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  In a painful attack of delusions




  The vertical line of motion breaks




  If time passed happily, it flew by




  If sadly, every instant so harsh




  You may say one word could be a proper answer




  When this present becomes the house of opposites
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  He lay a piece of paper between the pages of the book, and looked out through the dusty window.  It was nearly dusk. He thought to himself it was time to go. He pushed the chair back to get up, but just as he was about to stand up, he noticed raindrops on the window. He sat back down and stared, motionless, at the raindrops gradually coating the window. Outside in distant horizon, a dense fog filled the open space between trees. There was not a trace of birds drifting in the sky, and the few still out there were flying in a straight line towards their nests or some shelter. Rain was tinging the earth, the rocks, and the trees. The cottage too was veiling in a layer of dim color. Puddles of water formed here and there as it poured faster. He stood up and opened the cottage door, but as soon as the wind pounded raindrops onto his face, he closed it and wiped his face with the sleeve of his jacket, then paced the short span of the cottage. There was nothing special in the cottage except for a table, a chair, a bed, and a bookshelf with some old books on it. He could hear the sound of raindrops landing on the cottage roof. He went to the chair and sat at the table, and took his pack of cigarettes out from his jacket pocket, lit a cigarette, and also set fire to the candle on the table, untouched by fire until then. The window was coated in a sheet of rainwater, so much so that he couldn’t see outside. He thought that he should spend the night at the cottage if the rain were not to stop. He turned his head and looked at the bed directly behind him. No one was waiting for him somewhere else, so he was clear to stay the night. He took a last drag on the cigarette, and put it out on the plate by the candle. He rested his hands motionless on the table, and listened to the sound of relentless rain, but as soon as he lay eyes on the book, he picked it up again and resumed reading. After reading for a few minutes, he looked up at the window. It wasn’t raining as hard as before. He followed the movement of raindrops on the surface of the window. One drop, and a little later, another drop. When the drops got heavy enough, they would slide down, tracing different figures on the window, which the new drops erased. He lowered his head once again over the book, stared motionless at the words, and felt as though they were becoming three-dimensional. It seemed to him that the words too, like the raindrops on the window, were moving on the page. It was delightful. He parted his lips and meticulously whispered the words. When a sentence had special musicality, he would repeat it again, and with each repetition, pause to savor the unheard echo of the words in the cottage. He had no recollection of this kind of experience in his repository of memories. His spirit was rising out of heavy, bitter experiences, and moving towards a new life. He felt as if he were strolling in a glorious natural setting, taking in everything he saw and heard with every breath, searching after a song from some unseen place. In the midst of all this, his mind was totally clear, his eyes sparkling, his lips dancing joyfully upon each other. Each word that he whispered revolved like a cotton ball in the field of his mind, calling on all his brain cells to watch. Although he was awake and fully conscious experiencing such a space, it seemed to him like a wonderful dream. Each word opened a door for him, through which he entered a world he had never before seen. It didn’t matter to him what subject the words had been assembled around, what mattered to him was to receive in the utmost curious and inquisitive manner. Perhaps his loneliness in the cottage had caused such a setting, or maybe the rain outside, or perhaps it was simply his natural, human need to hear and be heard. Whatever the cause, he had internalized it so much that he had forgotten his hunger. The candle continued to burn, driving darkness away from the book and his face. Although fatigue was well under way upon his eyes, he tried intently to keep them open, to make use of the opportunity at hand, for he knew that such an opportunity would never present itself to him again. When he reached the last word on the page, he turned it, but there were not words to be found on the next page. Instead, a black and white image filled the page. He held the book diagonally to the tabletop to better see the image. He looked at it for a few moments, but he was still under the influence of the words, and the echo of the sentences he had just repeated sought to carry forward or to end like a monotonous melody in his mind. The sound of raindrops on the window caught his attention for a second. He looked towards the window, but he could see nothing in the dark, so he looked back down at the image, but couldn’t find any connection between it and what he had read so far. He tried to find some connection between the words and the image, but didn’t succeed. He turned the pages, surprised to find them all blank. He flipped back and reread the last page he had read, realizing that the sentences were telling a story he had no clue about. Once again, and this time out loud, he read the same page over, but he couldn’t tolerate his soulless voice for more than a few seconds. In the meantime, he got irritated and leapt up out of his seat in one quick motion, evoking a dance from the candle flame. He picked up the book and searched for another volume of the book on the bookshelf, but didn’t find one. He slowly walked towards the window. It had gotten totally dark outside. Inside, he could hear the pouring rain. He was thinking about the image he had seen in the book: it was a tower in a black sea. He felt a bit chilly, went back and sat down on the chair, placing his hands under his chin, and closing his eyes for a moment. There was little left of the candle’s life. He was feeling hungry. He opened his eyes, and as soon as noticed the candle, he got up and looked around the nooks and crannies of the cottage to find another one. After having looked everywhere and finding nothing, he knelt down to look also under the bed, but found no candle there either. He sat at the edge of the bed, and folded back the old blanket that covered it. He took his shoes off, put his jacket under his head as a pillow, covered himself with the old blanket and stared at the cottage ceiling. As he was listening to the rain pound on the roof, turned onto his right side. The candle had burnt all the way down. The bed was hard and his stomach empty, but he nevertheless felt happy, because never before had he been able to achieve such a level of concentration. He felt as if for a brief time he had turned into another person, and there was no trace in his mind of who he was and what he had been before. He had turned into something like the rain, sprinkling on himself. He couldn’t recall ever having had such an experience, but remembered that new thoughts would appear in his mind, like a gentle breeze, only when he heard soothing music he was previously unfamiliar with -- thoughts which evaporated without leaving any trace behind. A feeling had overcome him that was neither like a pleasant dream, nor like an empty, pointless wish that would become a reality only in an uncertain time and in a future that had nothing to do with his present circumstance. He was happy to feel this way, wishing with every fiber in his body to keep that feeling inside him forever. The cold current of air seeped in through the wooden seams of the cottage, stirring the flame and causing a wave of light to ripple through the cottage, which lingered in the dark corner until the next wave. He continued to lie on his side under the blanket, watching the candle burn through half-open eyes. Suddenly, he noticed an insect buzzing around the candle’s halo. He followed it, sometimes losing sight of it, only to see it appear again a moment later, circling the light. It seemed to him that the insect was just meandering, fluttering pointlessly. Its flight radius was just around the candle, it seemed imprisoned in an illuminated cage. The flame continued to wane, until it abruptly went out few seconds later. In the absence of candlelight, the cottage merged with the dark night. His eyes stayed open in the dark for a short while, and then he pulled the blanket over his head, closed his eyes and sank into a deep sleep in no time. Outside, it was still raining. At that very moment, a gazelle was sitting behind the door, under the veranda, waiting for the night and the rain to end. It followed every movement in the bushes with restless eyes. Not spotting anything, it settled a bit, shook off the raindrops from its head, and leaned against the cottage door.        


  


  


  


  It was well into the night when he suddenly felt a sharp pain in his side. He promptly turned over and lay on his back. A grey zone emerged before his half-open eyes. Meanwhile, his hands were groping around for the blanket. He lifted his head to pull the blanket over his body, but was surprised to find himself in an open grey space. He looked underneath himself, astonished to see that he was lying on a bed of books. The books were placed next to each other like tiles, forming a smooth surface. He was riddled with fear. He slowly stood up, trembling. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing, but what he was seeing was real: he was standing on a not-so-big bed of books, in the middle of which he realized he was standing after scanning the area. A grey cloud covered the whole sky. He could barely see the horizon, which was not too far off before him. Still trembling, he slowly turned about him. He could pinpoint the curved rim of the horizon in the midst of the grey sky that had plunged into something black. His heart was beating faster by the minute. He looked down, mouth agape, and gently lowered himself down onto the books. Although the air was mild and still, enclosed under that dome-like space, there was sweat running down his forehead and temples. There was no sound there, nothing stirred. He pressed down on the books with his palms to test their stability. When he was assured that the books would not give, he picked one up to investigate what was under it. There was another book under it. He did the same in other areas, finding nothing but books. The books were lain next to and on top of each other with precision, nothing holding them together. His brain wasn’t functioning and although his heart wasn’t racing as it was before, he could still hear his heartbeat, loud and clear. He wiped the sweat off his face with his shirt sleeve. He was scoping the surrounding area with bulging eyes, worried. His lips were dry and his knees were still shaking. He put his hands on them to try and stop them, but the shaking transferred through his hands to his shoulders and sides. He put his forehead on a book and clasped his hands firmly around his head. He had no control over his movements. He lay down on his back. Nothing had changed in that grey cloud above his head. He wasn’t even sure that what he was seeing was a cloud. There wasn’t the slightest motion in that ceiling-like canopy. Where am I? Where is this place? He uttered these questions softly, and instantly and with a swift motion sat up straight, anxiously looking about him again. He gently stood up and walked forward on the books until he reached one of the edges of the surface. He then carefully turned his head and looked at the other three. He had just fully realized that he was standing on a tower made of books. He thought about approaching the very edge of the tower to check out its height and depth, but the shaking in his knees got worse with the first step. He gingerly bent down and placed his hands, one after the other, on the books, firmly pressing on them before moving to be sure of the stability of his intended path. He crept closer to the tower’s edge like that, but stopped short, turned his head and looked at the books over which he had just moved, and saw that they hadn’t moved an inch. He didn’t dare move on, because he wasn’t certain of the stability of the tower’s edge. He stretched his neck and looked down below, astonished at what he saw: the tower was standing in a calm black sea. What he saw frightened him, and he retracted his head. The only audible sound was the beating of his own heart. He stayed still and closed his eyes. After collecting himself a little, he looked down again, and it seemed to him that the tower didn’t rise too far above the sea level. After pausing a bit, he quietly turned around and crawled on all fours to the spot where he was sitting before. He was skimming over the books as he moved forward with lowered head, but he wasn’t paying any attention to the writing on them. After he got himself away from the edge, he lay down on his belly and stretched his arms out, cross-like. He stared at the horizon and asked himself, Where am I? He was still trembling; he turned over and lay on his back. The image of a boat registered itself on his mind. He sat straight up and scanned the area. He unconsciously thought about dry land, an island, yet he could see nothing but a black sea with his bare eyes. He sat there for some time, trying to focus his thoughts, which proved pointless. He stood up, tried to get a hold of his nerves. He cautiously walked over the books, with each step discovering the strength of the tower. He went to the edge again, firmly gripping it and looking down, barely able to detect from which point exactly the tower had projected up from the black sea. He stretched his neck further out to look at the outer wall of the tower. The books were organized like bricks one on top of the other. He then went to another side and found the same thing, and inspected the other two sides curiously as well. Since he found nothing special there, he went back and stood in the center, looking out to the horizon. Suddenly, he lost control and shouted, but didn’t hear the echo of his voice. By the time he closed his lips together, it was as if he hadn’t screamed at all. He got hysterical and shouted again, this time with all his might. He still couldn’t hear a thing when he ran out of breath. He choked up. To change his mood, he bent down and picked up one of the books, skeptically eyed it and thinking to himself,Each one of these books has a world to tell, but here, knowing or not knowing is the same for me. The books were the ground under his feet; the book in his hand seemed to him like a handful of earth. He opened the book, held it before his eyes and without paying any attention to the writing, turned the pages. Every page further separated him from the darkness. He closed the book. Despair cast a shadow on his face. He looked at the sea with childish yearnings and thought, There is no sign of land in this sea, and no way out. Although he believed what was happening to be real, some force inside him refused to accept this reality. He wanted to live, to stay alive. He tried to vigorously shake those thoughts out of his head. The conflicting emotions between hope and despair racing through him took all his energy. The hope to find a way out on the one hand, and the dark and hopeless reality he was caught in on the other hand, consumed him. Every effort to find a way out was a dead end, yet each time he would give up planning and searching for the way out, his present circumstances would become intolerable. His world consisted of three elements: water, books and a grey sky. And of these, only the second was tangible to him. He brushed a hand over the books, then looked at his fingers, but didn’t see any dust on them. He wished for a hill under his feet rather than a pile of books. A sandy hill or one covered in flowers and plants, it made no difference to him. To touch the warm sand, to pick and smell wild flowers, to watch birds fly away at the sound of his footsteps, pebbles slipping under his feet. How lucky he could feel if all that were real, if he could feel the warmth of the sun on his skin. Thinking about the sun and its warmth made him happy, momentarily forgetting where he was. No light was shining from anywhere, or reflecting on anything where he was. He could only feel it in his imagination. Light had been trapped somewhere in space, wavering between grey and black. He was so lost in thought that the book suddenly fell from his hand, one page of it tearing off and spiraling down like a feather, landing on the bed of books. On that page he saw an image of a man digging a pit. He promptly sat down, took several books and neatly stacked them elsewhere. He continued to do so until a pit was scooped out, gradually deepening. When he couldn’t reach down for more books, he jumped in and placed a few more up at the edge of the pit. Now he was so deep down in the pit that his hand couldn’t reach its edge. He tried to stand on his tiptoes, but the books instantly fell out of his hand into the pit. He peered down into the pit, but it was so dark that it reminded him of the black sea. He was afraid that the sea water would penetrate in, regretting what he had done, blaming himself for it. In one fell swoop, he immediately threw all the books from the edge back into the pit, and rapidly arranged them at the base. Little by little, the pit filled up. When he was done arranging, he lay there on his back, stretching his arms out. He wasn’t sure that he had put the books back in their proper places, a doubt that horrified him. He imagined that he was inside a balloon going up to the sky. At that moment, he was both afraid of the balloon bursting, and of it crashing on the very ground where he thought he would feel safe and secure. For him nothing and no one played a major role. He could neither go anywhere, nor think about anything specific. He was afraid that to be free, any minute his soul would leave his body. He touched his ribs, pressed his hand on his forehead, thinking that if his soul were lost, it wouldn’t take long before his bones would start to melt, and his body would turn into a tall, swollen sack with two pathetic eyes lying there motionless. He lifted his head and again looked at that dark world where he was trapped. It depressed him, erasing the word, Hope, from his mind. He lay on his back again and closed his eyes, falling asleep shortly after. Neither could his breathing be heard, nor did his body move, but he was indeed alive and dreaming that he was sitting at the tower’s edge, hugging his knees and looking at the horizon.          


  


  


  A cold breeze started blowing, and the sea rocked like a cradle. He touched his face, which had refreshed again in the gentle air. He smiled and moved his head gently from side to side like a child. Suddenly, masses that seemed like big white blocks emerged all over the sea, undulating briefly before submerging again. He got flustered from seeing this and quickly retreated. He thought he was hallucinating. He was staring at the sea with astonished eyes, when the white blocks reemerged, and went under again after brief undulations. His heart was beating faster and his eyes were peeled, incredulously. For the third time, white blocks of various sizes rose above the sea level. He turned around, realizing to his surprise, that they were all over, bobbing up and down at intervals from each other. He was afraid that one of them might collide with the tower and knock it down. He carefully moved closer to the edge and looked down. The closest block was almost twenty meters away from the tower. He scanned the area, noticing that the rocks were about equidistant from his tower. They were still bobbing up and down, sinking and then reappearing on the surface. He gradually regained his composure, calmed his nerves, no longer afraid of them. Instead, a vague joy replaced the fear in his eyes. He got busy examining them with more concentration. Although it was unknown what they were made of, he thought they might be rocks or floating icebergs. When they reappeared, he was no longer thinking about their property, but about something to do, though nothing would come to mind, and he would pace about restlessly, staring at them when they resurfaced. He was happy they were there, because a new element had been added to his world. But he lamented the fact that he couldn’t use that fourth element to save himself. Like someone stuck in quicksand, he was reaching for something to pull himself out with, but his hands couldn’t reach anything. Without giving it a thought, he quickly grabbed one of the books and threw it towards one of the white blocks with all his might, but it fell and disappeared into the water before reaching it. He looked up and saw no change in the grey sky. The white blocks were continuing to bounce up and down. He thought of throwing himself into the water and swimming towards one of them, but he didn’t dare actualize the thought because he knew nothing about that black sea or the white masses. He wasn’t even sure that they would continue bobbing up and down. Optimistically, he waited for them to be still in the water, which was how he planned to reach one of them and save himself using it as a boat. He even thought that those white blocks could be the caps of tall mountains, that would rise when the seawater ebbed and subsided. He imagined gazelles and birds on those mountains, and thought that after crossing the range, he would happen upon a beautiful village with hospitable people, and would join their festivities and celebrations, partake of their delicious food, listen to their captivating stories, toil alongside them on their farms, and one by one, ride their swift-footed horses, on the back of one of which he would rest and then return to his own land one sunny morning. In order for what he had imagined to materialize, he decided to be patient and wait. So he softly sat back down and whispered.          


  


  


  I will climb those mountains and stretch my arms out like an eagle’s wings, and relinquish myself, feather-light, to the wind. A great joy awaits me. When the mountains are behind me, I will immerse myself in the golden wheat fields of the first village. I will strip and swim in a roaring river, then expunge the fatigue from my body on a slab of stone under the sun.    


  


  


  His eyes were closed onto the reality before him, and his lips apart from this sweet dream. In his mind’s eye, he was gliding all over, but his blissful imaginary journey was not so long, because as soon as he opened his eyes, his mind reflected what stood before it like a mirror. With open eyes he saw the white blocks still floating up and disappearing into the water. To be able to wait and be patient, you have to believe that the present situation will improve in the near future, but he didn’t know where he was, in the dark about the kind of future he was going to have. So for him, patience was meaningless, for he was in an ambiguous world. Now he understood very well that in the absence of possibilities, to have the will and the right to choose were nothing more than meaningless words. So all he could do was to keep up his morale, for his life and death depended on it-- albeit that only having a strong will to live was not enough to save him, but at least it could save his spirit from imploding and crashing into an abyss. He was sitting, waiting for a savior, having lost all hope of getting out of there by himself. But who, and where would this person come from? Although he had no answer, just posing the question was a testament to his resistance against a despair so destructive that given the opportunity, would grow colossally and swallow his feeble body. Meanwhile, sitting there, he started to count the white blocks, but before counting fifteen, they disappeared into the water. His eyes fell on one that was still on the surface on the distant horizon. When they reappeared, he started counting again, and this time he had counted eighteen before they disappeared. He was surprised to see that one was still above board, so he carefully watched it, noticing that it was moving in a distinct way. He turned and looked around, but didn’t see anything special. When they all emerged and submerged one more round, he noticed the unusual one advancing, looking bigger now. He immediately stood up, and to see it better, pressed his eyes so hard that tears rolled from them. He wiped his eyes with his shirt sleeve and looked at the horizon again. He thought that it might be something else. He was encouraged by seeing it, even if he couldn’t yet identify what it was. He was slowly assured of the fact that it was something else, since contrary to the other blocks, not only did it not submerge, but it was getting closer by the minute. It seemed like a white sail on a boat, or a bird flying towards him with open wings. He was so happy when he noticed it soaring and plunging that he wanted to leap out of his skin. He jumped up and down, screaming for joy, happier the closer it got. Knowing the waiting game was over made him so happy that tears rolled down his cheeks. Now he could visibly see that the thing lightly landed on of one of the white blocks when they plopped up onto the surface, flying off it again into the sky until the blocks reappeared on the water. It was neither a bird nor a white sail, but an apparition in human form, covered from head to toe in something like velvet cloth, that would stretch its arms out like an eagle when jumping to fly off. He joyfully waved to the apparition, welcoming the newly-arrived being, which he believed to be his savior. When the apparition got closer, he noticed that the space around it was lit up, causing him to rejoice even more fervently. When it had almost reached the tower, he cried loudly: Hello my friend, welcome. I am so happy to see you! He then stepped back to make room for it. Just then the apparition landed on one of the white blocks closest to the tower, leaping off it into the air and flying off. In a voice rippling with fear and anxiety, he told the apparition: Come here to the tower; come sit beside me. There is enough room here for both of us. But the apparition didn’t land onto the tower; instead, it stepped onto another white block that had reappeared on the other side of the tower, leaping off again. He hurried to the other side, saying in a loud voice: Come here, it’s ok, the tower won’t collapse. I was anxious too at first, but then realized it’s very stable. To get no reaction from the apparition was a bit disappointing. He saw that rather than paying him the slightest attention or landing onto the tower, it leapt off another white block on yet another side instead. Being ignored angered him, and he shouted: Why don’t you come? You must be tired from a long journey. Do you hear me? Do you understand me? You must be very hungry, like me. Unfortunately though, I have no food to offer. There was no change in the pattern of the apparition. It leapt off the same white block from which he had already done so when first approaching the tower, circling around it. :Why are you silent? Don’t you understand what I am saying? Where are you from? Have you come to save me? Come to me! But he was crying this to the back of the apparition. When the white blocks floated up again, it jumped onto one of them and leapt away from the tower. He asked in a heartrending voice: Where are you going? The tower is here. I assure you that it won’t ever collapse. Once the white blocks reappeared, the apparition moved even further from the tower, away from him, towards the same exact direction from where it had come. He screamed from the bottom of his heart: Don’t go; don’t leave me alone here. The apparition showed no reaction, indifferently returning to where is came from. His gut- wrenching cries dissipated without reverberating. It didn’t take long for his vocal cords to stop working and for his knees to shake so hard that he could no longer stand. His face had turned blood-red, and veins rippled under the skin of his forehead and temples, his eyes veiled behind a screen of tears. The apparition flew on, receding as each leap into space distanced it further from the tower, which only intensified the agony he was enduring, lying on the books, writhing like a child. Tears ran down his cheeks and dripped onto the books. He lifted his head for a second to watch the apparition, but there was no longer any trace of it. He had lost all hope. The one he had deemed his savior had abandoned him without casting even so much as a glance onto him. His boundless euphoria at having beheld the apparition was replaced by gut-wrenching groans that went unheard. He lifted his head once more and looked at the horizon, hoping maybe he could see it, but he detected nothing white on that grey horizon. Not much time had passed since he had first seen the apparition there. Its appearance had given him a new lease on life, and now that it was gone without leaving a trace, he was losing that new life. As he was groaning and writhing, he was suddenly thrown from the tower, awaking from his sleep. His trembling body was covered in hot sweat. He had a slight headache. He rubbed his eyes with the back of his hands, realizing that he had been dreaming. He looked around: the black sea down below was quite calm and there was no sign of those white blocks or an apparition. He was happy that he was still alive, but his happiness was not to last -- he was still on the tower of books, and nothing new had been added to his world of three elements.    


  


  


  The search for the roots of dreams and nightmares turns the waking hours into either a sweet slumber or a stormy one. Having sweet dreams again becomes a yearning, and nightmares, a fear. The eyes that satisfy the soul’s necessity for beauty, will satisfy it even when closed. He who ignores beauty in all its forms, will experience nightmares when asleep.    


  


  


  Still, and with his head lowered, he thought of the apparition, which had turned its back on him and disappeared into the horizon, oblivious to him. Although it was just a dream, he was continuing to be affected by it. He remembered those white masses, whose whiteness had fueled his hopes for survival. He thought to himself, I dreamt all those things in this foreign place. If the apparition had taken me with it, where would I have ended up now? He struggled to encourage himself, and to conjure a clear picture of what he had dreamt, but he couldn’t help but remember the indifference of the apparition, and it was this indifference that made him lose his mind. He wondered why it hadn’t listened to him, come to him on the tower. He thought that perhaps it hadn’t had the strength to fly up to its top. He was entrenched in these thoughts as if it hadn’t all been but a dream, as if it had all happened in reality. He thought to somehow lower the height of the tower, but he didn’t want to throw any books into the sea, because he couldn’t take them back in case he needed them again. He was thinking of how to accomplish this without throwing any extra books away. He decided then to transfer books from one side of the pillar to the other, so it would take the shape of a giant set of steps. After seriously considering it, he changed his mind. He had another idea: he instantly gathered several books and stacked them in the center, little by little constructing a narrower column there. He then took the books around the narrow column and stacked them around the edge of the tower, creating a barricade all around the perimeter of the pillar, half a meter high. By moving the books, he had created a new space. He slowly circled the narrow column in the middle. It felt for an instant that he was in the ruins of an ancient structure. For the first time since he had found himself in that strange world, he was taking note of his environment, having become more present through the change. He was understanding that one could make life more comfortable for oneself even with small changes in one’s environment, even if only for a short while. He had another idea: right away, he removed some books from the center of the barricade on one side, piling them on its sides, opening an entrance in the barricade by doing so. Then, without looking behind him, he walked backwards, but his back abruptly hit the narrow column, which caused several books to fall off of it. Flustered, he turned towards his fallen memorial column -- which had no commemorative words on it -- and looked at it. He kicked it with his foot, and the other half caved it. He then reorganized the books on the tower, and leveled them. He then restored things to its original form. He was no longer thinking about his dream, nor about what he was doing. Even if he arranged the books in the shape of a boat, he still wouldn’t be able to get himself out of there with it. All he could do to keep himself busy was to displace books. But with this work he was leaving a mark on his thoughts and morale, which inspired new mental pictures and ideas for moving the books, all of which prevented him from sinking into thought. He no longer thought about the apparition. He had even forgotten that his original intention was to lower the height of the tower, so that in the event the apparition should return, it could comfortably land on it. Now, he did whatever came to mind, without considering it, and did whatever he could -- circumstances- permitting -- to avoid anything that could block his thinking. If something were to happen there, whether in the sea, on the horizon, or in the sky, he could easily notice it, as there was nothing obstructing his field of vision. He wished something would happen to save him. At this moment, the thought occurred to him that there are always things happening that go unseen behind walls, so in order to create the favorable conditions, he decided to build a wall with the books in the middle of the tower. He neither thought or hesitated, rather, started gathering books from all over, stacking them on top of each other in the middle of the area, away from the edge. Gradually, a wall was forged and growing taller, and as soon as it was so high that he couldn’t see the other side, he stepped back and looked at the wall behind which he was expecting something to happen. Then he sat down right there in front of the wall and closed his eyes, trying to imagine a sunny day: the sound of water flowing in a stream surrounded by sycamores standing at uneven distances, the sound of birds chirping in the branches covered in new leaves, and the sound of a dog playing with a little boy. On the right of the stream stood a strapping tree, a hundred meters or so from the sycamores. Not far from it, two men were busy building a house. He follows the sound of running water, and reaches a point where he can no longer hear the water flow. There, the stream is flowing over a vast bed of white stones. A black horse whose mane is gleaming under a mellow spring sun is drinking water. With its thirst quenched, it lifts its head, shakes it rapidly, neighs, steps firmly out of the water, and gallops away. He wants to follow the horse, but turns his head towards the bewitching song of a bird sitting on a boulder in the water. He watches its colorful feathers shimmer in the sun. He walks into the water listening to the bird, which takes flight as soon as he draws close to it. He hears the sound of flowing water again. The stream is flowing under a thicket of bushes. As he leaves the bushes behind, a beautiful shadowless lake appears before his eyes. A few swans float towards him from the other side of the lake. A rare allure lies hidden in their movement on the water. He praises the beauty and elegance in their proud poise. When they reach him, they gently hover in place on the lake, waiting for him to throw them something, but his pockets are empty. Ashamed, he with his eyes he follows the swans leaving him until they fly away. He yearningly stares at them in the sky, and when he lowers his eyes, the lake is all but gone.              


  


  


  


  The sweet moments of reverie dissipated. Imagining a sunny day and all that beauty had left him wide open, and a faint smile formed on the corners of his mouth. He wished he could draw what he had imagined, but he had no paper or pencil. Although the world he had dreamt was beyond reach, at least he was able to imagine it and in doing so, console himself. He spontaneously picked up one of the books and opened it. It was a collection of short stories. Although he had no desire to read, he decided to read the shortest story from the collection, so he lay on the books and started to read.
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