Dreams

Dreams foster, and falter the times.  I fabricate and fabricate and fabricate.  

The triangles merged into clouds, while the clouds became leathery.  Leathery: so full of all the crow’s feet, so tired of all the ages, so many untold stories that will never be told.  You could touch it if you wanted and make yourself believe that it is still warm.  Make yourself believe that you know the chants to bring them back to life, again, beside the fire of a jungle hike, like they did in a pagan ritual, lights of the dancing flames painting joy and sorrow on it, alternately, once again, again and again.  Touch it, touch it, please touch it for me, at least once.  

Can you feel the vibrations?  The eternal throbbing of the infinite amount of water?  The endless cycles?  The glaciers, the rivers, the ocean, the rains that weep for all the sorrows?  Can you feel it?  You are also there.  In all these cycles.  You and all your many many lifetimes.  All the things you did and all those you did not — they are all there.  All the memories, like the pages of an ancient book, ready to split wide open for anyone who knows how to read it.  Memories of times playing in circles.    

My head, so heavy it seems.  So much full of sand.  The grains of sand, once I counted them all, they gathered there from the beginning of time, my personal beginning of time, within this very personal body.  But the body, every bit of it changed all this time, but still it is me?  It is my body, my head — all this time?  The head seems heavy, heavier still.  The grains of sand gathered and gathered and pressed together, in and into  my head.  Sand as hot as the fever.  And as cold as the death that lingered in the darkness just outside my window.  

The tropical downpour continued.  Water and water everywhere, even seeping through the pores of the badly done concrete of the floor.  

It happened how long before?  All my fears that came out of that poem?  And fears they were, some of them would prostrate me, leave me numb, numb and alone and shivering, so numb and so alone that no one could discover it by looking at me, even if there was any to look at me.  All these fears, these dreads came out of that poem.     

The poem of a child, who longed for his absent father.  Not for the father but the letter of the father, the letter that never came, the letters that do never come.  No one writes to the child.    

Every time I read the poem, and later I did not need to read it anymore, as I remembered the poem, my eyes went blank.  And emerged from the window above my head, the lump of darkness — I knew it was rectilinear but it never seemed like that in the formless lines in the light of the stars.  The bulb and the yellowish light that it threw up had gone off, long ago.   

Who clicked the switch to make it off?  

Who clicks the switches?  Who, please tell me, please — who it is that clicks the switches?  It is not you.  Never.  It is always someone else.  Someone that you can never know, and maybe you never wanted to know either.  Rather you shunned and escaped the streets, changed the directions, running for your life through the lanes and by-lanes and alleys, and so many of the alleys were blind, to avoid the confrontation with the one that clicks the switches.  The alleys that always remain there in the back of your head.  The silent streets.  Full of nameless specters.  Silent always and reverberating with a sudden shrill shriek at times.  Yells of pain and panic.  And exultation too.  But whatever it may be, sudden it is.  Something that happens there it happens within you but you can never anticipate it, never.  Never know it beforehand.    

And all this time the grains of sand were seeping through me, moving and gathering and moving in my veins.  Corners and cracks and rifts and crevices that were always there, within me, but I have never seen them.  The grains of sand, the molecules of silicone, move within me, and I, piece by piece, vein after vein, tissue after tissue, continue to become and remain transparent.  

Transparent to whom?  The observer?

Who is the observer?  

It is anyone but me.  Perhaps the doctor, or, the nurse, the visitors.  Anyone, just anyone.  But me.  However transparent I may become, I — the body that is neither in front of me, nor behind, nor anywhere, the body that is nowhere for me, remain opaque to myself and transparent to others — however opaque I can become and remain to myself, that particular person can never be the third, not even the second to me.  It is the first.  Always the first the very first one. 

No, not about myself, I was talking about the dreams.  No, I was not talking.  I am writing.  When you talk, you talk to someone.  At least your own ears.  Now I write.  I write.  I write.  That is, I dream.  Writing is dreaming in letters.  Writing letters to the child to whom no one writes, no one has written before.  And no one writes after.  After, that is, about.   

In the dream there were the clouds.  Cumulonimbus.  Signaling the heavy rain that always follows it.  How many days and how many nights I have spent just listening to the dance of raindrops on the roof, on the leaves, the barn shed of corrugated tin, the window panes that look like sheets of water during the rains.  So loud and so long it goes on that after some time I start to hear the drops lashing within my head, eddying in slow but forceful whirls like the water gushing through the narrow entrance of the drain-pipes around the roof.  The bed becomes cold moist and clammy.  I am lying there.  The legs bent upwards and nearer to my chest.  I am lying there.  In wait.  Waiting for what?  I don’t know.  

But the wait is what makes you meaningful, it is your only meaning.  You are waiting.  Waiting for someone to come, something to happen.  When, all through, inside yourself, you fear it, fear the happening, you dread it.  But you are waiting.  This position, the shape of the configuration of your limbs and body — that rings of a distant past, so distant that you can no more remember to remember it, though not a second of your life you have ceased to think of it.  Deep within yourself, deep and surreptitious.  So deep and so secret it has sunk, that you cannot recognize it anymore.      

For a long time, in the early years, I waited for her to come.  Come in this room, here, very near to me, and I will be alone no more, and no more afraid.  She will be around me, and surround me.  From all sides.  The touch all around me will no more be this clammy and cold and bloodless bed.  No longer there would be any unknown danger lurking just behind my back, in the dark folds of the quilt and blanket and the sheets and the pillows.  All those places that are just outside, just outside my body.  Outside me. 

But my inside?  Is that all right?  The ends of the bones ache, so long I am lying on this same side.  The worms are devouring my entrails — occasional spasms spark through the nerves.  

She would be here.  Now, she would be the darkness.  The comfort of not to look at anything.  The comfort of forgetfulness.  The comfort of the basic and the eternal rhythm — the waves of my breathings.  The air — the life coming in, slight swells in my thorax, a feeling of completeness, and then the release, the relaxation.  This rhythm — this is her.  And nothing, nothing else.  

She is here.  And that is why I am me.  

I waited for that.  I waited long.  So long that I forgot what I am waiting for.  Only the wait remained.  And the fear.  The fear that all through, all this time, the moments are passing, the time is running out, relentlessly, interminably, endlessly.  But something is not happening.  Anything is not happening at all.  Nothing is coming — no letter at all.  No one writes to me.  

And to whom am I writing?  This and that and every piece that I write?  Who?

Who is there?  Just outside the screen of rain?  Someone moved there?  Outside the window?  Some movement there in the faint blue and black through the dizziness of the raindrops falling falling and falling?  The hazy mist that softens everything, even the darkness.  Soft and filthy.  Like the sticky stains of dirt — like the disease, the fever, this darkness that is me.  

Who is there?  Some animal of water?  Writhing with its million limbs and billions of tentacles — searching for some hunt?  Searching for me?  And this is the event that I am waiting for?  Then, please, don’t wait anymore, don’t make me await any longer — please.      

