
 

 
 

                                                        

Romance with the Dead 
Chapter One 

The Beginning 
It was a dark night. The breeze smooches softly on the skin. 
Somewhere far away, the sound of a thunderous sky blasts to 
the hearing. It felt like there was no day but instead, it was 
anger and tempestuous feelings, a very dark day. Then 
somewhere else, the magic of a dark night and the awaiting of a 
bright morning felt the air. The strange howling of foxes, the 
barking of dogs. The meow of cats, the breathing of humanity; 
in this angry world. It was still dark. This was just the 
beginning, the start to the dreams that would dispense the 
strangeness of our versatile world, our living space. The start of 
another cornerstone. Maybe this isn’t enough, maybe there’s 
more to all of our strange differences, our indifferences, our 
strengths and misconceptions, our beginnings and ends. Maybe 
this is it. A new world dictated by dreams, not ordinary dreams, 
but those that’ll dictate our future, the dreams that will create 
changes. The characters in these dreams are like any other 
human being apart from the fact that they dream and create 
dreams too. They know when, where and how to interact and 
change the colour of a dream. When a dream is for a live event, 
they know when to turn, and direct a dream, if it’s for a 
metaphysical reason, that too, they know when and how to turn 
a dream. Our main character, the voice and person we follow in 
this dilemma is Fredrick.  Fredrick Demons. He’s a Londoner. 
Psychotic, Resilient, bright and bold.  
 
He is in his late forties, of a reputable profession, a single man, 
an adventurous man. He’s got a stern look about him. He is 
calm, swiftly thinking, and clever. In the natural world, he is a 
kind of a loser, but in the metaphysical world, in the dark 
world, in the dream world, he is a 



 

 
 

genius, a natural dreamer, the one the family of the dream 
world would want around them, not just from time to time, but 
somehow, on a daily and natural frequency. This is the world 
Fredrick dreams with, the world he explores. The home he 
adores, a base. This is another home. Voices play an important 
role in connecting these dreams, these hopes of high and low, 
this new beginnings, this torrents that runs after life’s, this 
beginning into a world that will spark, not just the essence of 
our dreams, or of theirs, but the future that awaits us at the 
other end of the dark tunnel, this dark place, this strenuous 
journey to the unknown.  
 
One would have imagined separate lives form those who’re 
high in the realm of the world at the other end. The world that 
creates the space for the aliens, the world that will entice and 
marry a lifestyle, desires and wishes as life runs after us, as we 
aspire to become something of a high importance to the life we 
explore on earth.  The life that sometimes don’t gives us hope, 
but rage, anger, denial, un-acceptance, and failures we refuse to 
acknowledge. The rejection of the life’s in our dreams, the 
failure to treasure the importance of our second world, the other 
world, the dark world, the personalities that our dreams reveal 
to us most times as we connect. This is the one we criticise; and 
now, this is where he wants his story to begin, the point where 
he wanted us to reflect and empathise with others to connect 
our dream worlds with our natural world, the world on earth, 
and our place in our outer dreams, the outer world, the ones we 
dream and forget sometimes, the one world we need, but fail to 
understand sometimes. What Fredrick needed is for his 
observers to step into his place, into his dark world. Step in, 
step out. Step out and step in. There is the urgency to step in, 
and step out to understand these complexities. This is what our 
lives are about. You step in and step out. Step in and step out 
again. Fredrick’s life is based on these dreams, very important 



 

 
 

and vivid dreams. Complex dreams. How complex? How 
difficult is it to enter these dreams? The strange questions were 
‘How did he manage?’ Where is he heading? Where are we all 
heading? What life have we got left to explore? Where do we 
go from here? 
Gradually we get drawn into Fredrick’s world and that of others 
that interact with him. From the closest to him, to the ones who 
are distant from him. From those that dislike him to those who 
love and care about him. For those who constantly criticise 
him, to those who simply make his life worthy of living. These 
were the ones that make his world worthy. Life is hopeful, 
meaningful, and not misleading, but rather, makes life 
adventurous. This is the outer space. This is a solitary space, a 
quiet place, a very quiet space. With Fredrick, the voices are 
clear, sharp, and precise, cutting through the skin like he’s torn 
apart by deluded beings. Anger, stress, rage is one notion, pain 
and resilience are another. 
 
Fredrick plays a role, a role to be able to achieve, aesthetically, 
this new world that seems psychotic but rather, a pathetic and 
unimagined world. A somehow imagined world too! So very 
kindly, the story speaks under its title, this title revealed in the 
next few lines here - This is a romance, its surely a romance, a 
pathetic, glorious and well deserved romance. This is not just 
an ordinary romance, it speaks on different levels. It speaks in 
the dark, it sings in the dark, it spits the dark, it smells the dark. 
It is a different kind of romance. Not too sensuous, but 
romantic, but not any of the above, but, still, all of the above. 
Not angry but strange, not misleading, but creative. This is it, 
this is a long romance. This is a romance with the dead. This is 
a space where life is lonely, calm, but also destructive. This is a 
place where death, when it does happens, can be very painful 
but beautiful and spiritual. This is the new place. This is the 



 

 
 

home of Fredrick and his dreams revealed to us, the living. This 
is it, “Romance with the Dead.” 
 
 
                                                       Chapter Two 
                                                    The Dead Room 
Come along, please do. The first dialogue in the dead room. 
Fredrick had been transported through time in his sleep into 
another world. In this dark room lay a score of dead women 
lying asleep in bed. Fredrick had arrived here travelling through 
walls, running through beds, hearing voices, navigating a 
journey through the night, into the brightness of the day. He has 
smelt the stench of the room, observed the space. He has flown 
and returned. He has gone through the harshness of the night. 
The room was gloomy. He could hear the women snore even 
though they were dead. They must be dead. Somehow Fredrick 
questioned himself. Yes, they must be dead. The room is 
clinical. They seemed clean even though dead. From the day 
into the night, and then the night into the day.  We’re feeling 
the dreams, the high and lows points, the magical, the spiritual, 
the spoken words, the last drop of water that drizzled from his 
mouth, another sphere darker than darkness, painful, the dis 
illusion, and delirium that opposes his personality, mostly, 
reflective of his world, this one we’ll all very much like to 
experience. We’re going far away now. He’s travelling. He’s 
flown and arrived. 
 
We’re travelling away into time. “The Dead Room...”  “The 
magical. The smear of a destructive society - socially, and 
politically imbalanced. The traumatic failures. The gains, if any 
at all, in this world as seen through our characters, our 
observers of the outer world. 
‘Sir, you are welcome, very welcome’ she said. 



 

 
 

‘I’m sorry, where am I? Can you hear voices? Voices?’ He 
asked, in a distorted voice. 
‘It’s all there’s. They like you here. We hear your voices here 
too. We do. They’ve seen you already. They’ve met you. 
You’re worthy to be here’ She replied. Her voice was calm, 
sweet and gentle. 
‘How long will I embark on this journey?’ Fredrick asked. 
‘It’s forever. This place, this is your home. It’s forever yours’ 
she replied. 
‘It’s mine? Really, truly mine?’ He marvelled. 
It’s as if nothing mattered anymore. They turn around in their 
sleep as Fredrick flew, travelling from one bed to another. 
Some turned slightly, some jerked up and smiled, some just 
couldn’t respond, and some screamed angrily at him. It’s been 
their positions for years unknown. This is the darkness of the 
dead. Once, on Fredrick’s journey, he encountered the spirits of 
the dark walk through a wild landed space.  He watched, he 
screamed as they walked towards him, and sniggered. Fredrick 
was bamboozled. He tried to make sense of the situation. He 
cried and begged in his subconscious to understand what he 
was experiencing, but still, he was conscious. His head spun; 
his eyes glowed wider and wider. 
 
In the depth of this dialogue, another world evolved. That’s the 
one Fredrick needed an explanation. He wanted the truth, but 
the truth was far away. Not yet in this world, the dream he 
encountered, but hope is the key. Hope was always the key. He 
got closer, she looked. The voices kept him going. They spoke 
and questioned and spoke and laughed. It’s a journey. 
‘Help me. I really need your help. Help me please’ Fredrick 
retorated. 
‘My son, you have to go back. You’re too young to be here. It’s 
dark here. Too dark’ She replied. 



 

 
 

‘Not even for a day?’ He asked. Can’t I stay just for a day? He 
asked desperately. 
‘No…not even for a day. But you can be here too, sometimes, 
for the day’ She replied. 
‘Thank you. Thank you’ He said. Thank you very much, he 
said. 
He’s gone away. He’s going faster. The wind blew. It was a 
very sharp powerful wind rush. His body kept colliding with 
the walls and trees and fences and the air. This thin air, this 
sweet loving air that we crave… He jumped, ran some more. 
The more he ran, the nearer the spirits get to him. He’d fought 
and spat and run and begged, but the situation didn’t change... 
Running and running and running and running. It felt like it’ll 
never stop. He got to the cross road, the spirits were there 
waiting. Why can’t they leave me alone? Why can’t I stop and 
challenge them? How did I get here? Who really am I? Who am 
I? How do I get out of here? Help! Help me! Help! Get me out 
of here! Help! Help! 
He was at the top floor of a tall building of great architecture; it 
was approximately 2.00am in the morning. His head went 
through the window. There were no injuries. No blood 
drizzling. There was no pain. He watched. He did. There they 
were, in a tango, a love experience with each other. He 
watched. He observed. Could there be another way out? He 
asked, but that was rather a complex step to take. He watched. 
At the end of the room was another life. He went through the 
narrow corridor, some men were there dancing, there were 
women at the far end of the room engaged in their own frolics. 
He went past them. It was dark still. He came to a window, 
looked out. All there was were a group of men dancing. They 
wore nothing but their underpants. He still continued travelling. 
On the left of the big room were men snorting drugs. Cocaine! 
They snort and laughed and snorted and laughed. He continued 
with his journey. Now it was an open space. He peeped, smelt, 



 

 
 

watched and prepared. He continued travelling. This is another 
test through his journey. He had to face it or run mad. He was 
hearing voices. 
‘Are you going to the upper floor?’ a darkly skinned male 
asked. 
Where is that? Tell me, where is it?’ Fredrick replied. 
‘Somewhere here, certain events don’t make sense. Better 
prepare yourself for the worst…I mean the strange activities’ 
He uttered. His name is James.  
‘What’s your name’ asked Fredrick. 
‘James! My name is James Clouding. I’m a visitor from the 
earth too. I live in East London. Do you hear voices? Do you, 
do you?’ James asked excitedly. 
‘I do. I really do’ replied Fredrick. Are we far away? How far 
away are we? Asked Fredrick. 
‘Not too far from the dream world. Actually, we’re in the 
dream world.’ James replied. 
‘How did you know?’ Fredrick asked curiously, quietly. 
‘Cause I have been journeying here for a long time. I can smell 
new arrivals miles away’ He said. Moreover, you hear voices. I 
do too. 
The situation changed. He’s made friends, he’s spoken, he’s 
listened. The journey had to continue as fast as it should be. He 
was out in the open. It was dark. Maybe approximately 03.00 
am in the early hours of the morning. The trees had a different 
kind of smell, a different kind of look. The green was deeply 
green and the darkness was sharply dark too. He continued 
walking. That’s all one can do in this situation….walk, listen, 
walk and play. It’s all a darkly game. He’s gone into a casual 
sleep. He found himself flying into the skies above. This was 
strange. He flew and screamed and flew and screamed. This is 
another level of this insatiable trip he’s engaged. He flew, he 
got to the moon, he smelt the colour and sharpness of the thin 
air. It was bitterly cold on the skin, but actually made sense. 



 

 
 

Yes. To be able to fly in the skies is a great task, a gift. Not 
wanting to understand is another. And then belonging and 
accepting is the most traumatic to accept. He flew. He watched. 
He listened. Still he continued travelling. He got to a tree, he 
stopped. Not far away was a male dancing at the top of a 
wooden home. There was no one else but him. Fredrick 
observed for a while to try and make sense of the scenario. He 
felt like joining in the dance but pulled himself back. The 
dream is here. This must be a dream but nothing else. He 
continued travelling. He moved closer to the tree house. He 
smelt the grass, the brightly coloured green leaves; he smelt it 
all to his satisfaction. Everything is now making sense. This is 
a dream. This is a very dark dream. 
 
At the cornerstone of his life, he’s never envisage anything 
thing like this. It’s all a dream. But who understood this world 
better but the dead. Those of the earth who have gone away 
through the gates of another life, the calm, dark life of another 
sphere, that place where nothing else mattered but to appreciate 
life as it is presently: calm, smoothening, loving and caring. 
What else after this? What else really mattered? James 
Clouding knows it all. James Clouding sings it as we approach 
another chapter of these dreams. So we enter another world. Is 
this a fiction, a non-fiction, a piece of literary jargon, a dialogue 
out of space, or just the imagination of the writer, the listener, 
the ordinary people, or just, as I said, a piece of creative 
jargon? Is it? Here we proceed. Fredrick had moved through his 
journey to another part of the planets. It was late night in the 
spirit world. Nature was of a deep green. Every tree, every bit 
of grass was of immaculate green. The spirits were dressed in 
different kind of clothing to cover whatever was left of them. 
They can smell a stranger in their midst, and quickly too, they 
could direct the new comers into this amazing, deep, hallow, 
metaphysical, cosmic and ecclesiastical world. This is the way 



 

 
 

it is. They never chant, or spoke a word; they just walked with 
a graceful gait through the darkness. At the depth of the dream, 
Frederick realised its time to return to earth, further away from 
these encounters for a while.  Soon the wind started to blow 
angrily. The moon disappeared for a while and then shone 
again towards the end of Fredrick’s journey. Frederick faced 
another dilemma, a very strange dilemma …a very deep, 
sensuous experience, the art of lovemaking. But how did it 
start? How did it go? 
‘You’re the one. You are the one’ she said. 
‘Who are you? I don’t know you. I don’t belong here so why 
should I know you? Frederick uttered fearfully, hanging loosely 
on the thin air. 
She smiled. ‘You remember when you dreamt to the room, the 
dark room? I belong there too; I’m yours in that world when 
you dream to us.’ She replied. 
‘Damn’ Frederick said with a slight frustration. 
‘You get me now?’ The lady said. 
‘I’m with you’ Frederick replied.  And then the journey faded 
away into the far distance, like nothing ever happened, or that 
this must have been a torture, a disguise from the unknown. No 
one really knows. It’s a question Fredrick tried to answer. ‘Am 
I human, or am I just a wasted soul been used as a sacrificial 
lamb?’ He thought about it over and over, but had no answer. 
All that occurred were more dreams, and more questions to be 
asked. James Clouding has guided him, the lady that appeared 
later from the dark room has spoken, as least for a while, but 
this events, this series of events are what Fredrick needed to 
hold onto for his place on earth, and the spiritual world that he 
travels to on a daily. He said it. This is your room, your second 
home, and then Frederick starts to travel again. He got into the 
dream tunnel. As he approached, a group of men appeared. 
Frederick was scared initially, but braced himself when one of 
them smiled and welcomed him into the crowd.  



 

 
 

‘Welcome! Welcome! Gentleman. How are you doing? How 
are you?’ He asked. 
‘I don’t know. Can’t really tell, I can’t’ Fredrick said. 
‘Oh bravo! He can’t tell. He can’t really tell.’ The man 
exclaimed loudly. He did not look ordinary. His complexion 
was a mixture of pale and a slight deep darkness. The kind of 
complexion Frederick has never seen or heard of. His clothing, 
well, as Frederick saw, is his natural clothing, the wind and 
treasures of the unknown world next to his bones, and his bare 
lovely mixed skin. 
The diversion had taken place. He spoke, laughed, dinned, 
danced and waited. The deeper he went, the deeper the urgency 
to return. When he eventually did, it was 6.00am in the 
morning. 
 
 
 
 
 
                                      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                        Chapter Three 
                                                     The Snake Dream 
The initiation by James Clouding is beginning to make sense. 
To be able to survive or acquire a place in the realms demands 



 

 
 

a great deal of knowledge and perseverance. Now its another 
dream, the snake dream. It was a gloomy night full of visitors 
from the earth. The rooms were empty as the occupants had to 
witness and celebrate a dream of their choice. This one dream 
is the snake dream. Frederick had gone to bed late down on 
earth. As his sleep got deeper, the closer, and closer he got in 
the supernatural world. Its now about 01.00am in the morning. 
The stream was muddy, and cold. Frederick’s body landed into 
the depth of the stream. His friend in the natural world; the 
snake, a brown snake arose from the deeper part of the stream. 
He was not sure what to do, but remembered vividly that he 
had met this snake, if not once, but a few times on his journey 
to the unknown. His eyes glowed, his body shivered, his voice 
disappeared for a while, then returned as the snake made a dash 
at him. Body to body, strength to strength! This was a battle for 
his life. His mind travelled between the dream and the natural 
world. They wrestled. His voice croaked as he tried to call for 
help. They wrestled. The snake was on heat, and needed to 
make love. Frederick could not understand why. Why me? 
Why me? His voice shouted. But the dream would not end. 
They continued to battle. Then there was success. They made 
love. Shortly afterwards, Fredrick’s eyes ravage in rays of 
colours; from black to brown, and blue to red. From red to 
green, and pink into white. Everything that mattered had faded 
away, and all that was left were his questions, his being, and his 
misconceptions.  
‘Why me now, lord? Why me?’ he thought. 
‘Sure you want to know?’ Another snake hisses. 
‘I’ll like to know. I’ll like to know why I’m the….’ Fredrick 
exclaimed. 
‘To know why you’re the chosen one?’ The snake replied. 
‘Truly so, to know why I’m here in the first place’ Fredrick 
said. 



 

 
 

It all goes back to the initiations. Once you’ve gone to the 
skies, if you’ve dreamt to the moon and danced on it, if you’ve 
spoken on the moon, if you’ve screamed and danced on it, if 
you’ve competed, if you’ve sang on the moon, these are the 
answers to your questions. If you belong that way, these are 
your answers. The supernatural is yours. But they, us, the 
snakes will always want you. They will always want you here. 
As if this isn’t enough. Why can’t I not dream to you anymore? 
Why can’t I just close my eyes, dream and then forget? Why 
should I be worried going to bed at night? I need sleep. I need 
good quality sleep. I don’t need to dream far anymore, at least 
not these kind of dreams. Why can’t one of you turn around 
and say to me…’Go back home. You’re not needed here; 
you’re not needed here anymore?’ Why? Why can’t this 
happen? Then he had a flash back to the snakes, sighing 
profusely meaning he’s done something wrong.  
We are your best friends, the voice said; we are yours, always 
yours. Haven’t you learnt from us? The voice you have is the 
one we’ve given. Please don’t move away from us. Don’t deny 
us, don’t look down on us. We know why we’re here with you. 
You’re ours forever; for as long as there is life, either on earth, 
or here in the supernatural world. We’re here for you all the 
time. Fredrick could sense in his natural senses that his dream 
is coming to an end. He’s now somehow, slightly frustrated 
too. Part of the dream made sense and are adventurous, part of 
them are scary and spooky at the same time. He thought of 
going into work in the morning. He thought about his natural 
daily chores. Wake up, brush your teeth, have a shower and 
have breakfast, go to work. He thought of all of these as his 
senses starts to make sense of his whereabout.  
‘Where am I? Where am I!?’ He asked himself. 
‘You are in the air. You’re flying in the air’ a strange voice 
replied. 
‘What time is it?’ Fredrick asked. 



 

 
 

‘Almost 5.00 am in the morning.’ The voice replied. 
‘How long have I been away?’ He asked. 
‘For quite a while. If you’re in the world, if you’re in the dark, 
it takes that much to travel’ the voice replied. Then the situation 
changed. There are no more darkness, no dances on the moon, 
no flying through walls, no making love, or singing. The 
journey has ended for a while. Frederick got out of bed. Did is 
chores for the day, at least for this time of the morning. He 
went to work. He never shared his dreams with anyone. ‘Could 
it all be a myth, or is he just imagining all of these 
occurrences.’ He questioned himself again and again and again, 
still he had no answers. The dreams still do occur regularly. 
The more he dreamt, the more he goes into the realms of his 
supernatural world. It never ends. He remembered one of his 
dreams as he sat outside a coffee shop in the east end of 
London. The ambulance dance! He remembered that very 
quickly. The ambulance dance! It was one of his darkest nights 
in the dream world. As he closed his eyes to sleep, he came 
across an ambulance dancing in the sky. He stared and looked 
and wondered. He could not understand why. There it was 
sideways, balanced in the sky with nothing holding it up or 
down below. He thought it must have been a helicopter, or 
some kind of space ship intruding our world. Then he travelled 
parallel to it, he stared, but there was no one in it. He could not 
understand why. Then gradually he started to drift away. He 
found himself flying further and further and further into the 
dark sky. The moon was further away too. The stars gloomed 
confidently. There was no one else flying. He saw the building 
where the old women where, but travelled past it. He arrived at 
the room on the third floor, the same women where still there 
lying on their beds, but he didn’t stop there too. He continued 
travelling. For some reason he felt like making love, somehow 
his mind told him, you’re not on earth. You’re dreaming. He’s 
dream continued. He got to the window on the third floor. He 



 

 
 

looked through. There were two bodies on the bed, they 
weren’t making love. One facing upwards, the other, 
downwards. What a strange positioning. Still, he kept on 
travelling. He journeyed to the outer fence where a group of 
young men were playing games. There were not lights, just 
darkness that clouded Fredrick’s eyes. As soon as they smelt 
him they stopped, and grouped themselves together. That says 
one thing. There’s a stranger here. 
‘I’m sorry, I’ve lost my way. I want my way back home’ 
Fredrick asked. 
‘Home, yeah, home! He wants his way back home!’ One of 
them replied jokingly... 
‘Please, home, I want my way back home!’ Fredrick said. 
 
They hummed: 
‘This is our home. No stranger in our home.  
This is our haven, there’s no one else in our haven. 
This is our life, there’s no one else in our house. 
This is our dream; you’re welcome into our dream. 
Fly friend, fly into our world, this is surely 
Our world! This is surely our world, this is 
Our world! Fly into our world, fly into our 
World, live in our world. This is truly our world!’ 
 
There was silence after wards. As Fredrick started to make 
sense of what’s going on, the group of men vanished as he 
turned to observe his environment. He wanted answers. He 
wanted to ask and play with them. He wanted to understand 
why he dreamt to them. But all of these were questions, still the 
dreams continued. When the mind is deluded its difficult to 
make sense of scenarios sometimes. Sometimes we get them 
right, other times they’re just a fragment of our imagination. 
Whatever it is, this is still the beginning of Fredrick’s dream 
world. There are more to explore, there are more situations to 



 

 
 

observe. The darkness is always there, always there still, no 
matter how long he tries to move away. The more they come 
running back to celebrate his life, the more his dark, psychotic 
mind, his beautiful sensitive mind dreamt, dreamingly, into 
another phase of this dark, murky world.  
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