
        Chapter 11 – The Plan

                                         Chapter 11 – The Plan 
  The next morning I felt different. Calm, but not fully present. As if a part of me had stayed on the top of that strange pillar above the sea. 
  I knew I had to write everything down — not to remember it, but to understand it. Words often unlock layers that images leave sealed. 
  I started with what was strongest: the woman. She appeared again, different, but still it was her. Her gaze, her gesture, the turning of her head — none of it was accidental. She had shown a direction. This time literally. To the right. And I knew it meant more than just the next scene. 
   The sea. Red.  Maybe a symbol of emotions I still couldn’t express in words. Or a boundary between this and another world. The red wasn’t just a warning — it held life, motion, strength.  
  The black palms seemed to grow from the subconscious. Familiar and yet foreign. Silent, and yet alive. 
  The flight above the forest reminded me how I used to fear woods — dark, tight. This time, I wasn’t lost in it, but flying over it. With perspective. 
   Something had changed.    Maybe inside me. 
   And then the pillar — or tower. Huge, quiet, without windows. Rising from the depths of the sea all the way above the clouds. A bridge between worlds.   The embodiment of transition. 
  When I stood there and met her again, I was ready — and in that moment, the lines appeared. At first incomprehensible, but clearly deliberate. Thin lines that formed an image. 
  A drawing. 
  And then another. A floor plan. Layout, room divisions. 
  I realized it wasn’t a home in the physical sense. Maybe it was a map of my mind. Or perhaps of the soul. 
  Structure. 
   It was the first message that wasn’t a feeling or a face, but a blueprint.  As if someone had said:   “Here it is. This is where you live. This is how you’re constructed. And you can rebuild it.” 
  I wrote down notes: 
   the first time that instead of a symbol (a face), a process appears.  The experiences shift from passive visions to an actively guided inner journey.  The narrator is now drawn in — no longer observing from the outside, but becoming part of the story.  
   The woman with curly hair    This woman is not the first face the narrator sees, but she is the first to direct his attention. She doesn’t only look  at  him, but  away  — the direction of her gaze is a signal that it’s time to stop being the object of seeing and become the traveler. She represents a guide, or the archetypal figure of the "great mother" or "world soul." 
   The red sea and black palms     The red sea may represent an emotional or spiritual transition — the sea is an ancient symbol of the unconscious, depth, transformation. The color red here isn’t only dangerous — it holds energy, passion, blood, life and death.  The black palms might signify life in the shadow — life that exists on the edge of the known and the unconscious, life that is both beautiful and dark.  
   Flight above the dark forest    The forest is a classic symbol of the subconscious. Flying above it means gaining perspective on what once caused fear. The darker, denser forest suggests that one truly enters their unconscious — but this time from above, with distance. 
   The pillar/tower into the heavens    A monumental column rising from the sea to beyond the clouds is a connector between worlds — between the unconscious (sea), the conscious (land), and the superconscious or spiritual realm (clouds, sky). The narrator symbolically climbs the mountain of knowledge, to the very point of insight. 
   The technical diagrams and the house plan     These images signify that the world the narrator entered has structure. It’s not a chaotic field of hallucinations. It has logic, order, design.  The house plan can be seen as a blueprint of the psyche — or even a spiritual map — since the house, in many traditions, symbolizes the self. The narrator is thus peering into the architecture of the soul, or into the structure of reality as revealed through the “net.”  
   
   What are they trying to show me?     That all of this has order. That it’s not a hallucination, but a language. A way someone — or something — is speaking.  And that now, since I’ve learned to see,  perhaps I can learn to read.  
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                                         Chapter 12 – Guides 
  Another night. Another dream. 
   This time it began differently.  There was no net, no pulsing patterns.  Just a row of objects, lined up in a row. They looked like toys, but they were too heavy, too cold. Weapons. Some kind of spears. No — they were rifles, neatly arranged. They were silent.  
  And among them — the face of a little girl. Small, with wavy brown hair, cheeks flushed from cold or perhaps shame. She looked at me for a moment — surprised, like a child who unexpectedly sees you somewhere they didn’t expect you to be. And then she turned away. 
   Suddenly, I saw her from a distance, her whole figure.  She was walking alongside that line of weapons. Alone. She slowly pulled a hood over her head, as if trying to hide not only from the cold, but from the whole world. Her steps were calm, determined. She didn’t look back.  
  Soldiers ran toward her. In rows. Quickly. Not as if preparing to fight, but more like they were chasing one another. They didn’t notice her. They didn’t know she was there. 
  The image began to twist, to curve, to spiral in on itself, until it became a spiral. Red and black, slowly rotating, silent and deep. And from its center, a bird flew out. 
  It was large, with long feathers trailing behind like a comet. It flew calmly, elegantly, without effort. It hovered over the landscape, then landed in a garden. 
  The garden was strange. Quiet, enclosed by high walls. On the walls were ornaments, engravings, symbols I didn’t recognize — yet they felt familiar, as if someone had drawn them in the sand of my childhood dreams. 
  In the garden was another bird. Smaller, with metallic blue feathers. And next to it... an animal. 
  At first, I thought it was a dog. Then perhaps a dachshund, but there was something unusual about it. Peacock feathers grew from its back — long, iridescent, delicate. It looked both comical and dignified. 
   It ran up to me.  Without fear. Without hesitation.  
  It stopped right in front of me, tilted its head, and began nudging me with its nose. Roughly, but kindly. As if it were inviting me out — or wanted me to finally understand something. 
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                                         Chapter 14 – The Net Returns 
  That night, the net came back. Stronger than before. With a clarity that almost frightened me. 
  The lines were sharper. No longer trembling or soft, but taut and bright, like threads pulled tight in the dark. They stretched across space behind my eyelids in patterns that felt both random and perfectly ordered — like constellations we’ve yet to name. 
   I wasn’t afraid. But I felt a kind of awe.  As if I had entered the main hall of a building whose entrance I’d only glimpsed before.  
  And then — faces. 
  Dozens of them. Not rushing in chaos, but appearing one by one, in sequence, like stations on a track. Each looked at me calmly. Each held its gaze. 
  Some were familiar. The woman with the soft face. The old man with sunken cheeks. The child with too-large eyes. But many I had never seen before. They passed by me not like a parade, but like a line of witnesses. Not judging. Just being. 
   And then — a rupture.  The net pulsed. Once.  The light shifted — from pale blue to deep violet.  And the whole structure began to spiral inward.  
  I didn’t fall. I was drawn. 
  This time, the darkness that awaited me wasn’t empty. It was dense. Heavy, but not threatening. Like a deep sea that doesn’t drown, only carries. I floated. And something opened. 
  A room. 
  I don’t know where it was — whether in me or beyond me. It had no walls. And yet, it felt enclosed. I stood inside it. Not alone. 
   In the center sat a figure.  I couldn’t see its face.  But I knew it saw me.  
  No words were spoken. No sounds. But a sentence formed in my mind as clearly as if someone had whispered it into my ear: 
  “You are not here to watch.” 
   The presence didn’t move. But its message rang through me.  And with it, an understanding:  That I had reached the end of observation.  That the next step would not be shown to me.  It would have to be taken.  
   I opened my eyes.  The room was dark. The air still.  And yet — nothing would ever be the same again.  
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         Chapter 15 – The Door 
  From that night on, I began to see it. 
  Not just in visions, not behind closed eyes — but in the world around me. 
  First only briefly. A glimmer in the corner of a room. A flicker in the window reflection. A shimmer in the dark hallway when I turned off the light and lingered one second longer than usual. 
  A pattern. A movement. A structure. 
  I thought I was imagining it. That I wanted to see it so badly, I was inventing it. But then came the certainty — quiet, unmistakable, the kind that doesn’t ask for proof: 
  It’s here. 
  Not all the time. Not everywhere. But often enough that I stopped doubting. 
  I began to notice other things. The glances of strangers. The repeated occurrence of the same words in different places. Messages in graffiti, in snatches of conversation, in books I randomly opened on a page that suddenly contained an answer I hadn’t even known I was looking for. 
  The world had shifted. 
  Or maybe I had. 
  Once, while sitting in a café, I looked up from my notebook and saw a woman at the next table watching me. Not in a threatening way. Not even curiously. She just looked. And when our eyes met, she nodded slightly — not a greeting, more like recognition. 
  And then she left. 
  She didn’t even finish her drink. 
  When I walked home that evening, I passed a metal door I had never noticed before. It was set in a wall beneath a railway bridge. No sign, no number, just dark green paint, chipped in places, with a black handle. 
  And I knew. 
  I stopped. 
  Stared at the door. 
  And I didn’t open it. 
  Not out of fear. But because I understood: 
   It’s not about opening every door.     It’s about recognizing them. 
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                                         Chapter 17 – Imprints 
  They began to linger. 
  At first, the faces would vanish the moment I opened my eyes. The net dissolved. The visions evaporated like fog at dawn. 
   But now, fragments remained.  Even in daylight.  Even at work.  Even among people.  
  It started with small things. 
  A corner of a room that shimmered differently. A shadow that held its shape just a moment too long. A ripple in the reflection of a shop window, even though no one was moving nearby. 
  Once, while walking home, I saw a face reflected in a puddle. 
  I leaned in. It wasn’t mine. 
  It vanished, of course — but the feeling remained. 
   I began to notice other kinds of traces.  Not images. Not visions.  But  presences. 
  I would enter a room and feel that someone had just been there — not physically, but as if a thought had lingered, or an emotion had stuck to the walls like humidity. 
   Sometimes it was sorrow.  Sometimes joy.  Sometimes something completely different — a strange neutrality, like the air itself was watching me.  
  At first, I wondered if I was imagining it. But then I noticed something new. 
   When I concentrated, when I quieted my thoughts,   I could tell where they had been. 
   Not people.  Not exactly.  
  But the  others. 
   The ones I saw in the net.  Or maybe those like me.  The ones who had learned to perceive differently.  
   Places carried imprints. Like fingerprints on a windowpane.  Not visible to everyone — but undeniably there.  
  Once, in an old passageway beneath the train station, I stopped mid-step. 
  There was nothing unusual. Just concrete walls, flickering neon, the usual scent of rust and damp. 
  But I knew —  someone had stood there  . Someone like me.  Maybe yesterday. Maybe years ago.  But the imprint remained.  
  I reached out and placed my palm on the wall. 
   And for a brief second,  I felt warmth.  
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         Chapter 19 – The Silence Before the Image 
  There were nights when nothing came. 
   No net.  No lines.  No faces.  Not even darkness with depth — just plain, flat black.  
   At first, I thought I had lost the connection.  That the gate had closed.  That perhaps I had done something wrong — doubted too much, spoken too openly, misunderstood some image.  
   But slowly I began to understand:   This, too, was part of it. 
   The pause.  The emptiness.  The silence before the image.  
   Like when a stage darkens just before a play begins.  Or like the moment after inhaling but before speaking.  
   These were not empty nights.  They were waiting nights.  
   I learned not to resist them.  Not to search for shapes where none yet appeared.  
  I simply lay still and listened. 
   And sometimes… something stirred.  Not a voice. Not even a thought.  Just a presence.  
  A kind of knowing that didn’t need form. 
  Sometimes it was just a breath. A single breath that wasn’t mine — but passed through me. 
  Other times, it was a single point of light. So faint, it could be mistaken for a retinal afterimage. But it pulsed. Deliberately. Like a heartbeat in the fabric of darkness. 
  Then it faded. 
   And I knew:  That was all I was meant to receive that night.  
   No more.  No less.  
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                                                                         Chapter 24 – The Net Behind the Lids 
  Even now, when I close my eyes, I sometimes see it. 
  The net. 
   Not always.  Not on command.  But when I’m quiet enough inside.  
   Thin lines.  Glowing threads.  A living weave stretched just beneath the surface of darkness.  
   Sometimes it holds faces.  Sometimes only light.  
  Sometimes nothing at all — just the calm presence of something that has always been there. 
   It no longer frightens me.  I don’t analyze it.  I don’t chase it.  
   I let it come.  Or not.  
  Because I’ve understood something: 
   It’s not about the visions.    Not about the symbols, the figures, the messages. 
   It’s about what they awaken.  What they  touch . 
   That deep place in us where memory becomes more than what we’ve lived.  Where knowing goes beyond what we’ve been told.  
   A place beneath thought.  Beneath fear.  Beneath language.  
  Where the soul remembers itself. 
   Some will say it was imagination.  Others, madness.  A dream. A vision. A trance.  
  But I don’t need to name it. 
   I only know:    I saw.      I listened.     I followed. 
  And now, when I close my eyes, I smile. 
   Because I know:  Even in the darkest night,  even in the deepest silence —  
   there is always  a net behind the lids.  
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