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Preamble

At night, I sleep until about 2 am. Then I wake up and
go astral travelling. Sometimes I end up with someone
who has been thinking about me the previous day, or has
been dreaming of me, or is dreaming of me at that very
moment. I wander in to your dream and see what’s going
on.

Sometimes, I have a message for you, and I send that
message whilst you are asleep. It might invade your
dream.

In any case, the dream that you are having, is sent or
influenced, by me. Not every night, you understand, and
not for everyone. I can only intervene in one person’s
dream at a time and so it might be a long time before I
get into the dreams that you have.

But be quite sure, it is me who sent the dream to you
or changed the dream once you were already in it.

And so, for you, and you know who you are because you
are seeking answers, you are still being drawn
inexorably to me, here are some of the dreams you have
been having. And be in no doubt that our relationship
is still going on, a branch to the side of our main
lives. But real in its own way nevertheless.

I have proved this previously. See relevant work.

Every time you have dreams, they are being recorded and
available to me. I love them, and love intervening and
bouncing you out of your ordinary night.

If your initials appear below, these dreams are some I
sent to you:



secret messages

When you were falling, down
and down, do you remember? You
couldn’t see any way in which
you would be saved. You woke
up and had a sip of water and
wiped the fear from your
forehead.

You lay down again and slept.
But what about the other
nights when you found yourself
falling? And who was it that
caught you in his arms?

And I kissed you as well.

It was me who
caught you.

Your sign



secret messages
You were out of breath,
running and running but there
was nowhere to get to. You
were being chased in and out
of old buildings and then the
rough ground where no one
would ever find you if you
fell. What if you were caught?

It was me who was there to
pick you up from the ground,
with your hair all tousled
and you, breathless.

I held you until your heart
had the time to settle.

I held you until
you slowly fell
back into sleep.

Your sign



secret messages
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dawn



Driving, careering around
corners, just avoiding an
accident. You had to get there
on time but you were no closer
than you had been when you
started.

Furiously trying to be on
time.

Then you ended up in a strange
driveway where you knew no
one, until I stepped out from
the crowd and took you by the
arm. Safe now, at last.

You know I will

be there.
Your sign
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Your signWhose house is this? Doors
that are strange, rooms where
I do not belong.

And whose clothes are those,
in the wardrobe? Who is she?
Is she here to replace me?

And how can I eat at this
long table with candles but
no one else to eat with me?

And where are you? Although I
can see your rucksack against
the wall. You are here
somewhere.
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Every way you turn, there is
nothing familiar, nothing to
tell you where you are. Then
you see someone and ask them.
They just look at you, are
impervious to your confusion.

Then, I emerge out of nowhere
and simply take you by the
hand. I lead you round a
corner, and there you see,
recognise that you are at
home, safe.

You hug me then, and I crumble
into dust.

I filled you with
the strength to
carry on.
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secret messages

You woke up panting, sweating,
wet. Yes, we had made love, in
a meadow filled with flowers.

It was a sunny day, sandwiches
and tiny cakes, champagne.

You were swimming in love,
throbbing with fulfilment.

I told you ‘I love you’ and
you squeezed my hand and
kissed me.

It was a steamy night.

I held you until
your heart
stopped racing

Your sign



You were drowning, thrashing
your arms about, reaching for
something to hold on to.

There was only water, cold,
taking you down and down.

You had drowned. At the bottom
of the sea, I was standing
there, and your burning lungs
suddenly eased and we held
each other.

The next moment we were in bed
again, warm, in love, and
sleeping.

Your pillow was
so soft.

Your sign

secret messages



secret messages

You were on the slab in the
hospital, and the nurses were
undoing all the pipes and
tape.

You were dead. And everything
was clinical and logical.

Except you.

A walked into the room and
raised you from your bed, and
led you out of that sanitised
room, away, away, to the green
meadows with an oak tree in
the middle.

It was me
who laughed
with you in
the meadow.

Your sign


