
Dying dream

I've started in my new job, they set me to work at my computer, in a hall with

more people, without many explanations. I leave the hall and go to another one, where I

keep working with other colleagues. Some of them introduce themselves. I return to the

previous hall and it's my second day and it's nearly six... How come no one told me I

should have left already? At six something I decide to leave and I go down to the

parking, to get my car. I have to look around everywhere, I can't remember where I left

it. I go outside and walk around the building. Finally I get onto it and, since I'm very

bad with reverse, I hit the rear wall in the room I'm at. The girl working at her desk (she

looks like my friend Rocío) gets scared to death when she sees the wall breaking and

my car falling. It's a high fall, we're going down very fast between lots of plants and

trees. I know I'm not going to survive, so I don't do any effort to take my belt off or to

open the window. I just curl up and close my eyes, in peace, letting the car go down, and

the feelings are relief, gravity loss, just as if we were floating, and I expect the clash,

and I think that it must have happened already, 'cause dying must be something like this,

and I don't dare open my eyes because maybe I'm still falling... but I don't feel the

acceleration, only the quiet and floating, and I don't know what's happening so I open

my eyes at last.

I'm in a sort of basement or a big hall with very little light, with lots of animals

surrounding me, each one a different species, all small-medium sized, with soft, nice

furs. Chinchillas, raccoons, rabbits, otters, etc... Most of them are grey or brown, or

maybe the light makes me see them like that. I'm not dead. Or maybe I am. I'm unsure

about what's happening. I wake up.
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