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As the goal of the GM is to erode the sanity of the players, 
my goal in writing this game is to erode the sanity of GMs 
reading it.

Sweet dreams. 
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For all of my life, sometimes I have these 

weird dreams.

I can never remember much about them at 
times like this, but in those moment just after 
I wake up they are incredibly vivid- more vivid, 
in fact, then the real world.

I will lie awake, my mind a jumble of 
fragments of the dream and normal morning 
concerns. It's not just that both are in my 
mind; I simply cannot distinguish between the 
two.

Performing normal morning ablutions helps 
a little, but even as I brush my teeth or wash 
my face whenever I try to plan the rest of my 
day, priorities and facts from the dream 
encroach into my thought processes. 

It's not that I'm still sleepy. As soon as 
the cold water hits my face I am properly 
awake and coherent. It's just that the dream 
itself is overlaid on my mind. I feel as if I 
can almost take a step in a certain direction 
and be back in that dream where I left off.

It persists, after a fashion, for most of 
the day. Specifics may vanish within the first 
few moments, but the taste of it somehow 
stays with me. Whenever I am about to settle 
to a new task, there will be a nagging feeling 
that there is something important I have 
forgotten, and that the real world I am 
dealing with only a temporary distraction.

Needless to say, such days rarely go well.

But so vivid are these dreams, and so 
significant is their impact, that I cannot 
simply dismiss them from my mind when they 
are inconvenient. And I wonder if, in that 
other world, the real me is confined to an 
institution, lost in a delusion that matches 
the world I think I inhabit.

Zhuangzi's butterfly, drawn in blood.


