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Preamble


Today, we live in an era dominated by glowing screens and increasingly complex algorithms. This has caused dreams to fade little by little, losing out to daily routines and widespread indifference. This anthology is a tribute to dreamcatchers: silent and persevering beings who have remained steadfast despite being consigned to oblivion and a lack of attention by humanity.


Each story in this collection is an indispensable thread in the tapestry of our collective memory. The characters that inhabit these pages play the role of guardians of our dreams, keeping the flame of imagination alive.


These stories aim to awaken readers' dormant imaginations, reminding them that the ability to dream is not a privilege reserved for a select few, but a vital necessity and an integral aspect of the human experience.









The Silence of the Dreamcatchers


They say that the night is still the same, even if no one is looking at it.


It is not true that the night remains unchanged simply because no one is watching it. Like any other element in the world, the night is consumed and loses its essence when it is not used, when it is not dreamed of under its protection. This reality was perfectly known to Lumen, one of the last traditional dreamcatchers still surviving in the city.


Hanging over a headboard that no one had touched in years, Lumen trembled every time the night wind came through the half-open window. Their pens, once soft as a whisper of water, were covered in dust so fine that it seemed to be made of seconds wasted on screens. His inner web no longer vibrated with the electricity of dreams, but with the distant hum of notifications that never belonged to him.


Lumen had been hand-woven by a woman whose name slipped through the threads. He kept in his memory the smell of freshly cut wood and the warmth of hands that firmly believed in the existence of invisible worlds. That woman, without saying a word, had entrusted him with the silent mission of taking care of the dreams of those who rested under her protection. However, time had passed, and now no one slept under Lumen. No one dreamed there. In fact, in almost no corner was it dreamed of anymore.


People simply closed their eyes when the battery in their devices reached one percent. Dreams had become secondary, almost forgotten, displaced by routine and technology. Despite this apparent loneliness, Lumen was not completely alone.


Every night, in the silence that filled the uninhabited room, Lumen perceived a delicate trace of life: Maia's dreams. These dreams, wandering and fragile, pierced the walls like furtive flashes, leaving behind echoes of worlds that had never been lived. Lumen felt these dreams as if he were listening to music coming from the top floor: broken fragments, scattered notes, and distant atmospheres.


On some nights, Maia envisioned a forest with blue hues; on others, she encountered a library in which the books appeared animated. She also recalled being on a black sand beach with a softly murmuring sea.


These dreams, though fragmentary, kept hope alive in Lumen and reminded him that there was still a spark of magic and possibility in the world.


Maia was a twenty-year-old girl who still had the habit of looking at the sky before going to bed. It was a small, almost shy gesture, but enough for the stars to recognize her. Maia didn't have a dream catcher of her own. Not because he didn't want to, but because he had never thought about hanging one. Her room had hardly any free walls between shelves, posters and chargers. Even so, he dreamed. Not every night, but with an intensity that pierced walls.


Lumen perceived Maia's dreams as if listening to music from above: broken fragments, scattered notes, atmospheres. One night it was a blue forest. Another, a library where books breathe.


Another, a black sand beach where the sea spoke in a low voice.


Those dreams reminded him that there could still be hope.


Until one morning, Maia woke up breathless. Without remembering anything.


No images, no shadows, no soft mist that remains after a good sleep.


It was the first time. Then it happened again. And another. And another. A whole week without dreaming. Maia began to feel a tiredness that did not come from the body, but from the soul. As if inside it there was a closed window.


"What's wrong with me?" He whispered one night, his phone turned off for the first time in months.


Lumen heard that question from his forgotten room. And he felt something like an impulse, a tug on his wooden hoop. It was then that he made the decision that no dreamcatcher had ever made: to move.


It wasn't easy. Dreamcatchers don't have legs, but ancient magic still grants them certain permissions when the need is sincere. Lumen slid down the wall like a circular shadow, making its way through dark corridors, swept away by the dim light that escaped Maia's door.


She was sitting on the bed, hugging her knees, staring at the ceiling as if looking for answers. He didn't see him come in. But he did feel a strange tingle, as if the room was exhaled.


Lumen slowly climbed until he was suspended in front of her.


Maia looked up and saw that old, dusty ring, with its ragged web and tired feathers. It shouldn't have life, but it did. He shouldn't have moved, but he did. He was not to look at her, and yet he did so as only things that have waited too long look at.


"What... Are you? Maia asked in a thin voice.


Lumen could not speak with human words.


But his net vibrated gently, generating a whisper, like music made of wind: I remember dreams. That's my job. But I can't find yours.


Maia, not fully comprehending, touched him with her fingertips. The dust came off like an ancient winter melting.


And at that moment she understood something without the need for explanation: that object was alive because she needed it.


"I can't dream," he confessed. I don't know why.


Lumen vibrated again.


The network emitted a new, deeper melody: Humans have stopped closing their eyes inside. They don't rest... they just turn off.


Maia felt a lump in her throat. He remembered how many nights he had slept watching endless videos, soulless conversations, other people's images.


How many times had he allowed his mind to be just a mirror of something external. And he realized that he hadn't allowed himself to imagine anything of his own for too long.


"And what can I do?" he asked.


Lumen turned slightly, as if pointing to the window.


The night sky was waiting for her.


Maia got up, opened the window, and breathed in the cold air. Lumen was suspended beside him. The night, ignored for so long, seemed to approach with a timid sweetness, like a frightened animal that wants to trust.


"I don't know if I can dream," she said.


The network vibrated for the third time: Dreaming is not a talent. It is a gesture. Like turning on a light.


Maia closed her eyes, not out of tiredness, but out of choice. He lay on the bed, Lumen floating on his chest. His breathing slowed. Dark. Deep.


And then, at last, a dream came. Not a big one. Just a spark: a feather falling into a lake.


It was enough. Lumen wrapped her in a tenderness that Maia hadn't remembered for decades, as if the dreamcatcher could filter out the accumulated heaviness and allow something in her to shine again. When he awoke, Lumen had returned to his inanimate aspect, resting on the bedside table. However, it was no longer covered in dust. The room, which had once seemed empty and cold, now had a different presence, as if the spark of that dream had transformed the space, restoring warmth and meaning to it.


Maia smiled with a new clarity in her eyes. I didn't know if I had imagined all this. I didn't know if the dreamcatchers could move or communicate.


Maia had understood something fundamental: the night, far from being dead, was still alive. And, with her, Maia also felt part of that rebirth. From that moment on, she established a new ritual in her life: every night, she turned off her screens a few minutes before, opened the window and let silence fill the space. In that propitious environment, dreams began to return. At first, they came slowly, timidly, like water that slowly slides after the thaw. But, over time, they acquired the strength of an overflowing river, filling their nights with life and meaning.


Lumen, from his corner in the room, vibrated gently every dawn. He was no longer a useless object nor was he alone. He discovered that, contrary to what even dreamcatchers might believe, dreams never vanish or fade away—they simply linger, hoping someone will welcome them back into their life. Thus, the dream cycle resumed, bringing warmth and companionship back to both Maia and Lumen.
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