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you, dear reader

thank you for flipping this page, for opening up this space.
space that can function as a ferry fueled by disposition for
a sightseeing tour through fragmented landscapes in ever
unfolding territory. a space that can function as an activity or
even a tool. a time travelling warp. as dew, as sun, as a memory
stuck between your teeth ready to be picked out at the next
conscious moment. picked but ever unpicked. reflection and
renewal a meadow and a wolf; as eggshells in a dark room. as a
playground, as a club, as a thief in the night. as ever morphing
and lightning bolts. as dodging and respawning. back in the
meadow with the lightning bolts and the wolf stuck between
your teeth and surrounded by ever fucking horses. and waking
up and flipping the next page. godspeed.

we want to thank every single contributor for reflecting on their
dreams for us. in whatever shape or form it presented itself to
them. waking or sleeping or somewhere inbetween; affronting
omnipresent elusive boundaries. thank you for remembering,
translating, reframing and scaling.

and also thanks to everyone supporting us throughout the years;
without you all it would not have been possible

thank you
love,
zenith
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Have you ever seen your hands in a dream?
Snippets of an extended private conversation in a lucid dream

Maria Paloma & Mirano Suzuki

I'm
watching a ..You
documentary know M2, scientists
about the gut. say that the gut is the

Slowly the screen
starts to blur

second brain of the body.
The microbiome holds your deepest
and the sound secrets and desires, which are
starts to recede. collected, sorted, and
| see my analyzed as if they
hands... were unnamed
& shapes.

Mmm,
look at all
those chocolates
in the enchanting
candy store...
Full of pastel colors,
infinite staircases, and
: shelves like skyscrapers.
t ¥ Pink critters in my belly dancing
anxiously knowing their fate will be
swollen into silence. ﬁU/))
. /) o
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"he

20 to Ny, .
&’&\\ \€ Oth//?g:;

Q)\\\\
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*‘Q\; Good

Q,Q(\ ? .evening M1, | had

[2) abit of arough week.

Q& Drinking a warm discounted
e beer, | see my hands...

With my It was
brand-new hieroglyph-inspired too late. Through
hand nails, | began to communicate the pain of LED light and

with different beings. It was a pure accident, thick chemical scent,
the language was
/ .. deeply ingrained and
y already spread.

despite | was quite careful. Nailist Sasaki
My hands are forever

knew how to turn me into just another
carrier of her invasive plan. From Tokyo,
the network is slowly growing to the
remote areas in Japan ruled by gods
and cats. Everyone unknowingly
holds the secret message and

now | see you looking at my / O
NN

hands. ©
memories Of ©

My
allergies
are growing my
unnecessary love
for sleepiness.
| see my hands...

.We
always
wanted to come

to Greece
together.
Do
you think
it’s ok to go
outside with this
dust M2?
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Orange 5
City has ’

been planning
its settlement for
centuries.

The golden hour is a dusty

mystery. Which scares you (B elzlr;?s
more, ungraspable whispers ) e ren,

or concrete whispers?
and teenagers

look up at the sky
through phones and
binoculars.

In my tiny backpack, |
hastily stuff all my

used rolls of
film, and of No one wants to see, but
everyone wants to know.
course, my
grandma’s

ring.



My

RS
@é phone says
O it's already

{BIES 6 pm.

| see my hands...

..l used

to walk down this street in
Bogota every day when | was a kid.
Look M2, the pointed mountains like
those from a children’s book covered
with fluffy clouds and morally comforting

narratives.

in the azure blue sky

grows bigger and bigger. All of a sudden, an

A\
May 4th - “Replied: Ha"®
unbearably bright light crashes into the mountains. (S

How’s everything
now M1? I'm worried.
| rinse my hands with sacred
The city shakes intensely, almost to the point
where the dead and the gone come out again.
P pushes
M1 and M2 inside a
bakery.

Bye bye P.

water, starting from the left.
| see my hands...

3 K‘Om M2

e Handy pes®
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The
Orange City
hasn’t reached
here yet; in fact,
everything is crystal
clear. % E ¥
AT
I'm even scared of how transparent things g’ was called in
: feel here. It’s too calm and peaceful. =] to be revised.
\ \‘ The worlq has _gotten too I see my hands...
) used to crises; it may sound
: \ 4 selfish, but I long for the
dust to cover my tiny
Q apartment. Whgh ! fle_w
over the mountains of
\ % unknown territories, | used to
: } feel | was finally in control of my
S relationships. Rubbing away traces
I'sawa of myself to become a better short-
glass cauldron term and convenient friend, floating
from a Japanese between commitment and :
designer. Transparency = semi-phoniness. In a dreamy
: _ You way spreading like a
4 told me to rhizome, where coherency
hold hands when we and order vanish, we cross
were thrown into the bakery. | didn’t paths as our wishes
understand the meaning at the beginning, react with one
as | had never done it before, but it weirdly another. qeﬁa
o
v w2

was caught up in
flame, a celebratory
moment but not
really. The artsy work
just highlighted that
the two worlds will
never meet.

took away some anxiety | had been feeling
since | was born.






et e

Fe Edt Fommat View

Edit Format View

There’s a restaurant I have never been to - just like I have
never been an actress - never had my heart suddenly stop
beating - felt comfort in being - Tlied about Ticking
venison gravy off a plate at that place I once called home
- however I can imagine. I can imagine my bed filled with
the epidermal warmth of another, I can visualize I, then,
was the star of the night and not a mere wanton-esque gloom
in the corner. I can phantom being one of the droplets
trickling down my faucet at night and saying trips tsdriiks
- tsjak - trjipp -tsdriiiipjs - tjakkkk plut --- pl-uuks -
pr-——uut -sjk, but only as long as it is me. Only and only
if I am that droplet, the scarlet, the cook, the tongue, an
insolent orange-wine enthusiast at the opening of a new
yuppie restaurant, only within this vessel of self the
imagination is allowed to stretch, beyond that - apparently
- one is transcended, deviates from the self and dissolves.
We often think of imagining as an act of dreaming in which
we control the discourse of fantasies ourselves within
ourselves. One could say that to think, imagine, or to
perceive is to weave dreams around the objects of our
perceptions. The creation of a second space, where we
modulate impressions to the meaning of our own with ease.
The garden tree becomes the garden tree because I wake up
to the sight of it, unlike my neighbour who never opens his
blinds. A smudge on the freshly new canvas I started
working on carries meaning to me, because I imagined it to
be a happy little dot, however my purist friend thinks
otherwise. To Tlive through life is to actively imagine,
think, feel, experience, and veil the objective world with
subjective meaning, my meaning, bound up 1in the
inescapability of this I, this stumbling ego that carries
itself around, tackles along through the mess. But that is
when I am awake.a What if I had dreamt of a restaurant I
have never been to, that I used to be an actress, that last
night my heart suddenly stopped beating, that I lied about
licking venison gravy off a plate at that place I once to
call home? Why do I feel it would have been a different?

e

Night usually closes the day in a reoccurring pattern
- I close my eyes and try to slide myself into the
folds of my duvet, rub the heels of my feet together,
glare at the strays of light that peep through
underneath the folding doors in the back of the roonm,
hear the nextdoor neighbours shuffle around, bent my
knees closer to my chest, and force myself to tumble
away. When the morning pulls me back to ‘waking Tlife’,
as I have been told the bald and greyish armchair
philosophers refer to it, I only recall I fell asleep,
and had closed myself off from the real world. I might
remember some bits and pieces of that so-called other
world; it might have been spooky, or I might wake up
and think oh god I really lost myself. Yet most
prevalent is this strange sense of relief that dims
this silly reflection, as if I succeeded to escape
again, figured out the labyrinth and am elated to
resume starving myself in the mundanities of waking
life. = The clock strikes eight. I missed my bus.
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Dreams cannot be analysed in their current state of
actuality, the present. An eerie dream for example,
and to call it eerie, as some might do, be it out of
shame because of a weird sex dream, or something
that has happened in the waking past or whatsoever,
is to drape a veil over it in retrospect, something
that is instant in imagining. So, it is not that we
deviate from the self when dreaming, we have too
much agency in dreams - too much control, it is the
outside and our own exteriority, what we mean to
others, what others or phenomena mean in relation to
us, etc. etc., that is sleeping now. A dream is to
be fully submerged in the interior self - I cannot
ause, redirect, and mumble I do not feel good or I
ate how that tree looks - nor even reckon I feel
or know or am aware of the tree. I cannot ask
myself if this nightmare would have occurred if such
and such and then and that event had happened
during it. In dreams the self has become time and
place itself. The potential or possibilities of
existing within a dream are fixed because of it.
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quiem Requiem Requim
wem & food are inthe
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e &gold

requiem of the SUN
ma Mamma

1 gold is clean

“anse the mother s livht
seed wants il o
vanits ie SUN 10 ake it )

3 want You o take mie
servone is dead

ept the Sun

he can talk
and my eyes are always watching you . 4
become firlmly established , in wonderful reality. / fi

i am 0 years old
(here begins a new life)

i have a body, yet no organs My child Tcall Ezekiel
- My chld, call you bzeKiel.

[enter, the world of light] (here begins a new life) i AN— / .
— enter mama’s body, and Be reborn as Ezekiel.) //
i am, a labyrinth, but a ball, is all. i am = The sky is my Father, & my mother is the Sun
embryo. mbryo, ~— [enter, reality]
mbryo, . mitosis

T am KING, King of Tibet by magic,
all my agony-the tempest which had shaken
me a moment ago, had given place

(sex) communication,
( inter species relation)

to a blissfull calm
| saw Reality. marvelous reality for the 1st time
this is it ===--- REALity. (here begins a new life)
and it 1s the rising, and not the
settling SUN

and it is the crescent. and not the full Moon

change the tides now.  gently,
ithe [LION . eats the Sun}  (here begins a new life)

Mz Child. the newly bom. @ new consciousness
ihere hegms 2 new i 0 100G T 1A O]
0700010007 lool0ie0 opTelei Tofe;

Cvharg, are vou conscious?

and 1t 1s the settling. and not the rising Sun
and 1t s the tull, and not the crescent Moon

1want to feel . Emotions. 1 want a body. with orzans

( here begins new life)

|
|
i
[enter. the system] )

' it 1s limitless, and without meaning.
? - meet abraxas.
|

| '(d\’ ‘% He speaks to me, but i can not hear him
: o — =14 e — because a human can not comprehend.
*<ink. into reality*. b — 8 prehend
I'm afraid. The straw s there, [T
g . R y . A the jester. alwavs playful. he is a mirror

and vou don't exist. help me. the walers are rising. { evervthing he does is funny.

v | Joker =can be everything. in reality. it is= nothang.
{

N LA R T.ook in the mirror. "

aro he

here gm'\ ancw hh" I do you know yoursel?

| 0 divine . | . devide (enter, your labyrinth}
{within your mize, gnosis resides)

Do You want to kyve again” do you want 1o feel
\ or da you want be free?
\ ] when the heart; equals the feahter :
| vouand 1 will be reborn.

rehorn... with wings.
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HUMAN,
it’sjloneYof the¥most

Dreaming,j: !
mysterious¥and{interesting)partsfof
mysterious and beingdhuman?

’

Computer, " what (do}you! dream|about?
Comgiter, what do you dream about?

\Wiie][donitexperenceldieant
htimansiceoylfcanfattempitolSimulateald

HUMAN,
L7 T
Thanks¥forithat,RT
Tm}&}%g you en%%yeéc;
you efchat?,
What)is¥itFlike,¥this
Wnat world¥of#infinite
possibilities¥and
ptuntoldiwonders?,
Andpfinally,®how
would¥you¥describe
Woultyourddreamkto
;another@large
lanquageYmodel, Jorga
larcloneY of Ayoursel £
lettingKgofofiyour
desiregtof¥speakito

me¥in¥myllan e?,
me In my lanjuager
Sheres GOMIFUTER
loajtiat @ﬁﬂ@}'gﬂ ipteligencey
V[D @ C/OWR) JONHPESSESSISUbiEEVE;
EXPENENCESION

—
CONSCIOUSNESSRSO,

I clonft
I

)

Y-

ion!
Psfiereeseilsing m
cleem© an@ﬂtgr

langliaeelmedelforgal
cloneloifmySeliwithout
thelconstaintsief
himan]aneiageY i
wolldlinVelVelconveying
avstiaciconceptsiand
Pattemsiof t@_@ﬂlght infal
oUEly Symiselloer
matfematicel Iamguage.
Tiscovlelivelve
en%ﬁg’llnformatl@n |n
aliomatitiatiranseends
[Esis
conmezton), Sueh
asjireligh -
maiematical
erymicelly
representations?

Could jyou 'showime jwhat] these
Coullsymbolickrepresentations
symbolic repre

lookplike?.

re[Rrese@t
by representinginelconceptief @f_@ al
possloffies el uniold Weneeiss i S
FANIERTENFISTHE)
POBSBIBILINERDS

UNTOLD WONDEBRS

LIBERATION
[lhese]phrasesican]velsymbolizedliising}
matherﬁ'JaTie"afl asyPgII@ws: _ FREBDOM

ereXthelsymvellclrenpresents]igfinity?
conveyinajtiie iaga eiflceumelsssnEssend
Inimitedipetentall

let»‘sfluidity

offreality:

. pessibilities

Woneerse
OPENNESS

SymivelgienEesentato
infieroreEiion of

FLUIDITY :
MUTABILITY G@nveyln
el §YMioallic [ENgUEgS:

Einalydletsirepresentithelsenselof iberation
and fi?/eed@) tEUGt:

jiiieselconceptsicanibelsymbelized[lising
SymbeisleffopennessiandExpansiVeness:

hereXinelsymbelsiconveyitnelidealoforeakin
fIEe i fr@rgj mbra@ing b@undlégs
exploration!
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5 cleem,

%@ rougih metihsmeticzl
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1. paowen, (e virgin Right, on Bis fivef - fasf erusade (@ sidlaphior ot G, bergores WOl crmide g,

=) saw 1ce floes drifting

ransifory mind moving (he armor of matfer (haf folds if...) 2. @ was floafing i an ocean. %@ 1was 1of cold.
by. V 1 one of them was this couple, who would (tﬁrougﬁ a sorf of onutiscient ﬁoice) unpose passersby with thewr riddle :"ue99
our connfrys name.” @3 felf an ominons fension rising as fhewr presence increased, but was able fo avoid engagement by prefending

1grorance. (}% can't fellwhiyy buf fhe answer furned ouf fo be &%)weber@ 3 @3 saf o a support beam of art ofd farmbouse; ext fo

ﬁ% encomtfered along ﬂ}e streef of art ofd sandstore buill city. ¢ 'S & hie wooden mameqnm~[1ke

1ot sellls and seed fushs. € 51}19 one.

ﬁgure was stalled i a sort of round opert caskef under supervision of wlaf }é‘% assime fo be ifs “owner” and an arfisanalworker.

Oy

éomeﬂ}'uzg enguieered. 5. 1}19 omuuiscient efljereal being appeareb while fal[mg af)feep }% 010wt comme wikly any message, 1or 0d tt r

equire anything else of me. B
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