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BOULEVARD WREN


Lorcan Dooly will only usually sleep in his darkened box-room five storeys up. There is no bed. There’s a plastic lounge chair. Recently he’s been sleeping outside.


He is wearing a horizontal peach band of late evening sun across his nose. Black slits of pupils reduce under the glare when his irises expand outwards in reptilian clouds. He is forcing his eyelids open. A new vein appears in his neck. It is baby blue and runs up from his shoulder blades to the base of his jaw. Above is an aching mouth, agape, full of false acrylic teeth, pearlescent with glints of mucosal enamel edges. Nostrils curl to sneeze. His open throat makes little bubbly sounds. Then the sunlight passes and his skin is grey again.


His jaw relaxes. The concrete path in front of his eyes looks starry as he slumps alone in the passenger seat of the Flapmagnet down Fintan’s Lane, dazzled a bit. He counts the floating objects that slide across his path of vision. He wonders about how they look – like magnified bacteria he once saw in a documentary about germs. He is concerned that the floaters will ruin his dream.


There’s a wind outside the car that would strip skin off you. The ears pick up on its whistle and he uses that to focus himself back on the memory of the sunlight.


It’s been this way every evening now, 8.10 p.m., with the streak of good weather that’s blessed the place. He’s been trying his best to dream in the magic hour, that perfect moment of golden evening warmth where everything feels like love. The best dreams are dreamt in the magic hour, vibrating passages with vulgar yellows that make skies purple from lens flares. But Lorcan’s dreams are mostly overcast. Greens become an ashy dull silver. Bricks are a flaccid brown. A hazy monotonous glut with no definition around the edges. No feeling in the gut.


So Lorcan tilts his neck back and uses long crinkly fingers to pinch down between his eyes. His forehead pulses tense from trying to memorise the evening sunlight. With a steady hand, he feels his way up his chest and retrieves the zolpidem pill that’s been resting in his shirt pocket. It is placed in his mouth. His eyes are fixed on nothing in particular, cradling the exclusive memory of that peachy bronze glare of magic light which dazzled into his brain, holding firmly the internal sensation of contentment that orange sunlight gives upon his belly. The Chinese zolpidem acts fast. His Slumbo device is fully charged on his wrist, and the phone is too. His eyelids have hammers hanging off them. The darkening road and houses drool into themselves with the sleeping pill drizzle.


He is asleep in the front seat, the vintage white Nike cap resting at a forty-five-degree angle on his skull. Inside the car it is dark except for the pulsing LED light of the Slumbo, which inhales and exhales a citrus-green glow from his wrist. It plays on the shapes of his face. It blinks three times and turns purple when Lorcan enters REM sleep. The phone lights up momentarily as the Slumbo app begins to monitor the pulses of the veins in his arm. The car’s interior is bathed in the LED glow. The light is a steady, rhythmic calm purple lung.


The Flapmagnet is a faded red 1996 Honda Civic jalopy that was a hand-me-down from the dead brother, Eugene Dooly. Eugene who died when Lorcan was a kid. It is Lorcan’s now. It stands on blocks down Fintan’s Lane, to the back of his room, no wheels. It’s the only car there that could still be called a car and not just a decommissioned petrol vehicle serving as a domicile. It is covered with a tarp when Lorcan’s not in it, safe from the winds. On the darkened back window is a vinyl decal that spells out FLAPMAGNET, along with Eugene’s old 085 mobile number. Fine motor, one of the last of its kind in Limerick city. Peacock spoilers on the back, low to the ground. The bonnet is a quare matt pink from several summers of salt air below in Kilkee. Inside it welches of cigarette ghosts from a rusted-out ash tray. The fixtures on the dash have that grey injection-moulded plastic pockmark texture that smooths around the doors where decades of bowld hands have touched it. The worn-away rubber cover of the gearstick exposes its geriatric metal, which makes your hands smell like iron when they’re on the wheel. It was a coveted boy-racer Civic that made the ould wans of Limerick long to be seen in the front seat, window down, Tiesto blaring. The Flapmagnet is now an antique chariot of shame. You’d need the right carbon permit to even turn the key in the ignition, and it’d cost a few quid for that, even then. The running engine is only for show – usually at a designated meet-up of ould racer heads once a year when the wheels are on, the manky petrol engine announcing itself with foul plumes and roaring the way that electric transport doesn’t, ould lads cheering on with a nationalistic pride, remembering things before the collapse. Lorcan wouldn’t dare give it road in Limerick or the guards would be involved.


The sun is dead and gone. Outside the car is wearing black. The phone beeps. Lorcan jolts awake with an urgency on him and grabs it in both hands. The app informs him that his Slumbo is rendering. He leaves the seat of the Flapmagnet and sits on its bonnet in the hopes of getting better reception to speed up the progress bar.


Scunter and Boulevard Wren mangle out of a shadow at the back of Fintan’s Lane. They move towards the rear of the Flapmagnet, the nephews of Deccy Wren, a big fat tomcat of a man. The two of them come down from the Metal Nest, the Wren clan’s walled encampment, which is cut into a crossroads where several lanes converge. There’s no escaping the Wrens. Sharp figures with a pair of vicious heads on them pointed at Lorcan, the sort of youngflas who’d carry a screwdriver instead of a blade.


When a Wren eats cooked meat, they’ll rub the juices on their necks like it’s a perfume, to advertise to the laneway that they’ve been eating like princes. Lorcan’s attention is too stuck into the rendering screen of the Slumbo app to hear when they crawl up behind him. But a dark gust carries that scarce fragrance of greasy beef and it slides up Lorcan’s nostrils and down to his tongue. He salivates and turns to face the smell. Fuck, it’s the two boys.


Scunter: Show us your phone, Lorcan.


Boulevard: Fuck you doing down here, Towerboy?


Scunter: You after doing a Slumbo, is it?


Lorcan: I’m only looking for a bit of reception here, lads. I haven’t slept since last night – and I deleted it anyway, wasn’t worth the look.


Boulevard: We seen the purple light coming off your wrist from inside the car, Lorcan. We were watching from back there the whole time while you were asleep, like.


Scunter: Why are you lying to us, Lorcan? You asking for slaps? Give us the phone – we only want to see.


Lorcan: It’s not rendered.


Scunter: Are you watching this foxy cunt here, Boulevard?


Cheeky prick with his filthy petrol exhaust. It’s ones like him who killed all the geese stone dead.


Boulevard: Choked them out of the sky. And the wasps too. No geese or wasps because of him and those like him.


Scunter: He’s lying to us, after we saw the wrist glowing purple and all. He’s cooking up a Slumbo, alright.


Lorcan peeks through a blindy breeze that brings sand with it, trying to size up the severity of the brothers’ expressions through the murk. The night wind belts off the Wrens’ blocky faces. It doesn’t bring on a squint like it does to Lorcan. The Wrens can stare into the wind down here in the lanes.


Lorcan: I wasn’t lying. I don’t have one now. I will have one – it’s just not ready. There’s shit reception or something. It won’t render to the app.


Boulevard: He’s been banging Aoife Tannam from the 2012 Punto five cars down. I seen the two of them last week shifting in the backseat of his Flapmagnet.


Scunter: Are you having dreams about her, you fucking pervert? And then you’ll have a greedy wank at it down this lane? What would you be doing if we weren’t here? Pulling the belly off yourself, is it?


Boulevard: I’d say you’re right, Scunter.


Scunter: You sick bastard, Lorcan. Is that why you won’t show us the Slumbo? I bet you got a good look at her – she stuck into your mind, every crease on her, and the passion inside your heart too, the longing for it, boy, loads of detail, the triumph when you came, is it? Is that what’s on the Slumbo? Let me feel that triumph. You twisted greasy gowl. You make me sick.


Lorcan: I don’t even know her – what would she be doing even talking to me? She doesn’t know I exist.


Scunter: My hole. Show us your thoughts of her, or I’ll take it off you and give it to Uncle Deccy. He’s mad for notions of young wans.


Boulevard: Deccy’ll come looking for her if he gets a squint of a Slumbo of her. Show us now, and Deccy Wren can stay out of it.


Lorcan: I don’t get dirty ones.


Scunter: What ones do you get, then?


Lorcan: I dunno, stuff goes wrong with the rendering. It doesn’t pull down the images off the servers properly – they get mashed up or something – and then the Slumbos come out gammy. I just delete them.


Boulevard: Spoofing fool. He’s hiding memory tits in that. Will I take it off him, Scunter?


Scunter: G’wan.


Boulevard lurches forward with a scabbed fist and snatches the phone from Lorcan’s hand. The Slumbo has rendered. Scunter lays his shoulders behind Boulevard and his inch-thick rose-gold link chain is dwarfed by the big mad neck on him. The phone screen makes the laneway glow. A rush of anger throbs into Lorcan. He has a think about taking the phone back until he sees the healed-over cuts and burns lit up on the Wren brothers’ faces. Dangerous fuckers. Instead, he meekly moves over close to them to squint at the screen.


Scunter Wren pokes a blistery tongue out over his lip, his eyes mad wide with a dog’s hunger. Lorcan watches on with a fear over him, unsure of what the Wrens will see. The Slumbo begins to play on the screen in Boulevard’s hand.


It depicts a cold bare room. It is a monotone unhappy grey. The floor and walls are one, no brickwork or tiles. Sparse detail. There are no windows, no doors. No evidence of an entry or exit point. The video is mostly low resolution, with flickering moments of high definition. In the centre of the room is a metal bath, filled with water, which switches from being transparent liquid to mercurially opaque at random intervals. A naked elderly man suddenly appears in the bath. He is thin, pale and freckled with liver spots. He has no genitals or nipples. His eyes sometimes disappear and reappear. He raises one leg and begins to wash his calf with a sponge in a back-and-forth motion. At exactly 00:17 of the video the calf is a shaven feminine calf, but it quickly returns to being an elderly man’s calf. When this happens, the old man’s left leg grows outwards and inwards in rhythm with the back-and-forth sponge motion. The leg then continues to grow outwards only, until it is several metres long. There is no sound in this Slumbo, except at 00:22, when the man’s leg extends fully, insect like, to beyond the limits of the room. At this point he utters, ‘That’s too much. I’m not paying money like that for a train to Portlaoise.’ The video ends abruptly.


Boulevard: What the fuck was that? What sensation was that supposed to be?


Lorcan: I dunno, they’re like that sometimes.


Scunter: Where were the memory tits? I was expecting a soul horn. I got a bad buzz off that, cuz. I felt nothing from it. Taste of metal and farts inside in my heart after that.


Lorcan: I don’t get dirty ones.


Boulevard: Howld on, Scunter, whisht. What do you mean, Lorcan? This is what arrives on your Slumbo? A naked old man with no eyes going to Portlaoise?


Lorcan: He wasn’t going to Portlaoise – he said he wouldn’t pay the money to go to Portlaoise.


Scunter: Why does he want to go to Portlaoise? Are the tits waiting for him above in Portlaoise? That’s put a brain on me like a battered cat. I’ll be needing a drink later now. Why was his leg going long?


Lorcan: I don’t know. I don’t know why any of them are like this.


Boulevard: Well, it was your dream, man. Why are you dreaming about an old lad washing his leg? Who wants to see that? Who’d watch that?


Lorcan: No one wants to watch that – that’s why I delete them. I don’t put them online. I can’t do good dreams. I just can’t.


Scunter: You couldn’t put that online. Burn it.


Boulevard: What were you trying to dream about?


Lorcan: I want to dream like I’m belting around Limerick in a Civic during the 1990s in the evening, what my brother used to tell me about. I was trying to memorise the colour of the sun before I did a zolpidem.


Boulevard: Jaysus, that’d be a good one now. Didn’t Deccy have a Subaru back then too? Some days they were, I’d say.


Scunter: Mortified for you, man, you weird bollix. We stuck the Slumbo on the junkie Conlon with the arseways poisoned mind on him, held him down and shot him his brown, and what we saw on the screen after was weird ta fuck, but there were feelings to be felt from it at least.


Boulevard: Truth, bang of impatience off it there was, got me in the belly. I’d tell cunts I couldn’t sleep, Lorcan boy. I’d say I was afflicted with mind damage before I’d show anyone a Slumbo like that leaking out of me onto my wrist. Go’way with your lanky dreams. I’d get the head leathered off me if I took that to Deccy.


Scunter and Boulevard Wren claw away down the lane with the same whispery movements they came with. Scunter throws an eye back towards Lorcan. The creases of intrigued confusion around his mouth melt off into a black shadow – it blankets the pair of them. There’s an embarrassment over Lorcan. He’s jamming the key quareways into the rusted hole of the Flapmagnet door, locking it shut.


The cornflower glow of the phone licks his face out of the dark. His thumb flicks through the Slumbo app, and he deletes his latest effort of the ould lad in the tin bath. His mind is groggy from jolting himself out of the dream, and the zolpidem tablet from earlier still has him tired. But there’s no hope of going back dreaming after the incident with the Wrens. Over by the dustbins an orange cat has a kitten in her mouth softly by the back of its neck. She drags it underneath a rusty old 2014 Toyota Corolla that’s stuffed to the windows with blankets and women’s clothes.


***


ABOUT YOUR NEW SLUMBO


Slumbo is about you. It is about you knowing yourself, knowing others. It is about you being the best you can be. Slumbo’s deep catharsis pieces your dreams together from elements of images, sounds or videos already online. The collective visual and auditory reservoir of the internet is cut up and re-assembled by our software into an engaging, fully formed end result based on what you were just dreaming. What you experience on the Slumbo app when you wake up is an accurate interpretation of the dream you just had.


All of the historical data of human online behaviour is source material for the Slumbo to extrapolate from. The taste of your sweat, the beat of your heart, the pace of your breath are all analysed through the Slumbo wrist attachment to inform this process. All you have to do is sleep.


A Slumbo is more visceral than a video of the world recorded with a camera. The camera is a mechanical recreation of the eye. It takes in light, then feeds it back out on a screen in two dimensions – a copy of a very shallow and simple interpretation of reality. Slumbo transcends this. The experience of reality is more than pictures and sounds. Anyone who’s ever dreamed will know this. Dreams are more than sounds and pictures. Dreams contain emotions, sensations, tastes.


The Slumbo mines the depths of the human unconscious and can depict intense emotions in a way that video cannot. You will feel hope, anger, regret, ecstasy, elation, sadness, hopelessness and even pain. A fully rendered Slumbo is the epic theatre of your emotions for others to experience as if they were dreaming your dream, for you to distribute to those who matter to you. Share your dreams.


***


Lorcan is eating fermented spuds from a bowl in his living quarters. His Slumbo wrist attachment is charging by the wall. The LED is orange and is the only source of artificial light in the tiny enclosure. He watches the metallic smoke coming down on Limerick tonight. It shimmers distant above Garryowen like bloody windshields. Lorcan’s box-room has enough room to sit, but not enough to lie down, and enough insulation to not be skinned by the wind. He shuffles to the double-glazed slit of a window and squints down at the lane outside. Moonlight creates a white rectangle on his gaunt face. His fingers are in his mouth again. He’s breathing the way goats do, loud and wet from the nostrils, and he’s biting the skin of his thumb. Worried eyes monitor the Flapmagnet below. From his window, Fintan’s Lane has a broken-head look to it – busted up metal bones of fences lining either side with a worn pathway down the centre. The lane produces wallops and whoops when the streetlights go off at midnight, anxious noises out of the residents who live in the old decommissioned petrol cars that rest up on blocks. The cars glow green and purple from all the dreaming going on inside. The lane stinks of hot piss and chemical liquor and dog shit. The Wrens patrol the lane and batter the cars with lengths of steel wire, just for the noise and the fear of it, all the Wren brothers and sisters selling uppers and downers and Chinese sleeping tablets, opiates and boner pills. Bothering people about their dreams, demanding to see their Slumbos, especially the dirty ones, the ones that don’t get shared online – the quare ould dreams, the ones with secrets in them. The Wrens collect them and give them to Uncle Deccy for his hard drive full of everyone else’s dreams. Deccy the dream farmer who’ll auction your deepest ecstasy or pain online to the highest bidder.


There’s cracks ringing out to the left of Lorcan’s eye. Scunter Wren is climbing up on the bonnet of a rusty Toyota Starlet – it’s groaning pure denty. You can hear the wind ballooning the vinyl of his trouser legs, flapping like sails. The two Higgins twins are glowing purple with the REM sleep inside. Scunter’s hounding the bonnet with the metal wire, his mad fringe flailing over his head in the moon. Dead-bird head on him. He’s howling hoarse. ‘Deccy’s hungry, lads. Deccy wants to ate yere feelings with no salt – show us his dinner.’ Seeing this makes Lorcan shunt away from the window slit. He lets out a breath the size of a lung. The release of relief. He is experiencing a hum of safety, aware of the privilege of living in accommodation above the lane and not being down inside in a decommissioned car with the Wrens quizzing him every time he sleeps.


There’s a faded poster on Lorcan’s wall of an old green Subaru drifting, plumes of dirty purple polluting smoke trailing off the tyres. The poster makes his thoughts fly back to his older brother and the mad stories he would tell Lorcan as a young child. How Lorcan would stare up, with his eyes wide open, visualising every detail from Eugene’s words. He can see his eyebrow piercing and the thick Dax Wax making his hair shine. Lorcan can smell his brother’s spicy Paco Rabanne aftershave in the room, can hear his excited voice telling the stories of racing and modding cars and blaring out tunes, doing doughnuts in car parks and waking up half of Limerick down by the docks. The bright apple red of the Flapmagnet, the first Civic in Limerick to have light strips underneath, big sub bass in the back of the boot. Holes drilled into exhausts so they roar like an obscene metal bullfrog. ‘The beures watching, the beures dripping from watching cars, boy, feeling the rumbles of the Civic climbing up their calves.’ The forgotten stenches of burning petrol and motor oil that would creep up your nose and trigger a little feeling of excitement in your brain. ‘The fumes, Lorcan, you’d nearly want to drink the petrol. Best feeling in the world, man. Buzzing.’ Eugene’s stories were what the Slumbo app would refer to as Lorcan’s ‘locus of happiness’, the early memories of bliss that all humans experience. The stories were Lorcan’s first true feelings of happiness and contentment. ‘It is these locus-of-happiness moments which produce the most sharable Slumbo content. Dream happy.’


Lorcan forgets his box-room and the shit-soaked lanes of old petrol cars that stretch out violently on any bit of dry ground left in Limerick city. He’s not worried about the Wrens or the Canavans or the Houlihans or who runs where. He’s not thinking about when the stories stopped. He’s not trying to remember how Eugene disappeared. He’s lost in a daydream of safe contentment rooted in childhood pleasure.


He wraps the rubber strap of the Slumbo around his wrist. It glows green. His mind is calmly focused on the feelings of contentment. He carefully removes a zolpidem from his shirt pocket and slumps into the plastic lounger for a deep sleep and the hope of a dream worth putting online.


The pink slit of morning light has him awake at seven. There’s no noise coming in from Fintan’s Lane because the Wrens are above resting in their rusty Nest. He opens the Slumbo app on his phone to scroll the timeline of other users’ dreams.


The viral Slumbo Yank, Santander Nash, has recently uploaded a dream that has received sixty-four million views in twelve hours. Lorcan watches Santander’s Slumbo, which takes place in a vivid green pine forest. It has a detailed soundscape of fresh running water and can elicit the memory of pine sap in any person fortunate enough to have experienced that particular smell in their lives. Lorcan empathically senses intense jolts of wholesome inspiration and contemplative freedom, followed by hopefulness, with a final blast of nostalgia. The Slumbo ends. Lorcan then feels the dark emptiness that can follow the experience of watching a particularly skilful Slumbo. This emptiness becomes a jealousy. Santander Nash’s Slumbo was sponsored by two separate pharmaceutical companies – sixty-four million views is a lot of revenue. His teeth grind and his brow furrows.


***


Slumbo technology allows you to explore another person’s feelings as they happen in their replayed dream. Caution and self-care should be exercised in this respect. Emotions experienced through Slumbo are not true emotions. They are the reflection of an emotion. While the user can ‘feel’ these, in the traditional human sense, they cannot be consolidated to the unconscious mind. Once the Slumbo is finished playing, you will not retain the emotions you felt while watching it. Despite having a linguistic awareness of what they were, you will not be able to empathically recall them like you would your own emotions. This difficultly to retain the emotional experience can be stressful at first, but do not be put off. Simply rewatch each Slumbo as much as you like, and feel the feelings again and again in the present moment via our app. Dream on.


***


Lorcan reads the comments flooding in under Santander Nash’s Slumbo dream. They are gushing swathes of praise. ‘Thank you, Queen’; ‘I felt every second of this. Your dreams are so real, this was just like being in a forest.’ Others lie and claim that they can still feel the feelings from the dream.


He decides to open his Slumbo from last night, hoping it will portray the nostalgic happiness he felt thinking about Eugene’s boy-racer stories. The Slumbo plays. It is mostly pixelated. It depicts the orange cat that Lorcan saw the previous day. Her fur is slick, more like peach baggy skin than fur. At 00:07 Lorcan experiences a strong scent of burning leaves. The cat opens her mouth as if to meow and human teeth fall to the ground from her jaw. One tooth melts in low resolution. The Slumbo ends. The video produces no feelings in Lorcan, no visceral emotive experience. He angrily deletes it and leaves the box-room for Fintan’s Lane.


There’s purple sunlight from the smog above the Shannon. When the wind sleeps, the smog has the chance to hang thick and stick in your mouth with its metal taste. There’s a sweaty aluminium humidity. Fanta O’Connor is sitting on the bonnet of a rusted-out 2018 Opel Astra. The boot is open to air it out from the night’s sleeping. He’s wearing a very long red Manchester United jersey with no jocks on underneath. Fanta has the face of a person with a Slumbo addiction. Like a good few others on Fintan’s Lane, he consistently returns to the app to watch and rewatch other people’s Slumbos on a loop. Continually living the feelings on the screen before he forgets them.


What separates Fanta from the rest is that he has had several viral Slumbos over the past three years which were sponsored by Fanta Orange. Fanta O’Connor has the economic mobility to prepare hot food. The hum of warm piss from the concrete is sedated by the scent of breakfast. Fanta is heating up rehydrated chickpea mash with rainwater using an element powered by a solar panel nailed to the Astra’s roof. His face has the type of scars where you couldn’t put an age on him. Deep laughter lines trail down his cheeks, carved into him from rewatching Slumbos that make him feel joy and elation. Someone else’s laughter lines, played out through his skin. The physical impact of years of habitually abusing other people’s dreams.


Fanta: A’boy, Lorcan, how’s the head? You saw the Santander Nash this morning, you did? Powerful, boy, powerful.


Lorcan: I did, I only saw it there. I don’t like her Slumbos – they’re overrated.


Fanta: Overrated my absolute hole, Lorcan. I might as well have been there in the forest, like. It was like being five years old again, with the spruce trees blowing and creaking up in the Clare hills. Did you not get the bang of the pine sap off it? I got it on the back of the tongue. I could nearly feel it sticking to my jumper. Powerful. Powerful.


Lorcan: She’s using mods. She’s using bots to rob other people’s dreams, and those bots farm other people’s emotions, so what you see with her isn’t actually her dream. It’s a fake dream passed off as a real one. That’s why they’re always going viral – it’s cheating.


Fanta: You’re a jealous begrudging gomey is all you are, Lorcan. Give the woman credit for having a good dream, will you?


Fanta’s face bursts open into a furrow of genuine anger that contorts his Slumbo addict laughter lines. Lorcan peels back his commentary.


Lorcan: I’m just repeating what I read online about her. She’s a scam artist, Fanta. Getting paid well for it too.


Fanta: Ya, what you read online off a load of begrudging pricks like yourself who never upload their own dreams coz of whatever banjaxed, twisted shit goes on when ye sleep.


Lorcan: You’d swear you’re in a position to talk, Fanta. Every single Slumbo I’ve seen you upload is the same as the next. The same corny, nostalgic shite with the spider crawling up your arm.


Fanta: So fucking what if I dream about a spider? You telling me the people of Limerick don’t want to remember spiders, man? That they don’t miss the webs and seeing them eat the flies? That Slumbo got nearly 80,000 views too, cuz.


Lorcan: No one gave two fucks about spiders when they were here. Will you go’way and stop romanticising spiders. No one let them climb up their arms like house pets either. And the spiders you dream about are too big. The spiders in Limerick were tiny.


Fanta: Bollocks. We had a spider in our house – we called him Rusty, and he’d climb up on my da’s chest in the evenings looking for rubs. I remember it well.


Lorcan: You get spiders confused with dogs, and it shows in your dreams. I’m older than you. They were tiny and everyone hated them.


Fanta: Show us what you dreamt last night, so, if mine are so corny.


Lorcan: No, there’s something wrong with my Slumbo. I dreamt about the orange cat who lives over there near the fence, the one with the kitten.


Fanta: Who wants dreams about cats? There’s fucking cats everywhere. Why don’t you dream about Brent geese? Or the taste of chicken? Or dogs if you’re such an expert on them?


Lorcan: Been trying to dream about bateing around the old city in the Flapmagnet like my brother. I’ve no interest in having dreams about dogs.


Fanta: Boulevard Wren told us all about you, you fucking lunatic, dreaming about a naked ould lad with a soapy arse and a long leg stretching up to Portlaoise. The inside of you is hollow – there’s nothing for you to be dreaming about that’s worth watching.


The bitter truth of Fanta’s words crawl into Lorcan. He arches forth with a cunt of a red face on him and comes down on Fanta’s shin with the sharp sole of a boot. Fanta clutches hold of the boiling pot of mashed chickpeas and takes a swing at Lorcan’s head. It misses wide and clatters off his elbow. Lorcan’s arm is covered in hot chickpea mush and he lets fly a yelp. The residents of Fintan’s Lane throw their heads out car windows to get a gape at the commotion.


Fanta: Off out of it, you dirty eejit. Go on away back up to your tower and don’t be bothering me – that’s my fucking breakfast you’re wearing on you.


Lorcan: It’s burning my skin!


Fanta: Ya, there’s melted sugar in it.


Lorcan: Who puts melted sugar in with chickpeas?


Fanta: Me – now go’way. Do you not think we’ve enough to be dealing with down here in the lane with Deccy feckin’ dream farmer above in his Nest?


***


BECOME A SLUMBO PARTNER


Are your dreams engaging? Are your Slumbos receiving a lot of views? Do they merit empathic comments from other users? If so, our advertising partners want to place their content within your Slumbos. We will pay you advertising revenue, as long as your content adheres to the Slumbo community guidelines.*


*The human unconscious is a deep reservoir for intense and beautiful emotional experiences. It can also contain uncomfortable memories or desires. To dream this way is normal and acceptable. While scary and angry Slumbos can be very engaging, dream content which is violent, explicitly sexual or portrays illegal activity is not permitted on Slumbo servers. It is the user’s responsibility to delete such content. Extraction of this content by using third-party software or equipment will result in the user’s account being removed. The trade or sale of extracted Slumbos is illegal.


***


The commotion has alerted the Wrens. Lorcan squints up the laneway. Scunter and Boulevard snake down from the Metal Nest towards him, purple sun to their backs, cutting shapes, both glaring white, bar-chested and dragging wires. Car doors shut either side of them like aluminium dominos when they walk past. Clang, clang. There are clatters. Fanta drags his cooking equipment into the rusty Astra and closes the door. He cocoons himself in a duvet. The Wrens begin to chirp in a way that’s directed at Lorcan but is performatively loud enough for the whole of the lane to hear.


Scunter: What you up to down here, Lorcan? You bothering poor ould Fanta?


Boulevard: He makes a few quid from those spider dreams, man. He’s fierce generous to us with that few quid too. A man of the community. Tell Lorcan how much you made from the ad revenue on the last Slumbo, Fanta.


There’s a vinegar menace about the Wrens today. Boulevard walks with wide steps and open circus-master hands, a man on a stage. Scunter holds himself stiff, both arms crossed together in front of his bollocks, hands clasped so his shoulders puff out. His eyes are consistent, unblinking and fixed on Lorcan.


Boulevard lashes Fanta’s Astra with the wire. Fanta responds all muffled from inside the locked car.


Fanta: Sixty-five I made, Boulevard, and not a bean more.


Boulevard: Good lad, Fanta. Stay cosy inside there now for yourself.


Scunter: Tell us this, Lorcan. Why are you taking dinner out of Deccy Wren’s mouth?


Lorcan: I don’t get you, Scunter. Was that Deccy’s chickpeas? I’ve chickpeas up in the tower – I can bring them down.


Lorcan takes an opportune turn to walk away. The Wrens want to play with him like a mouse.


Scunter: We don’t give two shits about chickpeas. What cunt said we’ve concern for chickpeas?


Boulevard: Howld on now, Lorcan, come back. Did you ever hear about Ma Wren’s goat?


Lorcan: No.


Scunter: Do you know about goats?


Lorcan: They were grey fellas, with horns or a hat. Cat’s eyes.


Boulevard: You have it now. Ma Wren had a goat when she was a child, and she’d pull milk up from the goat every morning. The sweetest milk going, cuz, white stuff.


Scunter: Fact – until the milk went sideways. No drinking in it then.


Boulevard: Have you any idea what made Ma Wren’s milk go sideways, Lorcan?


Lorcan: What’s sideways milk?


Boulevard: Sour fucking milk. The goat was stressed – the goat got frightened and stressed. Just like you’re frightening poor ould Fanta here.


Fanta: I’m actually not too bad, lads.


Boulevard: Our ma took milk from that goat. Mr Fanta, here, is Deccy’s little goat. Deccy needs the dreams here from Fanta the same way our poor ma needed the milk. There’s fierce good ad revenue in Fanta’s head. We can’t have you spooking him, giving him sour dreams. There’s legitimate income in wholesome Slumbos like the ones that come out of Mr Fanta.


Scunter: Taxman loves that.


Slapping the wire on the piss concrete, whoop whoop, Boulevard pushes his chest out and roars to the ether.


Boulevard: Not like the rest of these fucking sick perverts on Fintan’s Lane, ha? No hope of legitimate ad revenue from the rotten shit ye dream up, is there? Forcing poor Deccy Wren above in the Nest to do business with awful characters online. It’s only murderers and paedophiles who’ll pay for yere depraved dreams. You’ll have us all in jail with the things we have to do to find buyers for the scum rolling around inside in yere heads. Fucking degenerates. And we get no thanks from ye. Keeping ye safe from the ould Canavans or the Houlihans who’d burn ye where ye sleep.


Scunter: Degenerates. Perverts. Sick cunts. You make me want to be consumed by hell’s rectum. Making a devil’s dildo out of me. Depraaaaaved!


Boulevard: I’ve a very serious question for you, Lorcan. Deccy Wren wants to know why you’re down here ateing his dinner.


Lorcan: I’m not.


Boulevard: I’m watching you doing it now, son.


Scunter: Lorcan, lad, if you keep spooking Fanta, you know what? He’ll be dreaming about long-legged men going to Portlaoise. What will we do then?


Boulevard: Fanta would lose his sponsorship, and there’d be no revenue for us. We couldn’t even call him Fanta anymore.


Scunter: That’s Deccy’s dinner!


Lorcan: I was only getting some air out here, lads. I’m sorry, Fanta. I didn’t mean to be upsetting you.


Fanta: I’m not upset.


Lorcan: Tell Deccy there’s no fear of me eating his dinner.


Scunter: Who said you could mention Deccy’s dinner?


Boulevard: Why are you thinking about Deccy’s dinner?


Scunter: You’re not to even acknowledge that Deccy’s dinner exists.


Boulevard: If Deccy thought you were thinking of his dinner, he’d start crying above in the Nest with the heartbreak.


Scunter: Why do you want to break Deccy Wren’s heart?


Fanta sticks a defeated head up from the duvet in the Astra. He desperately wants to de-escalate the two Wrens. He cautiously rolls down the top of the window, just enough to poke his head out.


Fanta: Don’t worry about it, Lorcan. It’s only chickpeas. I’m grand. Water under the bridge. Boulevard and Scunter, I appreciate yere concern, but I’m happy as Larry. I might even take a sleeping pill for lunch and have an ould dream about a spider. Deccy hasn’t a worry in the world. Ye tell him I said that. There’ll be plenty ad revenue.


Fanta retreats his head into the car like a tortoise. Lorcan walks backwards towards his housing block, feeling the glass and screws of the lane crunching under his feet, aware that if he were to turn his back on a Wren, there’d be a crack of a metal wire off his spine. As he reaches the plywood fence that separates Fintan’s Lane from the housing block, Boulevard lets out a roar.
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