This DredmEWVEIEERE
aboulr NEOWRIIGIE
have livediarE sk
again IVerCHNHISEIE
edinm

e couldisSeemd
these misiyViSionSHd
brief story=arcad

journey throughrends
§ D Rg}AMS ARE MESSAGES FROM
and begln "]g S... DR AMS AT O RANDOM.
THEY'RE PORTALS.

GUIDANCE. VISITATIONS.
MEDICINE FROM THE UNSEEN.

This unfolds as with'a

tapestry — a tale of;
l[hese dreams were scribed in &

Ionglng : belongmg' around the Chorlfon Arts Festival
frauma & loss, hopes & May 2025, with a big thanks to
visions organizers.

) ) A special thanks to Kate, Lokesh,
Such fine weavings Dominic, David, Amanda, Rita, Dale, &

might wave in a all dreamers!
breeze, or howl in a

storm ﬂae Ravety

For more see


http://www.urban3.net/

So... We are

born timeless
and wide-eyed
intfo a land of;
plenty and

\

might remajfiss
the garden &

splintering o
visions and =
pathways lead fo
conflict and
darkness...



.. .¢n & land or plenty and abundance

And then...

can we
discover the
seeds of
renewal and

gnd on this
ilifure earth?




in the
beginning of
time, the
sleepers and
wakers were at:
one

The earth was
whole and
enfolded inNNHE
reverie asiyes

While t
sleeping
partners
dreamed of;
worlds as yet
undreamed



in the beginning
of time, the oak
tree saw

everything
hunters and

jogether in the
cycle of death

iegeneration....

INeanderthal
Gapiives were
Rier-m

JOrdnew genetic
yhreads & life
itterns...

are radiant with
crystals of
possibility
giant bears and
distant oryx are
witnesses to the
unfolding tides



Growing upp & out. ..

This kind of
baby grows
up and out of
the sketch
book -

Somehow, the
humans leave

the shadow
... wondering
who could
know what:
the young
know??



.. .aud peril of worldly aspiration

On a dewy
morning the
blossoms
spread multiply
and prosper

we try to write
ihe diary of
the senses
With a dozen
pairs of eyes
gndrarhundred

mist to weave
a blanket of

green and
orange delight




Running to manket

A seen cn The nean view mivon. .

Riding the
van, we are in
a tearing

hurry to meet
the family. who
will buy our
things -

we jump and
dance onpihe!
builder’s scrap,
wood pilespas
we careeraip

glimmering on
the horizon



So we built a
precious
homestead in our
image and the
gulls came to
hest...

hra passing of
ime we found
e gold was
Waierslogged and

Werrowed our
sSpElifboatl up and
@roundiin search

i left-overs

Bui the real
prize remains

down in the
fronds which
wave in the mud

Whoever can find
this may find
love beyond an
earthly domain



In this industrial
marine cess-pit
10000 salmon
are near
chemical-dead -

Then a visiting
oceanic musculag
salmon ma
hole in the fichees

Some ofi ol

with the primal
mating force

In the end the
threads are
unbroken, and
they can say to
each other ...

‘So how is your
water today??’



gigantic cruise ships are
commandeered by the
billions now displaced by

GO0 another,
wrieiess and stateless.

SHIPERvIdIe wealthy are
WRIEpPoInied with bars
SRSy Ships
PpLIEdrERshack cities on
IMERINIESEoT container
SHIPSEGREN for scrap.

And here steps Dale
Comely, a mixed-race
bi-polar fluid oddball,
with countless identities,
laser-sharp wit &
unfathomable attraction
to all genders



Se low many reads can a walker. ..

We&amw%egmé&déedpmsm

a common man
wishes to report
his gas cylinder is
missing to the
police desk...

The female

sitting b
formal ponG

the cool shaderin
the garden..

Meanwhile the
outsider poefs,
activists, oddballs,
mutter to

themselves in the
heat of darkness



meanwhile a
son & father
are driving too
fast along the
wilder
California

Somehow they
SlipRand ftumble

Fatms

forms are
present in all
colours and
stages of being
the rainbow




With a picnic
looking out

from under the Ziga%
cosy suburban
villas with
glorious

gardens...

Here's a
leaping boys=
with therbeaiiy,
of Downs
syndromer=mie
flies from
stone Torsione
right across
the precipicem

I can see fanr
below is a field}
fertile and
fecund with
steaming
manure, while
yet no-one is
there



Walking slowly
the island of
Aegina, back at
the end of
time,

On the golden

‘‘‘‘

years of
stillness,

While stranded
mariners lie
silent with
imaginary
ships, stranded
by seaweed
and led
forward by
dreams




Here's a vision
taking a dream
info the sky...

Here's the
memorial

at Bride-stones

for our son

were said

S firom

rough trace

Meanwhile our
psychic vortex
called the
skylarks -
jammed the

phones - broke

the rushing
clouds into
sunbeams

0 can we find the seeds of nenewal

and a bridge from eanth to heaven

Hi Dale here... just
passing by, sorry
can't stop long...

.. jJust wanted to let
you know what ['ve
been thinking about

Rainbow bridges
from earth to
heaven ... and

heaven is right
here already

to thetstorl
of otheL'S\ -;,4., )

. .

Open eyes /!
see inside /
the soul+ '

Life-scapes...

bwhere t.he land B

ears witness to W«
the stories of : g2
ancestors &

unborn together

wheel of life & ‘;‘) T '
beyond... we're g Stone time
all here for allg isa
i times our
t/me but it's
~all the
/@a'ﬂ%
Our Bride-
stone is
wedding a
groom who
rolls down

Circling the 5 -
thousand
e ;/same time
eternally
the hill

Anyhow thanks for
coming over in
wind & rain... let's
keep in touch
Also.. when Joe goes
can someone put his

ashes just here
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