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AHHOTaAMSA
Dreams and visions, an escape from reality — they are the ways to
survive the gray routine when the consciousness transforms the world,
making it bright and colourful. But if an escapist knows no limits and
loses the touch with reality — he risks turning into nothing when his
fantasy castle collapses. ..
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The Dreamer

For sure, a lot of people liked to take a nap. The crazy rhythms
of life left them little time to rest, which still could be interrupted
by unexpected problems. Sleep became somewhat desired and
often unattainable. However, few made a cult of sleeping in the
full sense of the word. This man was one of such eccentrics.

Compelled to go to work, he did it reluctantly, never
got close to anyone and spoke with others only on business
matters or in cases of emergency. He earned his livelihood
and then reluctantly ate his food and satisfied his basic
needs since without this the life of any human being was
impossible. Absolutely conflict-free in communication and
notably unpretentious in everyday life, he didn’t live but existed
at daytime, and it was completely uninteresting to observe him.
But everything changed as soon as he fell asleep, which happened
immediately after returning from work and continued with short
breaks until he was obliged to go there again.

Living in a dream, he imagined himself the king and the
God, the Lord of the Universe, the Higher Mind. Fully conscious
and controlling everything in his visions, he dwelt in that realm,
fleeing from a dull grey reality where he was weak, inept and
defenceless.

Vivid dreams, more colourful and more real than reality itself,
obeyed his will, like pliable clay in the sculptor’s skilful hands.



He could wish the Taj Mahal — and he got the Taj Mahal,
he could wish Saint Peter’s Basilica — and he got Saint Peter’s
Basilica. The affection of the most wonderful beauties, the most
delicious wines that didn’t intoxicate, and dishes that never ran
out. Honours and grovelling from a myriad of slaves. Fear and
awe of enemy armies. He could get everything that pleased his
greedy nature.



Konen 03HaKOMUTEJLHOI'O
¢dparmenra.

Tekct npegocraBieH OO0 «Jlurpec».

[IpounTaiiTe STy KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIIUB TOJIHYIO JIETATbHYIO
Bepcuio Ha Jlurpec.

Be3ormacHo oriaTuTh KHATY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOH KapToit Visa,
MasterCard, Maestro, co cuyera MOOMJIBHOTO TesiehOHa, C TiIa-
Te)KHOro TepMmuHaia, B cajoHe MTC wmm Cesa3HoOHM, uepe3
PayPal, WebMoney, Aunexc./lensru, QIWI Komenek, 60Hyc-
HBIMU KapTaMu WK APYTUM YI0OHBIM Bam crioco6om.



https://www.litres.ru/pages/biblio_book/?art=55559179
https://www.litres.ru/pages/biblio_book/?art=55559179

	The Dreamer
	Конец ознакомительного фрагмента.

