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We Meet Captain Obsequia And Are Somewhat Enlightened
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Drifting obliquely through the fabled and ephemeral Dream Warp of a thousand forgotten yesterdays, gilding the resplendent lily of all that is known in that well known continuatum of the transcendent, Captain Obsequia himself, that timeless legend of The Warp, paused and dithered upon that most difficult of conundrums that faced him at this most crucial of junctures.   “A plethora of perplexing permutations”, he muttered to himself.   But I fear my good readers may well be struggling themselves, thrust suddenly as they have been into a veritable maelstrom of weirdness, confusion and uncertainty, not to mention big words and excessive verbiage. 

So let's back up a bit or at least slow down a tad.   What is this “fabled and ephemeral Dream Warp” that I've never heard of before, the reader may well ask, and why is it capitalized?.   Well you may never have heard of it before, but rest assured dear reader, you have most certainly experienced it, and that makes it a very real place indeed and the widely accepted rules of grammar therefore insist that it must be capitalized.   To state it as simply as possible, the Dream Warp is that place or moment or dysphasia of sorts that represents the ever so subtle difference between that which is actually so very realistically experienced in a dream and that which is briefly recalled upon waking from that very dream before the entire experience fades from memory.   You have doubtless woken from a deep sleep, startled into unwilling consciousness by the insistent clamoring of your morning alarm calling you to yet another day of soul killing gainful employment, or perhaps the sound of a garbage can being emptied into the fragrant maw of a sanitation truck, or even maybe your cat pawing gently at your face to remind you of your slave duty to feed her and immediately, thank you so much, while the shreds and tendrils of an incredibly realistic yet utterly bizarre dream rapidly disappear from your memory, and wondered, “Where the heck did THAT come from?”.  The Dream Warp, dear reader, the Dream Warp. 
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Some Further Enlightenment
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And who is this Captain Obsequia? And why is he in this Dream Warp that you have not explained very convincingly and what the heck is going on anyway? You may well ask, and those too are excellent questions.   Imagine, if you will, that you actually retained a full detailed memory of the dream or dreams you had the previous night, and two nights ago, and even that real scary one from three weeks ago on Thursday. Remember, dreams are extremely realistic experiences, frankly, as real as real ever really gets.   You would be attempting to function as a human being, in your day to day world, whatever that may be, from Walmart cashier to ruthless Third World Despot, with a chaotic jumble of memories and life shaping experiences rattling around in your skull.   Your behavior would be, essentially, that of the clinically schizophrenic. There are those more broad minded mental health professionals who correctly diagnose schizophrenia as Dream Warp disorders. Unfortunately, though many disagree on the source of this most terrifying of mental ailments, there is no cure, and current treatments can only offer varying degrees of palliative relief.   It was the good Captain's job to erase these memories, to continually search the Dream Warp and expunge or perhaps, in some cases even just cloud the remembrance of such potentially disruptive experiences, thus saving us all from a life of unutterable horror. It was a big job, a truly noble occupation, and the captain needed help.   Summoning forth his minions of the desiderata, best and briefly described at this point in the narrative as mere sparks of diatonic existentialia in an ephemeral miasma of delicately phosphorescent electromagnetic effluence, the good captain, his already considerable intelligence helpfully augmented by those ever faithful companions of the dark realms he ever habituated, groped for the answer that lay tantalizing close at the very periphery of his consciousness yet just beyond his grasp. 
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We Meet Hector
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Elsewhere in the Dream Warp, separated by incalculable leagues of space and an indeterminate space of time, yet again, amazingly close, Hector Elizondo DeJesus “Gonzo” Gonzalez, that disgraced scion of a once great lineage, lurched erratically toward the crowded market stalls of Matamoros, Coahuila, Mexico, where his frequent appearances were always anticipated, but certainly never welcomed.   Matamoros, Coahuila, that is, not to be confused with Matamoros, Tamaulipas, the large, crime ridden city of 700 thousand on the U.S. Border, just south of Brownsville, Texas.    The Matamoros that we are concerned with in our little tale was, by contrast, a peaceful, sun baked little town of perhaps 2,000 souls, located in the central Mexico State of Coahuila, known primarily for its inhospitable terrain and the picturesque poverty of its inhabitants.   Today was market day and the assembled tradespeople, if we can refer to them as such for most operated at a bare sustenance level, had arranged their fruits and vegetables, oranges, nopales (a spiny cactus like vegetable), mangoes, melons, avocados, as well as chickens, eggs, and an assortment of indigenous crafts on a series of weathered tables shielded from the scorching sun by faded and tattered awnings that had been replaced as needed by new ones, the whole effect most charmingly ethnic and colorful. The pervasive blended aromas of burro feces, cooking beans and wood smoke added that piquant note of authenticity to the scene.   Garbed in the faded and tattered remains of a once stylish Armani suit, his tangled hair and beard dripping pink with the remnants of a hastily snatched and gobbled watermelon, the furious purveyor of the watermelon shrieking in his wake and hurling stones at him, Gonzo made another of his all too memorable entrances.   He was singing, as he blundered along, at the very top of his lungs and with a rather gratingly imprecise notion of pitch and key, a very old song about an iguana.   “Me comprar A hoy una iguana   Para que me hable mais de ti   Para matarla el daa   Que no me haga reir   Voy a meteria en una jaula   Para que pueda controlarte   Y asa no puedas escaparte...”   Guadalupe Hidalgo heard the less than operatic rendition of the song with a sense of growing horror shared by many of the old-timers in the marketplace.   “No! Recuerde la ultima vez? Tenemos que hacer dejarlo!” (“No! Remember last time? We must make him leave!”) she whispered urgently to her fellow venders.   The regulars at the marketplace were always prepared for Hector’s sporadic arrivals with plenty of ammo and immediately began pelting him with those more unsaleable offerings of their produce as well as the more fragrant byproducts of their livestock while shrieking curses.   Previous editions of this slim volume contained a verbatim transcript of those epithets hurled at the unfortunate person of Hector. As the author of a book targeted at a younger, yet rather literate audience, I have chosen to omit the offensive language in its original Spanish in order to avoid offense and incidentally increase market share.   Suffice it to say that the words so unkindly hurled at poor dear Hector made utterly libelous and grossly false references to his parentage and choice of recreational activities, all of which, you, gentle reader have been spared.   The profanity, rotten tomatoes, moldy onions, fresh sheep feces and chicken offal rained down on Hector with little or no discernible effect as he careened through the closely packed stalls swinging his staff and scattering produce, chicken feathers and irate purveyors of a multitude of wares in his wake as the street dogs snapped at his leathery heels. 
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We Meet Princess Gatalinea
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In the meantime, which is not to say at the same time, but which you will soon come to realize is most likely the dream time, Princess Gatalinea herself that impish chimera, lay abed, resplendently ensconced in her aerie, a den of sorts on the outer fringe of the Dream Warp where luminous wavelets of cosmic energy lapped gently at the pearly shores of the continuatum.   She was ever so amused by the caperings of old Hector, a far distant uncle of sorts, and of course was always keenly interested in the exploits of the ever dashing Captain Obsequia, her ever and erstwhile inamorata. This distracted her somewhat from the ever crushing burden of her schoolwork.   School? She goes to school? Well of course she does, all teenagers go to school, its the law! But where does she go to school? Well that’s really not any of your business is it? No of course it isn’t, so let’s get on with our story.   Her questlings, rather like faeries of the cyber realm, info bots of cunning contrivance flitted about her in a fine mist that dipped and swirled, tickling the faintly glowing pink electrodes nestled in the soft fur at her temples,  the fur itself a lush patch of sparkling diaphanous antennae that constantly sifted, searched and served the perpetually curious princess.   She was texting her cousin Feralinea whilst simultaneously wrapping up a project for her AP high school class on the history of the Dream Warp and its effect on world affairs, updating her  facebook and instagram pages and painting her talonesque nails in a most intricate pattern of probable Celtic or possibly Maori origin but I may be somewhat confused on that particular point.   “Are you coming home for break?” she tapped at incomprehensible speed.   “I don’t know yet,” came back the reply from Feralinea who was a couple of years older and away at college.   “I hope so!” tapped Gatalinea, “I miss you!”   “I love you too!” from Feralinea.   “Oh that silly Uncle Hector, getting in trouble again, what ever are we to do with him?”, mused Gatalinea.   The questlings swirled and danced, nearly invisible in the perpetual roseate twilight that filled her sequestered aerie, but answered not.   It was a question that events beyond the control of Princess Gatalinea, but unwittingly set in motion by her, would answer in their own sweet infinite time yet far more quickly, and with far reaching effects beyond anybody's ability to predict.
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Captain Obsequia Again


[image: ]




That noble, if ever challenged entity, existing as he did in the ever fertile imagination of his exquisite inamorata, yet nonetheless real for all that you need to know, was attempting to deal with one of those annoying inconsistencies that regularly plague those who dare to inhabit and navigate the Dream Warp. It is perhaps too complicated to deal with in depth at this point but we will bravely attempt a brief layman’s explanation.   In brief then, the good Captain was faced with resolving the nearly infinitesimal difference between that which is perceived in a dream and that which is remembered upon awakening from that very same dream, which is, come to think of it, in and of itself the very essence of the Dream Warp, so there, it’s been defined. Yes, this has been previously explained, but a little more clarity is always helpful.   To the dreamer, and perhaps the reader at this point, this sort of triviality is of course utterly irrelevant, but to those who are charged with the mind boggling responsibility of navigating the incomprehensibly vast realms of the Dream Warp, (or say the pages of this book even), the most subtle deviations are magnified over space and time or whatever passes as such and frequently result in messes of colossal proportions.   “He’s way over his head with this one,” sighed the adorable princess, “that silly boy needs help”. She was currently indisposed with the daunting load of school work previously mentioned, so she most unwisely dispatched a small coterie of eager questlings in her stead, who made haste through the void to impart much needed counsel to the beleaguered captain.
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Hector Again
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Not too far away, yet infinitely removed, Hector, who had once again narrowly escaped brutal retaliation at the hands of the angry mob, sat down in the shade of a dusty palm tree on the outskirts of Matamoras to catch his breath and proceeded to remove the worst of the effluvia that now coated him from head to toe.   Having no taste for sheep feces and chicken dung, these he flung into the surrounding scrub manzanita, but the tasty fragments of tomato and onion found their way into his mouth to be washed down with invigorating sips of cheap tequila from the bottle he had neatly filched in the chaos at the marketplace.   Gazing about him at the sun scorched landscape he took stock of his apparently meager prospects. All things considered, life wasn’t too bad. The overly ripe ceviche of sorts that festooned his garments and skin was a lunch of better quality than he usually enjoyed, and the bottle of tequila was a blessing beyond all expectations for which he offered up fervent prayers of thanksgiving.   Hector Elizondo DeJesus Gonzalez had come far down in the world in the estimation of most of those who had known him back in the heady hedge fund days in Miami. But Hector, or Gonzo as he now preferred to be called, would strongly disagree with them.   Since he had arrived in Matamoros, half falling out of a freight train in the predawn hours of a cold winter morning some eight or nine, (or could it be ten years ago?) he had achieved a freedom and joy he had never known back when his life was dictated by the opening and closing bells of the markets and the pressures of a very expensive lifestyle dictated by his social milieu.   Here in the sun blasted wasteland of this nondescript Mexican desert town he had achieved an epiphany of sorts and was regarded by many in the area (but certainly not those in the recently departed marketplace) as a saint, a holy man who lived with the iguanas in the palm groves on the outskirts of town and and bellowed incoherent poetry at the full moon, harmonizing with the coyotes who shared his gloried existence.   Indeed, there were rumors of magical incantations and even an eyewitness, an old Indian who claimed to have seen a transformation of sorts, a man become a giant lizard perhaps in a flash of lightning, but that story was discounted by all except those wise old ones who tended the market stalls in Matamoros.   Hector's only regret was the estrangement of his beloved daughter Feralinea who had left home on her 18th
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