motovun when a
woman from the hilltown walked in without knocking. I must have forgotten
to lock the front door. I was naked, and so I did not turn around when we
exchanged brief greetings. Although I cannot remember exactly who it was,
which I could guess only from the sound of her voice, I remember that I found
her quite appalling as a woman. I hoped that she would go away, and soon,
but she came closer to see what I was doing. There was not a word between
us. As I kept working on my paintings, I started worrying about one thing and
one thing only: not to get an erection. She got closer and closer, though. By
and by, I started feeling an erection coming. The swelling between my legs
horrified me, but I was also kind of proud of it. It was worth showing off, I
felt in spite of the disgust I felt for the woman. The swelling was only mildly
embarrassing when I woke up in the middle of the night, but I still felt relieved
that my predicament was over. Saved! And I was asleep again in no time.
ROME (February 7, 2013)
I dreamt that I was in New York with my No. 1 son, who was showing me the
area around Manhattan, where he was living. We went all the way to the north
of the island, and then to Bronx, Queens, and Brooklyn. Signs of devastation
were everywhere around us. Much of the land was flooded. Buildings were
gone, and so were most streets and pavements. Warped and rusted lampposts
and street signs punctuated the scene. I remember us walking over crumpled
asphalt and through deep mud. Everything we saw on our walk was amazing
to behold. But then we came to the shore, where collapsed port equipment
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could be seen. Some way off the shore we saw a huge metal platform
crowded with people on boards of some kind. The platform was partly
submerged. It would tilt precipitously every so often, and the water would
rush across it. A helicopter would pull across the platform all the people on
boards who held onto long cords hanging from a wide trellis on the
helicopter’s back. We could hear loud shrieking as they came off the platform
and plunged into the sea beyond. My No. 1 son and I just shook our heads
without a word and continued our walk over partially collapsed wharves.
When I woke up in the middle of the night, I marveled at everything I had
witnessed. “Rome,” I commented the whole experience briefly as I was
drifting back to sleep.
THE PICKLING SOLUTION (February 9, 2013)
I dreamt that I was visiting an ancient monastery for women belonging to an
extreme religious order. Much of the dream is quite hazy, but I remember that
a few of the women would be occasionally skinned alive in a joint ceremony,
and that their skins were exchanged in the process. They would reach ecstasy
through utmost pain, and they would die several days later, but while they
were still alive they were kept in large wooden barrels filled with some sort of
pickling solution. Several men were engaged by the monastery to pour the
solution over the flayed sisters, so as to keep them alive as long as possible.
As the sisters died one after another, the flayed skins were piled on top of the
surviving ones. The pickling solution had to be clear at all times, and the men
involved were skillful in purifying it all the while. The ecstasy continued until
death, but only a few from the order could communicate their divine bliss with
their sisters from the monastery throughout their ordeal. It was already light
out there when I woke up. The horror and the bliss I had witnessed left me
utterly bewildered, and it took me a while to shake the dream out of my mind.
But all I actually saw was the men pouring the pickling solution over
shapeless folds of flayed skin. The flayed women were barely visible
underneath. Everything else I only guessed by exchanging a few words with
two or three of the men.
PAJAMAS (February 10, 2013)
I dreamt a lot last night, but I forgot everything by the morning. Except one
funny little detail. Namely, I dreamt that I was turning in bed and that a pen
slipped out of the pocket on my pajama top. The pen slid across my chest and
ended up by my neck. I remember picking it up and putting it to the side of
the bed. Between dreams, I marveled at this snippet of a dream. If I
remember correctly, I dropped pajama bottoms in my twenties. And I dropped
pajama tops in my thirties. I have not had any pajamas for more than thirty
years now. The dream was thus quite funny. It harked back to my youth.
Ending up in bed with a pen in my pocket could have happened once or twice,
too.
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DORSODURO (February 19, 2013)
I dreamt of Venice all night, but I never saw it in my dreams. Actually, the
name of one of its districts, or sestieri in Italian, kept coming back all night
long: Dorsoduro. This is the area across the Giudecca island that I know
pretty well. First I saw two men of about fifty who were from Dorsoduro.
They were identical twins. They kept staring at me without a word. Then I
saw a woman in her twenties also from Dorsoduro. She ran toward me in
mock anger, and then she laughed and laughed right in front of me. She
reminded me of my beloved. I also remember one of the twins returning in
another dream and laughing in front of me. But the name of the district
ricocheted through my mind as though it itself was somehow important. It
means “hard back” in Italian, as the district is the highest in Venice, as well as
endowed with the most stable terrain. The name was supposed to give me
strength, I guess. Dorsoduro, Dorsoduro, Dorsoduro…
THE KILLING SPREE (February 27, 2013)
I dreamt that I was watching a sports event that turned into a killing spree.
Players from both teams were after each other. They wore heavy gear
reminiscent of ice hockey, and they seemed to be determined to go all the
way. None shall survive. The spectators were consternated by the turn of
events, but they appeared to be safe, and so they kept watching the goings on.
The players went only after each other. I do not remember anything else of
the dream except that I started jotting down the names of players already
killed. They were American names like Charlie Baker, Jack Taylor, and Glen
Howard. In my dream, I was back in the States. And I felt relieved when I
was awoken by the alarm clack. Although the killing spree in my dream
struck me as extraordinary, it was far from an unthinkable way to end a sports
event.
THE LION MAN (March 2, 2013)
I dreamt that I met a man who used to be a lion. We were standing at a bar in
the middle of a large and tall room reminiscent of South Africa of old. Only
men were standing around the bar, and all of them wore dark suits. I also met
the man who transformed him into a man, but memory of him faded by the
morning. The transformation itself did not involve any magic, if I remember
correctly. It was a feat of science. But the Lion Man, as he was called,
attracted most of my attention. On the short and thin side, he did not speak
much. He just stood by the bar and stared in front of himself, but there was
something ferocious in his eyes. Something dangerous. It was clear that he
was controlling himself all the time. An explosion could happen at any time,
and he did his best to prevent it. I remember rubbing his back as if to help him
along in his determination to contain the wild animal in him. He would crack
a barely visible smile at my attentions, but he would keep staring in front of
himself without a word. I was delighted by the dream when I woke up. The
Lion Man was very to my liking.
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BRUSHES WITH ENLIGHTENMENT (March 4, 2013)
I dreamt that I was researching into brushes with enlightenment experienced
by members of the academic community, traces of which could be found in
their published writings. Mysterious sentences, footnotes, and mathematical
expressions left in books and papers were carefully disguised to avert copy
editors’ notice, but I became an expert in spotting them. When I would
contact the teachers and researchers I had identified in my investigation, they
would readily admit to mysterious experiences in the past, but they would still
remain reticent to describe them in any detail. Even if already retired, they
were very conscious of their esteem in the academic community, and their
brushes with enlightenment would only be an embarrassment for them. Even
though they were quite excited to be discovered by another member of their
own community, they preferred to remain anonymous. I remember being
puzzled by this paradox, for they had happily left traces of special states of
their consciousness in whatever they were writing at the time. It was light
already when I woke up. I did my best to collect my memories of the dream
as soon as possible, but much detail was already gone. To my disappointment,
I could not remember a single sentence, footnote, or mathematical expression
disguising an unusual experience.
“ONE DAY…” (March 15, 2013)
I dreamt that I was in some old town in Spain and that I heard one of my
stories read on the radio. In English, too. I was walking up a steep, narrow,
and curvy street toward the place where I was staying for a few days. There
were loudspeakers along the street. It was a cultural program of some kind
that was on at the time. There was music and there were readings of short
stories. I was stunned when I heard my Residua mentioned, followed by the
title of the story to be read. It was written in the Eighties, I remembered. The
first words popped up in my mind at once. And then I heard them read by an
actor: “One day…” Delighted, I listened to the story as I kept walking up the
street. When I was awoken by the alarm clock, I realized that the town was a
bit like Motovun, but it was in much better shape. There were no ruins
around, the street pavement was in good order, and the whole place was very
clean. Unfortunately, I could not remember the title of the story I had heard
on the radio. Realizing that it made no sense to rack my brain with it, I went
to my computer straight from bed. The only story I could find that started
with these words was “A Tale of Two Flyers” from 1985. Having revisited it
after so many years, I was delighted once again.
PISCIA FORTE (March 20, 2013)
I dreamt that I was standing in the middle of a large bathroom and peeing into
the grate on the floor. The toilet bowl was some way away. The grate was
round and it had a large hole in the middle. I was aiming for that hole, but my
pee splattered all over the floor. The stream of pee was unusually strong, and
it kept going at the same strength for quite some time. I panicked in the end,
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for the pee just kept coming and coming. It was still dark when I woke up, but
I did not feel like peeing at all. Soon I fell asleep again, and dreamt that I was
peeing in the same bathroom once again. The dream was identical to the first
one. The pee kept going strong, like from a garden hose. It appeared it would
never stop. When I woke up again, it was still dark. To my surprise, I did not
feel like peeing at all. One more time, the dream was just a dream. As I tried
to fall asleep again, I remembered one of my father’s favorite Venetian
proverbs: Caga duro, piscia forte, e non aver paura della morte.
THE HAILSTORM (April 9, 2013)
I dreamt that I was at an economics conference in a big city somewhere in
Australia. I think it was Sydney, but it could have been Melbourne or even
Adelaide, as well. The conference hall was in the middle of the central
business district. Together with a few colleagues, I was returning to the hall
after lunch when it started hailing. Out of the blue, panic started all around us.
Businessmen in fine suits, coats, and hats ran helter-skelter in search of
shelter. At first we thought that glass was falling from a nearby skyscraper,
but then we realized that hailstones were enormous. Most were the size of a
fist, but some of them were as big as a human head. We were lucky to be in
an arcade at the time, for one hailstone was enough to maim or kill a person. I
remember seeing a businessman run toward the arcade at full speed, slip on a
piece of ice, fall on his back, and slam his head against the pavement with a
loud bang. The pandemonium was amazing to behold. Everyone around us
appeared to be aware of the mortal danger, whence the sudden scramble. I
remember my colleagues and me waiting for the hailstorm to subside before
dashing for the conference hall. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I
wondered about the weather I had witnessed. I have no idea whether
hailstones can get that huge, but I would not be surprised if they could.
Climate change is anyone’s guess, of course.
YET ANOTHER RETURN TO MIT (April 12, 2013)
I dreamt that I was back at MIT, and that I had to go through an elaborate
medical examination before I took my post. For this purpose I got a form
printed on a small piece of cardboard. When I came to the reception of the
clinic where the examination was to be performed, all sorts of complications
typical of dreams started happening. First I could not pull the form out of my
pocket, for it got stuck there, and then I got worried about leaving my
knapsack in a room adjoining the reception, which was strewn with bags and
knapsacks. No-one guarded the place. The trouble was that I had my laptop
in the knapsack, quite a bit of cash, and my passport. When I woke up in the
middle of the night, I brushed off the silly stuff, but I was amazed that I
dreamt of yet another return to MIT. This has happened four or five times
already. Deep in my mind, the Institute must be a magical place, no less. In
spite of my fond memories, though, I have never wished to return there in my
waking hours. Anyhow, I was asleep again in just a few minutes.
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OUR PROMISE (April 13, 2013)
I dreamt that my beloved and I smoked a pipe together. There was nothing
special to the dream, though. When I woke up, it was already morning. Only
then I realized that there were actually two funny things about the dream. To
begin with, the pipe was not the curved Peterson pipe we actually smoked
together, but a straight black one. It reminded me of one of the pipes my
father used to have. More important, we promised ourselves not to smoke a
pipe any more. All things considered, it is not good for either of us. An
occasional cigar is a much safer bet. So, we were breaking our promise in my
dream. At any rate, we were together. She is far away at the moment, and I
hope that our reunion will be sometime next week, when we are sure to smoke
a cigar on our first day together.
OVERSPENDING (April 14, 2013)
I dreamt that my beloved had made some calculations of our monthly income
and outgo, and that she had figured out that we were systematically
overspending. The amount in question was one-hundred and fifty Croatian
kuna or about twenty euros per month. It was not much, but we could not go
on like that for too long. I remember us thinking about the best way of cutting
our expenses to better match our income and outgo. The amount struck me as
ridiculous when I woke up in the middle of the night, but it kept returning in
my subsequent dreams. The same amount of one-hundred and fifty kuna or
about twenty euros per month had to be considered again and again. I
remember thinking that it was quite an awkward amount, for it was less than a
restaurant meal for both of us but more than such a meal for one of us. By the
morning, I was pretty tired of all these calculations. The worry kind of
remained, though. Are we overspending, whatever this term means? If not,
whence this silly worry?
THE FLYING CATFISH (April 22, 2013)
I remember very little of one of my dreams last night, but it was about a
catfish of sorts. Its head and long feelers were like those of any catfish, but its
body was longer and much flatter. Also, its body was about the same width
from head to tail. It appeared that it had evolved to stick close to the river
bottom, opening its huge mouth only when smaller prey came by. Anyhow, I
dreamt that I grew so annoyed with it as it wiggled like crazy in my hands that
I threw it out of the window of a tall building. I was on the tenth floor at least.
I remember the flying catfish use its body like a glider to soften its landing. I
followed it all the way to the ground far below. It fell with a loud bang behind
some garbage cans in a narrow courtyard strewn with litter. It could not have
survived the fall, for it was quite heavy, but its cleverness still delighted me.
Unfortunately, I have no recollection of how I got the catfish or why I got
annoyed with it to the point of throwing it out of a window. When I woke up,
I did my best to recollect the rest of my dream, but to no avail.
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LIKE MY MOM (April 28, 2013)
I dreamt that I was hugging my beloved and sobbing. “Don’t ever leave me,”
I mumbled into her shoulder. “You’re like my mom now.” I remember being
a bit embarrassed to be putting pressure on her in this way, but I could not stop
sobbing. When I woke up, it was morning already. My beloved was already
awake next to me, and we hugged eagerly. I told her what I had dreamt, and
then she told me that she had dreamt of me, too. She was in a large
department store on one of her trips far from home. She was surprised to see
my paintings in one of the store windows. They had my name signed in a red
ballpoint pen in one of the corners. And then she saw two Asian women, one
of whom had bought one of the paintings. “Sorry,” my beloved could not stop
herself from approaching her, “why did you buy this painting?” The answer
was quite indefinite, but the women apparently liked that it was painted on
wood. My beloved also learned that the paintings were selling for onehundred and twenty euros a piece. And then she called to tell me about the
whole thing. I was hopping mad on the other side of the line. The signature
and the price were simply unbearable to me. “Hey,” my beloved complained
at some point, “don’t kill the messenger!” Just like my mom, indeed.
THE DESPERATE YOUTH (May 6, 2013)
I dreamt that I found myself in a youth camp of some sort. Much of the dream
has evaporated by the morning, but I still remember the feel of the camp. The
youngsters around me were in their late teens and early twenties. Many of
them had painted faces and bodies. Regardless of gender, they were all
engaged in extreme activities of one kind or another. They would jump off
high places without care of what would happen when they landed on the
ground. They fought with each other as though they were invulnerable. They
climbed tall trees without a thought of mishaps. There was no laughter
anywhere in the camp, though. Vicious seriousness reigned wherever one
turned. The youngsters struck me as desperate beyond redemption. Bereft of
a meaningful future, they were daring beyond reason. Although I was
occasionally in danger from the goings on in the camp, I was primarily
horrified by what I was witnessing. The desperation everywhere around me
was excruciating in itself. When I woke up in the middle of the night, my
beloved told me that I had been moaning and wailing for quite a while. She
even thought of waking me up to shorten my misery. I told her that I
remembered very little of the dream, but that it was pretty hard to endure. The
recklessness of the desperate youth in the camp must have been too much to
bear even for me. It took both of us a while to fall asleep again.
PULLING OUT (May 7, 2013)
I dreamt that I saw two dogs copulating. The rest of the dream has evaporated
by the morning, but I remember that I was walking toward the dogs when one
of them mounted the other. Their backs were turned toward me. Even though
they must have heard me coming ever closer, they paid me no attention. Both
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were largish terriers. Their short, curly hair was uniformly tan in color. I was
already quite close to them when some noise scared the dogs, and the male
started pulling out of the female. I saw the wet and hairy penis coming out
slowly as both dogs looked sideways toward the source of the noise. It was to
their left. Their profiles with small beards and pointed ears looked almost
identical. And that is all I still remember of the dream. But the sight of that
penis coming out ever so slowly is still sharp in my mind long after I got out
of bed. Pray, what could a dream like this possibly mean?
FROM QUARREL TO QUARREL (May 13, 2013)
I dreamt that I had a big quarrel with my beloved. Predictably, it was about
women. “Women are the least of your problems,” I kept repeating in a
somber voice, as I actually do from quarrel to quarrel. “Your only problem is
my wish to be alone.” As almost always, she kept mum as my seething anger
grew with every word. “Remember,” I intoned my well-rehearsed lines, “if I
would ever cheat you with anyone, it would be with myself.” And the
clincher was the same as it has been for about a decade: “You are my very last
woman!” In my dream, it was morning already. The sun shined bright. Tired
of our moronic quarrels, I decided to leave for Motovun then and there. As I
was gathering my stuff strewn around my beloved’s apartment and stuffing it
into my knapsack, I felt ever more elated about my decision. Free! Free at
last! When I woke up in the middle of the night, I remembered our last
quarrel. It was only last night, when my beloved solemnly promised it was
our last. Alas, if only it were!
NOVEMBER IN MAY (May 24, 2013)
I dreamt that it started snowing in Motovun. At first I was horrified. And
then I was delighted, for I remembered that I had foreseen it by several weeks.
It was a sign of my ability to foresee things of this sort well in advance, as any
shaman would. The snow was abundant, too. As I watched it come down in
profusion, I was enchanted by the ever-deeper silence that enveloped me. But
I was awoken by thunder not far from my house. It was raining cats and dogs,
and it was pretty cold. Whenever I mention November in May to the people
in the hilltown, they do not bat an eye. “Yes,” some of them nod
emphatically, “November in May!” And the snow I dreamt of was the definite
proof of it.
Addendum I (May 25, 2013)
It did not snow yesterday, but it hailed. I first spotted black clouds coming up
the Mirna valley early in the afternoon. They looked ominous. And they
reached Motovun less than an hour later. There was much thunder and quite a
bit of hail. The hailstones were not large, but they came down in abundance.
The storm smacked of high summer, though. Say, late August. I do not
remember hail so early in the season. Anyhow, yesterday I heard that it
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recently snowed in Portugal and Spain. That is, my dream was not nearly as
weird as it appeared at first.
Addendum II (May 26, 2013)
It rained all night, but this morning I heard that it snowed on Učka, which is
within sight of Motovun. And so I went to the walls of the hilltown at once.
Behold, Učka is covered with a thick blanket of snow this morning. So, my
dream has come true at long last. Which makes me a bit happier than I would
wish, I must admit. Shaman, schmaman.
Addendum III (June 4, 2013)
Forget about November in May, though. How about November in June,
instead? And this is exactly what is going on right now. I am still in my
winter clothing at the beginning of June, which is a surprise even to me. But
how much longer will this unseemly weather last? An idiotic question, to be
sure. Which is why I am annoyed with myself no end for my ceaseless
dabbling into the twists and turns of climate. It is beyond me, and that is all
there is to it. Well, it is beyond us all. Amen.
THE FEELING OF SPACE (June 3, 2013)
I dreamt that I was shown a collection of Ivo Vrtarić’s drawings. There were
about a dozen of them. It was one of his sons who had shown them to me, but
I cannot be sure whether it was Filip or Jakov. The drawings fascinated me
because they achieved strong three-dimensionality by means of only a few
sharp lines. One could feel space in them in spite of their paucity. If I
remember correctly, one of the drawings was of Motovun. It showed the
Kanal area as seen from the walls of the old town facing south. Again, there
were only a few lines, but they were extraordinary in their rendering of the
three dimensions. “Amazing drawings,” I kept repeating. Ivo’s son standing
next to me kept nodding in appreciation of my strong reaction, but he did not
say a word. When I woke up, I realized that I had never seen a single drawing
made by Ivo. This was not his artistic medium, anyway. I thought of
replicating the drawings from my dream, but I realized soon enough that I
remembered too little of them to justify the effort. The feeling of space is still
with me, though.
THE TUDJMAN NIGHT (June 8, 2013)
Last night’s dreams were dominated by Franjo Tudjman, the first president of
independent Croatia. I dreamt that we met twice. Both times we talked about
Croatian music, whatever that is supposed to mean. As far as I can remember,
we did not talk about folk music alone. On the first meeting, I asked him how
he felt about it, and he answered that he was of two minds about it because a
third of it was from elsewhere. This I dutifully wrote down for posterity. On
the second meeting, Croatian music came up again, but he repeated that he
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was somewhat uneasy about it because a half of it was from elsewhere. I
remember thinking about an addendum to what I had already written. The two
meetings with Tudjman kept ricocheting around my mind all night long. I was
anxious not to forget the two encounters by the morning, as well as to correct
the first thing he had told me after our second meeting. The Tudjman night
ended up by weighing upon me rather heavily. I was eager to wake up and
write down everything I still remembered.
Addendum (June 11, 2013)
It has taken me a few days to realize that there is some connection between
this odd dream of mine and, as it were, real life. And it has to do with the film
festival that has been taking place in Motovun every summer since 1999.
While we were still friends, Klaudio Ivašić told me once that he made a third
of the annual income in his café on the lower square during the festival week.
That was in 2004 or 2005 at the latest. A year or maybe two later he told me
that he made a half of his annual income in the same period. By the way, I
never asked him about such things, but he volunteered the information
himself. This was not a secret, either, as there were other friends around us on
both occasions. Back then, the return from the festival helped explain his
enthusiastic support of the annual event. But the confluence of a third and a
half mentioned in two separate conversations definitely comes from these
interchanges with Klaudio. The only mystery is why it has come up in my
dream so many years later in connection with Franjo Tudjman, of all people.
The brain is the greatest mystery of all, to be sure.
HINDU TEMPLES SURROUNDED BY JUNGLE (June 17, 2013)
Before I went to sleep last night, I made a plan of what to dream. I wished to
fly over Hindu temples surrounded by jungle. And I could see many such
temples in my mind’s eye. Each temple was a marvel from the air. I could
see a succession of square walls with elaborate gates leading to a steep
pyramid in the center. In my mind, the stone of which the temples were made
was nearly orange in color. It looked luminescent. Of course, my dreams had
nothing to do with my wishes. I could not remember any of them, either. But
I kept repeating my plans between dreams. Having woken up at least five or
six times over the night, I diligently reminded myself of Hindu temples
surrounded by jungle. By the morning, my wish remained the only memory of
the night. And I still remember many Hindu temples I flew over. Although I
am fully aware that the images still with me have nothing to do with dreaming,
they strike me as magical in their own right. Indeed, I saw many a temple
between dreams. Flying above them, I relished the primordial jungle, too.
Only narrow gravel roads connected the temples. There were no cars or trucks
anywhere. All in all, it was a world entirely to my liking. Three cheers for
making a plan of what to dream!
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ENDLESS CORRIDORS (June 22, 2013)
After a long pause, I dreamt that I had found myself again at a huge
international airport. This time I was with a large group of academics going to
the same conference, which gathered at different places once a year. Coming
from different countries, we knew each other quite well after many a
conference, and there was much friendly banter and kidding around.
Everyone laughed a lot. But we were all rushing to our plane, and the airport
corridors appeared to be endless. In spite of the good cheer, each one of us
was a bit anxious about the trip, albeit for a different reason. I remember
clutching onto my ticket and some boarding papers I got when I checked in. I
was a bit anxious about my luggage, though. Would it reach the plane in
time? The trouble was that I had no luggage left with me, and that I had no
idea what to do without it once we reached our destination. I remember
feeling kind of naked. If the luggage came by the next plane, how long would
it take to reach my hotel? I woke up while we were still rushing through the
endless airport corridors. Our plane was still far off, and it was thus a joy to
wake up. But an even greater joy was the knowledge that international
airports were forever behind me. Alleluia!
ON GLUES (June 23, 2013)
I dreamt that I was a part of a small team experimenting with glues used on
adhesive tapes. We glued one tape to another, pressed them together, and then
made them slide against each other using special equipment.
We
experimented with different glues across a wide spectrum of forces. Our focus
was on the molecular processes in the glue between the two tapes. The
research was expected to yield results of value not only in the production of
adhesive tapes. In fact, it could be used across many fields quite far apart. I
remember being very excited by our findings. We were onto something truly
valuable. All the details vanished by the morning, though. This happens
whenever I dream about research of any kind. Alas, all the crucial details
escape me as soon as I wake up! The excitement of the dream becomes
incomprehensible by the morning. When I told my beloved about my dream,
she snuggled up to me. “Another sexual fantasy, I bet!” she crooned teasingly
as she hugged me. It was so hot a humid that our skins glued together at once.
GOLF DEVELOPMENT IN SOUTH FRANCE (June 26, 2013)
I dreamt that I became acquainted with a French journalist of some renown.
About my age, he somehow knew of me, and he gave me a book of his as a
present soon after we met. Rather popular, it was already translated into
English. Its cover showed a map of France with a sharp border between north
and south. The book was dedicated to South France, which was treated as a
country on its own. I remember the glint in the author’s eyes when I started
browsing through it. As it turned out, much of the book was about golf
development in South France. Golf was presented as the country’s economic
savior, no less. Having figured out that the journalist knew a bit about my
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claims that golf had mainly to do with real estate machinations across southern
Europe during the last boom, I realized that he enjoyed my discomfiture with
the book. And he seemed to be eager to have an argument with me. Thus the
glint in his eyes, I guessed. For better or worse, I woke up before we had a
chance to discuss golf development in South France. But the book’s cover
came back to me as soon as I woke up. The map it showed was that of the
Iberian peninsula. Spain and Portugal were nowhere to be seen, but South
France was about Portugal’s size and shape to the south, while the rest of the
peninsula was called North France. Seville was the capital of South France.
The precision of the map from my dream was stunning. Early in the morning,
it struck me as prophetic.
MY FAMILY NAME (July 2, 2013)
I dreamt that I was sitting in some restaurant or café with my beloved and that
I overheard a conversation between two people sitting at a table some distance
away. They were a man and a woman in their fifties, who apparently did not
know each other very well. At some point she said to him in a perfectly clear
voice: “I, too, am a Bon on my mother’s side.” Excited, I immediately turned
to my beloved: “Did you hear this?” She did not say anything, but it was clear
that she was annoyed by my undue interest in my family name. I remember
planning to get up and approach the couple to learn a bit more about their
families, as well as to learn whether we were related, but the alarm clock woke
me up. And I got annoyed with the clock for the first time in a very long time,
for I had a feeling my dream was interrupted at the worst time possible. I only
wonder whether I am so interested in my family name because I find it
exquisite, or because I would be interested in it no matter what it happened to
be. Indeed, would any family name strike me as exquisite if only it were
mine? I rather doubt it, but I cannot be sure about it.
KNOCKING (July 7, 2013)
I dreamt that I was helping someone with a complex mathematical problem. It
was a close friend or a relative of mine. I am not sure any longer what the
problem was about, but I remember that I was quite elated by the progress we
had made. “You’ve got your PhD here!” I exclaimed at some point. As I was
jotting down some of the results on a large piece of paper hanging on the wall,
I heard knocking from some distance. It was sharp and loud, and it came in
short bursts. “I bet it’s my father,” I mumbled as I tried to finish what I was
doing. By the time I went toward the door, the knocking stopped. And this is
when I woke up and looked at the alarm clock. It was a few minutes past
seven o’clock. I tried to go back to sleep, but then I realized that the knocking
could have been real. My Internet service provider is due to supply me with a
new router, which had conked out while I was in Zagreb. It was unlikely that
anyone would come to my house at seven in the morning, and on a Sunday,
but you never know with Internet service providers. One way or another, I
could not go back to sleep, and so I got up to jot down my dream.
Unfortunately, not a trace remained in my mind of the mathematical problem I
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dreamt about. Which made me kind of cross with the knocking, assuming it
was real.
Addendum (July 9, 2013)
As it turned out, my Internet service provider had nothing to do with my
problems. A repairman just came to my house with a new router, but he
quickly figured out that I had not connected the old router to the phone plug in
the wall. And this is the only reason that I had no connection to the Internet.
Put differently, I behaved like an old lady who complained about her
television set while forgetting to plug it into the electric supply in the wall. I
am getting frightfully old!
ON SPACE COLONIZATION (July 19, 2013)
I dreamt that I was involved in a momentous space colonization project. My
job was to persuade two waitresses of its tremendous importance. One of
them was in her early fifties, while the other one was in her late fifties or early
sixties. The younger waitress was well inclined toward space colonization,
but the older one was rather skeptical about it. In fact, she appeared
determined to thwart it. I did my best to make her understand that the future
of the human species ultimately depended on the project at hand, but I woke
up before she accepted my arguments. The dream almost made me laugh.
Waiters and waitresses are indeed among the few people with whom I
regularly communicate nowadays. On top of that, space colonization
ultimately depends on persuading all and sundry, waiters and waitresses
included. Therefore, its chances are close to nil.
REUNION (July 24, 2013)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were reunited after a long period apart. We
were hugging and kissing among many friendly people. There was good cheer
all around. It felt like our first few years in Motovun, when we partied a great
deal. I started kissing her neck at some point. Tickled a bit, she wriggled in
my arms. And I started sprouting an erection. It got bigger and bigger. The
people around us noticed it, and the merriment reached a new height. When I
woke up, I indeed had a huge erection. My beloved is coming this evening,
too. The dream of reunion was true to life in almost every detail, albeit with a
dash of nostalgia.
THE SMELL OF CIGARETTE SMOKE (August 12, 2013)
I dreamt that I was awoken by the smell of cigarette smoke. I opened my eyes
and saw someone reclining not far from where I was sleeping and holding a
burning cigarette. It was on the thick side and it shone bright. I could not see
the person’s face because it was too dark in the bedroom, but I was surprised
that anyone would choose to smoke so close to me while I was still asleep.
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And then I woke up for real. There was no-one in the bedroom, which was as
dark as it was in my dream, but the smell of cigarette smoke was still there. It
struck me as unusually powerful, reminding me of Gitanes and Gauloises that
I used to smoke many years ago. I propped myself up and sniffed the air as
carefully as I could. A moment later I got up and walked to the bedroom door,
which was left open. I sniffed the air in the corridor, too. It did not take me
long to realize that the air was clear. The smell of cigarette smoke was in my
head only.
THE BURNING CIGARETTE (August 13, 2013)
I dreamt that I was sitting at Benjamin’s with some friends when a man with a
burning cigarette in his mouth walked into the restaurant. There were a few
people behind him, but everyone in the restaurant looked at the burning
cigarette with consternation. It was thick and it was burning bright. The man
appeared unabashed by all the stares. I woke up before anyone had a chance
to react, but it was clear that everyone was confused by the man’s behavior. It
was as though he was coming from another era, when smoking in public
places was perfectly acceptable. Before I managed to fall asleep again, I
wondered at the second dream involving a burning cigarette in two days. The
major difference between the two dreams was that I did not smell the cigarette
smoke last night. The experience was purely visual.
THE WOMAN’S ART (August 15, 2013)
I dreamt that I met a man who just met a woman artist famous for her
permanent orgasm. That was her art. The orgasm went through regular
cycles, but it never stopped. He showed me one of his middle fingers, which
was dripping wet. That is how the woman demonstrated her condition to him.
He also told me that there were plans to make a powder from the woman’s
abundant juices, from which incense would be made by adding some
sandalwood. It was clear that the man was fascinated with the woman’s art,
but I had hard time understanding the connection. He assured me that I would
understand everything if I met her even once. When I woke up, I could still
see that dripping finger of his. As for whether or not permanent orgasm is art,
it is a stupid question, to be sure. Her claim is all that is needed, anyhow.
THE MISSING SANDALS (August 16, 2013)
I dreamt that I was visiting with some friends who lived in a city I had visited
never before. The weather was balmy, and they took me around to show me
the most attractive sights. After a long day out, we returned to their home.
Only then I discovered that my sandals were missing. I could not imagine
where I could have left them, but I could not remember exactly where we went
on our tour of the city, let alone how to return there. I woke up before I could
figure out what to do about the missing sandals. It was still dark, and I fell
asleep soon afterwards. I woke up several times, but I managed to fall asleep
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again and again. I kept looking for my sandals from dream to dream, though.
This was my sole preoccupation all night long. I was relieved in the morning,
when I woke up for the last time, for my hunt for the sandals was finally over.
Phew!
NO DIFFERENCE WHATSOEVER (August 17, 2013)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were making love. We went at it pretty hard,
but there was much tenderness between us. As I was driving into her, I
caressed her whole body all the time. When I woke up, I realized that there
was no difference whatsoever between my dream and the way we were
making love just before we went to sleep last night. I was most happy and
even proud about this discovery. My beloved woke up soon afterwards, and
we made love once again. This time we opened the window and the shutters
giving onto the Mirna valley, and it was wonderful driving into her as I
caressed her back and her behind with utmost tenderness. I ended up ecstatic.
“I adore you,” I kept moaning into her ear, “I adore you!” And I started
sobbing as I held her as tight as I could. It took quite a while for my bursting
erection to subside.
Addendum I (August 22, 2013)
How can a story so glorious end in disaster less than a week later? It is hard to
believe, but it has to do with the insensitivity of women. After an incredible
day together, we went out in the evening. We found a table at Marko’s on the
lower square, and we were soon joined by several friends. My former beloved
paid me no attention whatsoever for such a long time that I eventually sunk
into a state bordering on depression. Even though I was right next to her, and
even though I caressed her back at the beginning, she never turned toward me.
She never touched me, either. When we returned home, she asked me what
was wrong with me, but I could hardly speak. After a sleepless night, I spoke
to her only the next morning, but it was obvious that she had no idea what I
was talking about. Both my ecstasy and my desperation were beyond her.
And so I took the whole thing upon myself. It was my mistake to believe in
the sensitivity of women in the first place, I persuaded myself. Unfortunately,
though, I did not learn my lesson well enough, for the whole thing repeated
itself last night. After much delicious lovemaking, she paid me no attention
whatsoever as soon as we went out yesterday evening. Amazingly, we were
sitting at the very same table at Marko’s. Anyhow, I sent her away after a
sleepless night. Goodbye, women!
Addendum II (August 29, 2013)
It is but four days since I practically chased my greatest love out of my life,
but the fateful day now strikes me as four weeks away already. Nay, four
months. The heady peak of love and passion that I felt for her shortly before
the precipitous breakup is almost incomprehensible to me right now. Indeed,
unimaginable. And so is the dismal trough of desperation and anger I
experienced on account of her persistent insensitivity to my emotions. It will
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take me years to fathom their sudden reversal, as well. Assuming that I ever
will, it goes without saying. Be that as it may, I am completely confused at
this juncture. Whenever I refer to the greatest love in my life as “my former
beloved,” the word “former” confuses me over and over again. Wait a minute,
is there such a word?
Addendum III (September 9, 2013)
Having been confused about recent events, I have been ferreting through my
Residua the last few weeks. I have boon looking for pieces of writing that
explain both my ecstasy and my desperation. Luckily, I have just found it
(“What is Love?” April 6, 2011). It brings yoga and love together. And in it I
claim that love is a path to enlightenment. In one fell swoop, both my ecstasy
and desperation are explained.
ALSO PAINTING (August 23, 2013)
I dreamt that Mondrian was a great scientist, but that he also painted. This
was known to all, and there was no surprise in my dream. I remember
thinking about parallels between the two of us. I, too, was an economist of
renown, and I also painted. In my dream, I felt quite close to Mondrian. We
were, as it were, palls. I realized that I confabulated the relationship only
when I woke up. No matter how much I tried, I could not remember any
scientific endeavor of the painter, let alone an endeavor worth remembering.
And I ended up feeling kind of sorry for him. After all, the tradition of also
painting goes all the way back to Leonardo Da Vinci.
THE ALGORITHMIC UTOPIA (August 29, 2013)
I dreamt that I was working with a group of scientists searching for sets of
rules of human behavior that would ensure long-term survival of the species
on earth. These behavioral rules were known as algorithms since they
involved a finite set of well-defined instructions concerning sustainable
production and utilization of food, clothing, and shelter, as well as disposition
of their remains. According to the scientists, there were several such global
sets of rules that were simple enough to follow. In addition, it was quite easy
to switch from one set of rules to another, provided that the switch was
coordinated across the globe. The main problem with the algorithms
discovered was twofold: they had to be introduced everywhere at once, and
they allowed for no local variation after their introduction. They had to be
followed quite strictly, too. As some of the scientists realized, this was
inimical to some basic human propensities, which thus threatened long-term
survival of the species. By the time I woke up, there was a feverish search for
algorithms that allowed for some variation in human behavior. I almost
laughed when I woke up. The algorithmic utopia was for the birds. Nay,
insects.
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RINGING, VIBRATING (September 12, 2013)
I dreamt that I was awoken by a ringing phone in the middle of the night.
When I actually woke up, and I woke up before I answered the phone, I
realized there was no such thing in the house. I checked the alarm clock next
to my bed, and it was almost eight in the morning. But then I heard my
mobile phone vibrating on the dining table one floor below. “That’s what
woke me up,” I muttered to myself. I got up at once and headed downstairs.
As it turned out, the mobile phone was not vibrating. What is more, there
were no recent calls on the record. It was all in my mind. I confabulated both
the ringing and the vibrating. I have been worried about Ljubica Handjal, of
course. She had a heart attack a few days ago. Although she has been better
the last day or so, one can never tell what could happen at eighty-six years of
age. It was difficult falling asleep again, for I wanted to check Ljubica’s
condition with Rudi, one of her sons. “Fingers crossed,” I kept whispering
into my pillow.
THE HORROR (September 17, 2013)
I dreamt that I had to go to yet another court hearing in connection with
Slobodan Vugrinec, the old mayor of Motovun. I do not remember whether
this was about any of the three court cases he had previously lodged against
me, one of which I am still appealing, or perhaps a new case. One way or
another, the prospect of seeing his deadpan face once again made me very
unhappy. When I came to the courthouse, which I did not recognize, I looked
for my way around. There were five or six people standing by the front door,
but my lawyer was not among them. Seeing a man dressed in a dark blue suit
with red stripes, I tapped his shoulder to ask for directions. When he turned
toward me, I saw that it was Vugrinec. Those empty eyes and pinched mouth
of his brought me to panic at once. My eyes popped out and my mouth fell
wide open. At first I thought that I would scream at the top of my voice, but I
managed to control my emotions. Luckily, the horror woke me up. I was
dripping with sweat. The first time and last I saw my nemesis face to face was
a bit more than ten years ago, when I made an attempt to introduce myself to
him, which he promptly sidelined and went for his first attack (“The Color of
My House,” August 17, 2003). Would that I would see him from close up
never again.
A BOARD GAME FROM MEDIEVAL JAPAN (September 27, 2013)
I dreamt of a board game that used to be played in medieval Japan. It was
meant for small groups of nobles only. The board was square and it
represented an uneven terrain to be crossed as quickly as possible, which
would take a few days. There were provisions to be used on the way. One
could learn the terrain only by scouting, which required a good portion of the
provisions. The task of each group was to cross the board on the way to a
friendly fortification while avoiding potentially unfriendly forces heading for
another fortification. One group of nobles would typically start from the
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lower right corner and go to the upper left corner, while the other group would
go across the opposite diagonal. If the two groups met in the middle, there
would be a fight. The task was to avoid it while not behaving cowardly. For
instance, it was better to rush than to slow down the march so as to avoid the
other forces. However, rushing too much could be interpreted as inviting a
fight. Also, it was better to get ahead of the other forces rather than behind
them, which could be interpreted as cowardly. But teasing the other side for
cowardice could end up in a fight, as well. The game was mainly about
etiquette understood by all, but the rules of the game required continuous
assessment and reassessment by those involved. It was typically played by
junior nobles and judged by senior ones. Even the game itself was fraught
with danger, because untoward behavior of different players could result in a
fight between them. And such fights were deadly in medieval Japan. I
remember being fascinated by the game, and I kept thinking about it long after
I woke up in the morning. It took me quite a while to shake it out of my mind.
QUEEN ELIZABETH II AND I (September 28, 2013)
I dreamt that Queen Elizabeth II showed quite a bit of interest in my writings.
She was especially interested in writings about cities and city life around the
globe. We became quite friendly, and she occasionally suggested some
changes in my texts. Not seldom I agreed with her and followed her advice.
One place where we often met was Paddington Station, where I was often
waiting for a train to Reading. Once we even met in a train that was to depart
in half an hour. She would sit next to me and carefully read whatever I had
printed out for the occasion. From time to time, she would jot down a few
remarks in the margins. I still remember the blue of the ink she was using. By
and by, we became very friendly, and I enjoyed her quiet company. When I
woke up in the middle of the night, I smiled at my dream. In it, the queen was
about my present age. This is how she actually looked when I met her in
Reading in the early Nineties. We talked a bit, too, and I even made her
laugh. I felt kind of sorry for her back then. Her job struck me as no less than
horrendous, and it showed on her ashen face. The sympathy I felt more than
twenty years ago is apparently with me to this day. Whence the dream about
the queen’s interest in my writings, no doubt.
PLAYING WITH HER BUM (September 30, 2013)
I dreamt that I was kissing my beloved’s bum. I pushed my nose between her
buttocks and I kissed her thighs from behind. Using my nose, I also pushed
her buttocks apart and let them vibrate. From time to time, my lips would
touch her asshole. It was delicious playing with her bum, and I woke up with
a nice erection. My dream was so true to life that my beloved’s absence was
almost painful. The next time I will be playing with her bum the way I dreamt
about it is some ten days off. Bummers!
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THE BOOK I SOUGHT (October 6, 2013)
I dreamt that I drove a car through a familiar city. The car was rather old, but
I knew its tricks. There was a lot of traffic, but I knew my way well enough to
avoid the most congested spots. I was rushing to one of my favorite
bookstores, where I expected to find a book that I was eager to read as soon as
possible. The bookstore was in a large shopping center with a garage, which I
also knew very well, for I often parked there. It was crowded this time. When
I finally parked, I rushed to the bookstore, but I found it closed. A sign on the
door said that it worked from two o’clock in the afternoon till eleven in the
evening. Disappointed, I realized that I always came to the bookstore after
work, but I was not going to work that day for some reason. And it was only
around noon at the time, which meant I had a long wait ahead of me. When I
woke up, I marveled at my dream. It had nothing whatsoever to do with me. I
do not drive. The city from my dream is not familiar at all. Neither is the
shopping center with its bookstore. I have not worked for more than a decade.
It was someone else’s dream from start to finish. I was only sorry that I could
not remember the book I sought. Perhaps it would be worth getting regardless
of the rest of the dream.
INTERSECTIONS (October 15, 2013)
I dreamt that I came across a fortuneteller whose method fascinated me from
the start. In her sixties, she used graphology of sorts. Namely, she asked her
clients to write several sentences one below another, and then to write a few
more sentences across them at the right angle. She would tell her clients’
fortune from the intersections of these sentences. Although I was not among
her clients, I was captivated by her method. I remember writing sentences
across each other and looking at patterns their intersections formed. I was
writing in Croatian. The sentences were of the simplest possible kind. “I
woke up at eight o’clock,” for instance. The sentence that came across it was
predictable enough: “I had coffee with my beloved.” For some reason, I was
looking forward to studying arrangements of two times four sentences, which
would have sixteen intersections. The number appeared to me as propitious. I
woke up before discovering anything of any interest, though. I could barely
remember the fortuneteller, either. She had dark complexion and she was
quite wrinkled, but that is all. The whole dream struck me as a waste of my
time, but I am still to try writing a few sentences crossing at the right angle
and studying their intersections.
NEW AMERICAN FLAG (November 1, 2013)
I dreamt of a new American flag. It had the old red-and-white stripes, but it
also had a blue circle in the middle with either ten or twelve white stars. I do
not remember the number exactly. The stars were arranged in a circle, just
like in the flag of the European Union, but it reminded me of a corral with
wagons. In my dream, which went many years ahead, the United States broke
up after much strife between the states. There was a lot of blood, too. Only a
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small number of states remained united, most of which were from the middle
of the country, while the others went on their own. I remember that California
and Florida became full-blown countries, but there were many others like
them. The new flag was not exactly to my liking, but the misery that went
with the breakup of the old States was predominant in my mind. Flags are
only flags, after all. The dream struck me as ominous when I woke up in the
morning. Fingers crossed.
THE BLANKET (November 2, 2013)
I dreamt that my beloved became very horny but that we were expecting a
bunch of friends. They were to arrive any minute. Close to tears, she was
dying for us to make love. I started persuading her that we could make love
even after the arrival of our friends. I tried to show her how we could cover
ourselves with a blanket, so that no-one would notice a thing. Her orgasms
would be the only problem, I explained. She should figure out how to cover
them up. But my beloved was not convinced. Disconsolate, she just stared at
me. All she wanted was our lovemaking. When I woke up in the middle of
the night, I had a huge erection. My beloved was fast asleep next to me.
Before I fell asleep again, I tried to figure out how the blanket we had could
actually be used to hide what we were doing from our friends. In my mind, I
twisted and stretched it every which way. Alas, I realized soon enough, it was
only a silly dream!
FROM FORMER YUGOSLAVIA (November 9, 2013)
I dreamt that I was going to a conference on former Yugoslavia someplace in
Northwestern Europe. It was Scandinavia, I think. There was quite a crowd at
the door of the conference hall, but it was not yet time to enter it. Three tall
and hefty women in their twenties were guarding the door. Their hair was
almost white. “Where are you from?” one of them asked me at some point.
“Well,” I cracked a smile, “from former Yugoslavia.” “Hey,” she raised her
eyebrows, “have you heard the one about a Serbian concentration camp?” I
shook my head. “Two soldiers are patrolling the camp. They come to a girl.
‘Where are you from?’ one of them asks. ‘Macedonia,’ she answers. ‘Okay,’
the soldier says, ‘we’ll rape you later’.” The three young women at the door
burst into the loudest laughter and I woke up. It was morning already, but my
beloved was still asleep next to me. My dream was apparently hers. The joke
remains a mystery, though.
TRUMPETING (November 11, 2013)
I dreamt that I was in a huge and crowded café where many people were
making all sorts of bets with small amounts of money. Whenever anyone
would win, trumpets announced the victory with long moans. I knew of the
habit, but I was annoyed by the amount of betting going on around me. I was
used to the victorious trumpets, as well, but too much trumpeting was getting
307

on my nerves. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I realized that it
was very windy out there. I knew that a huge storm coming from the north
was passing over Croatia. The sound of trumpets was actually the vibration of
the cable that holds the lamp that hangs in the middle of the street. One side
of the cable is anchored in the wall of my beloved’s apartment building.
Actually, the anchor is fixed right on our bedroom wall. The moaning sound
of vibration surprised us at first, but we got used to it over the years. My brain
was confabulating the sound of trumpets so as to keep me asleep last night.
The vibrations of the cable kept me awake for a while, but I eventually
managed to fall asleep once again.
THE HELMET (November 14, 2013)
Riding on the bus from Zagreb to Motovun on a wintry afternoon, I was
overpowered by the darkness surrounding me. And I fell asleep pretty soon. I
dreamt that I was floating in space. Wearing a space suit with an enormous
helmet, I watched other people in similar suits float around me. From time to
time, there were bright lights that lit up my helmet from the outside. Most
were yellow and some were red. I could also see sharp lines projected onto
the helmet. They were yellow and orange. I could occasionally see letters and
numbers, as well. They were red. When I woke up, it was completely dark
outside. At first sight, it looked exactly like space. The lights from passing
cars, trucks, and buses projected sharp lines inside the bus. And the large
digital clock above the driver’s seat shone bright red. It was 17:17 exactly
when I woke up. Disappointed by the shallowness of my dream, I realized
that my helmet looked just like the bus from the inside. I was sitting in the
very last row, too. Which is why I wondered whether my dream deserved to
be called a dream at all.
BETWEEN NIGHTMARES: SLAVKO LINIĆ AND FRANZ KAFKA
(November 18, 2013)
I had many a nightmare last night, but I could not remember anything I dreamt
upon waking. This happened over and over again, but I always managed to
fall asleep again. The only thing I still remember is the nightmare between
nightmares: the face of Slavko Linić, the Croatian minister of finance. Trying
in vain to save his country from bankruptcy, he is driving all of his taxpayers
into bankruptcy instead. And I am still reeling from what has happened to me
personally. Linić introduced income tax on foreign pension two years ago, but
no-one informed those who receive them, such as myself. Early this year I
was struggling to figure out how much I had to pay, as well as how to pay it,
but now I am struggling to figure out how to cover my tax obligations for last
year. Much money is involved, as well. Given the Croatian law, all of this
can be invented on the spot by the hapless minister without letting know
anyone concerned. And then the tax authorities can start chasing people for
all the money they owe without their knowledge. By and by, Franz Kafka’s
face started appearing between nightmares, too. He would love the Croatian
finance minister, I am quite sure. His character exactly. For I cannot but rack
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my brain about Linić’s next move. How will it affect my own financial
situation? Will I be able to sustain all the losses? Yes, Kafka would love
Linić, the Kafkaesque minister trying in vain to save his country from
economic ruin by driving all of his taxpayers into financial chaos beforehand.
He is worthy of an entire novel, no less. Which is why Linić’s and Kafka’s
faces started merging between nightmares last night. In the end, I could
hardly tell one from another.
THE PIPELINE (November 28, 2013)
I dreamt that I was responsible for the upkeep of a pipeline bringing clean air
from Northern to Southern Europe. And the pipeline went through my nose.
It was clogged up pretty badly, and it took a lot of effort to keep it in good
enough shape. I was aware that the clean air was going via the former
Yugoslav republics all the way to Greece. My effort was essential for the
wellbeing of millions of people further south. When I woke up in the middle
of the night, I could hardly breathe. My nose was clogged up almost
completely. I got up to blow it, but I made sure not to wake up my beloved.
In the process, I used up half a roll of toilet paper. When I got up for the
second time, though, she woke up and tried to console me. My sinuses have
become a real nuisance. Luckily, both of us managed to fall asleep once
again, but I did not return to the dream about pipeline upkeep. The dream was
so funny that I hoped to revisit it. Southern Europe was at stake, no less.
FRIENDS STILL (November 30, 2013)
I dreamt that I was sitting at Klaudio’s together with the café’s owner, Klaudio
Ivašić, and Hana Posavec, Emil Soldatić’s wife. We were at the terrace. The
weather was balmy. It was morning, and we had a leisurely talk over coffee.
At some point, Klaudio started talking about his financial troubles. He was
out of cash, he told us, and he had no idea how to proceed with his café and
his nearby restaurant in Motovun. “Don’t worry,” I turned to Hana and
laughed, “Klaudio has a pile of cash buried somewhere, which he told me
about while we were friends still!” Klaudio smiled without a word and shook
his head at my joke while Hana laughed heartily. When I woke up, it was
already morning, but my beloved was still asleep next to me. And I marveled
at my dream for a while. Klaudio has practically kicked me out of his café
just before the municipal elections five years ago. Since those fateful
elections, I have parted company with Hana and Emil, as well. But my dream
is actually about the future because I mention in it my past friendship with
Klaudio. Lying in bed, I had no idea whether to be happy or sad about the
unexpected omen.
HERMANN & HESSE (December 7, 2013)
I dreamt that a selection from my Residua was to be published by a German
publisher. The company’s name was Hermann & Hesse. The conjunction
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was read as und in German. I cannot recollect much of the dream, but I
remember being a bit confused about the publisher’s name. It struck me as
strange. Even more, it struck me as sinister. Nasty history must be behind it, I
felt. Perhaps one of the founders was close to Hitler. In my dream, I racked
my brain to remember anything about the two surnames, but my confusion
grew only worse. Only when I woke up in the morning, the publisher’s name
became clear to me. I connected the forename and surname of the famous
German writer, whom I quite liked, by the incongruous conjunction. That is
where the problem was, of course. The only connection with Hitler was his
deputy of similar surname, Rudolf Hess. One way or another, the joy of
seeing another selection from my magnum opus published had vanished by the
morning.
PUBLISHERS AND GALLERISTS (December 9, 2013)
I dreamt that I had my seventy-seventh birthday. I do not remember much
about my dream except that I was ruminating about my bad luck with
publishers and gallerists. After so many years, not a single publisher had
shown any interest in my writings. Similarly, not a single gallerist had shown
any interest in my paintings. And I had always hoped that age would improve
my chances with both publishers and gallerists. I remember feeling quite
despondent in my dream. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I
wondered about the birthday I dreamt about. It would be ten years from now,
but it would also be my eleventh birthday in seven-year cycles I like to call
dog-years. Before I managed to fall asleep again, though, I had to fight off a
certain disappointment with myself. I would hope to be free from all thoughts
about publishers and gallerists by my seventy-seventh birthday. I am my own
publisher and gallerist, anyhow.
BORING DREAMS (December 15, 2013)
Hoping for good dreams, I went to sleep early last night. And I slept at least
ten hours with only a few brief interruptions. But I woke up this morning
disappointed with myself on account of so many boring dreams I can hardly
remember. First I dreamt that my beloved and I were visiting some old friends
of mine. A couple my age, they were boring to death. Among other things,
they tried to teach us how to clean cigarette lighters so that they would
perform better and last longer. Then I dreamt that my beloved and I were
going to sleep on a bed floating on a small pool that was lit from the inside.
The bed was cleverly designed to prevent any contact with water, but that is
all I remember from the dream. Last I dreamt that a group of British ramblers
arrived in Motovun. A number of older women in the group complained to
their leader that the tour they had taken was too long and too arduous for
them. He just listened to them without a word. And then a young woman
from the group approached me and started talking about all sorts of things. I
just listened to her. She addressed me as Gianni at first, but then she switched
to my real name, using both my first and second name. She apparently knew
me quite well from somewhere, which alarmed me in my dream. Anyhow,
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that is all I still remember. And I wished to dream of faraway planets, lush
forests teeming with strange animals, and silent spacecraft sailing hither and
thither without a glitch. Indeed, few things are as disappointing as boring
dreams.
ACADEMIC NIGHTMARES (December 19, 2013)
I dreamt that I was teaching somewhere where English was spoken, but I
remember all sorts of accents among my colleagues. It was probably Britain,
but it could have been the States, Canada, or Australia, as well. It was the end
of the year, and I proposed at a departmental meeting that we put together a
book with all the papers published that year by all the members of the staff.
The idea was simple enough. The permissions from journal publishers would
not be too difficult to obtain, and the book could be used to promote the
department far and wide. There was a great deal of passive resistance to the
idea, though. At first I was puzzled by the lack of enthusiasm, but then I
figured out that that my colleagues were not doing much by way of publishing
in scientific journals. I remember feeling kind of miserable to have found
myself in such a lousy company. When I woke up, it was already morning.
The dream weighed heavily on me. So many years after I left academia, I do
not like to remember it at all, let alone to dream about it. The memory of most
of my colleagues both in the States and Britain is not a happy one, to be sure.
Luckily, academic nightmares are well behind me in waking life.
SKIPPING, SKIDDING, HOPPING (December 20, 2013)
I dreamt that I was showing my mother my favorite places in London. We
were going around by the underground. Thus we came to a square I wanted
her to see. Quite long but not so wide, as well as slightly inclined, it was
covered with white marble. The marble was polished, but much of the square
was covered to protect it from the rain. Modernist in design, it had wide stairs
in several places. My mother walked behind me, and I and skipped and
skidded across the square. The stairs were the greatest fun. I hopped over
them with gusto. When she joined me at the end of the square, I was flustered
with joy. She enjoyed seeing me so chipper at my age. When I woke up, it
was morning already. There is no such square in London, of course. It looked
as though my father had designed it, too. In my mind, it remains a jewel of
modernist architecture. As such, it is worth building still. The only problem
with it would be the slope. Sadly, London does not seem to be the right place
for it.
MY LOUSY MEMORY (December 23, 2013)
I dreamt that a kid of eleven or twelve surprised with results at an elementary
school test. I do not remember where the school was or how I was connected
to it, but I was quite close to a number of teachers there. One of them wanted
me to see the results. I think the test was in physics or chemistry, but I am not
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sure any longer. The results suggested the kid was a genius. Not only the
teachers were mesmerized with the test, but other pupils, as well. And the
pupils started mimicking the little genius in all the tests that followed. Their
results were often hilarious. The teachers I knew kept showing me their latest
inventions, and I remember much laughter. When I woke up in the middle of
the night, I could not remember any of the relevant details. Most important, I
had no recollection of what the genius kid had come up with in the first place.
I got so angry with myself on account of my lousy memory that it took me a
while to fall asleep again. I hoped the dream would return, but I woke up in
the morning none the wiser. And the anger returned unabated.
THE GOLD COIN (December 25, 2013)
We made love before we went to sleep. Soon afterwards I dreamt that we
were still naked. We were in our bedroom, but the light was quite dim.
“What’s this?” my beloved asked out of the blue. Her hand stretched toward
me, she was holding something for me to see. I squinted to see it better. It
was a gold coin the size of an American quarter. Its glow was unmistakable.
“It must have been hidden somewhere in the house by the old owners,” I
mumbled. And the coin kept returning to me from dream to dream. Could it
have been hidden in some of the furniture that was still around? Or under the
wooden floors? Jakub or Kuba and Ljiljana Samokovlić could have left a few
coins for good luck, too. When I told my beloved about the dream this
morning, she just shrugged her shoulders. I was surprised, for the dream still
rang true to me. And the warm glow of the gold coin is still with me as I
write.
INDUCING (December 26, 2013)
I dreamt that I was a member of a scientific team looking for ways of inducing
sexual arousal in animals. The objective was to increase their production by
natural means. The knowledge could be useful both here on earth and on
other planets suitable for human habitation. All sorts of robots were designed
by the team to induce arousal in insects and birds. They vibrated, hummed,
and wriggled. They also emanated strong odors. The team was trying to see
whether sexual arousal could cross different species. It was also hoped that
sexual arousal in humans could stimulate a wide variety of other species. In
one of the experiments, I found myself in a world very like that of Henri
Rousseau. Bright and colorful, it was teeming with animals and plants. I was
told to start by pleasuring myself, and then to take my penis into my mouth. A
wide variety of instruments measured the effect of my behavior on animals
around me. I first tried to get an erection. Half there, I reached for my penis
with my mouth. “This is a first,” I remember thinking, “I should try it by
myself when I get a chance.” But the experience struck me as not very
arousing. I was almost flaccid, and the head of my penis felt lukewarm.
When I woke up, it was morning already. My beloved was still asleep next to
me. I often envied her for the experience of having my penis in her mouth,
but my dream was quite disappointing in this regard. The impossibility of it
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all dawned at me only when I was fully awake. As for the science of inducing
sexual arousal in animals, I just smiled at my brain’s funny ways.
EYES, FIRE (December 27, 2013)
I dreamt that we made love by the fireplace. There were piles of pillows
under us. I was on top of her at first. I looked into her beatific face. Her eyes
closed, she looked wonderful. “Look into my eyes and come,” I whispered.
She looked into my eyes. And she came as her eyes sparkled with fire. And
then she got on her knees and I entered her from behind. She held onto the
fireplace with both hands. “Look into the fire and come,” I whispered again.
And she came as we both gazed into the fire. Our eyes and fire became one.
When I woke up, it was quite late in the morning. My beloved was asleep
next to me. No prize for guessing what happened next, but my dream was an
exact replica of what happened last night. Ah, when dreams mimic reality!
PRIMERO (December 31, 2013)
I dreamt that I was preparing for a long trip, the very first after my retirement
more than a decade ago. I was to go by plane, which I decided not to do ever
again the last time I flew from London to Trieste on my way to Motovun. I
went to a travel agency, and I received an enormous pile of papers. The
papers were stapled together into six or seven unseemly bunches. Now it was
up to me to decide whether to fly first class or something marked as primero.
I was inclined toward the latter, but it involved one more landing and one
more change of plane at an international airport I had never even heard about.
My main problem was figuring out what was what in the papers I got. I
remember worrying that I would lose one of the roughly stapled bunches. It
was essential to put everything into one bag, so that nothing would be
misplaced or lost. But the first task was to figure out the class of travel.
Should I go first class or primero, whatever that meant. The very distinction
annoyed me no end, as the latter was clearly meant as second class, or worse.
The Spanish term used was simply despicable in this context. And so I woke
up covered in sweat. It was still dark. I managed to fall asleep again after a
good deal of tossing and turning in bed.
RETURN TO ARISTOCRACY (January 20, 2014)
I dreamt that Europe was swept by constitutional change. It was a return to
aristocracy. My beloved and I happened to be in Spain at the time, and
everything changed overnight. All the powers returned to the Bourbons, if I
remember correctly. The bill that we were paying after a breakfast at our hotel
was expressed as our heartfelt thanks to the king of Spain. The bill was huge
and elaborately ornamented, too. I remember being perplexed by the wording
of the bill that both of us had to sign in ink. I wondered what the
constitutional change would mean in Croatia, where the two of us lived. Are
the Habsburgs back in power? I also remember thinking how my beloved and
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I could get back our aristocratic titles and privileges in the new world, for both
of our families had aristocratic roots. When I woke up, it was morning
already. My beloved was still asleep next to me, but the alarm clock was soon
to wake her up. The memory of my dream made me shudder, but my thoughts
about the Habsburgs made me smile. I could imagine many Croats changing
sides one more time. As well as quite eagerly.
THE PEE (January 26, 2014)
I dreamt that I was peeing into a large cardboard box that was full of old toys
destined for the garbage bin. I kept peeing until the box was completely full.
I remember marveling at all the pee that was coming out of me, but my next
problem was how to take the box out of the house. It was quite sturdy, but the
pee was bound to weaken it at its joints. Filled to the brim, the box was rather
heavy, too. Sooner or later, it would burst open. I woke up before I managed
to move the box out of the house. It was still dark, and I went to pee. But I
could not believe the pee that was coming out of me in my dream. The stream
was strong and steady. It seemed to be endless. And it was an enormous joy
to be peeing and peeing at will. It took me a while to fall back asleep.
CREVICES AND CAVES (January 28, 2014)
I dreamt that I was climbing through deep crevices and caves in the Alps. I
was not alone, but I do not remember who was climbing with me. I was
familiar with the path, though. There were quite a few summer dwellings on
it. Protected by a heavy wooden door, each of them had a few pieces of
furniture only. I remember walking through several such dwellings, where noone lived at the time. Once I came across a middle-aged couple inhabiting one
of them. I asked them whether they spoke English, but they replied that they
spoke only German and Italian. We talked in Italian for a while, and I learned
that all the crevices were on the move all the time. They had to change the
front door on their dwelling every few years. When they would return for the
summer, they would find it crushed by the rocks. The same was true of the
furniture, and especially the beds. The Alps kept shifting all the time. This is
all I remember from my dream. It was already morning when I woke up, and I
spent a while revisiting the crevices and caves through which I had climbed.
My eyes closed, I could see everything very clearly. The feel of the rock
delighted me. The semi-darkness of that craggy world was very to my liking.
THOSE MESMERIZING PAINTINGS (February 5, 2014)
I dreamt that I chanced upon Goran Djordjević, my old friend, whom I have
not seen for many years. Two or three years my junior, he looked much older
than when I last saw him. If I remember correctly, he was reclining on a park
bench. Both of his arms were resting on the back of the bench. Across the
path from him there sat a man I did not know. In his fifties, he listened to
Goran, who seemed to be in a preaching mood. Speaking in a distinct
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Belgrade jargon, my friend was explaining why everything in life changes
when you reach the age of sixty-five. There was a whole theory behind it, and
it smacked of numerology to me. Having listened to him for a while, I
approached him from behind and hugged him warmly. When I asked him
how he was, he showed me his calloused hands. “Working hard in my
retirement!” he laughed. His fingers were covered with blisters. When I woke
up in the middle of the night, I could not believe that Goran and I have lost
touch. He was quite central to my ideas about the art world, but we drifted
apart ever since I left it for good. I went back to sleep with his appropriations
of Mondrian and Malevich in front of my eyes. The joy of seeing those
mesmerizing paintings was still with me when I woke up in the morning.
THE DYNAMICS OF DRUG USE (February 7, 2014)
I dreamt that I was close to some people doing research into sustainable use of
drugs. Coming from a large university, they spanned many disciplines, but
most of them were medical scientists. They were concerned with leading
investors, brokers, and bankers rather than run-of-the-mill drug abusers. The
research had to do with the dynamics of drug use, which often starts with
marijuana and then moves on to more powerful drugs, such as cocaine or
heroin. The main research question had to do with viable ways to return to
marijuana or abandon all drugs later in life without serious consequences on
health in general, including mental health. I do not remember much about the
project, but I remember quite well that the whole research team was becoming
rather despondent about their findings. Although not impossible, sustainable
use of drugs was very difficult to achieve in a large enough number of
subjects. Most investors, brokers, and bankers involved in the research had
serious health problems later in life. Debilitating depression was very
common among them, but this was only the tip of the iceberg. When I woke
up in the middle of the night, I could not believe my dream. Knowing nothing
about drugs, how did I become so close to the research team? It took me a
while to fall asleep again, but the bewilderment remained till the morning.
DIVIDED BY GOLF (February 22, 2014)
I dreamt that I was talking with Klaudio Ivašić in the Motovun loggia. His
daughter, Dea, was with us, but she did not say anything in my dream. The
weather was delightful, and so was our conversation. There was a lot of
laughter, too. I do not remember what we were talking about, but our
friendship was wonderful. The scene changed, and I saw Klaudio’s sister,
Tatjana Sutera. We did not talk, but it was obvious from her gaze that she
liked me, and that it was a joy for her to see me. When I woke up in the
middle of the night, I remembered both Klaudio and Tatjana the last time I
saw them in Motovun. Their faces were grim. It was obvious that both of
them hated me with passion bordering on zeal. Only Dea would greet me
cheerfully whenever we happened to meet. And all of us were friends until
five years ago, when municipal elections divided us on golf development in
Motovun. That was just after the financial crisis, when its global impact was
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not yet appreciated in Istria. Alas, have we not been divided by golf, we
would have remained good friends to this day! I had hard time falling asleep
again.
BARBACAN, KALEMEGDAN (February 28, 2014)
I dreamt that I was walking around Motovun when a large number of cars
burst into the hilltown. There were at least twenty of them, and they were all
looking for a place to park. It was clear the drivers knew each other. I was
amazed at their skill in finding every nook and cranny where a car would fit. I
remember watching a car that went up a narrow path and stopped when it
could squeeze by no further. Some of the drivers were already out of their
cars, and they laughed at the one who could not come out of his car. “He’s a
mathematician,” one of them explained to me. This was in connection both
with his precision and his lunacy, I guess. The whole company was quite
merry, and I addressed them all with an impromptu speech. “I’ve been living
here for many years,” I said, “but I’ve never seen people park their cars with
such consummate skill!” There were cheers and much laughter. I woke up
before I ended my speech. It was still dark outside. Before I managed to fall
asleep again, I tried to locate the place where I saw the cars. It did not take me
long to realize that it was a combination of Barbacan in Motovun and
Kalemegdan in Belgrade. The two fortifications had merged in my mind
across half a century.
THE TAILOR’S APPRENTICE (March 1, 2014)
I dreamt that my beloved and I became acquainted with a young woman who
had become an acclaimed writer in Japan. She came to meet me because she
learned her craft by writing a doctoral dissertation about my writings. She
dissected them into a number of genres, which she followed pretty exactly.
Some of the genres I still remember: observing, conversing, overhearing,
arguing, dreaming, and so forth. Following the format of my writings, she
came up with a huge collection of her own. Having published several books
of short pieces along these lines, she became rather famous in her country.
Her goal was to have them translated and published in the so-called west.
Thus her visit. I remember that I was getting annoyed with the young woman
because she was overly concerned with literary form rather than substance. In
addition, I did not like her insistence on success in the marketplace. She took
it as central. But my beloved was quite fascinated with the Japanese writer.
“Listen to the tailor’s apprentice,” she would nudge me every now and then. I
had a feeling that she wanted me to taste of the literary success myself, and so
I would brush off her comments, too. When I woke up, it was morning
already, but it was quite early still. My beloved was awake, as well. She
advised me to go back to sleep, but I could not. After a while, I told her that I
had had an interesting dream, which keeps ricocheting through my mind. “Go
and write then,” she said. “A good idea,” I sighed and went to write down my
dream about the tailor’s apprentice. My beloved, that is.
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THE TRICKLE (March 10, 2014)
I dreamt that I was taking part in a meeting of researchers participating in a
large international project. There were close to ten people around a table. I do
not remember what the project was about, but my beloved was also present.
She was sitting to my right. A manager from the organization financing the
project led the meeting. In his mid-thirties, he seemed to be thoughtful and
serious. He rarely spoke, but he seemed to be an excellent listener. Siting to
my left, he was dressed in a dark-blue sweater and a light-blue shirt. Wearing
gold-rimmed glasses, he had short brown hair and very light complexion. I
quite liked the guy, and I appreciated the way in which he led the meeting.
But a trickle of blood came out of his right ear at some point. It came down
his neck and ended up behind his collar. Dark red, the blood looked almost
black. Startled, I alerted my beloved. She alerted a few researchers sitting
close to her, but someone around the table was still speaking. The meeting
had to be stopped, though, for the fellow needed immediate medical attention.
I was about to do something, but I woke up instead. It was just past four
o’clock, and I was sweating profusely. Given our habits, we ate quite late in
the evening, and I had hard time digesting my meal. Nothing hurt, but the
sweating made it difficult for me to go back to sleep. The trickle of blood
from my dream was with me for at least an hour. Etched in my mind, it
popped up in front of my eyes as soon as I woke up in the morning.
EARTH RED, SKY BLUE (March 18, 2014)
I dreamt that I was painting large things with a huge, soft brush. The paint
was thick and viscous. I am not sure what it was that I was painting, but it
could have been either pieces of sculpture or elaborate furniture with smooth
curvatures. The joy was in the painting, or painting as such. That is, applying
paint. The colors I was using were wonderful, as well, but I do not remember
mixing them myself. First it was a peculiar red. It had a lot of white and a
touch of yellow in it. And then it was a particular blue. Once again, it had a
lot of white and a touch of yellow in it. When I woke up, I realized that the
two colors were complementary. It took me a while to give them names, but I
ended up with earth red and sky blue. The colors reminded me of Colorado or
Arizona, the landscapes of which I once saw from the car in the early
Seventies. But my dream was mainly about applying paint. There was
something visceral in the exercise. It was an enormous pleasure wielding a
huge brush with long and soft hairs. The smoothness of the paint itself was no
less than thrilling.
MOSCOW-ZAGREB (March 25, 2014)
I dreamt that I was in Russia with my beloved. We were about to fly from
Moscow to Zagreb, but we got separated at the airport. I was looking
everywhere for her, but the place was huge. She was not responding to my
mobile-phone text-messages, either. We did not have our tickets yet, and I
remember talking with a man behind a ticket counter about my situation. I
317

was talking in Bosnian-Croatian-Serbian or BCS, and he was responding in
Russian, but we understood each other perfectly. I showed him my passport
and asked him whether I could buy tickets for my beloved and me. He
explained that this was not possible without her passport. “Not possible,” he
repeated several times. I tried to call her on my mobile phone, but I woke up
before I managed to get her. It was still dark outside. Before I fell asleep
again, I wondered at my dream. I have not dreamt of international airports for
quite a while. My beloved is about to travel abroad soon, and this must have
triggered the old anxieties. I remembered the dream as soon as I woke up in
the morning. “Moscow-Zagreb,” I whispered to myself and shook my head in
disbelief.
DREAMS, DESIRES (March 30, 2014)
I dreamt that I was engaged in research concerning incompatibilities between
science and business. Namely, science provides general knowledge whereas
business requires specific knowledge that pertains to its circumstances. The
two kinds of knowledge rarely match. If I remember correctly, I was leading a
whole group of researchers concerned with the problem. One contention of
the project was that scientists needed to be involved in business consulting so
as to better appreciate the mismatch between the two types of knowledge, and
so as to help make a better match as they go along with their research. This is
only an outline of my dream, much of which I forgot by the time I woke up.
And I was quite annoyed with myself on account of the dream. It smacked of
my academic life, and especially of my teaching, research, and consulting in
the States. Much of my teaching and research were driven by consulting back
then. But all that is behind me now. Besides, I could not care less any longer
about academic issues of any kind. There are other things that are important
to me now. So, why do I not dream about them, instead? I was none the wiser
after chastising myself, though. More important, I still have no clue how to
make my dreams more pertinent to my desires. The way things are, the two
are rarely matched, if ever.
“HELLO, LOVE” (March 31, 2014)
I dreamt that I was preparing to discard some old telephones and a large
number of phone wires and electric chords with a wide variety of plugs. There
were dozens of them, but I was keeping the whole lot in good order so that
others could use them if they come across them. Unexpectedly, I felt a hand
on my shoulder. “Hello, love,” I said quietly without turning. She got into the
house without my hearing her, but it was her and no-one but her. I woke up
before I actually saw her, but I was delighted by the certainty with which I
greeted her. Only true love can give you such certainty, too. But then I
remembered all the wires piled up on one of the bookshelves in my study. I
discarded an old but working phone last year by placing it next to the garbage
bins not far from my house. A year earlier I discarded a defunct
uninterruptible power supply box with its cord. The wires and chords in my
study should go the same way. Returning to my beloved’s hand on my
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shoulder, it was an enormous joy. “Hello, love,” I repeated before I got out of
bed. It was morning already.
ROCKPORTS EVERYWHERE (April 4, 2014)
I dreamt that a rocket port opened on the road between Motovun and Pazin.
Such ports became very popular, and they opened everywhere around Istria.
Known as rockports, they required very little space. The fuel for rockets was
made from wood. It could be made locally, too. Rockets landed by parachute,
which was quite safe. Landings were a bit rough, but young people loved to
travel by rocket. Small groups often traveled together from one rockport to
another. All sorts of events sprung up around the ports, but rock festivals
were the most popular among them. “Rock” and “rocket” went together
perfectly in everyone’s mind. Watching the rockets lift off and land was fun
for everyone, and the rockport between Motovun and Pazin became a spot to
visit. Young people went there in droves. When I woke up, it was morning
already. Outlandish as it was, the dream delighted me. It struck me as
perfectly feasible, as well. I got up feeling chipper.
A FLUKE (April 5, 2014)
I dreamt that my beloved got an apartment in Dubrovnik. It was a fluke of
sorts. I do not remember exactly how it happened, but she got the apartment
in compensation for some project she had completed for an organization that
got into financial difficulties. When we visited the apartment together, we
were both surprised. It had a large window giving toward the harbor. I
remember seeing several white cruisers at sea, which was deep blue. The
apartment was on the large side, too. For a fluke, it was no less than grand.
We walked around the town, and my beloved showed me places where her
friends and colleagues had apartments. When I woke up, it was quite late in
the morning. The dream was with me as I went to the bathroom for my
morning ablution. Of course, Dubrovnik did not look at all like it did when I
last visited it. My beloved and I were there twelve years ago almost exactly.
At the time, I was looking for a house to buy in Istria. In my dream,
Dubrovnik looked rather like Genoa. It was much bigger than I remembered it
from the last visit.
MY MYSTERIOUS METHOD (April 8, 2014)
I dreamt that I came up with a method of solving complex social and
economic problems. It involved a simple physical procedure that could be
appreciated by anyone. I do not remember how it worked, but much of my
dream involved explaining it to all sorts of people. Many of them picked it up
at once, but some could never get it. I remember being very frustrated about
their stupidity and/or lack of interest, which struck me as no less than vicious.
The dream kept returning to me during the night. I demonstrated my method
at some point by cutting square cakes into square pieces, turning them around,
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and laying the cakes on top of each other. Again, I am not sure any longer
how the method worked, but I kept explaining it to everyone in my dream.
Each time I woke up in the middle of the night, I was covered with sweat.
When I woke up in the morning, I realized that there was some connection
between my method and qualitative input-output analysis, which I introduced
years ago.[1] It involves solving a system of simultaneous linear equations by
relatively simple means of network analysis. As I wrote in connection with
my festschrift some years ago, this was an area of great promise, which I
hoped would gather more interest soon.[2] Of course, input-output analysis is
far from solving complex social and economic problems, but it was a step in
the right direction. The simple physical procedure from my dream is yet to be
discovered, though. My mysterious method will surely be returning to me in
my dreams.
Footnotes
1. Bon, R., “Qualitative Input-Output Analysis,” in R.E. Miller, K.R.
Polenske, and A. Rose, eds., Frontiers of Input-Output Analysis, New York
and Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1989, pp. 222-231.
2. Bon, R., “In Response to the Festschrift: A Letter to Construction
Management and Economics,” Construction Management and Economics,
Vol. 25, No. 4, 2007, pp. 241-243. This piece can be found in my Residua
under the same title on December 10, 2006.
THE LIMOUSINE (April 9, 2014)
I dreamt that I took a long, leisurely ride in a large and cushy limousine
through a sunlit town that reminded me of Cambridge, Massachusetts, in the
early Seventies. I am not sure how I got into it, but I think I just opened its
door and plopped myself in a seat while it was idling at a traffic light. There
was a woman in her late forties and a young man of about seventeen or
eighteen in a seat facing me, but we did not talk to each other. I do not
remember seeing the driver, who was separated from us by a padded partition.
I was sitting sideways and facing a large side window of the limousine. It was
open. The weather was delicious. I just stared at the houses and gardens we
were passing by at low speed. The limousine was completely quiet and the
ride was extremely smooth. At some point I turned toward the woman. “I
would appreciate it very much if you would leave me at the next traffic light,”
I said. “I would also like to leave you some money for the ride.” “Of course,”
she said in a distinct American accent. “That will be a hundred dollars.” A bit
surprised by the price, I started ferreting through my pockets. I had a darkblue jacket, beige pants, and a light-blue shirt, but I found only a few coins in
one of the jacket pockets. The back pocket of my pants, where I usually keep
my money, was empty. The car stopped, and we all got out. I started
explaining that I had not enough money on me and that I needed their address
to send it to them, but I woke up before we figured out how to deal with the
payment. It was still dark, and I just shook my head in disbelief of my dream.
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The ride was nice, and so was the limousine, but I am dying for different
dreams. Completely different, in fact.
DOCTORS, PATIENTS (April 10, 2014)
I dreamt of some medical research showing that doctors in Croatia were more
successful with a wide variety of cancer treatments than their colleagues in the
States. This was a puzzle for researchers, and they spent some time
investigating the gap. As it turned out, doctors in Croatia were considerably
closer to their patients than those in the States. Thus they had a better feeling
of what treatment would be successful. The research ultimately pointed at the
need for greater closeness between doctors and patients in the States. In my
dream, I had nothing to do with this research. If I remember correctly, I only
saw a television show about its conclusions. When I woke up, I could not
figure out how such a dream would come my way. The topic is utterly foreign
to me. And yet, I felt there was something to the closeness between doctors
and patients, and especially in small communities. General practitioners in
places like Motovun know a great deal about their patients, including their
entire families. Such knowledge is invaluable in any sort of medical
treatment. Be that as it may, I quickly got lost in my attempt at comparison of
Croatia and the States in terms of the incidence of small communities. My
dream was just a dream, anyhow.
NEW EARTH (April 19, 2014)
I dreamt of a gigantic spacecraft holding several million people traveling to a
new earth. The trip took thousands of earth-years and hundreds of
generations. The life on the spacecraft was hard even though everyone was
united by the dream of the new earth. Different ideas about the new life
sprung up over time, and their differences led to strife. By and by, veritable
wars took place between adherents of different ideas, which became very like
religions. The spacecraft was occasionally in danger of being demolished by
internecine conflict. When it finally reached the new planet, which turned out
to be almost exactly like the old earth, not many people wanted to leave the
orbiting spacecraft. Deeply divided, they preferred the security of the world
they knew so well. Only a few hundred of them landed on new earth in search
of a new beginning. They lived by hunting and gathering. When I woke up, I
was delighted by the dream, but I immediately noticed that it was like a movie
or even a novel rather than a direct experience. I was not among the colonists
of new earth, that is. But an observer, I had no emotional attachment to
anything I had witnessed.
ENDLESS STAIRS (April 26, 2014)
I dreamt that I just arrived in New York City on a plane from London. The
arrival caught me by surprise as I was writing something at the time, and I was
busy stuffing my laptop and many other things strewn around my seat into my
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knapsack. The plane emptied quite fast, and I was the last one to get out of it.
Only a few people stayed behind, but they were going to some other
destination. I found myself in a strange terminal made of rough concrete. It
was dirty, too. I remember puddles of spilled coffee all over the concrete.
There was a sign ahead of me written in sloppy handwriting on a large piece
of paper glued onto a concrete wall: “Urbans.” I remember overtaking a
woman on a staircase going down, but then I found myself completely alone.
I ran down flight after flight of endless stairs. They gut steeper and steeper as
I went along. I practically flew over them, but there was no end of the stairs in
sight. By and by, I started worrying. What if I was going the wrong way? It
would be pretty hard to climb all those stairs, I realized. I was still flying
down the concrete stairs when I woke up. I was covered with sweat. The
dream surprised me quite a bit, for I had not dreamt of airports for a long time.
But the horror is still with me so many years after my last flight. It seems that
it will never leave me, either.
THE MISSING TOES (April 28, 2014)
I dreamt that I was watching a woman change her shoes on the hotel terrace.
In her late fifties but dressed as though she was a couple of decades younger,
she was sitting a few tables away from me. She took her sandals out of her
purse and put her shoes into it. Her feet were bare, but two of her toes on the
left foot were missing. Only one of the three joints remained on each of them.
Her feet were on the big and burly side, and her toenails were painted bright
red, which only accentuated the missing toes. She had the big toe, the toe next
to it, and the little toe. The stubs of the missing toes were most conspicuous in
her sandals. On occasion they wriggled, too. I remember being fascinated by
the whole thing. I was most eager to ask the woman about the way in which
she had lost two of her toes, but I woke up before I learned anything.
Anyhow, the woman’s feet are etched into my mind’s eye, and especially the
missing toes. A dream to remember, to be sure.
A JAPANESE SUIT OF ARMOR (May 1, 2014)
I dreamt that a man in his mid-twenties, whom I did not know, had made a
light frame for my boards, which were arranged in an unusual way. All of
them were black and white and placed horizontally, but some of their corners
touched. All together, they looked like a Japanese suit of armor. I remember
that the board on the chest had horizontal stripes. Touching its upper right
corner and above it, there was a board with a swastika motive. Touching its
upper left corner and above it, there was a board with a stark geometric
motive, but I do not remember which one any longer. An identical
arrangement of boards but placed upside down protected the belly and the
thighs. The board on the belly was just below the board on the chest. Except
for two boards, though, I do not remember how the others looked. All I
remember is that the young man, who had wavy blond hair, was standing
behind the boards and laughing as someone was photographing him. His head
and his limbs were in the right places for the boards to form a formidable suit
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of armor. His arms and legs were bare. When I woke up in the middle of the
night, I was annoyed with myself for not remembering all the boards in the
arrangement. It took me quite a while to fall asleep again.
LOOSE TOOTH (May 11, 2014)
I dreamt that I was in some posh hotel someplace in the States or Canada and
that I was preparing to go to bed when I felt with my tongue that one of the
front teeth was loose. It was the first tooth to the right on the lower side. I
checked it with my finger, and it was indeed loose. I caught the tooth with
two fingers and rocked it back at forth. And it stayed between my fingers. I
could feel the hole between my teeth with my tongue. When I put the tooth
back in its place, it stayed there, but it was clear I could swallow it while
asleep or while eating. I panicked at once. I was staying in the hotel together
with several people I was traveling with around the world. We were on an
important mission having to do with an impending crisis. Our job was to
coordinate the response with as many governments across the globe as we
could reach before the crisis took hold. And most of our meetings with
leading people took place around meals. My missing tooth would be quite an
embarrassment. I needed a dentist fast, but I was thinking about using some
glue before I could find one. I woke up in the middle of the night before I
could figure out what to do. I was covered with sweat. The first thing I did in
the dark was to feel the same tooth with my finger. Then I checked all the
other teeth. Everything turned out to be fine, but it took me a while to fall
asleep again. The memory of the gaping hole between my teeth was still with
me.
MILENA BON (May 21, 2014)
I dreamt that I was leafing through a loose collection of large photographs of
paintings that were to be shown at an exhibition of prewar art from Zagreb,
and that I came upon a portrait of my mother. I did not know the painting, but
I recognized her immediately. Under the photograph, I found her name:
Milena Bon. I do not remember the year, though. The painting was
dominated by magentas and turquoises. I remembered that I had heard of a
portrait of my mother that ended up in the collection of a Yugoslav king, and I
was eager to see it at the exhibition. The rest of the dream is a blur. I was
with some acquaintances in the museum where the exhibition was to take
place, and they were about to show me the painting itself. If I remember
correctly, one of them was the curator. But I woke up before we came to a
room where all the paintings were assembled before the hanging. It was still
dark outside. My mother’s name remained etched in my mind through the
morning. I can still see it in black and white.
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THE POOL (May 26, 2014)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were staying in a hotel room that had a
swimming pool attached to it. It was a great joy for both of us. It was in a
large room alike the room in which we were staying. The water was on the
warm side, and it was wonderful to look out of the pool across a large city I do
not remember any longer. All I remember is that I was quite interested in the
architecture of the hotel. To build a pool, they must have emptied an entire
hotel room. I wondered how many rooms had pools attached to them, but I
woke up before I could learn anything about this hotel feature. Before I fell
asleep again, I mulled over what I had witnessed in my dream. The weight of
the pool required a sturdy structure for the building. It must have been built in
concrete, I thought. The memory of the dream was still with me in the
morning. The pool was a wonderful feature, no doubt. And it struck me as a
perfectly plausible way to make the hotel more attractive to choosy guests,
like my beloved and I.
DESIGN MACHINE (June 2, 2014)
I dreamt that I was working on a device that could be used to design anything
from a song or cake to a machine that makes footwear or a starship. I had a
contract with a company, and we called it design machine. To come up with a
design, it went through a series of parameters. Shape came first, such as a
cube for a cake or a sphere for a starship. Even songs started with shapes
indicating pitch and volume. It was followed by size and weight. Duration
came next, and it varied from three minutes for a song to five millennia for a
starship. Budget is the last parameter I remember. Design machine also used
the World Wide Web to come up with all the relevant data before coming up
with alternatives. The dream was great fun. I woke up several times during
the night, but it kept returning every time I fell asleep again. I remember even
trying to use the device I had put together to design itself. When I woke up in
the morning, I realized that the only thing that had never crossed my mind was
esthetics. Design machine had no information about beauty in any sense of
that word. It dealt with fundamentals only, but it could be taught principles of
esthetics, as well. That would be left to the individual users, I guess.
TELOS (June 10, 2014)
I dreamt that I was sitting in a park together with my father when a whole
bunch of men in suits approached him and wanted him to swear allegiance to
the communist party. We were back in Yugoslavia. My father was under
some sort of suspicion, and he had to sign some documents before swearing in
front of several witnesses. I was quite annoyed with the whole thing. “Who
are you?” I asked the men who surrounded my father. One of them said
something, but he was speaking so softly that I could not understand a word. I
remember that I was tempted to tell the men that my father was fine, but that I
was a dissident. I wanted to tell them that I had published under a pseudonym
many notes critical of the communist system. I woke up in the middle of the
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night and started thinking about my three series of notes published in Telos in
the late Seventies and early Eighties. Founded in the late Sixties, the journal
aimed to provide the New Left with a theoretical perspective. As soon as I got
up in the morning, I checked it on the World Wide Web. And I was delighted
that it was still going. To my surprise, I even thought of publishing in Telos
yet another series of my critical notes. Whence my dream, I concluded
hesitantly.
Addendum (June 11, 2014)
I sent this piece by electronic mail to Russell Berman, the journal’s editor
since Paul Piccone, its founder and editor, passed away a decade ago. I put
the address of the Residua website under the piece. The subject was
straightforward: “Dreaming of Telos.” Berman responded within a few hours.
“Thanks for sharing your dream!” he started. “It’s good to hear from
participants in the history of the journal.” I wished him all the best in my
reply, and I mentioned that I remembered Piccone very well. “It is amazing to
rediscover you in a dream,” I said. And then I added that he could search my
site with either “Telos” or “Piccone” are search words. There was much of
interest over the years. “Looking back,” I concluded, “it’s amazing that we
are still in the same world.” As for publishing ever again in Telos, the dream
is best forgotten. My website is all I need at this stage.
SYMBOL OF SLAVERY (June 15, 2014)
I dreamt that I got a new wristwatch with a band of woven metal. It was quite
attractive, but the band started falling apart as soon as I got the watch. I
remember seeing bits and pieces of it everywhere I went. They could be
found inside the house and everywhere around it. I wondered how long the
band would hold together. I remember talking to my mother about unexpected
problems with my new watch and showing her one of the pieces that had
fallen off. It was morning when I woke up. And I felt quite disappointed with
myself for having worn a watch in my dream. Yuck! That symbol of slavery
is so far from me by now that I cannot even imagine that I have worn it ever
before.
THE RUSTY COUPLE (June 16, 2014)
I dreamt that I was on my terrace when a man and a woman walked their
bicycles into my garden. The man’s bike had a television dish on top of a tall
rod on its back. Both bikes and the dish were quite rusty. I remember thinking
that they must have a rusty television set with them, as well. I had no idea how
the couple got to my garden, but I was annoyed by their intrusion. I told them
they could stay only a short while, but that they should take care of the three
fig trees planted there. I also told them that they could not stay there
overnight. Assuming that they were not from Croatia, I spoke in English.
They just nodded at my commands. When I woke up in the middle of the
night, I remembered the deer that I saw in the garden. My attitude was rather
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different, too. I was sorry to see them hurry away at the sight of me. The rusty
couple was something entirely different. I wanted them out as soon as
possible. Actually, they made me quite angry. It took me a while to fall
asleep again.
THE MORTGAGE (June 17, 2014)
I dreamt that I was talking to a woman at a bank counter about my current and
savings accounts. I knew her for several years already, and she was very
helpful whenever we talked. But she became quite concerned at some point
when she discovered something pertaining to the mortgage I had with the
bank. She started twisting and turning. Her face crumpled. It was obvious
that she was quite worried. “This does not look good,” she moaned. “Is there
anyone in the bank I can talk to about this?” I asked quietly. “I’ll find
someone who can guide you through this mess,” she sighed. It was clear that
something went pretty wrong with my mortgage. Everything I owed was in
question now. I could end up in the street, too. Understanding that I was in
deep trouble, I started sweating, but I woke up before I could learn out what
was in store. It was still dark outside. I have no debt at this time, but the two
mortgages I had first in the States and then in Britain went as smoothly as
imaginable. Whenever I got into debt, it was well within my means, and I
never experienced any trouble with my banks. The dream thus struck me as
someone else’s. Such dreams visit me from time to time, and they always
puzzle me no end. Where do they come from? What could they possibly
mean? But I went back to sleep like a baby.
FIGHTING OVER OUR BILLS (June 18, 2014)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were in a familiar restaurant, but that we were
waiting in line to pay for some takeaway food, which we did for the first time.
The line was long and each of us had a whole bunch of paper bags in our
hands. When we reached the cashier’s, Nikola Grgurić was at the till. We
exchanged friendly greetings, but then we realized that neither of us had
money in our hands. And so both of us struggled to pull out the money out of
our pockets. I happened to be first, and I put one-hundred and fifty kuna on
the counter. Nikola picked up the money, but was distracted for a moment by
someone from the restaurant staff. And then my beloved plopped a huge pile
of money on the counter. I remember many ten and twenty kuna bills, as well
as at least one two-hundred kuna bill. “What is this?” frowned Nikola when
he turned back toward us and saw the unexpected pile. “Ah,” I laughed, “you
know us!” I remember that some people in the line behind us were getting
annoyed by the delay. Even Nikola, who is a wonderful guy, got a bit cross
with us as he worked hurriedly at the till. When I woke up, it was morning
already. We know Nikola for about a decade. He started working as a waiter
at Ronald Geul’s restaurant in Motovun, which Klaudio Ivašić took over many
years ago. Nikola stayed throughout. There has never been any takeaway
food at the restaurant, though. But my beloved and I were true to life in my
dream, for we are forever fighting over our bills.
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THE COLLECTION (June 25, 2014)
I dreamt that I found a collection of objects I have used at different stages of
my life. All of them were characteristic of me. There were quite a number
of diverse objects, but I remember only some of them: a Peterson pipe
together with a pipe cleaner, a Jew’s harp, an empty wine glass, a stainlesssteel cigar cutter, a Ryman ruled notebook, a small bottle of India ink, and a
pen to draw with. The collection made me smile. When I woke up, it was
morning already. My beloved was fast asleep next to me. Much of the
collection struck me as characteristic of me in the past rather that at present. I
do not smoke any longer. Even though I still use my notebook, and even
though I occasionally draw in it with India ink, these are things of the past
nonetheless. Only the Jew’s harp is very much alive at this stage. But my
knapsack was nowhere in sight. Neither was my Apple laptop, which is
always near me. Anyway, the empty wine glass in the collection made me
smile once again as I stared toward the ceiling. It represents one of my
present if petty goals pretty well.
JE T’AIME, JE T’AIME… (July 9, 2014)
I dreamt that I was talking to my beloved about a letter she had to write in
French. It was a formal missive, and it required quite a bit of thought. I was
suggesting to her how to phrase some of its key parts. We were in some
strange apartment that was completely empty. There was not a sign of anyone
living there. She was listening to me, but she was completely quiet. Out of
the blue, I hugged her, put my head on her shoulder, and started crying. As I
was sobbing, I kept repeating the same words: “Je t’aime, je t’aime…” When
I woke up, it was morning and it was time to get up. My beloved was already
gone. She went to her office early this morning so that we could leave for
Motovun around noon. She will be with me for a few days, and then she will
return to Zagreb by herself. We had a tiff last night, and it was her who was
crying just before we went to sleep. I held firm, but not through the night.
My dream rounded off the story.
WAKING UP IN ZAGREB (July 11, 2014)
I dreamt that I woke up and that it was already morning. My beloved was still
asleep. There was a lot of noise coming from the street. I could hear cars and
trucks. Every now and then, there was a roar of a motorcycle. When I woke
up for true, it was morning already. Once again, my beloved was still asleep
next to me. But there was not a sound coming from the street. I was bit
confused at first, but I quickly figured out that I was dreaming of waking up in
Zagreb. Actually, I was in Motovun. Only then I realized that I was covered
not only with a sheet, but with a quilt. It was cold overnight, and I had to
fetch one. My beloved took one with her when we were going to sleep.
October in July, as I like to put it. But the silence all around the house was a
real joy nonetheless. No cars and trucks. Most important, no motorcycles,
either.
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RATHER LIKE A CITY (July 14, 2014)
I dreamt that I was traveling with my No. 1 son, but I do not remember where
we were going. All I remember is that we went through Los Angeles. In my
dream, he looked like he did a few years ago, when he visited me for the last
time. We slept in a hotel right next to the airport, and he left the hotel ahead
of me. A short while later, he sent me a mobile-phone text-message that it
was time for me to join him. When I came to the airport, I realized it would
not be easy to find him. It was huge. It looked rather like a city. I remember
enormous shopping malls one after another. I tried to call him on my mobile
phone, but it was just ringing and ringing. After a while, I got connected to
the telephone company in Zagreb, where my mobile phone was registered. I
explained where I was and who I was trying to call, and they promised to do
whatever they could to locate my son. I woke up before we connected. It was
morning already. I have not dreamt of international airports for quite a while.
The dream reminded me of so many dreams of getting separated from people
and my efforts to find them again. They usually involved people close to me,
such as my parents and my children. Dreams of this ilk seemed to have
become history, but I was wrong. The Los Angeles airport, which I last
visited some twenty years ago, was a nightmare.
JUST A DREAM (July 20, 2014)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were sitting and talking on my terrace. Our
backs turned toward the Mirna valley, we were sitting on the parapet. For
some reason, we were several paces apart. At some point, she started leaning
backwards, craning her neck, and looking into the garden under the terrace
upside down. And then she started raising her feet of the terrace floor and
lifting her legs high in the air. I laughed at her shenanigans, but I was also
concerned about her balance. When she started rocking back and forth, I
became outright worried. But then she flipped backwards and started falling
onto the trellis right under the parapet. Seeing that she would get hurt in the
fall, I gasped in a rush of fear. She was some way down when I woke up in
panic. As I was waking up, I hoped it was just a dream rather than reality. To
my relief, it was just a dream, indeed, but the horror was still with me. I knew
that my beloved would most likely survive the fall, but I also knew that she
would get hurt, perhaps quite badly. At any rate, seeing her in midair was
horrendous. It took me a while to fall asleep again. “Just a dream,” I kept
reassuring myself in the middle of the night.
THE DREAM OF WELCOME (July 23, 2014)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were reclining on a large and cushy sofa. I
was caressing her. Her eyes closed, she wore a pair of pants made of some
surprisingly light material. White with black geometric patterns, they felt like
a summer shirt. I spread her legs open and caressed her crotch. I went gently,
gently. I could feel her very well through her pants and underpants. The
reliefs of her labia and her clitoris were almost visible. After a while, I started
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caressing her with my fingernails so she could feel my hands better. I went
ever so gently. “I would like to taste your cunt,” I whispered and reached for
the zipper on her pants, which had no belt. Although she does not like it when
I am so crass, she did not complain about my language, and I started
unzipping her. She was ready. I could feel a bursting erection between my
legs, too, but I woke up before I managed to remove her pants. It was
morning already. The erection was with me for true, and I smiled to myself
happily. My beloved will be coming today. This was the dream of welcome
only.
SCHOOL CAPITALISM (August 6, 2014)
All I remember from last night’s jumble of dreams is a school in which all
rewards and punishments of the children were in terms of money. Their
parents were also encouraged to use the same approach at home. Physical
punishment was out, and so was withdrawal of pleasures. Everything was
calculated in money terms. For this purpose, the school developed an
extensive tariff. I remember seeing one of the children from the school in
question that was doing very well in terms of money. It was a boy of about
twelve. His dark hair was carefully combed and he wore a white shirt with
short sleeves. For some reason, he struck me as a dunce. When I woke up, I
wondered about the dream. Was this something my brain came up with or had
I read about it not so long ago. I even thought of checking it on the World
Wide Web, but I gave up on the idea without much ado. I was quite sure that
some economist somewhere in the States must have come up with such a
system of rewards and punishments. School capitalism, to coin a term. It
would prepare the children for adult life, where all rewards and punishments
were in terms of money, anyway.
A PARTY FOR DEAD ARTISTS (August 15, 2014)
I dreamt that I was close to a group of artists who were organizing a big event
in Paris. I was not very eager to join them, but I came up with a small event I
could organize myself. It was a party for superannuated French artists. I
remember only a few names I offered to my mates: Louise Bourgeois, Fernand
Léger, and Le Corbusier. All I had in mind was a party without any fuss. It
would be an opportunity for all of us to have a leisurely talk with all of them.
I hoped for a few laughs, but that was all. Most important, no journalists
would be allowed to the event. There would be no cameras, either. My mates
were not very enthusiastic about my idea, but they went along with it. If I
could organize it while we were in Paris, it was fine with them. When I woke
up, it was already morning. I realized at once that Léger and Le Corbusier
were long dead, but I was not sure about Bourgeois. When I googled her in
my study, I learned that she died in 2010. Léger and Le Corbusier died in
1955 and 1965, respectively. “Hey,” I gave myself a crooked smile in the
bathroom mirror, “how about a party for dead artists?”

329

ISTRIAN FEUDALISM (August 20, 2014)
I dreamt that I was taking part in the establishment of new feudalism in Istria.
I do not remember all the details, but the gist of it was that the peninsula was
taken over by a council formed by major landowners. The membership of the
council was restricted to a few people from every municipality in existence
today. I was among the few from Motovun what with my land ownership and
my political power in the community. The only other member of the council I
remember was Rudi Handjal, also a major landowner, but there were two or
three others, as well. From the moment the council was established, it would
run all the Istrian affairs. It would elect its leadership soon after
establishment. Istrian feudalism was democratic in this sense. No-one outside
the council had any voting rights, though. It was the council and nothing but
the council. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I felt pretty happy
with the way feudalism was reintroduced in the land of my ancestors. It had a
distinct Venetian flair to it. Democracy for the few, in short. Feeling pleased,
I went back to sleep soon afterwards.
THE INVESTORS (August 26, 2014)
I dreamt of two investors who were worth several trillion dollars. A father and
son, they looked exactly alike. About thirty years apart, both of them had
sunken faces that suggested perpetual worry. Among the largest investors in
the world, they were connected to a stock exchange by their own pipeline,
which led to their investment room. Each morning they would pile up a large
number of thousand-dollar bills in front of the pipe. Very smooth and shiny, it
was the diameter of a basketball ball. They would press a button and powerful
fans would suck the money away. Having thus invested up to a billion dollars,
they would wait. Their faces sweating, they would stare in front of themselves
without a word. And then the fans would kick in once again and thousanddollar bills would start flying into their investment room from the pipe. The
bills were everywhere. They would collect them in a hurry, their faces
reflecting the return. A tenfold return was what they expected on a normal
day and anything over it would make their faces shine. Counting and
recounting the bills was what they did the rest of the day. When I woke up, it
was morning already. My dream was so vivid that it reminded me of a movie.
A Walt Disney movie, in fact. The investors made me smile.
YET ANOTHER FAILURE (August 31, 2014)
I had a funny night. Most of my dreams had to do with economic research
focusing on mathematics. One of the dreams revisited the research leading up
to my doctoral dissertation at MIT. I woke up in the middle of the night, but
the dream kind of continued. By and by, I was not sure whether I was
dreaming or not. And then I realized that I had missed a wonderful
opportunity to round off my doctoral research. So many years later, I could
not imagine such a gaping hole in my work. I even thought of doing
something about it right now, and as soon as possible, but I gave up the idea
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before dawn. It was too late. Besides, someone could have done what I failed
to do in the intervening years. Anyhow, it took me a while to fall asleep
again. My research showing glaring errors of Wassily Leontief’s work kept
returning to my mind (“Who is Afraid of Wassily Leontief?” November 21,
1990).
When I started working on multiregional input-output analysis, there were
three mathematical models underlying it. They were the column-coefficient
model, the row-coefficient model, and the gravity coefficient model
combining the two. They were known by the names of their authors as the
Chenery-Moses, Polenske, and Leontief-Strout models, respectively. My
doctoral dissertation set up conditions these models had to satisfy to guarantee
macroeconomic stability.[1] The dissertation also struck down the Polenske
model as economically unstable. Several years later, I showed that the
Leontief-Strout model was economically unstable, as well.[2] My work was
crowned with a new version of the row-coefficient model, which I showed to
be economically stable.[3] The Bon-Polenske model was my last step in a
long series of contributions to regional science.
What I realized in the middle of last night was that I failed to come up with a
new version of the gravity coefficient model that would satisfy my own
conditions of economic stability. And it was within easy reach at the time.
The Bon-Leontief-Strout model would have been the real crown of my work
some forty years ago. I would have left the field with three multiregional
input-output models once again rather than with only two. And two of them
would have my own name attached to them. The Chenery-Moses and BonPolenske models are the key to the field, but the Bon-Leontief-Strout model
would have been a wonderful addition to it. Again, someone has most likely
come up with such a model in the meanwhile, but I just could not believe my
own failure. Yet another one, too! And it would have been quite important in
view of the fact that models of this kind could provide the basis for global
input-output analysis, one of the underpinnings for guiding the global
economic policy (“Wassily Leontief and I,” May 4, 2014). Alas, what an
incredible night!
Footnotes
1. “Some Conditions of Macroeconomic Stability of Multiregional InputOutput Models,” Economic Analysis, Vol. 16, Nos. 1-2, 1977, pp. 65-87 (also
published by the US Department of Transportation, September 1975),
2. “Comparative Stability Analysis of Multiregional Input-Output Models:
Column, Row, and Leontief-Strout Gravity Coefficient Models,” Quarterly
Journal of Economics, Vol. 99, No. 4, pp. 791-815.
3. “Supply-Side Multiregional Input-Output Model,” Journal of Regional
Science, Vol. 28, No. 1, 1988, pp. 41-50.
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RENUNCIATION (September 5, 2014)
I dreamt that I was renouncing something, but I do not remember what it was.
All I remember is that it was quite hard, but that it also brought me enormous
joy. Although I was suffering, I felt wonderful. In fact, I was ecstatic most of
the time. I also remember that I was losing weight. That is, I was getting
thinner and thinner. My beloved was helping me wash myself at some point,
and she was obviously worried about my condition. I did my best to persuade
her that my renunciation suited me fine. What worried her most was that I
was changing color, too. My skin was becoming bluish-gray, if I remember
correctly, and she wanted me to see a doctor. I woke up before the end of my
ordeal. It was morning already. Having renounced tobacco last year, and
having started renouncing alcohol this year, I am in the mood for renouncing
much of the food I like, as well. One way or another, I am turning ascetic.
This is what my dream seems to be telling me, I reckon.
ON PROTECTIVENESS (September 12, 2014)
I dreamt that I woke up and that I went from my bedroom to my livingroom a
floor below. There I found that a number of boards with my paintings on both
sides had fallen off their battens, which surprised me because I had heard no
noise in the house during the night. Actually, many of the boards were
clinging improbably between the wall and the railing of the six stairs
connecting two levels of the livingroom. When I looked more closely, I could
not see how to take the whole arrangement apart and return the boards to their
battens. If I would touch even one of them, all the others would fall to the
floor, and I was afraid some of them could get hurt in the fall. But it seemed
that someone had carefully arranged them while I was asleep, for they could
not have fallen in such an improbable way. I woke up in the middle of the
night before I could figure out what had happened. I was eager to check my
paintings at once, but I managed to calm myself down at last. It was but a
dream, I kept telling myself. When I woke up in the morning, I hurried
downstairs at once. Of course, all the boards with my paintings where in their
place. Curiously, I am getting concerned about both my paintings and my
writings. Any interference with them touches me deeply. Previously
unfamiliar protectiveness is creeping into my bones, or so it seems.
FOREVER TRAVELING (September 14, 2014)
I spent the whole night dreaming of traveling with people, getting separated
from them on the way, and looking for them left and right. From dream to
dream, people changed. And so did the means of travel. Sometimes I dreamt
I was with relatives, sometimes with colleagues, and sometimes with people I
had just met. We traveled by air or by rail or by road. But we always got
separated in the end. Dream after dream, I was looking for someone who got
separated from me in my travels. This happened in airports, train and bus
stations, parts of foreign cities… I do not remember how many such dreams I
had, but there must have been at least five of them during the night. When I
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decided it was enough, I realized it was time to get up already. Lying in bed, I
reflected on my many dreams. As a metaphor for life, or at least my life,
traveling is not a bad one. You are with some people a part of the way, and
then you get separated from each other, quite often by chance. They go left
and you go right. You look for each other for a while, but then you give up.
Most of the people I traveled with, as it were, are completely lost by now. In
some cases, I cannot even remember their names. Life is like a bunch of
disconnected dreams, but dreams are often alike. Forever traveling.
THE ONLY MIRACLE (September 20, 2014)
I heard the rain as soon as I woke up this morning. It was soothing. I wanted
to check the time, but I dozed off again. Between waking and dreams, I
thought of sending a mobile-phone text-message to my beloved to wish her a
good morning, as I always do when we are apart. This time around, it was
three weeks already. I wanted to let her know that I dreamt last night that we
were making love. Our lovemaking was wonderful. It took me a while to
realize that she was next to me, and I reached for her at once. She was awake
already, and we started caressing each other. After a brief while, I told her
about my confusion earlier on. But I also explained that words do not do
justice to my confusion. They are way too precise for what I had just
experienced. I was neither fully awake nor asleep when I wanted to send her
the good-morning message. It must have been our lovemaking last night that
confused me, for it was very like a dream. Love is the only miracle on earth.
CAT AND MOUSE (September 27, 2014)
The only thing I remember from a jumble of dreams last night is a toy cat that
gave birth to a toy mouse. Both of them were white. The cat was quite small,
but the mouse was huge. Inflated slowly from under her tail, the baby was at
least three times larger than its mother. The scene did not last long, but it
popped up in front of my eyes as soon as I woke up and realized that it was
time to get up. Why would a cat give birth to a mouse, though? And why
would the proverbial prey be so much larger than the predator? What did the
designer have in mind with toys such as these? In other words, why would I
dream of toys so incongruous? What was the message? Lying in bed and
thinking about it did not help a single bit, of course. And so I got up to write
down what I dreamt. But having written all this down, I am none the wiser.
Predator giving birth to menacing prey. Cat and mouse. Dream and dreamer.
Fuckety fuck.
THE DISCOUNT (September 28, 2014)
I dreamt that I was surprised by a completely different crew at Marko’s. I
recognized none of the waiters or cooks. One of the waiters told me that the
prices went up fourfold, but that they would remain the same as before for the
local people. He also told me that the boss wanted entirely different guests
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from now on. They would be foreigners with much deeper pockets than
hitherto. But he wanted to keep the locals, who give a special feel to his
restaurant and café. I remember thinking that this was likely to be a wise
move. Most of the tourists in Motovun are not exactly well to do. Attracting
more affluent tourists would make quite a bit of sense. As for locals, they
indeed add a special touch to the place. As of late, locals sit only at Marko’s,
where they occupy a table or two. Both young and old, they do not go to
Klaudio’s any longer, as they used to do when I moved to the hilltown. And
Benjamin’s has always been a restaurant only, where locals go if they want to
have a special lunch or dinner. Evening after evening, the locals are the last to
leave the lower square. They undoubtedly add something special to Marko’s,
whence the discount. When I woke up, it was time to get up already. After
my morning ablutions, I will head to Marko’s for my morning coffee. And I
will be joined there by a bunch of locals without fail.
DREAMING OF 1968 (October 6, 2014)
I dreamt that I was in a large hall teeming with young people. In their late
teens and early twenties, they formed many small groups. And they were all
engaged in lively conversation. Their animation and openness struck me as
beautiful. I had a small camera with me, and I photographed many a small
group from afar. I was going for their faces. Their open eyes and lively
mouths delighted me. There was no mischief in them. Everyone spoke from
the heart. And then my beloved appeared out of nowhere, snatched my
camera from me, and disappeared in the crowd. I screamed at the top of my
voice. I was both frightened and angered by her unexpected intervention. The
scream woke me up in the middle of the night, but I managed to fall back
asleep soon afterwards. I found myself in the same crowded place, but there
was not a trace of animated conversation any longer. I remember seeing my
beloved watching me from some distance. Clutching the camera that she gave
me many years back, she watched me intently. Haltered and scorn beamed
from her eyes. When I woke up again, it was still dark outside, but I got up
and went to my study to record the dream. I was afraid it would peter away by
the morning. I had no idea what to make of it, but putting it into words
seemed essential to me. It took me a while to go back to sleep one more time.
Only when I got up in the morning it dawned on me that I was dreaming of
1968. I have not seen such open eyes since my youth.
SHITTING, SHOWERING (October 8, 2014)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were caressing each other before going to
sleep. She was to my right, as she always is when we are in bed. In tight
embrace, we caressed each other’s backs and bums. At some point, she
reached quite deep between my buttocks with her right hand. She even
touched my asshole. Remembering that I had shat before I went to bed, I
gently removed her right hand with my left, and wiped her fingers with my
own. Understanding what I was doing, she reached for a napkin next to her
without a word. And that is all I remember of the dream. When I woke up, it
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was morning already. I realized at once that I indeed shat before going to
sleep. I usually do that before taking my morning shower, but I did not feel
like showering last night. I was afraid it would wake me up. At any rate, that
part of the dream was true to life. And so I got up and headed for the shower
without any further ado. My asshole needed a good wash first thing in the
morning.
“IT’S FRAUD, STUPID!” (October 9, 2014)
I dreamt that I was serving as an external examiner in a doctoral examination
at a British university. The doctoral candidate was in his late thirties or early
forties. Short and pudgy, he was dressed in an expensive suit. His mentor
was a colleague of mine dealing with construction economics, but I do not
remember who he was. The topic of the dissertation had to do with
construction cost estimation. In particular, it dealt with cost underestimates,
which were quite typical of construction. Projects would often get a green
light on low estimates, which were adjusted by the contractor along the way.
These adjustments were sizable on occasion, but it was already too late to stop
the project. I remember debating the reasons for this sort of thing with the
candidate. I told him that I understood perfectly well that underestimates
could results from faulty estimation procedures and the like, but I wanted him
to tell me what would be another possible cause of systematic underestimates.
He kept giving me synonyms for errors, but he avoided even hinting at fraud.
Of course, contractors could collude with a representative of the project owner
to make it happen by underestimating the project cost and subsequently
adjusting the estimate in contractor’s favor. The candidate would not even
consider it, though, and I was getting angrier and angrier as he fumbled for yet
another answer suggesting lack of knowledge or changing circumstances. I
felt like shouting as loudly as I could: “It’s fraud, stupid!” Seeing my growing
anger, my colleague started fidgeting in his seat. He was getting ever more
concerned about the tiff getting out of hand. In the end, I woke up. I was
happy it was time to get up, too. And I felt no less than elated that all my links
with the academia had been severed for good.
AFTER A TALK (October 15, 2014)
I dreamt that I was sitting in a café with my beloved after a talk I gave. The
talk went well, but I do not remember what it was about. My beloved and I
were very close, and we hugged and kissed lovingly. And then a young
woman approached us. In her late teens, she wanted to meet me. She was
delighted by my talk, she told me. She spoke in Croatian, but then she
mentioned that she actually lived in Slovenia, and so we switched to Slovene.
The young woman delighted me, too. She looked bright and open. Her eyes
were fully alive. Short and skinny, she was far from beautiful, but her
intelligence and demeanor were beautiful in themselves. It was a joy to talk to
her. I introduced her to my beloved and told her that we were together for
sixteen years already. They exchanged a few words while I was hugging and
kissing my beloved. When I woke up, it was time to get out of bed. My
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beloved left for her office about an hour earlier. I immediately thought of my
daughter, who will be nineteen in a couple of days. Was it her I saw in my
dream? Amazingly, the last time I saw her was eleven years ago! By now, I
have no idea how she looks. As for my talk, it must be the presentation of my
book on climate change at the Belgrade Book Fair. Sadly, my beloved will
not be with me at the time. Blessed dreams recognize neither time nor place.
THE CASTLE (October 19, 2014)
I dreamt that I was staying at a wonderful house on the coast of Australia.
Build on a small hill, it was a castle of sorts. There was a tall and sturdy stone
wall running around it in a wide circle. Within the wall, there were tall pine
trees. The house was also made of stone and it had a Mediterranean feel to it.
It straddled a short stream running into the sea. Tall walls ran from the house
toward the sea from each side of a stream. Each of them had an arched door
that was closed with a heavy wooden door. I was renting the place at the time,
but I was thinking of buying it and moving to Australia. I thought of the
house, which was built by an Italian immigrant about a century ago, as a castle
befitting the turbulent times ahead. It could be defended by a few people
bearing simple arms. Besides, the stream was essential for survival. It was
protected by the stone walls, too. I remember wandering in my dream about
the man who built the castle. What were his motivations? What was he
escaping from? When I woke up, it was dark still, but it did not take me long
to fall asleep again. And I was back in the castle in no time. It was like home
already.
THREE SNAKES (October 25, 2014)
I dreamt that I was walking through thick woods with a boy of eight or nine. I
was showing him what was what. I noticed a couple of large snakes at some
point, and I made first a motion to show him that he should be quiet, and then
another than he should step to the side. Black with intricate gray patterns, the
snakes were coiled together. Their heads were next to each other on top of a
pile of branches. I looked for a big stone, which I hurled at them by swinging
it between my legs spread wide apart. The stone landed on their heads. And
then I noticed another snake of the same kind lying some distance from the
other two. Unperturbed by my assault, it was huge and it could have been
their mother. I found a smaller stone, raised it above my head, and hurled it at
the snake. The stone smashed its head once again. I woke up before I could
see how long the three snakes actually were, but I was sure the smaller ones
were roughly my length while the bigger one was at least two of my lengths.
It was already morning. My beloved was still asleep next to me. Thinking
about my dream, I could not figure out why I killed the three snakes. There
was no reason for it whatsoever. Neither the boy nor I were in any danger
from them. Feeling a bit embarrassed, I headed for the toilet.
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RED, YELLOW, AND GREEN (October 26, 2014)
I dreamt that peppers became the rage in fashion. Women wore a single
pepper as a skirt, either short or long, or as a blouse. For ease of getting it on
and off, it usually had a slit either in front or on the back. Red, yellow, and
green, they were amazing to see everywhere around. Between dreams, I
would castigate myself for the impossibility of wearing a single pepper as a
skirt or blouse, but I would reassure myself again and again during the night
that farmers could surely produce peppers big enough for the purpose. And so
I kept dreaming about peppers worn by the most fashionable women. When I
told about it to my beloved upon waking in the morning, she assumed there
would be many peppers held together in a piece of garment, but it took me a
while to explain that single peppers were involved. And they were of the
simplest kind used in cooking. Sweet peppers, that is. But their colors soon
became a part of the fashion, and unusual shades of red, yellow, and green
were highly praised. Funny shapes were also highly praised. Of course, a
pepper could be worn only once or twice, but that only added to their appeal.
The world of fashion is past compare, anyhow.
THE SMOOTHNESS (November 12, 2014)
I dreamt that I was writing by hand and in the sort of lettering I had learned in
the first grade. The thin blue lines used to guide the hand were there, as well.
I was not attempting to make my handwriting beautiful, but I enjoyed the
smooth transition from one letter to another. Forming words was an enormous
joy. In my dream, I could feel my hand move as letters were formed one after
another. When I woke up, I realized that I wrote mostly in Latin script, but
some of the words I was writing were in Cyrillic script. I learned both in the
first grade, and I wrote in Cyrillic at first. I switched to Latin by the end of
my primary school or perhaps even in highschool, but the main reason was
that my handwriting had become kind of illegible. Back then, both scripts
were equally acceptable to my teachers. All they cared about was legibility of
handwriting. At any rate, the smoothness of handwriting was a great pleasure
to rediscover in my dream. Lying in bed, I kept forming letters, words,
sentences with my hand. And everything connected perfectly. The skill was
still with me after so many years.
ALL THE WAY TO CHINA (November 16, 2014)
I dreamt that I got a call from China concerning my work in corporate real
estate management. The fellow on the other side of the line told me that my
principles from 1994 were his company’s main guidelines (“Ten Principles of
Corporate Real Estate Management,” November 18, 2012). Other papers of
mine were most important in their work, as well. And his company was huge.
It employed millions of people and they had thousands upon thousands of
buildings. He wanted to know whether I would come over to help them in
their work. They would be most pleased to receive me, he said. Delighted by
everything I had heard, I agreed to come. When I woke up in the middle of
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the night, I was amazed by my willingness to travel so far. But it was
definitely there. I was not only willing, but also eager to go. My principles of
corporate real estate management remained very close to my heart, as
witnessed by their belated inclusion into my magnum opus. I fell asleep again,
but the dream kept returning until the morning. Throughout, I was
overwhelmed with euphoria. Yes, I would go all the way to China to help
promote my teaching. And what better place than a huge company already
committed to my ideas.
By the morning, I even considered some
modifications of my principles in view of climate change. Silly, but cute.
KISSING THE SOLE OF HER FOOT (November 17, 2014)
I dreamt that I pulled off the sandal and kissed the sole of my daughter’s foot.
Judging by its size, she was about fifteen. Feeling that her foot was not clean,
she tried to pull it away. Of course, it was not dirty at all. When I woke up, it
was morning already. The only sole of the foot I ever kiss is my beloved’s.
And I do it regularly. She tries to pull it away whenever I start kissing the sole
of her foot, except if she has just come out of the bath. Besides, my daughter
was only seven the last time I saw her. She is nineteen right now. But my
beloved is only six years older than my first son. So, she must have been the
daughter in my dream. By the way, kissing the sole of her foot is only an
endearment on my part. It has no sexual connotations whatsoever. Whence
the mix-up in my dream, no doubt.
EVER SO SLOWLY (November 21, 2014)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were lying in bed next to each other. She was
to my right, as ever. We were lying on our backs and facing the ceiling. I was
talking and she was listening. I do not remember what it was that I was telling
her, but my voice was low. I was talking slowly, as well. As I went on, my
right hand rested on her bushy crotch. I caressed and massaged it gently, ever
so gently. My middle finger and the one between it and the small finger
would dip between her thighs from time to time. They would also dip
between the lips of her vagina. Ever more often, they would touch her clitoris.
Slowly, my beloved got wet, and the two fingers occasionally dipped into her
vagina. As I talked, I would smear her luscious juices between the lips of her
vagina. She got ever more wet as I went on. I talked and she listened.
Gently, I would smear her juices over her clitoris, which got ever plumper
between my fingers. By and by, it got quite hard. And then I woke up. I, too,
was aroused. When I checked the time, it was a whole hour before the time I
had set up on my alarm clock in time for my walk down the Motovun hill and
across the Mirna to Livade, where I would catch the bus to Zagreb. My
beloved and I will be reunited later today, whence my dream. Realizing that I
could not fall asleep again, I rejoiced at the time I had to write up my dream.
An entire hour! But I knew I would write slowly, ever so slowly. And ever so
gently.
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BORIS (November 26, 2014)
I dreamt that I had a monkey as a pet. It was a macaque of some kind, but it
had a puff of blond hair on the top of its head that flew hither and thither all
the time. For its likeness with the mayor of London, I called it Boris. I had to
organize my house quite differently for my new friend. Much work was
needed, but I forgot the details by the time I woke up. What I remember most
clearly is taking Boris for long walks. The monkey was especially fond of a
huge old tree some way away from Motovun. It was an oak, if I remember
correctly. My friend would spend hours in its huge crown. “Boris,” I would
call after a while, “it’s time to go home.” But there was no way of getting the
monkey down from the tree. After a few calls, I would start walking away
without my friend. When I would get far enough, Boris would climb down
and run after me at full speed. Then it would jump onto my left shoulder and
start screeching into my ear. The screeches showed both anger because I left
all by myself, and exuberant joy of our reunion. “Boris,” I would pet the
monkey as I walked, “next time listen to my calls.” And it would almost purr
at my tenderness. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I realized that I
was dreaming my beloved’s dream. She had been talking about a monkey as a
pet for years. I fell asleep soon afterwards, but Boris remained close to me
through the morning.
DREAMING OF THE WORLD INPUT-OUTPUT MODEL (November 30,
2014)
I dreamt that I was talking to several leading researchers in input-output
analysis about the need for a world input-output model that could help policy
makers understand the world economy better. I was trying to persuade them
to get together with everyone else working in this field so as to get the
necessary data for some fifty key countries and trade flows between them.
The United Nations should be interested in funding such an endeavor, I
argued. The World Bank could house the research team developing the world
input-output model. I even envisaged a large amphitheater with a huge sphere
in the middle showing the graph with all industries and flows between them in
various colors. Potential bottlenecks in world trade could be pointed out and
their effects assessed by the assembled researchers. This would be of great
value in following the key commodities and services, such as crude oil and
finance, underpinning the world economy. The model could be used to
investigate possible disruptions by climate change or regional conflict. When
I woke up, it was morning already. I immediately remembered my recent
lament about the world input-output analysis, in which I imagined my early
work in the field utilized to better understand world trade (“Wassily Leontief
and I,” May 4, 2014). But then I went to my study and searched for world
input-output analysis on the World Wide Web. I found it in a jiffy, of course.
The world input-output database dominates the search results. Predictably, the
World Bank is there, as well. The only thing that is missing is the prominence
of the field in the management of the world economy. This is well beyond the
human species at this stage of its evolution. The best I can do about it is to
keep dreaming.
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“NOT A DREAM” (December 12, 2014)
I dreamt that I was lying in bed and staring at an electric post through the
window. In my dream, I was wide awake. Out of the blue, the post fell to one
side without a sound. “This is not a dream!” it went through my mind in panic
before I woke up. But it was a dream, after all. I could not remember any
such electric post anyplace close to my house. But the words I remembered
well. They went through my head when I fell in the Alps many years ago
(”This is Not a Dream!” July 25, 2001). I got up, went to my study, and found
the piece with that memorable title without any effort. “Not a dream,” I
mumbled to myself as I shuffled to the bathroom.
THE GANG (December 13, 2014)
I dreamt that I was with my beloved when the world came to a stop. There
was no electricity or water. There was no public transport. All systems were
down. We were with two women and one man in their twenties. They
appeared like university students to me. I do not remember how we got
together, but we were already a group. Actually, a gang. Our collective
fortune consisted of a box of scalpels and a bottle of disinfectant. We felt
quite fortunate because of our possessions. There was quite a bit of good
cheer in the gang. For some reason, we felt that we could get through it all.
No matter what, we would figure it out sooner or later. At some point, I told
the gang that we had to be careful if and when approached by any other
people. Smiling and laughing should be avoided before we became better
acquainted. I also started teaching them how to deal with men intent on rape.
The victim should appear as though acquiescing, but the man’ veins at the top
of the thigh next to his balls should be cut with the scalpel at the first
opportunity. Not even a doctor could stem the flow of blood, I explained.
The last thing I remember from the dream is that the whole gang listened to
what I had to say without a word. It was amazing how close we had become
in just a few hours. When I woke up, it was already time to get up. Even
though I was surprised by the dream, I felt kind of uplifted by it. The gang
was just to my liking.
PORNOGRAPHIC CONTENT (December 15, 2014)
I dreamt that my beloved was introducing me to an ex-boyfriend of hers who
was a writer of renown and who could be of some help to me regarding the
publication of some stories that had previously been banned for their
pornographic content. We were at a crowded sea resort, and she noticed him
in an outdoor café some way from ours. She went to talk to him, and then she
brought him to our table. He had a carefully arranged long hair that annoyed
me at first sight. I had a feeling that he had it died. His face was not to my
liking, either. Self-importance was written all over it. It was clear that he was
kind of riled up by our meeting, as well. I remember feeling old in front of
him, for he was at least ten years my junior. Perhaps I was also jealous a tiny
bit. Even though my beloved was being helpful, she was a bit too aloof
340

toward me for my taste. I woke up before the writer and I could start talking
about my banned stories. It was still dark out there, but I could not fall asleep
again. My dream annoyed me no end. More, it made me angry. My beloved
has no ex-boyfriends like the writer of renown. Besides, I could not care less
about anyone’s help with publishing of anything I have written, let alone some
stories that were previously banned for their pornographic content. The dream
strikes me as something that has no connection with either of us. I am outright
disgusted by it. But the best I can do about it is to write it down.
Pornographic content, my ass.
HARDLY A DREAM (December 19, 2014)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were walking through the pedestrian area in
Zagreb and that we saw a large number of young people stumbling about.
Many of them leaned against walls or hang onto lampposts. They were either
drunk or on a wide assortment of drugs. “Climate change,” I mumbled to my
beloved. As the weather got ever weirder, as well as ever more deadly, young
people lost their bearings. The future was meaningless to most of them.
When I woke up in the middle of the night, I realized that the dream was very
much a part of my expectations. Consumption of alcohol and drugs is sure to
skyrocket in the next couple of decades. But when I told my beloved about
my dream in the morning, she just screwed up her face. She has had her fill of
my ruminations about climate change and its effects on people. “My dream
was hardly a dream,” I admitted. In fact, it was but an enactment of my longestablished beliefs. All that remains is to see it in real life. Young people
stumbling about...
PRIMA DE PARLAR, TASI (December 23, 2014)
I dreamt that I was tickling my beloved’s belly and repeating the words of one
of my favorite Venetian proverbs: “Prima de parlar, tasi.” We were standing
up in the livingroom of my house in Motovun. On occasion, I would say it in
Italian, as well: “Prima di parlare, stai zitto.” She was giggling and pulling
away from me, but my teasing made her angry. I remember wondering how
far I could get before she would get really angry. When I woke up in the
middle of the night, I almost laughed out loud. She was sleeping next to me in
her apartment in Zagreb. We had a tiff yesterday evening, and I repeated the
proverb several times. “Before you speak,” I was quite angry this time
around, “shut up.” This is what I tell her every time she rushes with her
judgment, which she does quite often. At any rate, the dream was right on the
money. It was as true to life as dreams ever come. The only difference was
the teasing on my part. I fell asleep again quite soon, but I did not mention the
dream to my beloved when we got up in the morning. I knew it would make
her rather angry, and especially the Venetian proverb.
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CHEERFUL TIMES TO COME (January 10, 2015)
Garbled dreams. Laidback nightmares. Gays, drugs, and failing power
supply. Internet intermittent. Random pinches of famine. Glimpses of
cheerful times to come.
THE GOLD BARS (January 30, 2015)
I dreamt that the ceiling of my beloved’s apartment caved in. There was much
noise and loads of dust. We could not understand how something like this
could happen. When we looked a bit more closely, we saw a pile of gold bars
in the rubble. One of the neighbors must have stashed them in the attic above
the apartment without a thought of their weight. There must have been at least
a hundred of them. When my beloved was not looking, I wrapped three of the
bars in a kitchen towel and put them in my knapsack. This was by way of
punishment of whoever it was behind the stash. A few days later, the owner
reported to the police that three bars were missing, and they searched for them
in my beloved’s apartment and her office. They found nothing, of course.
Besides, she was incensed with one of her neighbor’s misplaced suspicion. I
told her nothing, though. At first I thought I would bury the bars in some
park, but then I decided to leave them in a luggage locker at the train station.
Once the hole in the ceiling was fixed, which was quite a pain, I planned for a
big trip with my beloved. Thailand was uppermost in my mind as a
recompense for all the misery she had gone through. And the three bars would
make out trip a real joy, I reckoned. When I woke up in the middle of the
night, I was stunned by my little ploy. I could not believe how I managed to
justify my theft. In my dream, I felt even righteous in my punishment of the
rascal. It took me a while to fall asleep again. The weight of the gold bars
would not leave me for a long time.
DREAMING OF SNOW (February 2, 2015)
I dreamt that it was snowing. I was looking through a window of my
beloved’s apartment. It was late at night and everything was quiet. The snow
was quite thick and steady. I remember thinking that it would build a thick
blanket by the morning. When I woke up this morning, my beloved was
already in her office. I rolled up the shutters in expectation of the snow, but I
saw blue skies and much sunshine. The building on the other side of the street
shone bright. There was no trace of the snow anywhere I looked. For some
reason, I felt disappointed. Nay, cheated. I am hardly the only one in these
parts who is dreaming of snow at this time. The poor meteorologists keep
promising it every winter, but without any success. If it snows, it is mixed
with drizzle. All it does is make bigger puddles. Blankets of snow are
becoming rare in the city. In a few short years, they will become the stuff of
dreams for true.
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MAKING A CAKE AND WRITING ABOUT IT, TOO (March 1, 2015)
I dreamt that I was helping some famous cooks write a recipe of one of their
cakes. I do not remember much about the recipe itself, which took much
effort on my part, but I remember realizing that being a great cook makes it
impossible to explain exactly what you are doing. Whence the proverb that
came out of the exercise: making a cake and writing about it, too. Impossible,
of course. When I woke up in the morning, I realized that it applied to many
more activities besides cooking, just like the English proverb that is at its
foundations: having a cake and eating it, too. Impossible, it goes without
saying.
PEPPERCORN DREAMS (March 8, 2015)
I dreamt that I became acquainted with a young woman working for a large
company planning a colony on Mars. She had heard about my work on space
colonization while at MIT in the Eighties. Her company was catering to the
very rich, who looked for ways to escape from the earth before climate change
started taking its toll. I remember that I found the woman quite bright but not
very knowledgeable about the subject of space colonization. It did not take
me long to realize that the main reason she was working for the company in
question was that she was coming from a very rich family herself. I learned
that she was approaching her potential clients with an ingenious advertising
medium: a peppercorn. Each family had to grind one, put it in their food, and
then they would all be visited by dreams about their new habitat in space.
Each peppercorn contained all the plans for the colony that could be
experienced through different dreams. I remember being impressed by the
technological feat, which helped the clients understand the knowhow behind
the company. When I woke up, it was morning already. I remembered that I
was reading about the very rich in China yesterday evening. They, too, were
thinking of leaving their troubled country as soon as possible. And this is how
it has been ever since the human species appeared on this planet. Moving on
has always been an option, even across the high seas. Indeed, the very rich
will soon be enticed to think of space colonization as the next logical step.
And peppercorn dreams appear to be within their reach. Capitalism’s last
trick, as it were.
THE NEAR KISS (March 21, 2015)
I dreamt that Franjo Tudjman was about to give me a kiss of recognition and
appreciation. He recognized me as a Croat of worth. I panicked and woke up.
It was morning already and I was propped up on my arms and knees. My
beloved jumped out of bed and dashed to the kitchen to fetch me a glass of
water. As it turned out, it was only a few minutes past six o’clock, and so we
went back to sleep. But the near kiss stayed with me. I knew that Tudjman
was dead, and so my dream had to do with a visit from the other world.
Besides, being recognized and appreciated by him was not exactly to my
liking. Thus the double panic. I revisited the dream many times in several
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subsequent dreams. When we woke up a couple of hours later, I had hard time
explaining my frightening dream to my beloved. Much of it was blurred, but I
still remembered that Tudjman wore a sleeveless jacket made of brown sheep
fur. It looked as primitive as fur jackets ever get. That was the only part of
the dream I actually liked.
THE NEW MODEL OF INTERNATIONAL INTELLIGENCE (April 11,
2015)
I dreamt that I had become very close to a number of people concerned with
an overhaul of international intelligence services. There were three or four of
them, and they were perfectly pleasant people. I was not aware of what I was
doing at first, but I eventually understood that I was helping them with a new
model of intelligence gathering and processing that was immense in scope and
surprisingly penetrating in depth. Spying as such was history, let alone
characters like James Bond. The new model was based on the experiences of
best universities in the world. Oxford and Cambridge in Europe were of great
interest in this regard. And so were Harvard and MIT in the States, which
explained the investigators’ interest in my thoughts about the new model.
Again, it took me a while to figure out what I got myself into, but I kept
talking to the investigators so as to better understand their intentions. As well
as the extent to which the new model was already in place. At any rate, spies
were gone from the scene. The international intelligence services relied on
activities such as teaching, research, and consulting at the best universities
around the globe. The World Wide Web was at the foundations of the new
model, which resembled an open university in organization. The emphasis
was on intelligence, which was understood as the scarcest resources anywhere
on the planet. Everything else was of secondary interest.
When I woke up, it was morning already. It was not yet eight in the morning,
but I could not go back to asleep again. My dream was uppermost on my
mind, and I got up to write it down. Unfortunately, all the detail was gone by
then. I could not remember anything of any real importance about the
overhaul of intelligence services. What I immediately realized, though, was
that my writings were pretty useful in the new model. The first thing that
came to my mind in this connection was my new book about Strasbourg,
which was available on one of my websites. It contains a lot of detail about
the golf scam in Motovun, Istria, and Croatia as a whole. Many names are
there, too. Unwittingly, I am already a part of the new model of international
intelligence. The only question is who is at its helm. And why.
THE WORLD OF MIRRORS (April 16, 2015)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were visiting a large and bustling city with
many a building clad in glass. It was night, but there were bright lights all
around us. I remember crowded streets where people walking past were
reflected in façades, store windows, and revolving doors. My beloved and I
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got separated at some point, and I was not sure any longer what was she and
what was her reflection. I remember dashing after her only to discover that it
was a mirage in a glass door. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I
marveled at what I witnessed. Although slightly disconcerting on account of
my separation from my beloved, the world from my dream struck me as a
good representation of many a large city today. Nothing but a mirage. And
glass is a perfect architectural embellishment of this bewildering world. The
world of mirrors. It took me a while to fall asleep again.
DROOPING LIMPLY (May 6, 2015)
I dreamt that I came to my terrace, walked to the parapet, looked into the
garden, and saw a dead cat on the metal trellis right under the terrace. Its body
was drooping limply over the wisteria flowers and leaves in such a way that it
was obvious it did not die there, but that someone had thrown the body there.
Who could it be? And why? At any rate, I knew I had to take the cadaver
down and throw it into the woods below the garden, for it would start stinking
soon. But I woke up too soon to do anything about it. It was morning already,
and I got out of bed. I came downstairs, headed straight for the terrace,
walked to the parapet, and looked into the garden. There was a curled-up cat
sleeping in the tall grass, and its fur looked quite similar to that of the cat I
saw in my dream. I threw a little stone some way away from it, and it jumped
up at once. It was not dead. Relieved, I went to the bathroom for my morning
ablutions.
THE AIRCRAFT ENGINE (May 16, 2015)
I dreamt that I was with a few savages who discovered an aircraft engine in
the woods. It was buried under a tangle of gnarled roots and rotten foliage.
Their consternation was amazing to witness. Somehow I knew that we were
some thirty-thousand years into the future, when bits and pieces of the present
civilization would occasionally be discovered in the strangest of places. All I
was interested in was the attitude of the savages toward these remnants of the
past, but the dream was vague on such things. I could not discern whether
they adored or abhorred their forebears. Even more, I was not sure that they
understood that the aircraft engine was actually made by their forebears. I
woke up in the middle of the night quite disappointed with my dream. It
returned several times during the rest of the night, but I never got any wiser.
All I could see was that parts of the engine would be used as amulets. I
remember a cogwheel hanging around the neck of one of the savages I was
with. It must have come from some other find of this kind. When I woke up
in the morning, my disappointment with the dream was at its highest.
ON HER TOES (May 17, 2015)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were at a party where we knew only a few
people. We hugged and kissed a lot, and she got ever more horny as I
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caressed her. She wore only a pair of underpants, which were pretty loose,
and a large T-shirt that came to the middle of her thighs. Her feet and legs
were bare. She wore no shoes, either. We were standing close to a large table
laden with food and drink, and there were many people around. I remember
that I was leaning against a piece of furniture, and that she was leaning against
me. I hugged her with my left hand and caressed her back and bum with my
right. By and by, I got under her T-shirt and into her underpants. As I pushed
my right hand between her buttocks, she propped herself up on her toes.
When I dipped my middle finger into her, she started moaning. The moans
got so loud that I pulled my finger out, pulled her T-shirt over her underpants,
and hugged her tightly. When I cast a quick glance around us, no-one was
looking. But the moans were so loud that some people must have noticed that
something funny was going on right next to them. When I woke up, I was
very hard. It was morning already. I will see my beloved in a fortnight. This
will have been one of our longest periods apart ever since I moved to Istria.
LUCY IN THE SKY WITH TRUFFLES (May 20, 2015)
I dreamt that I was a member of a team working on the worldwide promotion
of Istrian truffles. The team was at a brainstorming stage, and any ideas were
acceptable. We started with the notion that truffles were considered by many
to be a potent aphrodisiac. True or false, this could be the basis for their
promotion. To make the subterranean fungus’ appeal stretch to both men and
women, we came up with the notion that it was a powerful libido stimulant
rather than just an aphrodisiac. Thus we proposed that the LST acronym be
used across the peninsula whenever referring to truffles. It stood for “Libido
Stimulating Truffles.” To enhance the popularity of the LST acronym, we
started reworking the Beatles’ 1967 song “Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds,”
where we replaced diamonds with truffles. Stretching the two syllables of
“truffles” into the three syllables of “diamonds” was our main problem with
the key line and title of the song. I woke up before the song was finished, but
I remember tremendous excitement in the team. The LST idea got everyone
going. It was only about seven o’clock in the morning, but I could not go
back to sleep any more. Instead, I had to get up at once and record my
fabulous dream about the promotion of Istrian truffles.
AN EARLY SIGN OF ENLIGHTENMENT (June 14, 2015)
I dreamt that I had a leisurely and friendly conversation with Klaudio Ivašić.
We talked and talked, but I do not remember what we talked about. Most
important, there was not a trace of enmity between us. What is more, our
conversation was nothing if not civilized. Nay, sophisticated. When I woke
up in the middle of the night, I could not believe my dream. I have not talked
with Klaudio since the divisive municipal elections in 2009. He and his
family stopped greeting me, and there has been no change in our relationship
ever since. Besides, Klaudio is in conflict with most people in Motovun. Few
people talk to him at this stage. Before I managed to go back to sleep, I
realized that the dream was not about him or us. It was about me. In fact, it
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was an early sign of enlightenment. An amiable conversation with someone
like Klaudio Ivašić cannot possibly have any other meaning.
THINGS POSH (June 30, 2015)
I dreamt that I woke up, opened the bedroom windows and shutters, and
discovered that my terrace was covered with several tables surrounded by
bulky wicket armchairs that were covered with pillows. Packed closely
together, the armchairs were dark brown and the pillows were beige. A young
couple with three children that were not yet in their teens was sprawling
around one of the tables. I could recognize none of them. Soft drinks and
fluffy cakes covered the table. It all looked like the terrace of a small but posh
hotel somewhere in the boondocks. Amused by the scene, I chuckled to
myself and closed the window. When I woke up for true a few hours later, the
scene was still with me. It was sharp. And posh was the word. I felt revolted
by my dream at once. Things posh disgust me, and especially on my own
terrace. I went to the bathroom to pee, but I actually felt like vomiting.
DANGEROUS DRIVING (July 5, 2015)
I dreamt that my beloved was giving me a ride along a narrow Istrian road.
There were many stone houses along it. She was driving behind a large bus at
some point. It took the whole lane. Out of the blue, she started overtaking it
even though she could not see the traffic coming toward us. We were entering
a curve where there was another stone house right on the edge of the lane
going in the opposite direction. “You can’t see a thing here,” I mumbled, but
she kept accelerating to overtake the bus. This is exactly what young men in
Istria often do when they get behind the wheel, and it drives me crazy.
“Suicide,” I whispered to myself. But I woke up before she managed to
overtake the bus. Dangerous driving is farthest from my beloved’s mind, and
yet the dream worried me. We have not seen each other for a fortnight. It
took me a while to fall asleep again, but the dream was still vivid when I woke
up this morning. She will be driving to Motovun sometime next week, and I
am getting worried already about her ride.
THE MAGICAL TUBER (July 22, 2015)
During my afternoon nap, I dreamt that a plant became essential for human
survival at very high temperatures. It was a tuber whose root took hold of the
colon and whose sturdy leaves grew out of the rectum. The relationship was
symbiotic. The tuber fed on the human excrement while the human body
temperature was better adjusted to global warming. Even the highest of
temperatures became tolerable. At the beginning, the tail between the legs
was ridiculed by most, but it soon became a lauded feature accepted even by
high fashion. The only problem was that those who had a tuber in their colon
could not sleep on their back any longer. It was best for them to sleep on their
stomach so as not to squash the leaves. Otherwise, the symbiotic relationship
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was a godsend. All it required was swallowing a few seeds of the magical
tuber, one of which was almost sure to catch at once. The leaves would grow
within a few weeks and last several years at a time. When I woke up, I was
lying on my back. Whence the dream, I guess, for it was extremely hot. It did
not take me long to realize that the tuber would make it impossible for humans
to sit down, either.
FIGURING THINGS OUT (August 8, 2015)
I dream a lot, both during the night all year round and during my afternoon
naps over the summer months, but I remember precious little of my dreams.
The main reason I cannot write them up is that most of them are rather
intricate in detail. By the time I wake up, the crucial detail is gone. And the
intricacy almost always has to do with research of some kind. Interestingly, I
am always a part of a research team rather than a lone researcher. There is no
leader of the team, but everyone works together on an equal footing. The
team is invariably working on some problem I find truly exciting. More, we
are often onto something tremendous that might have a great impact on the
world around us. To the best of my recollection, the problem in question
varies quite a lot from dream to dream. Sometimes it concerns natural
sciences, and sometimes it is squarely in the domain of social sciences. Still,
understanding human behavior is at the core of my dreams more often than
not. All this is neither here nor there, but I appear to be a researcher deep
down. According to my dreams, figuring things out is what I am actually
about. And the excitement is almost always connected to some momentous
discovery in the making. The same holds of my last dream, but I cannot
remember anything else about it. Whence this heartfelt lament.
PUSSY (August 28, 2015)
I dreamt of an attempt to bring the greatest minds of our time together on a
subject that would connect them all. The subject was entirely up to them. I
am not sure what my rôle in this attempt was, but I was somehow informed
about it. The minds in question were hard to define, for any known poets or
authors or philosophers or scientists would not make it into the clutch. They
were just great minds that eluded any precise definition. Although they were
not meant to meet often, if ever, their seat was Venice. And the first item on
the agenda was the subject that could bring them together. In my dream, the
only subject they agreed on without too much fuss was “pussy.” Not “vulva”
or “vagina,” let alone “cunt,” but only “pussy.” The vague notion and the
image that came with it had magical powers, and that was agreed among the
greatest minds. It was worth exploring in greater detail across the full
spectrum of human experience from times immemorial to this day, they
reckoned. What made “pussy” so powerful, though? Why would men go to
amazing lengths in pursuit of it, and how would women respond to this
timeless quest? And it was clear to all that some women were masters of it,
too. The very notion is their greatest power, and they somehow know how to
make men their slaves in pursuit of it. But this is where my dream petered out
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and I woke up. I wanted to know more about the greatest minds of our time
and the subject that brought them together, but I could not fall asleep again. I
had to get up and write down what I remembered. And I remembered
precious little, as witnessed by the bare title of this vapid recollection.
THE DEVIOUS WRITER (September 4, 2015)
During my afternoon nap, I dreamt of a wasp crawling over the keyboard of
my laptop. Meaning? Was this a warning for the innocuous reader or the
devious writer?
Addendum (December 22, 2016)
Meaning, what meaning? Who says dreams have to have any meaning at all?
Chances are that this was a warning neither for the innocuous reader nor the
devious writer. It was not a warning, either. All there was to it was a wasp
crawling over the keyboard of my laptop. Period. To my chagrin, I am but a
human, too. My most sincere apologies all around!
ON SATIRE (September 26, 2015)
I dreamt that I was writing a satirical piece about living in a country that was
much younger than I was. I will be seventy next year, by which time it will
turn only twenty-five. My dream was about the paradox of our birthdays,
which I tried to capture in words. When I woke up, I found myself in a real
puzzle. Actually, a real paradox. I did not want to write such a piece, but I
could not but record my dream. That has been my cherished habit for untold
years, anyhow. I cringed when I remembered the ongoing refugee crisis, but
the recent wrangle at the border crossing with one of the country’s belligerent
neighbors got me really concerned. And so I hesitated about the dream. But
enough. My dream is here already, and in so many words. In short, living in a
country that is much younger than yourself is far from fun. Under the
circumstances, satire is for the birds.
THE NEWCOMER (October 31, 2015)
I dreamt that I was in charge of a huge and lush park inhabited by a large
number of wild animals. There were many poisonous snakes among them, but
I had received shots against their poison. The park was insulated from its
environment both to protect the wildlife within it, as well as people and
animals outside it. I learned at some point that a cobra was introduced to the
park. I was annoyed that I was not told in advance about the newcomer. I
remember talking to someone on the phone about the cobra. “I was bitten by
one before,” I was saying, “but I do not know whether I am still immune to its
bite.” In other words, I might need to get a shot against its poison. When I
woke up, I was quite stunned by my dream. What was I doing in that park?
And when did a cobra, of all poisonous snakes, ever bite me? The whole
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dream, or whatever I remembered from it, struck me as no less than weird.
Once again, I had a feeling that this was someone else’s dream. It had nothing
whatsoever to do with my own life.
SO MUCH FEAR (November 8, 2015)
I dreamt that I kept repeating one of my favorite Venetian proverbs: “La paura
fa coragio.” I do not remember the context, though. What had caused so
much fear?
THE OPERA SINGER (November 16, 2015)
I dreamt that I was living in Venice and that I would occasionally bump into a
tourist who would sing arias from popular operas in squares and streets of the
city. He looked very American, but he could also have been Canadian or
Australian. In his late fifties or early sixties, he was very tall. And he was
endowed with a huge, round belly. Wearing a tight red jacket and equally
tight pants, he had a black sports cap on his head. Dragging a large suitcase
on wheels behind him, he would stop in a place to his liking, turn on a music
machine in his suitcase, and start singing at the top of his voice. I am not an
opera lover, but I enjoyed his singing. And so did everyone else around, most
of whom were tourists. When he would finish an aria, he would turn off the
music machine, and move to another place. A huge applause followed him,
but he appeared oblivious to it. I was truly surprised by my reaction to his
singing. Every aria was a real joy to hear. What made the dream a special joy
was that I was at home in Venice. I remember going around and talking to
local people just as I do in Motovun. The only difference was the insuperable
beauty of the city. Seeing the water on my way added to the delight. But the
opera singer was an unsuspected embellishment of the dream.
THE DEBT (November 20, 2015)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were visiting a hilltown very like Motovun
someplace on the Adriatic coast of Croatia, and that we found a wine store
very to my liking in one of its narrow and winding streets. Attended by an
older lady who looked and behaved as though she was from Zagreb, the store
had an amazing collection of wines from Dalmatia and Istria. In the end, I
bought a bottle of an ancient wine for seventeen-thousand kuna, but I was fifty
kuna short of the full amount. My beloved was not with me at the time, for
she got quickly bored with the wine store, and I told the lady that I would be
back with the remainder in a few minutes. She begged me not to take too
much time with it, for she did not like to have her cash register out of kilter for
too long. I put the bottle in my knapsack, and hurried out of the store. It took
me quite a while to find my beloved, but I could not believe that I would pay
more than two-thousand euros for a single bottle of wine. When I found her at
last, we had hard time finding the wine store again. My debt of fifty kuna was
weighing heavily on me, and I did my best to give the money to the old lady
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as soon as possible. To my discomfort, I woke up before I found the store.
The debt made me quite miserable, but it was time to get out of bed. My
beloved was about to leave the apartment on her way to work, and she laughed
at the amount of money I had paid for a bottle of wine. But she paid little
attention to my debt, which struck her as puny by comparison. Indeed, I feel
uncomfortable even when I am a single kuna in debt in a store where
everybody knows me for years, let alone in a town I am visiting for the first
time.
EUREKA! (November 22, 2015)
I dreamt that I was talking with a friend about the similarity, and perhaps even
identity, in great moments of revelation reached by both reason and intuition.
As I argued in my dream, I had experiences with both. In my scientific work,
which was based on mathematics, I experienced sudden revelations that felt
almost physical. The same applied to my spiritual life. For example, all my
brushes with enlightenment felt rather similar. In both cases I felt like
following Archimedes: “Eureka!” “I have found it,” that is. I remember
hypothesizing that this had to do with how the human brain worked. A sudden
reconnection between different parts of the brain would feel electrifying. It
would be almost physical. When I woke up, I could not remember who it was
that I was talking to. But the dream felt like yet another revelation. When I
checked the World Wide Web, I discovered that Archimedes reportedly
exclaimed it twice: “Eureka! Eureka!” For some reason, that sounds right this
morning. The excitement of revelation is too great for a single exclamation.
Anyhow, the similarity, and perhaps even identity, between revelations
reached by reason and intuition needs further thought, but I am onto
something for true.
MOTOVUN DOWNTOWN, AGAIN (December 5, 2015)
I dreamt that I was sliding down the steep streets of a medieval town on top of
a hill covered with snow. There were many archways on the way, but the
snow was abundant all along the path. I had only shoes on me, but I would
often achieve prodigious speeds. It was a great joy to navigate sharp curves
and tight corners. There were many other people sliding down the same path,
but I did not know any of them. I kept returning to it time and again. I
remember that I learned at some point that no more than two percent of the
people sliding down the hill managed not to fall in the process. I was kind of
happy that I was among them, for I do not remember falling a single time.
When I woke up, I remembered the mountain bike race that took place in
Motovun only two summers ago (“Motovun Downtown,” June 12, 2014). I
did not take part in the race, but I marveled at the path. For some reason, the
name of the hilltown did not appear in my dream, but the path was very like
the one from the Motovun Downtown race. The snow only added to the fun.
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A MATING HAVEN (January 2, 2016)
I dreamt that I saw two street cats on the terrace of my house. A yellow male
was pursuing a white female. Both cats I knew well from Borgo. As soon as I
saw them through a window, I rushed out and shooed them away. I had been
doing the same the last few days, and I had had enough of the intruding cats.
When I woke up, I realized that my terrace would become a mating haven
pretty soon. My beloved and I will be leaving for Zagreb later today, and the
terrace will be at the disposal of street cats days and night for three whole
months. By the time I return to Motovun, there will be many kittens around.
This is how it has been for the last five years or so. The cats must thus be
confused when I shoo them away. The terrace is theirs as long as they can
remember, anyhow. The only intruder in their world is I.
OFFICE, STUDY (January 9, 2016)
I dreamt that I found the door of my office wide open in the morning and the
office completely empty. My computer was gone together with all the papers
and books. Not even the furniture was there any longer. The office was
stripped of everything. I panicked at first, but then I felt a wave of relief.
Nay, liberation. Who the hell needs an office, anyway?! When I woke up, it
was already morning. My dream was quite surprising. On my way to the
office, I saw Stanka Babić and one of her little great-granddaughters playing
by the ramp going to the upper square in Motovun. They did not see me, and I
was not eager to attract their attention. My office was at the foot of the ramp
on the lower square. It was exactly where Benjamin Pahović has long had a
storeroom for the restaurant in the archway between the two squares. But the
funniest bit is that I have long had no office whatsoever. All I have is a study
in my house on Borgo a hundred or so paces down the hill from the lower
square. If it got emptied overnight, so be it. Who the hell needs a study,
anyhow?!
RED STILETTOS (January 13, 2016)
I dreamt that my beloved had bought a pair of red stilettos for herself. I did
not see her wearing them, but I still remember staring at them with incredulity.
The sparkling pair started worrying me at once. Of the simplest possible
design, the shoes struck me as quite dangerous for her feet on account of those
precipitous heels. Her left little toe has been red ever since we met eighteen
years ago. The new stilettos would only make things worse. Much worse. I
could well imagine many of her toes quickly turning as red as the shoes
themselves. When I woke up, it was morning, and she had gone to work
already. The red stilettos were etched in my mind. Only then I realized that
they were entirely out of character, too. Why would she ever wish to wear
shoes like these? That is, why am I dreaming of them out of the blue? Am I
perhaps worried about our relationship? I am none the wiser, it goes without
saying, but it will be interesting to see my beloved’s reaction when I tell her
about my dream this evening. As I can already imagine, she will laugh and
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laugh, but she will not try to interpret my dream in any way. Dreams are but
dreams, she will say following my lead.
TOURISM OF APARTMENT BUILDINGS AND COMPLEXES (January
21, 2016)
I dreamt that I was learning about a new form of tourism, which involved
touring of large apartment buildings and complexes. This form of tourism had
become very popular, and it attracted elderly Americans the most. I remember
leafing through a large newspaper supplement dedicated to the subject.
Tourists were most attracted to apartment buildings and complexes in
northwestern Europe built in the Sixties and Seventies. Heavy concrete was
typical of them. Americans did not have many such complexes, and they were
thus most eager to tour them at their leisure. The newspaper article had many
photographs taken by tourists, which showed empty stairwells and courtyards,
barren rooftops and terraces, desolate parking lots and poorly maintained
planters. Apparently, Americans were most stunned by the lack of security in
Europe. To their amazement, there were no signs prohibiting trespassing
anywhere. There were no guard dogs, either. When I woke up, my beloved
was getting up to go to work. I could not fall asleep again on account of my
dream. Many images from it were coming back to me, and I ultimately got up
to record it. In retrospect, I am quite amazed by the dream. Nothing much
happened in it. It is a perfect example of my dreams as of late. The bulk of
them are drab and boring, which is perhaps why I remember ever fewer of
them. The dream about tourism of apartment buildings and complexes is a
rare exemption.
VUGI (January 25, 2016)
I dreamt that I was poking fun at Slobodan Vugrinec, the former mayor of
Motovun, at a large gathering of municipal politicians and administrators from
Istria, where he was also in attendance. Everything I said was couched in
terms of mock praise. I went on and on about his alertness and shrewdness,
his powerful connections and knowledge of the law, and his spitefulness and
pitilessness. To make my argument as cogent as possible, I used my own
experience with him as a pertinent example. It was no hearsay I was talking
about, that is. As one of the former mayor’s many victims, I felt his many
skills on my own skin. As I went on, I started referring to him as Vugi, the
name I always use in mock endearment when I talk about him. I also talked
about his erstwhile girlfriend from his municipal office, whom I lampooned as
Vugina in my praise of his sexual appeal and proficiency. There was much
laughter as I proceeded, and so I invited Vugi to the platform from which I
was speaking. In small and unsure steps, he joined me at some point, but he
never looked up in a combination of modesty and shame for everything I had
said in his, as it were, praise. He looked outright pitiful with his head bowed
down. In the end, I felt like hugging him in front of the merry audience, but I
never did. I woke up kind of elated by the funny dream. Feeling sorry for my
most bitter Motovun enemy is a wonderful way to start the day.
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ALBERTO BON (February 7, 2016)
I dreamt that I briefly met a man about my age who looked very like my
father. I was introduced to him in some office, where he was a visitor just like
me. Alberto Bon was his name, and he spoke English with a heavy German
accent. If I remember correctly, he was from either Switzerland or Austria.
But his resemblance to my father almost choked me. His eyes and nose were
almost the same. And so was his gray hair. Fighting tears, I kept repeating
how much he looked like my long departed father. He was amused by my
enthusiasm, but it was clear that he saw no resemblance of anyone close to
him in my own face. At any rate, I was sure we were distant relatives, and it
was a pity we had no chance to talk a little about our roots. Our encounter
ended up being brief but memorable. When I woke up, it was morning
already. The alarm clock was to get going soon. On her way to her office, my
beloved and I would have our morning coffee together. As soon as I grabbed
my computer, she guessed that I was about to record a dream. I just nodded
without a word. Alberto Bon was uppermost on my mind. My father, that is.
NOT WORKING (March 8, 2016)
I dreamt that I was getting out of my beloved’s apartment when it was already
dark outside. Before locking the door, I first went to the light switch in the
middle of the landing, but it would not work. I kept pressing the switch
without any success. And then I heard the door of the apartment on the other
side of the landing open. One of the neighbors must have been alarmed by the
strange noises on the landing. “It’s me,” I said in a friendly voice, “but the
light isn’t working.” My voice sounded strange, though. I could hardly
recognize it myself. There was no sound from the open door next to me, and I
realized that the neighbor must be quite concerned about the goings on.
Annoyed by the unexpected situation, I groped for the door of my beloved’s
apartment in the dark. I went in, closed the door, and attempted to lock the
door behind me, but the lock was not working. Each time I pressed the door
handle, the door opened again. Frustrated by the light switch and the lock, I
started grumbling. Ever more upset, I got louder and louder as I worked on
the lock. All of a sudden, I felt my beloved’s warm hand on my shoulder. I
woke up at once. “Everything all right?” she whispered. My ever-louder
moaning and ever-faster breathing got her worried. I told her a few words
about my dream, we kissed, and then we did our best to go back to sleep. It is
morning, and my frustration is still with me. “This world isn’t working,” I
feel like grumbling still. And at the top of my voice.
ROMULUS AND REMUS (March 20, 2016)
I dreamt of Romulus and Remus, the twin brothers from the Roman
foundation myth, who were suckled to life by a she-wolf. In my dream, I
actually saw the infants feeding from the she-wolf’s breasts. Having grown
up, the twins turned into leaders of Roman people. When I woke up, it was
early in the morning. I immediately remembered Vuk Ršumović’s film about
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an abandoned infant nursed to life by wolves just before the breakup of
Yugoslavia (“Nobody’s Child,” October 20, 2014). I also remembered
Plautus’ stupidity concerning enmity between humans and wolves (“Hoc
maxime verum est,” November 1, 2014). Delighted by these animals, I
wondered how many women would suckle little wolves to save them from
death. I had hard time falling back to sleep. The dream struck me as
prophetic. We must nourish the animal in us. In dire times, it is our only
guide to survival. Myths like the one about Roman twins have the deepest of
roots. In the end, I had to get up and record my dream, for I was afraid that I
would forget it if I fell asleep again.
THAT SIGNIFICANT LOOK (March 22, 2016)
I dreamt that a tall man in his late fifties or early sixties wearing a heavy coat
and a fashionable hat stopped in front of me, smiled from ear to ear, and gave
me a significant look. He seemed to be waiting for me to recognize him and
greet him with joy. We apparently knew each other, and well, but I could not
place him at all. He looked to me like so many men in the center of Zagreb,
whose faces I knew from spotting them in so many outdoor cafés over and
over again, but whom I actually did not know at all. His significant look and
his expectation of my recognition were the only surprises. I remember feeling
ill at ease, for I had no idea how to get out of the tight spot. When I woke up,
it was still dark outside. I tried to place the man’s face, but without any
success. Whence this dream? What can I learn from it? Why has it come to
me at this particular time? I could not answer any of these questions, and so I
tried to fall asleep again. It took me a while, for that significant look would
not go away.
THE GUSHING (March 31, 2016)
I dreamt that a huge amount of viscous fluid was gushing out of my beloved’s
vagina. Stark naked, she appeared ecstatic. Her body was limp, but she kept
spreading her arms and legs wide open. Her eyes were closed in her swoon,
and faint moans occasionally came out of her half-open mouth. From time to
time, I collected the fluid from her crotch with large clumps of cotton wool. I
went at it very gently so as not to entice even more gushing. I remember
carrying her from room to room while holding onto her crotch, which was
covered with cotton wool, so that the fluid would not drip all over the place.
Sadly, I remember neither how the gushing started nor how we managed to
stem it in the end. It emerged and faded away without any rhyme or reason.
Ever since I got up this morning, the viscous fluid is always with me. And my
love for my beloved keeps gushing in equal measure.
GETTING LOST (June 3, 2016)
I dream a lot, as ever, but I rarely remember my dreams lately. The last dream
that I managed to remember well enough to record was more than two months
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ago. Last night I dreamt a familiar dream of getting lost at an airport or a train
station, but this time I am not sure how I traveled. Perhaps it was a spacecraft
this time around. I remember being with a group of at least a dozen people at
a boardinghouse of sorts near a terminal of some kind. We were to travel
together, and I remember walking with them in the direction of the terminal.
A few of us had a lively conversation. At some point I remembered that I left
a few things in the boardinghouse, including my mobile communication unit,
and I rushed back to fetch them. I was walking through long corridors at
slight angles to each other. They all had smooth floors, walls, and ceilings,
but there were no windows anywhere. Very few humans were around, but
robots of all shapes and sizes zoomed past me every now and then. It all
looked like a science-fiction movie. I, too, wore a light spacesuit. I was
looking for an intersection, where a stationary machine with blinking lights
would point me toward the boardinghouse, but I could not find such a
machine. They were nowhere around. I remember dashing hither and thither
in search of the boardinghouse, but it was increasingly clear to me that I would
not be able to reach the terminal before my mates departed. In short, I was
getting lost. And then I woke up. Although I did not panic, I was a bit
anxious about being left alone in the middle of nowhere. Finding first the
boarding house and then the terminal struck me as a tall order. The dream
surprised me, for I have not dreamt anything like this for quite a while.
THE SEWER SYSTEM (June 18, 2016)
I dreamt that I was surprised by a huge hole in my garden, which I spotted
from the terrace above. There was an old pipe going through it. Going along
the garden parallel to the house, the pipe went under the stairs on the south
side of the garden. Judging by its thickness, it must be a sewer pipe, or so I
thought.
The whole sewer system in Motovun is currently under
reconstruction, but I had no idea it went through my garden. When I woke up,
I wondered about the dream. Is there indeed a sewer pipe in my garden? I
will learn soon enough, I calmed myself down. The new sewer system has
been planned ever since I arrived in the hilltown, but it has been started at last
after the last municipal elections. The top of the Motovun hill has been left
for the end of the venture. Many surprises are in store, no doubt. And I have
been warned in my dream well ahead of time.
GETTING CLOSE (July 4, 2016)
I had many dreams last night, most of which I forgot by the morning. Each
time I woke up in the middle of the night, I enjoyed the cool air, which was
quite a joy after many a hot and humid night. I dreamt that I was getting close
to all sorts of animals. If I remember correctly, it was a dog first. I fed it
small morsels of meat and petted it, and it nudged ever closer to me. Then it
was a goose. I fed it small fish, which it gulped down with relish. As I petted
it, it waddled ever closer to me. I remember its round eyes checking me out
over and over again. It pressed its body against my leg at some point. And
then it was a mouse. I fed it tiny chunks of seasoned cheese, and I
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occasionally touched its back as gently as I could. It was quite nervous, but it
let me touch it. When I woke up for the last time, I realized that it was quite
sunny out there. I opened the shutters, and saw the Mirna valley in sparkling
light. The bora scrubbed it clean overnight. It was cool out there, and I felt
like shouting with joy. A splendid day!
NAILS IN MY SHOULDERS (August 12, 2016)
I dreamt that several nails were hammered into both of my shoulders. There
was hardly any pain, though. I touched the heads sticking out every now and
then. After a while, the heads started breaking away and falling off. Ends of
nails were sticking out of my skin, but there was no blood around them. I was
worried that the skin would eventually cover the nails, and thus I had them
pulled out. One more time, there was little pain. At most, I felt a slight
discomfort. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I could not remember
who hammered the nails into my shoulders. I could not remember who pulled
them out, either. In my dream, my bones felt kind of wooden. Nails in my
shoulders felt a bit uncomfortable, but not very much. It took me a while to
fall back to sleep, but the dream was vivid enough when I woke up in the
morning. The best I can make of it is that the futon I am sleeping on is getting
to be a bit too thin for comfort. My shoulders and hips suffer the most in my
sleep. Besides, I am getting older by the day.
ANGER, SCHADENFREUDE (August 20, 2016)
I dreamt that I walked out on my terrace and that I was surprised by a large
patch of synthetic material in the dog rose thicket under my garden. Quite
shiny, it was dark green and light green. I realized at once it was a paragliding
wing. There was no sign of the paraglider, though. At first I experienced a
rush of anger. Quite popular in Motovun the last few years, paragliding has
invaded the privacy of my terrace. Every so often, paragliders take over the
sky above the hilltown, and it is not pleasant seeing and hearing them right
above you. And then I experienced a rush of schadenfreude. The paraglider
who fell into the dog rose thicket will remember it all his or her life. Besides,
the wing will surely be ruined by the thorns. Unexpectedly, the dog rose
under my garden got a new meaning for me. It offered welcome protection to
the house not only from the hill below, but also from the sky. And I relished
it. When I woke up, I was far from pleased by my dream, but I hastened to
record it. The rush of my untoward feelings toward paragliders surprised even
myself.
MY MONKEY DREAM (September 4, 2016)
I dreamt that I was bouncing off the backs of a number of large and soft
leather sofas in a huge hotel lobby. There were at least six or seven sofas in a
row, all of which were at roughly the same distance from each other. I was
alone in the lobby. I would run toward the first sofa, jump, land with my
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hands on its back, push hard, and fly over to the next sofa, where I would land
with my hands again, and push hard one more time. I would land in the last
sofa with a splash, and then I would repeat the exercise many times over.
Most of the time, I would be flying. It was a great joy to be using only my
hands in bouncing from one sofa to another. When I woke up, it was morning
already. I immediately remembered many a dream in which I jumped down
stairs. I would be flying over the stairs much of the time. My jumps would get
longer and longer, too. This time I was on a floor of a building, though. The
leather sofas were about ten paces from each other. And I used only my hands
in bouncing from sofa to sofa, like a monkey. This was my monkey dream, I
decided as I was getting up with a grin on my face. Sooner or later, I will be
bouncing from branch to branch of a vast canopy using my hands only. The
dream worth waiting for.
MY TRAVEL ANXIETY (September 7, 2016)
I dreamt that I woke up in a hotel room, checked my watch, and realized that I
would be late for my plane, which was to depart in forty-five minutes. I was
in Brussels, if I remember correctly, and there was no chance I would get to
the airport in time for my flight. My hotel was somewhere in the center of the
city, and it was a few minutes past eight o’clock in the morning. The traffic
out there must be fierce, I reckoned. Still, I started rushing around my room
and stuffing my things into my knapsack. I could not believe I had not set up
the alarm to wake me up in time for my departure, which would be at least an
hour earlier. I could only hope that there would be another plane going my
way soon enough. But I woke up before I left my hotel room. I was still in
panic, though, and I was eager to get up as soon as possible. It took me a
while to calm myself down, but I could not fall asleep again. It was only a
few minutes past seven in the morning, and it made no sense to get up before
eight at the earliest. One way or another, there was no rush. And all this is
happening to me a bit more than thirteen years after my very last flight! When
will I manage to rid myself from my travel anxiety? How many more dreams
of this ilk are still ahead, I wonder?
HUGGING AND HUGGING (September 18, 2016)
During my afternoon nap, I dreamt that I heard a knock at the door of my
house in Motovun. When I opened the door, I saw a young couple I did not
know. They were in their early twenties, but she was a few years younger
than him. Expressionless, they just stared at me without a word. I did the
same. After a while, I stepped out of the house and hugged them both. Both
of them hugged me in turn. And so we kept hugging and hugging without a
word. No prize for guessing who the two of them were, though.
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OUTSIDER (September 25, 2016)
I dreamt that I was taking part of an exhibition bringing together prehistoric
cave art and geometric art of the last century. My paintings were on show
together with the works of two other fellows, neither of whom I knew well.
There were many people at the opening night. And there was much talk about
the work of the other two fellows, but hardly a word about my own work,
which predated theirs by at least a decade. This was true of my writings about
cave art, as well. It was clear to me that the two were well connected in the art
world, which I was not. They had gallerists, collectors, and art critics on their
side, and I was all alone. I was an outsider. I remember being quite miffed
about the whole thing as the hubbub went on. I was also thinking about the
fate of my writing, which no-one of note would even mention to this day. If
you are not a part of a tight group brought together by common interests,
which often revolve around money, you are as good as dead. When I woke
up, I felt relieved. Just a dream! It was quite true to life, though, except that I
would exhibit my paintings never again, let alone alongside the work of
others. The art world is a horrendous place, and I am glad to have nothing to
do with it at this stage of my life. Still, the sullen mood of the opening night
was with me when I got up in the morning. Forever an outsider, I had hard
time shaking off the gloom.
MY BELOVED’S CHEEK (September 26, 2016)
When I woke up, I was surprised to find my hand on my beloved’s cheek. She
was still asleep. It was morning already, and I started kissing her forehead,
her nose, her closed eyes, her mouth, her chin… When she opened her eyes, I
woke up for real. My left hand was on my pillow. It was morning already,
and she was far, far away. Disenchanted, I tried to fall asleep again, but I
could not. In the end, I got up to write down what I had dreamt. My fate.
PLASTIC TOYS IN MY GARDEN (September 28, 2016)
I dreamt that I walked out on my terrace and looked down at my garden,
which was neatly mowed and there were oversized plastic toys for infants
strewn about it: two colorful beach balls, a yellow duckling, a pacifier, and
many more. There was a plastic milk bottle with a nipple among them, as
well. My surprise was hard to describe. And so was the puzzle of the
unexpected arrangement. It was executed with aplomb, and so it looked like
an art installation. Who did it? How could it be that I had not noticed anyone
fooling around in my garden? When was it mowed and why I had not heard
it? I was trying to figure out who among my neighbors and friends in
Motovun could be behind it. Was my beloved involved in any way? She had
been talking about having a child lately, and it all pointed at her, but she had
not been around for quite a while. I woke up before I could solve the puzzle,
but I could not solve it while I was wide awake, either. The sight of my tidy
garden with oversized infant toys scattered about it is still in front of my eyes,
but the dream is beyond me. What could it possibly mean? As soon as I got
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up, I walked to my terrace and looked down, but all I could see was myriad
overgrown weeds swaying cheerfully in the breeze.
THE CLOUD WAR (October 3, 2016)
In the middle of the night, I was awoken by rumbling thunder. Clouds high
above were exchanging electric fire. It sounded like an earthquake, which
could occasionally be felt, too. The ground under my house shook slightly
every now and then. The sound was like that of huge rocks rolling down a
steep mountain, crashing into each other, and breaking up as they rolled down.
Realizing that the rumble was coming from the east and going west, toward
the coast, I tried to fall sleep again. At some point I dreamt that I saw a body
falling down the stairs connecting my kitchen terrace and the main terrace
adjoining the livingroom, where I happened to be at the time. The body
bounced off the sill of the window by the dining table as it fell. As far as I
could tell, it was the body of an unknown man. How did he get onto the
kitchen terrace, I wondered? I could hear and feel the thud of his body as it
reached the terrace floor. The dream took only a few seconds, and I was
awake once again. The rumble of thunder high above went on and on, and
then it started raining. The rain was quite heavy at times. When the rumble
weakened somewhat, I checked the time. It was half past three exactly. The
ground still shook from time to time, but the rumble gradually subsided, and I
got up to pee. Exchanges of electric fire between clouds above are becoming
ever more common in central Istria. Lightning rarely comes down, though. It
is as though the clouds are fighting among themselves. The cloud war is only
a passing show with little if any consequence down below.
NEW YORK CITY WINES (October 7, 2016)
I dreamt that the south side of a tall, glass-clad office building in New York
City was turned into a vertical vineyard. Right behind the dense grapes there
were presses, processing containers, and bottling equipment. The entire
process was entrusted to robots, and a small team of winemaking engineers
controlled it from a penthouse on top of the building. Depending on the
weather, grapes could be picked four to six times a year. Given the density of
the grapes by the windows, as well as the efficiency of the whole process, the
wine production was equivalent to about three-thousand vineyards the size of
the southern façade. The vertical vineyard was such a stunning success that a
whole bunch of competitors swiftly appeared. The New York City was soon
to become the home of many vertical vineyards with a wide variety of wines
from all over the world. Everyone wanted to taste of New York City wines,
too. By comparison with office buildings, the rent was enormous, and offices
quickly moved away from tall, glass-clad buildings. When I woke up, I was
delighted by the dream. Eager to record it, I got up at once and headed for my
study. Who knows, it may even trigger another revival of the city? Like a cat,
it seems to be endowed with seven lives.

360

TWO DREAM SNIPPETS (November 7, 2016)
My dreams are getting to be ever more meaningless. As well as boring. And I
remember next to nothing of them by the morning. As of last night, I
remember only two snippets of dreams. First I dreamt that I was transferring a
few files from my Mac Book Air to the laptop of some friends of mine by
means of their universal serial bus or USB. My friends were not present in my
dream, but their two adolescent sons appeared to know quite a bit about
computers. The older one was about twelve and the younger around nine. If I
remember correctly, the transfer was cumbersome but successful. A while
later, I dreamt that I saw an Asian woman in her mid-thirties walking up the
stairs in my livingroom. I guessed that she was Korean, but she could have
been Taiwanese, as well. When I spotted her, I was sitting at my dining table
and reading. The woman seemed to be lost. She was looking around and
mumbling something I could not understand. It appeared that she was a
tourist who somehow wandered into my house. Perhaps I left the front door
open by mistake, I remember wondering. And that is all I still remember of
the second dream. The two dream snippets are emblematic of my dreams as
of late. Completely meaningless. And boring, boring.
FLOATING ON AIR (December 18, 2016)
I dreamt that I was walking down a tall and steep mountain in ever-longer
steps. I would jump from rock to rock with the greatest of ease. I was alone
on my hike, and I felt elated by my achievement. I came to a crowded hut in
the foothills, but I did not stop for a rest. Full of energy, I did not need any
rest, anyhow. There were many young climbers around me, but I hopped
down the hill between them. At some point, I reminded myself of my fall so
many years ago: “Don’t get too cocky, old man!” At any rate, I was floating
on air. Not taking the beaten path, I hopped from rock to rock all the way to a
path leading up to the hut. My last jump was quit daring, for I took a leap
over a big rock, but I landed on the path beneath it with consummate ease.
My body was almost weightless. Over the moon with my leaps and bounds, I
woke up. Remembering the way I cautioned myself, I smiled happily: “Don’t
get too cocky, old man!” This is good to remember in the years to come. For
all the wonders of my life, and there are many of them, I am getting long in
the tooth at a clip.
OUR LOVING ANIMALS (December 20, 2016)
I dreamt that I was in tight embrace with my beloved. We were caressing and
massaging each other. Kissing all the time, we relished the warmth of each
other’s body. There was much tenderness between us. When I woke up, I had
a cracking erection. Not yet fully awake, I kept massaging my beloved’s back
and bum. I can still feel her delicious bum in my hands. I also massaged her
feet, calves, and buttocks. I helped her to her hands and knees, and then I
approached her from behind. On my hands and knees, as well, I first sniffed
and then kissed her crotch. And then I started licking her. My nose ever
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deeper in her, I went faster and faster with my tongue. I could hear her
orgasms as I licked and sucked her. They came one after another in long
succession. By the time I woke up for true, my erection was almost painful.
My dream and dreamlike wakefulness that followed it filled me with joy.
True to life, our lovemaking brought out the animals in us. We were like one.
Our loving animals got entangled together to the point where it was
impossible to tell where one started and the other ended. Oh, I can hardly wait
for my beloved to join me a few days from today!
BOWING (December 26, 2016)
I dreamt that I saw a large cockroach walking straight toward me. I was
sitting crosslegged in a lounge chair in my beloved’s apartment while she was
at work, and I was quite surprised by the brazen bug. It slowed down when it
got closer to me, stopped, and lowered itself to the floor. I thought something
was wrong with it. Perhaps it was dying? But then it got up again, made a
large circle, approached my chair one more time, stopped, and lowered itself
to the floor. I could not believe my eyes. Was it bowing? Bowing in front of
me? And then it got up, turned around, and dashed toward the corridor that
goes between the front door and kitchen. I got up and rushed after it. When I
came to the corridor, though, there was no sign of it. I went toward the
kitchen, but I woke up before I could find the cockroach. My totem animal, I
smiled into the dark. My beloved was sleeping next to me, and I tried to fall
asleep again. The sight of the cockroach walking straight toward me kept
returning for quite a while.
THE VERY SAME WORDS (January 21, 2017)
I dreamt that I had a wonderful dog. It looked like a Golden Retriever. We
were very close. I had to leave home at some point, and I was trying to show
it what to do if it had to pee while I was away. But I was telling it that I would
come home soon enough, and that it should not worry about my absence. I
was hugging and kissing it as I was talking to it. And it talked back to me. I
remember squeezing it in my arms and it squeezing one of my hands with its
paws. “I love you,” I whispered. “I love you, too,” it whispered back as our
eyes locked. When I woke up, it was dark out still. My beloved was right
next to me. She was the dog in my dream, of course. We exchanged the very
same words before we went to sleep. And I was delighted by the animal in
her. The dream made me most happy. If only I, too, were a dog in my dream.
It took me a while to fall asleep again, but the dream stayed with me till the
morning.
PLAYING WITH MY BELOVED’S TOES (April 11, 2017)
I dreamt that I was playing with my beloved’s toes. And that was that. I play
with her toes every evening when we are together in Zagreb. This is what I do
as we recline in our lounge-chairs and talk. She puts her bare feet in my lap,
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and I caress them for hours. I occasionally kiss her toes or the soles of her
feet. And that is that. But this is how my dreams have turned as of late.
Nothing special happens in them. I dream every night, but I remember next to
nothing by the morning. All I dream about is run-of-the-mill kind of stuff.
Nothing special. For instance, I dream that I am talking with some people I
know. Or that I am looking through daily news on my laptop. From time to
time, I dream that I am walking through a park in the Croatian capital or
through the countryside surrounding Motovun. There are neither fears nor
desires in my dreams. They are replays of my daily routine. Period. And this
is just as I like it. More exciting dreams of yesteryear are best forgotten.
They belong to the past, and I do not wish them back. As far as dreams are
concerned, I have had my lot. But playing with my beloved’s toes is very to
my liking, and especially when she is far away. Far, far away.
A SMALL ORANGE (May 5, 2017)
As I was walking around one of the squares in Motovun, I saw Davor Sviličić,
known to all as Mihec, in lively conversation with Tomica Pahović, our
mayor. They were some thirty paces away. Wearing a hat on his head, Mihec
was talking and waving his hands while Tomica was listening. Neither of
them could see me from where they were standing. I had a small orange in my
hand. Out of the blue, I threw it high in the air aiming for Mihec’s hat. After
landing on its top, the orange bounced off and vanished from sight. When
Mihec turned around, his mouth was wide open. His eyebrows raised high,
his eyes were round. He was stupefied. He could not believe his eyes when
he saw me and realized that it was I who threw that orange. Amazed by the
unexpected turn of events, I started laughing. The laughter woke me up. It
was still dark out there, and I tried going back to sleep, but I would burst into
laughter over and over again. Mihec’s open mouth and round eyes kept
coming back to me, and I had hard time controlling my outbursts of laughter.
I eventually managed to fall asleep again, but I started laughing as soon as I
woke up in the morning. And all it took was a small orange and an
unexpected urge that took me all the way to childhood.
THE LOATHING (August 30, 2017)
It was between six and seven o’clock when I woke up this morning. I went to
pee, and I returned to bed. I expected to fall asleep soon afterwards, as I
almost always do, but then I remembered a scene for a movie I wrote some
twenty years ago (“A Scene for an Unabashed American Movie,” February 28,
1997). I saw a woman with a shapely bum jogging down a quiet suburban
street early in the fall. Then I heard the rumble of a gray car following her.
Two guys were in it, and the one who was not behind the wheel asked the
other whether there was any place around to “crack her open.” As there was
apparently none, he pulled out a huge gun with a silencer and aimed it at the
woman. When she turned around at last, he hit her right between the eyes, and
she spun in the air before falling onto the pavement. The driver was delighted:
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“That was beautiful, man!” The car rumbled away, and only the shuffling
leaves could be heard.
And then I remembered another scene for a movie that I wrote about a year
later (“A Scene for an Unabashed Lesbian Movie,” April 6, 1998). I saw two
women on a large bed. One was fat and the other skinny. The fat one was
considerably older of the two, too. I heard the high-pitched sound of their
pink plastic vibrator. “Goodness, darling,” groaned the fat one at some point,
“no-one knows this naughty pussy of mine better than you do.” I could also
hear them talking about batteries for their toy. On top of everything, I could
hear their shrill laughter every now and then.
Try as I might, I could not shake the two scenes from my mind. They were as
good as real right in front of my nose, and they kept coming back over and
over again. I must have seen them at least a dozen times each. By and by,
they became indistinguishable from vivid and persistent dreams. To the best
of my recollection, it took me close to an hour to fall fast asleep once again,
but I woke up for good soon afterwards. It was half past eight already. And
the loathing I felt toward my fellow humans of both genders was so powerful
that I was afraid I might start vomiting before I could reach the bathroom next
door. Luckily, the threat went away quickly enough. For my sins, though, it
was I who had come up with those two scenes for unabashed movies. To my
chagrin, unabashed they surely are. That is, brazen, blatant, and brash.
SLAVERY AND SEXUAL ABUSE (November 6, 2017)
I dreamt about the abolition of slavery in Britain in the first half of the
Nineteenth Century, and the explosion of legal cases involving sexual abuse of
former slaves. The bulk of these had to do with parental obligations of former
slave owners, but some of them were about their homosexual escapades. The
former cases were not too difficult to resolve, but the latter ones had to be
carefully managed by the courts, for homosexuality was a criminal endeavor
at the time. Unfortunately, I do not remember how I learned about all this.
Did I read about it? Or did I watch a movie about the abolition of slavery?
When I woke up in the middle of the night, I was struck by the plausibility of
my dream, and I wondered how come I had never heard anything of note
about such abuses by slave owners. This applies both to Britain and the
United States, where slavery was abolished in the second half of the same
century. Was sexual abuse of former slaves swept under the rug both legally
and otherwise? Or was I simply unaware of the explosion of legal cases by
former slaves?
Clearly, my dream had to do with so many current stories about sexual abuse
in Hollywood, of all places. As of late, the media are abuzz with all sorts of
shenanigans by famous movie actors, directors, and producers. Amazingly,
such stories are coming out only now, in most cases many decades after the
fact. Is it possible that sexual abuse associated with slavery never came to the
fore? At any rate, it took me a while to fall asleep again. By the morning, I
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was pretty sure I would never look into this issue with any seriousness. The
human race is unimaginable without sexual abuse, anyway. And slavery suits
it no less than perfectly.
PI-KA-ZO (November 15, 2017)
I dreamt that a woman I knew started making jewelry of sorts with my
symbols. I also knew her husband, who was helping her in her endeavor. She
printed my symbols in black on pieces of pale wood the size of cigarette
boxes, albeit thinner. And she connected them with steel loops, which were
attached to all four sides of each piece of wood. Her typical composition had
four symbols across and four upside down. Sixteen symbols were to be worn
on the chest, and sixteen on the back, which made the whole thing look like a
formidable cuirass. Thin steel wires held the two arrays across the shoulders.
Both women and men were meant to wear them on special occasions. Each of
my sixteen symbols was assigned a simple syllable, and so they could be read
in different languages. I remember being instructed by the couple that the
symbol having a circle in the middle was read as “pi,” the one with two fields
across divided by a single line was read as “ka,” and that the symbol divided
in three upside down fields of which the ones on the sides were black was read
as “zo.” In sequence, they read as “pi-ka-zo,” which stood for “Picasso.” The
joke was on me, of course. Although the couple was making good money by
selling this sort of jewelry, I did not mind it a single bit. In fact, I remember
helping them on one occasion join the pieces of wood together by means of
steel loops. Whenever asked, they acknowledged that I came up with the
symbols, and that was enough for me. Pi-ka-zo for true.
YUCCA’S DEMISE (December 4, 2017)
I dreamt that yucca on my terrace was clobbered by a big storm. My beloved
was with me. When we stepped out on the terrace after the storm, she just
took a long, deep breath. The sight was painful, indeed. A single branch of
the plant was lying flat on the terrace floor, and the rest of it had fallen over
the parapet into the garden below. The plant was torn to pieces. We could not
think of any way of restoring it in the planter along the southern wall of the
terrace. My beloved was in tears. When I woke up, I discovered that I was all
alone. As soon as I got up, I checked the yucca from the bedroom window.
To my relief, it was in perfect shape. In flower for about a month now, it
looked magnificent. But a big storm could easily damage it, to be sure. My
dream about yucca’s demise was just a forewarning several years in advance.
Alas, my beloved will have hard time accepting it!
ON CONSTRUCTION AND INVESTMENT IN CROATIA (December 21,
2017)
I dreamt that I was giving a talk on construction and investment in Croatia to a
small but select group from the country. They were business people of note,
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including those who ran top construction companies, and leading politicians,
including the prime minister and all the ministers. If I remember correctly,
there were around fifty of them in the conference hall. My talk focused on the
surfeit of laws regulating investment, which encumbered many a construction
project. These laws were concocted primarily to bring money to the oversized
government, and some of them quietly promoted all sorts of cozy
arrangements between investors and politicians. Graft was thus common from
top to bottom of government hierarchy in the country. As my talk progressed,
I got louder and louder. I also spoke faster and faster. Just before I was to
point my finger at the prime minister and his crew as those ultimately
responsible for all the troubles in the construction sector, I woke up. It was
still dark, and my beloved was fast asleep next to me. I could not believe my
dream, though. Giving a talk on construction and investment in Croatia was
unimaginable at this stage of my life. Besides, I could not care less about graft
any longer. It is part and parcel of all human intercourse everywhere and for
all times. Let the Croatian government go to hell. But I was most surprised
by the passion with which I delivered my talk. And passion is the word. It
was as though I had just discovered the truth, which I was delivering to the
innocent at long last. Ridiculous, to say the least. At any rate, it took me a
while to go to sleep again, but the dream popped up once again as soon as I
woke up in the morning. Peekaboo!
A FRIENDLY CHAT (January 8, 2018)
I dreamt that I had a friendly chat with Tomica Vugrinec and his brother-inlaw, Slobodan Knežević. If I remember correctly, we were sitting on the
terrace of Tomica’s café under the Motovun tower. He was facing a nasty
legal conundrum with someone from the old town, and we were
commiserating with him. Tomica went inside to fetch something at some
point, and I turned to Slobodan. “This is a strange world,” I mumbled.
“People living so close together make trouble for each other!” Slobodan
nodded in agreement, but he remained quiet. When I woke up in the middle of
the night, I delighted in my dream. Tomica stopped greeting me ten years ago,
when his brother, Slobodan Vugrinec, took me to court first for libel and then
for insult. And I am still in court to this day, but now I am suing Croatia for
its crooked courts. In the intervening years, my human rights have been
trampled many times over. I fell asleep soon enough, but the dream is still
with me this morning. Motovun is getting closer and closer. No matter what
the court in Strasbourg eventually decides, my troubles with the former mayor
are history already.
NOSE (March 12, 2018)
Thus the title of a new book of mine that I dreamt about last night. It was
dedicated to my beloved and her prominent nose. Nose for life, that is. The
book was on the slim side, for it contained mainly poetry in prose, but many of
our friends were delighted with it nevertheless. They leafed through its pages
with relish. The dream was reminiscent of our early years in Motovun. There
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was much excitement at the time. The sky was the limit, or so it appeared to
us all. There were many parties in my house. The livingroom floor was often
jammed with people hopping and swaying to African rhythms. Quite a few
merry faces from back then appeared fleetingly last night in connection with
my book. My beloved was in the center of jubilation. There was much love
and rejoicing everywhere I turned. My new book was a smashing success
with our closest friends. When I woke up in the morning, my beloved was
still asleep next to me. I do not miss the times past a single bit, I hasten to
add, but it is still wonderful to come across all those faces in a dream. Nose
for true. My beloved’s trademark.
SECONDS BEFORE THE CRASH (April 16, 2018)
I dreamt that we were touring the coast of a Mediterranean country, which
reminded me of Italy. My beloved was driving along a broad highway high
above the sea. When we saw a large port far below, she looked for an exit.
Moving at high speed, she made a wrong turn and crashed through the
guardrail. We were flying toward the port in a wide arch. The sun was bright,
and the port was bristling with color. I turned toward my beloved and started
caressing her neck and her shoulder closer to me. “Goodbye, my greatest
love,” I crooned. “I have never loved a woman as much as I love you…”
Overcome by emotions, I started crying. Stunned, she just stared through the
windshield as the port facilities down below drew closer and closer. I woke
up seconds before the crash. I was in tears. My beloved was fast asleep next
to me. I told her about the dream when she woke up a while later. And she
started laughing when I told her that I woke up just before the crash.
“Survival instinct,” she giggled, “survival instinct!”
PALTERING (July 12, 2018)
I dreamt that I was engaged in intense negotiations with the chairman of the
Nobel Committee for Literature at the Swedish Academy. They wanted to
give me the prize but only if I would actually accept it. And I wanted to
receive it but only if I could eventually reject it. And in public. The
Committee was aware of my predilections, whence the negotiations. As
always, I was loath of lying, which is why I engaged in paltering, or lying by
telling the truth. For this reason, I refused to respond to the chairman by
phone. Too risky, I reckoned. Instead, we exchanged a whole bunch of
electronic-mail messages. Mine were most carefully worded to ensure that the
prize came my way before I could reject it out of hand. With fanfare, too.
The paltering exercise excited me no end, but I woke up before any resolution
could be reached. It was early in the morning, but I immediately went to my
laptop and googled the chairman’s name. As it turned out, it was Per
Wästberg I was negotiating with. Anders Olsson, Kristina Lugn, and Horace
Engdahl, the three current members of the Committee, were in the background
all the while. Seeing the names of distinguished Swedish writers on the screen
of my laptop was quite a joy. The dream was so true to life that I felt I already
knew the whole lot. My paltering brought us into a tight embrace, as it were.
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WISHING LUCK (September 23, 2018)
I dreamt that my beloved was the top manager of Roland Garros tennis
tournament in Paris. The tournament was to begin in less than an hour, and I
was eager to wish her good luck. I took her to a cozy room, locked the door,
lifted her onto a table, raised her skirt, lowered her underpants, spread her legs
open, and started licking her. When she was quite wet, I pulled out my prick
and drove it into her. I held it in her for a short while, pulled it out, lifted her
from the table, fixed first her and then my own clothing, and gave her a big
hug. “Good luck, my beloved,” I mumbled with emotion as I was squeezing
her. I was close to tears. I woke up before she had a chance to respond, but it
was clear that she was quite stunned by my behavior. She was speechless. I
was regaled by a bursting erection that stayed with me for a few minutes.
Lying in bed and caressing myself, I wondered about my way of wishing luck
to my beloved. By driving it in? Only then I remembered her lofty
managerial post and the challenge right ahead of her. But what in the world
was she doing at Roland Garros? And what does she know about the vaunted
tennis tournament, anyhow?
WHITE RECTANGLES (October 12, 2018)
I dreamt that I painted a whole series of white rectangles onto the pavement in
the pedestrian area gracing the center of Zagreb. Two or three nights in a row,
I would get out around four o’clock in the morning with a plastic bag
containing a can of acrylic paint, a thick brush, and broad masking tape. The
rectangles were the size of standard paintings on offer in many galleries in the
center. It would take me just a few minutes to put the tape down, apply the
white paint, remove the tape, and move on. There would be nobody around at
that time of night, and I would leave behind me six or seven rectangles each
night. People walking around the center the next day would be stunned by the
sight. Bright white, the rectangles invited further intervention. The invitation
was as loud as loud could be. I was thinking about red stripes and black
squares forming stark compositions in and around the rectangles, but I was
also interested to see what other nuts would do with them the following nights.
I woke up before any such intervention, though. It was around five in the
morning and it was still dark outside. Lying on my back and staring toward
the ceiling, I saw many a composition that would make my heart sing. Would
that Kazimir Malevich were still around. And in the city of my birth…
BONUS (November 4, 2018)
I dreamt that I woke up early in the morning, got up, and opened the window
and shutters facing the Mirna valley. The sun was blindingly bright. It took
me a few seconds to see clearly. And then I was stunned by a huge monument
in the woods under my house. Shaped like a scallop shell, it was made of
black marble. Highly polished, it looked colossal. Inside the shell, my Latin
family name was shining in ochre marble lettering. “Bonus,” it blared. I
could not believe my eyes. Before I could figure out what was going on,
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though, I woke up—this time for true. When I opened the window and
shutters, there was no sign of the monument. But I was delighted by the
dream, it goes without saying. My ancient family name is close to my heart
(“Bonus is My Name,” June 5, 2008). This is how it was spelled in Venice
shortly after Attila’s conquest of northern Italy, but the family name most
likely hails from the Roman name for Bologna, where my ancestors originated
according to the oldest Venetian documents (“Bononia,” January 12, 2010).
At any rate, the monument is still in front of my eyes. And I keep shaking my
head in disbelief. “Bonus,” I mumble time and again, “Bonus!”
THAT TINY SMILE (January 11, 2019)
On one of my walks around Motovun, I came across a bunch of locals I knew
well. I do not recall who they were, but we were quite friendly. I remember
an elderly man and woman, their daughter, and the daughter’s son between
two and three years of age. As we were talking and laughing, a hefty van
appeared down the narrow street. The couple and their daughter went to a
doorway to one side, but the toddler went to a doorway on the other side of the
street. “Look,” the younger woman pointed toward the van, “an older woman
behind the steering wheel!” I was concerned that the child would run to his
mother and grandparents just as the van came close, and so I went to guard
him. I stood next to the toddler, my back to the door, and I put my right hand
close the little one’s chest without touching him. A bit uneasy about the
sudden turn of events, the child looked up and our eyes locked together. I
responded with a comforting smile, and the child smiled back at me by way of
thanks. The van passed by and I woke up. Delighted by the dream, I realized
that I must have dozed off soon after I woke up this morning. Typical of my
dreams as of late, the exchange with the toddler was part and parcel of my
daily life. Nothing to it, as it were. That tiny smile is still with me, though.
MY MOTHER’S ARRIVAL (May 10, 2019)
I dreamt that my beloved and I were making love. Her legs were spread apart
and her delicious cunt was right in front of my face. It was magnificent in its
luscious colors. Excited, I licked it with passion. I played with my beloved’s
clitoris and her G-spot to her delight. Very much in love, we were like one.
The only fly in the ointment was that my mother was supposed to come over
soon. The door was locked, and I would have to get up to let her in. My
beloved was not aware of it, though, and I felt uneasy interrupting our
lovemaking to tell her about it. Going from one orgasm to another, she was so
eager that I was at a loss about my mother’s arrival. I was also worried that I
would not hear her knocking at the door on account of my beloved’s yelps and
screams. What should I do? And I woke up in the middle of the night before
the resolution of the conundrum. Lying on my back in the dark and holding
onto my swollen prick, I could still see those magnificent folds, and I could
still feel them on my tongue and the tips of my fingers. The round, black hole
stared into my eyes until I fell asleep again. When I woke up in the morning, I
was perplexed by my mother’s appearance in the dream. Was this a time
369

warp? And then I remembered that I met my beloved a few years before my
mother died nearly two decades ago. The two of them even met on one
occasion. Time is easily warped in dreams, but it was perfectly plausible in
this one. In the end, I got up with a smile on my face.
DRIVING A CAR IN A CITY COVERED WITH SNOW (August 9, 2019)
I dreamt that I was driving a car in a city I used to know rather well, but which
I had not visited for many years. To the best of my recollection, it was
Belgrade. Anyhow, the city was covered with snow. I remember driving
through narrow lanes on both sides of which there were piles of snow left by
ploughs. At some point I turned into a lane like this and realized at once that I
was driving the wrong way. Indeed, a car entered it from the other side, and it
was clear that we would not be able to squeeze past each other. The other
driver managed to pull to the side at the entrance of the lane, though, and I
stopped to apologize. “I’m sorry,” I said when I pulled the window down, “I
made a silly mistake!” I spoke in English, too. The other driver just nodded,
and I continued on my way. I came to a huge parking lot soon enough, and I
went into reverse at a place that was just left vacant by a departing car. Snow
was piled high all around it. I felt fortunate to park the car with such ease
because the parking lot was full. When I woke up, I was perplexed by my
dream. I have never driven like this, let alone in a city covered with snow.
Besides, I do not have a driver’s license, and I was well aware of this in my
dream. It thus remains a complete mystery to me. What was I doing in
Belgrade in the middle of winter? From start to finish, it feels like someone
else’s dream.
ON A LONG AND ARDUOUS TRIP (September 1, 2019)
I dreamt that I was on a long and arduous trip one more time, but I do not
remember much of the detail. To the best of my recollection, most of my
problems had to do with my passports. Wherever I went, I was stopped by
uniformed people eager to investigate my origin and destination. I had hard
time whenever I encountered officials of any description, to whom I appeared
suspicious to boot. By the time I reached my destination at long last, I burst
into tears. Home again, as it were. Sadly, the details have evaporated by the
morning. But the dream was very much in tune with quite a few of the same
ilk that I dreamt after my move to Croatia, as well as my last trip by airplane.
It smacked of the early Nineties, when my passports attracted much attention
around the globe. The first one was Yugoslav, and the second Croatian. At
the time, the Balkans were aflame. Luckily for me, I got a British passport in
the mid-Nineties, and all my troubles with documents disappeared as if by
magic. All other miseries connected with travel remained, though. And there
were airplanes and airports galore. Which is why the dream was so hard to
bear. I felt like suffocating all the way through, and I ended up in tears. Alas,
it is no surprise that I am loath of travel to this day! Looking back, I had to
deal with many a long and arduous trip in the prime of my life.
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“FIRE!” (December 11, 2019)
While I was in Zagreb last week, I dreamt that I woke up in the middle of the
night and that I saw smoke twirling all around me. I panicked at once. I sat
up and I yelled at the top of my voice: “Fire!” That was the only word that
came out of me. Only then I realized that I was dreaming about the smoke.
My beloved woke up and started consoling me. And then she giggled,
because I used the Croatian word for fire, which is vatra. “You always tell me
that you dream only in English,” she explained her merriment. “Nah,” I
hugged her, “not always!” The dream was so insignificant that I did not even
think of recording it and adding it to my vast collection of dreams. So many
days later, I am changing my mind. A dream is a dream, after all.
FLEEING MOTOVUN (February 26, 2020)
I dreamt that I was on a bus together with a good number of people from
Motovun, all of whom I knew well. The bus was to depart for Italy at three
o’clock in the afternoon, but it was almost full a few hours earlier. Our driver
was Marcello Casalli or Kazalac. Wearing a light-blue denim shirt, he was all
smiles as he chatted with the crowded passengers. There was good cheer on
the bus even though it was clear that we were fleeing Motovun. Many of the
seats in front of the bus were piled high with our luggage, and we were all
eager to get going as soon as possible. I woke up before that happened,
though. I got up to record the dream to my best ability, but I had no idea what
we were fleeing from or why we were going to Italy. We all trusted Marcello,
but he is seven years my senior, which would make him an unlikely bus
driver, and especially in an emergency. All in all, the dream will remain a
complete and total mystery. And so will our good cheer before the departure.
We all behaved like schoolchildren out of school.
BELGRADE OF MY YOUTH (March 25, 2020)
Between dreams, I found myself in Belgrade of my youth. I was walking
from one street to another and stopping by the doors of buildings where my
friends or friends of my parents lived. On Jovanova Street, I stopped by the
building where Beli and Gordana Ristić lived with their son, Predrag. On
Jevremova Street, I stopped by the building where Alyosha Kišpredilov lived.
On the Seventh of July Street I stopped by the building where Vojin Tošić
lived. On Rige od Fere Street I stopped by the building where Rada Iveković,
Vera Makiedo, and Izidor Papo lived. I even went as far as Kosmajska Street
and stopped by the building where Darja Mladineo, my girlfriend of many
years, lived with her mother, Zdenka. Images of every street and every
doorway were sharp in my mind’s eye. As I kept walking, I was not sure
whether I was dreaming or not. All the streets were deserted, though. And
everything I saw was devoid of color. To the best of my recollection, it was
almost black-and-white, just like photographs of the period. The last memory
of my walk is a strong wish to return to Belgrade and spend a few days
walking through all the streets I visited between dreams. But the wish faded
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by the time I woke up in the morning. The city of my youth is still alive in my
mind only, where I can revisit it on rare occasion. Returning to it in any other
way is but a pipedream.
HER WRIGGLING TOES (May 26, 2020)
I dreamt that my beloved was quite unhappy about something that had nothing
to do with the two of us. I think it had to do with her work, but I may be
wrong about that. To console her, I caressed and kissed her feet. Relieved a
bit, she started crying. And then I took her toes into my mouth. I was licking
and sucking them with gusto. Feeling my compassion, she sobbed louder and
louder. It was clear that she was relieved by my attempt at consolation. To
make sure that I understood her feelings, she started wriggling her toes.
Which I understood very well. Not uttering a single word, we communicated
without a glitch. When I woke up, I could still feel her wriggling toes in my
mouth. Like animals, we were one. It was a delightful dream about love
primordial.
ON CROATIVITY OF CROATIAN
CROATIONS (September 29, 2020)

CROATORS

AND

THEIR

Everybody and his or her uncle are deemed creative nowadays. There are
creators galore, and their creativity is lauded with panache. I have been
annoyed no end by this profusion of verbal garbage for years. Of course,
Croatian media are not spared from this grating global trend. Thus I was quite
surprised by my dream last night, which turned out to be quite a bit of fun.
Whenever an opportunity arose, I would start lauding many a Croatian for
their croations and their unmatched croativity. Purportedly croative past
compare, they were praised with all the gusto I could muster. And out loud.
Tongue in cheek, my own creations felt outright soothing. By the time I woke
up, I was giggling to myself all the while. The croativity of Croatian croators
and their croations gave me a real boost. Three cheers for creative dreams!
CARESSING MY BELOVED (October 12, 2020)
I dreamt that I was caressing my beloved, who was stark naked. She was
reclining on large pillows and her legs were spread wide open. It was an
enormous joy touching her breasts, her belly, her crotch, and her thighs. Her
skin felt smooth and warm. Both of us were quiet, and we stared into each
other’s eyes all the while. Neither was she wet nor was I fully aroused, but
there was much pleasure in caressing her over and over again with both hands.
Most important, there was much love and tenderness between us. The dream
kept returning unchanged three or four times during the night. Each and every
time, I caressed my beloved with unfettered passion. We were like one. By
the time I woke up in the morning, I felt blessed.
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DREAMLESSNESS (March 12, 2021)
The last dream I recalled well enough to record it in the morning was in
October last year. Five months! One of the worthy gifts of liberation is
dreamlessness.
Addendum (March 13, 2021)
The night following the penning of this haiku I had a brief dream that stayed
with me till the morning. Goran Brečević, a young man I know since he was a
youngster, was walking past me in one of Motovun streets or squares, and he
wished me a good day with a smile on his face. I greeted him in the same
spirit. That was the dream entire. Nothing either preceded or followed it. All
told, the dream lasted three or four seconds at most. Once again, the majority
of dreams are about fears and desires (“Forgotten Dreams,” January 24, 2016).
And liberation spells their blessed end (“On Liberation,” October 4, 2017).
Dreamlessness be praised!
MY SWEET PUSSY (October 20, 2021)
I dreamt that my beloved and I prepared a tasty meal. We savored with gusto
every bit of it. As we were about to finish eating, I started talking about my
favorite dessert. “Your sweet pussy would be the best dessert to crown such a
tasty meal,” I declared. She was not pleased, but I continued in the same vein.
“The plump clit, the fluffy labia, and the powerful juices from within,” I
relished every word. “Oh,” she complained with a sower face, “I’ll throw
up…” I giggled. “It’s a pity you have not tried your sweet pussy,” I tried to
cheer her up, but without any success. Looking quite young, she was beautiful
in spite of her frowns. When I woke up, I was delighted by a cracking
erection. It was an enormous joy to feel my hard prick with both hands. On
top of that, I was over the moon with the dream itself. It was the first one I
could recall after many, many months. And I immediately went for my laptop
to record it before I went to sleep again. “My sweet pussy,” I kept mumbling
under my breath as I was punching the keyboard with growing delight.
SWIMMING AND DIVING (November 7, 2021)
I dreamt that I was swimming and diving in a large and deep pool. The only
other thing I could remember upon waking was that I was not in salty water.
As I had not been in a pool for quite a few years, this was a special experience.
And that is all I can remember still. Of course, this morning I was delighted
by the memory of swimming and diving. Also, the taste and feel of sweet
water remained with me. This year, this was the third dream I could record
upon waking. Hooray!
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FRIGHTENED AND ANGERED (January 24, 2022)
As I was turning in bed, I saw a black-and-white kitten trying to squeeze in
between my pillow and quilt. Less than a month old, it was searching for a
warm place. Frightened and angered at the same time, I let out a loud cry.
Street cats have become a real nuisance in Motovun. Only when I turned on a
lamp by my bed, I realized that I had dreamed the invading kitten, for I could
not have seen it in the dark. I checked the clock, and it was around midnight.
Amazed by the dream, I tried to go back to sleep, but without any success. I
was afraid that I would forget the dream by the morning, and so I kept
repeating the key sentences in my mind. “As I was turning in bed…” The
annoying kitten would not go away for quite a while. After half an hour or so,
I turned the light on once again and went for my laptop. And here is the
precious dream entire. Phew!
CETTE FRICASSÉE… (March 29, 2022)
Between dreams, one of my favorite Montaigne’s phrases crossed my mind
out of the blue: “Cette fricassée que je barbouille icy.” It refers to his own
writing, which surprised him no end. I kept repeating it for quite a while with
a smile on my face. It was about my own mindboggling writing project, it
goes without saying. Before falling asleep again, I reminded myself time and
again to check this phrase in my magnum opus when I get up in the morning.
“Cette fricassée...,” I repeated time and again. Luckily, it stayed with me till
the morning. When I searched for it on my Residua website, though, I was
stunned when I discovered that it went back no less than four decades (“Cette
fricassée que je barbouille icy,” February 26, 1982). Back then, my writing
project was in its seventh year, but I was amazed by its progress already.
Alas, Montaigne and I are like brothers when it comes to writing.
THE ARDENT SQUEEZE (April 20, 2022)
I dreamt that I helped some friends or acquaintances with some problem they
had in their house in or near Motovun. By the morning, I could not remember
who they were or what I did for them. I only remembered that they invited me
to their house for lunch or dinner by way of thanks. When I walked into their
courtyard, their dog came out of its shelter, cast a glance my way, and then
bolted toward me. It was on the large side and it looked like a wolf, but it was
clear from its wagging tail that it was most happy to see me. I started petting
it as soon as it approached me, and it grabbed my right hand with its teeth. By
way of thanks, it squeezed my hand firmly and for a long stretch of time. It
was clear the dog understood very well that I did something good for its
masters, who were smiling at the scene from the door of their house. When I
woke up, I could still feel the ardent squeeze. And I felt most thankful to the
dog for its heartfelt thanks. Without a word, we understood each other
perfectly.
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THE DOG’S SNUB (May 29, 2022)
I dreamt that I was sitting in someone’s office when my beloved appeared at
the door. She greeted us and pointed her chin at a dog with short curly hair
she had on a leash. It was a Lagotto Romagnolo. I got up from my chair and
headed toward the door. I bent forward and extended my right hand to the
dog, but it first looked away and then it moved sideways as far as the leash
would let it. It was clear it did not wish to make my acquaintance. When I
straightened up to give a hug to my beloved, she had a big grin on her face.
Her dog was supposed to be a surprise, that is. When I woke up, I could not
remember whose office I was sitting in, but I had a feeling it was some
colleague of mine from my university days. My beloved behaved as though
she knew my colleague, as well. The dream lasted no more than a minute.
The dog’s snub will stay with me, though. Was it jealous of me, or did it feel
that it was actually I who was jealous of it?
FUCK GRAVITY (July 12, 2022)
Between dreams, I saw a tall and lanky man in a tight suit climbing a very
high and spiky building. Once he came to the top, he straightened up, spread
his arms wide, and jumped down. He appeared to be gaining speed as he was
falling headlong. When he was about two thirds of the way to the ground, he
first slowed down, and then he came to a stop in midair. After a brief pause,
he floated sideways and out of sight. I was enchanted by the man, if that was
what he was. Fuck gravity! He made his own physical laws as he wished.
And he enjoyed the world of his making to the hilt.
A REAL COMMUNITY (September 8, 2022)
I dream a lot, but I forget what I have dreamt by the morning. This has
happened with my last dream, as well. The dream is so vague that I cannot
record it upon waking up. But most of my dreams have the same structure
lately: I am part of a research team that is ever closer to the solution of a major
problem facing this world. I am leading the team on occasion, but I am only
one of the researchers most of the time. Much of our work involves direct
participation in solving the problem on the ground. Direct involvement in
practice is one of the key characteristics of the research I dream about. And
the team is always a close bunch. We learn from each other all the time, and
we all appreciate the value of our interaction with the practitioners in the field.
We are a team for true. A real community, that is. Our leader is a researcher
with loads of experience, but he or she is otherwise the same as everyone else
in the team. They lead by example rather than anything else. Anyhow, this
morning I searched my Residua for pieces of writing like this one, and I found
an almost identical one quickly enough (”Figuring Things Out,” August 8,
2015). The only surprise was that it was written seven years ago. Seven
years!
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