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A note from the editor of Tumulayan 2024

Tumulayan, the annual literary endeavour by the students of the Centre for Comparative
Literature, Bhasha Bhavana, Visva-Bharati, is published every year on the occasion of
Anandabazar. The title of this year’s volume is ‘Swapno—On Dreams,’ and this year we have tried

to explore the topic of dreams and the act of dreaming from multiferous aspects.

As mentioned in the call for participation, dreaming as an act is as old as human existence
itself and has fascinated philosophers, kings, poets, and commoners alike for acons. Dreams have
been associated with the divine, the supernatural, the good, the bad, and the mundane. Oneirology
is an entire branch of science that is dedicated to the study of dreams and their relation to the brain

and human psychology. Many of the writings we received this year delve into these issues. As part

of this brief note, perhaps we can also add another angle to these deliberations—dreaming in the

age of capitalism.

Literature and the arts use dreams as devices in their forms of expression because of their
intricate link with human imagination and psyche. In the age of capitalism, when people are enticed
every single moment to become dependent upon artificial intelligence in search of ‘ease of life’,
and when capitalism weaponises that very artificial intelligence to usurp stories and forms of
expression from writers and artists, it is high time to emphasise again and again on the importance
of stories told through artistic mediums used by a human mind. Dreams are often catalysts for
stories, as Rabindranath Thakur mentions in the chapter “Balak Adhyay” in Jibansmriti (1912)
that the novel Rajarshi (1887) came about after his dream about a little girl exclaiming about the
blood of the sacrificial animals on the step of a temple. Her father, who seemed equally distressed
about the cruelty kept brushing her off and pretending to be angry at her because he felt that it was
not his place to question these practices that have continued for millennia. The link between dream
and stories (and art, in a broader sense) is also the very reason why the character Dream from 7The

Sandman comics (1989-1993) is the lord of both dreams as well as stories.

In much more contemporary media, dreams, whether they are in the forms of nightmares
or beautiful hopes, are used to critique the hyper-consumerist, capitalist structure of the society.

Agust D writes in his song “Strange” ft. RM from the album D-2 (2020), “Capital injects the



morphine of hope as collateral for dreams/Wealth creates wealth and tests our greed.” At a time
when even people’s dreams are shaped and informed by the norms of ‘Conspicuous Consumption’
and held hostage like collateral at a bank, we hope that this volume will make the readers stop for

at least a second and think about their ‘dreams’ in all senses of the word.

This year we received a deluge of responses to our call for participation, and therefore this
year’s issue has grown somewhat in bulk despite the careful process for selection and arrangement.
We have arranged the issue into groupings according to content, with a thematic undercurrent
flowing through each section. At the beginning, are the seven poems that have been selected,
mulling over a variety of nuances of dreams, from the permanence of faces in dreams to the food
of Bengal, which, according to the poet, is a food lover’s dream come true. The next bit has various
sketches and anecdotes, where personal experiences have become metaphors for things that are
universal. After that, we look at the articles that discuss specific texts and the treatment of dreams
in them. From Franz Kafka’s The Metamorphosis (1915) to Rabindranath Thakur’s “Nishithe” to
the archery game of the Khasi community in Shillong, where the contestants are guided by their
dreams to choose lucky numbers, the range of topics is distinctly broad. All of the articles on wider
scopes are collected in the next section. The topics covered span from the function of dreams in
movies, in classical theory and in Vedanta, to the significance of lucid or REM sleep and its
consequences for dreaming. This issue's final piece, “Obiswashi Biplober Ochena Path” (“The

Unbelieving Revolution towards an Unknown Path”), describes a revolution that would be founded

on 1)’ or ‘truth.” In a world where corruption, apathy and suffering plague both the present and

the future, the author calls for a revolution of ‘truth’ that will touch the lives of every single
individual. What more fitting note to close this year's issue on?

We also hope that our readers will be able to recognise the connections between each
section and the wonderful illustrations we received this year, which are incorporated throughout
the issue.

As we bring out the ninth issue of Tumulayan and the wheel of time keeps turning, we
would like to express our gratitude to all of our contributors, other researchers, fellow-students of
the Centre for Comparative Literature, Bhasha Bhavana, Visva-Bharati and our teachers who have
always provided us with significant support. Furthermore, we appreciate our readers and hope that

this issue will be a part of the ongoing dialogues about dreams and dreaming.



Dreams and Faces
Subham Bhaumik
Faces from different ages and worlds
Show up in places unknown to them.
Strangers to each other, they talk not to each other but to me.
They speak of different things without interrupting.
Of things unrelated and nonsensical.
Only in dreams, do worlds come together without colliding, without breaking the strings.

Strings of different pitches, creating melody.

Beyond the Fading Dreams
Riddhi Gupta

I had a thousand dreams,
That lay shattered,
Dream of a city
With lights decorated.

Suddenly when the city darkened,

I doubted my eyes
Thinking that they had got blind!

But part by part I understood

The city had darkened everywhere

And not my dreamy eyes.
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Velvet Landscapes

Avipsa Mukherjee

"I see her, a siren cast in velvet and smoke," I muse, brush poised, heart a-flutter. Not the kind of
flutter that sends butterflies aloft, but a seismic shift, a tectonic plate rearranging itself in the
depths of my subconscious. Lana del Rey, they call her. A porcelain doll with a cracked heart,

singing of roses and ruin.

She croons of gardens, but mine is a landscape of melting clocks and ant-infested elephants. Her
roses are crimson, mine are a surrealist palette of blues and greens. She sings of heartbreak, a

universal ache, but I paint it as a gaping chasm, a black hole in the fabric of reality.

I hear her voice, a haunting melody, a siren song that lures me deeper into the labyrinth of my
mind. It’s like a metronome, but off-beat, dissonant. It’s a telephone ringing in a silent world, a

jarring intrusion into the serene madness of my creation.

She sings of Hollywood, a gilded cage. I see a gilded cage, yes, but with bars made of melting
cheese and keys shaped like human hearts. Her glamour is a mask, a carefully constructed

illusion. Mine is a deliberate provocation, a calculated chaos.

I am the master of the absurd, the conjurer of dreams, and she, the modern-day muse, a tragic
heroine in a world of plastic smiles. We are two sides of the same coin, the yin and yang of the

subconscious.

Her lyrics are a surrealist poem, without the conscious effort. She paints with words, as [ do with
pigments. But where my canvas is a battleground of the conscious and subconscious, her stage is

a confessional, a raw exposure of the soul.

I see her as a character in one of my dreams, a haunting apparition in a world of melting clocks
and endless horizons. She is the woman with the eyes of a doe, but the soul of a lioness. A

contradiction, a paradox, a muse who is both inspiration and torment.



I dip my brush in the colors of the subconscious, and I create a world where logic is a luxury, and
imagination is king. She sings of a world ending, but for me, every ending is a new beginning, a

chance to create something extraordinary from the ordinary.

We are connected, she and I, by the invisible threads of the human experience. She sings of loss
and longing, and I paint it as a desolate landscape, a barren wasteland. Her voice is the

soundtrack to my madness, a haunting melody that echoes in the corridors of my mind.

Together, we are a symphony of the surreal, a duet of darkness and light. Our worlds collide,

creating a universe where dreams and reality blur, where art and life intertwine.

Bengali Food Dream: A Culinary Ode

Tuhina Thakur
In a land where the Ganges weaves its tale,
Bengal, where flavors in dreams prevail.
The moonlit night casts a gentle gleam,
Upon a Bengali food lover's dream.
Aroma of rice, pure and divine,
Steamed to perfection, a texture, so fine.
Golden fried fish, Hilsa's pride,
Glides on the plate, with mustard by its side.
Shorshe ilish, a dance on the tongue,
With mustard seeds, the flavor is sung.
Panta bhat waits, with a whispering grace.

In the cool morning mist, it finds its place.



Sweets like rosogolla, white and pure,
Soft as a cloud, an endless allure.
Sandesh, a melody, in sugar and cream
Each bite, a symphony, a sweet dream.
Luchi and alur dom, a breakfast delight,
Pufted golden orbs, in the soft morning light.
Kosha mangsho, rich and bold,

With spices and love, a story is told.
Puchkas burst with tangy delight,
Street-side magic in the warm twilight.
Jhalmuri crunches, a snack on the go,
With tamarind whispers and peanuts in tow.
Mishti doi, in earthen pots rest,
Creamy and sweet, the evening's best.
Payesh with rice, and kheer with a kiss,

A bowl of warmth, in homely bliss.

In this Bengali dream, food is a muse,
Each dish, a poem, in flavours we choose.
From dawn till dusk, on this culinary stream,

We float in the joy of a Bengali food dream.
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Yet again in my sleep
There visits another dream
Uninvited, unpleasant
Manifesting things I dread

Rational and irrational.

The kind of dreams that visit me
Are ones I wish never to see,

To experience or to feel

For the dreams that engulf me are
Not like those of Luther King’s
Not like our freedom fighters’
Not like Dr. Abdul Kalam’s

Not like any sportsperson’s

Not like any 12" grader’s

Honestly, not like anyone’s

With rich goals and big ambitions.

That One Dream...

Skandha Chandrasekharan

The dreams that knock me out
Range over extensive scales -
From a house full of snakes

To a leopard at my gate

I attempt to run harder

To escape a chasing robber

My shriek goes without sound
Incomprehensive fears surround
Scared and unprepared I go
For an exam I passed years ago
I awaken with my body stiff
Ahead of falling off a cliff
Pearls of sweat adorn my face
Slowly I snap out of the maze

Till it strikes that I’m safe.

Anytime in my sleep

Will there visit any dream?
Jubilant and pleasant
Manifesting things I need

Personal and familial.



But the dreams I wish to see

Are not fancy bungalows -

Lined up with Porsche cars,

Pairs of sneakers and sandals

Or bejewelled clutches

Not even dream gardens

With flowers n’ butterflies golden
My dream has never been to fly
On a magic carpet in the sky

Nor to traverse the universe

Or live a life luxurious.

The only dream I long to see

Is my little one’s face gleam
With happy smiles and laughter
As I attempt to run harder
Behind my cute little prankster
And watch him grow older,

Healthy, wise and happier.

Every night before I sleep

I wonder if I’d ever dream

This small and simple little dream
Not truly realizing that

Everyday I’m watching live

This dream, all time with open eyes.

10
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Testament of a Dreaming Soul

Sumedha Dey

Till five, she lived happily with her grandparents in the village while her father served in
the Indian Army. Her mother’s transfer brought them to a shabby government quarter in a small
village, where opportunities were scarce. She was admitted to an English medium school in 2™
standard and it seemed like a native kid trying to survive in a foreign culture. Taunted and mocked
by peers, and constantly compared to others, she endured daily scolding, and as she grew up trying
to fit in she ended up serving as the family punch bag. Despite these struggles, her dreams remained
vast and unyielding.

From a young age, she was captivated by knowledge. Enrolling in a postgraduate program
after quitting a corporate job, she aspired to attain a Ph.D. However, relentless struggles and
societal constraints marred her journey. Her days began at dawn, traveling three hours to college.
To earn pocket money, she tutored, anchored events, and danced in troupes for meagre pay. As she
bagged a corporate job post her Graduation she rented a 2bhk flat decorated with antique furniture.
Life looked glamourous as she earned a good deal and would spend the money on herself partying
every weekend and living lavishly. As few months passed by something kept her disturbed from
within. The very thought that she is going away from books triggered her to an extent that she wrote
the entrance test of a Post Graduation degree course. As she got through easily, life turned hectic.
She would attend classes and work the 9hour job in night shifts. Her reality was harsh, but she

believed education was her path to liberation.

As her ideas to live mindfully was rejected by her friends she was left alone. There was
hardly anyone who would be of help when she was in dire need. In fact, even though she was
always helping others, on a dark day if she required to talk to someone she hardly found anyone
lending her some time from their happening life. So, she turned to books. Reading new books and
her dream of a Ph.D. became her solace. Her relentless pursuit of knowledge was an act of defiance
against imposed constraints. Studying late into the night, each page she turned was a step closer to
her dream. Her journey mirrored the struggle of many women, highlighting perseverance and the

unyielding human spirit.

Ultimately, her battle was about asserting her right to dream and achieve, challenging

societal norms. Her story underscores education's power as a tool for empowerment and calls for
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a supportive environment for women’s aspirations. Despite not achieving her Ph.D. yet, the
dreamer is boldly accounting her journey that is a testament to the value of perseverance and

courage.

Stuffing
Swayama Sengupta

“Kaal ki tiffin niye jabi?”

“Anything.”

Sumitra saw it coming. Though she wanted to inquire further into her daughter Sagarika’s
‘anything’, sensing her exhaustion, she did not press the matter. For now, she had to go check the
cake which had been doing its rounds at 180 degrees for twenty five minutes.

10/12/22

How about I make her khasta kochuri tomorrow? Rika loves them, and it has been ages
since she had one. But, no, it would not be khasta by lunchtime anymore. The kochuri would be
stone cold and she would have to wash it down with water. I have to make her something special;
something she and her friends would be thrilled to see after the lectures. I guess fried rice with tiny
prawns fries would work for tomorrow.

Me going to Café Resplendence tonight! What would I do there among you kids?”

“Please ma, it is Sneha’s birthday. She has invited you too. Sneha is crazy about your haater
ranna.”

17/01/23

And so, Rika dragged me along with her to Sneha's birthday party. The girl looked happy,
the food tasted good, we had a great time yet I sensed something amiss. In spite of Google's
sparkling reviews, I found the café to be...aloof and proudly bearing a ‘that is how it'’s supposed to
be’ air whenever I struggled to breath in it. Why, a café should be an escapist’s paradise, people,
old and young, would flock, soft music would do its charm, and one would not have to pay to just
sit and relax. How I dream to make one of my own; do something productive, for myself!

“Do they make luchi chholar daal too?”



14

“Come on ma, it is a café. You could have sandwiches, macaroons and the likes but not

luchi chholar daal.”

“Ema! Oi kheye pet bhorbe? Don’t come to me asking for more food later.”

26/02/23

1 say why not? From shingara, sandwiches, ghughni, to cheese omelette, dimer devil, beet
parathas, luchi and shada aloor torkari, my café would have it all. And if it does not fit well with
the biliti image of a café, it does not have to.

Wake up early, make a mental note of the schedule; who is leaving when that day, cook for
them, iron their clothes, pack lunch, and when they finally depart, I am still not done with cooking,
washing, and instructing the help. And then, to top it all, Rika rings me up for everything and I am
expected to be right by the cell phone. Where am I in this ruckus? No, I should consider it for the
better. But how?”

“That’s all for today. I would be conducting a test on Indus Valley Civilisation next Monday,
okay? Wait, before you go, taste some of the kucho nimki I made.”

27/04/23

Yes, I resumed tutoring school students, and have been taking culinary orders, especially
snacks. I wonder what the colour of the café would be. Definitely not red or blue. How about baby
pink? Khorkhori janalas to balustrade balconies, long necked ceiling fans to black and white
diamond shaped marble floors, it is the culture that would speak. I was also thinking about a
gramophone. We could place it at the corner facing the entrance, right beside the bookshelf, no?

Ti. Ti.Ti.

The resounding of the microwave cut Sumitra off her reverie. It was Sneha. She showed up
this morning with, “Is the gramophone working fine, kakima?”

9/07/24

For now, it was just a ploy for some ghughni. After all, it was generous of her grandmother

to ‘donate’ her gramophone for my café, Café Antorik.
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Dream Vision
Nilufer Ali

Nature contains beauty in its tiniest of things, thought Aria, as she saw the shining dew
drops roll down from the swirling blades of grass. The moisture laden field healed her aching feet
and made it numb with happiness as she ran barefoot towards unknown directions. Her arms open
like the wings of an aeroplane, the cool breeze touching her face only to make her smile just like a

six year old child. She had found a new fold joy without having to think about the hustles in her
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life. She was not waiting for the alarm clock to wake her up, and unwillingly transport her into a
world of only rushing, work and tiresome activities. She felt like a bird just freed from the cage.

Aria had unknowingly escaped into a transcendent world where nature welcomed her to
enjoy the pleasures of a gifted life. She stared at the majestic mountains, standing tall with
magnificence.

Oh! The pristine wilderness, just below the serene loftiness ...

Gradually, the thicket was awakened by the sun as it rose above the horizon. Aria felt joy
and excitement surge through her, as soon as she heard the morning birds chirping merrily. While
the flowers as well as the leaves danced with grace and rhythm, an aromatic morning breeze blew
through the woods. A waterfall and the crystal river could be seen in the distance, and the dense
evergreen trees appeared to be clinging to their very existence with their sturdy roots. As the
waterfall gently turned into a swift river that violently turned at every bank, she could hear the
rampaging rapids.

Enchanting was the ambience; the sights, sounds and scents; of the verdant, lush forest. The
ground beneath her feet was a soft carpet of fallen leaves as she entered the woods for the first
time. The pleasing crunch released a distinct scent of decay and rebirth. Every step seemed to
convey a tale, establishing a link between Aria and the ancient stories lost in the vast echoing
spaces.

There was an overwhelming, almost mystical silence deep in the forest. This enthralling
world offered solitude and tranquility far from the bustle of civilisation. There was a sense of
connection to nature and a slowing down of time, making her feel like she was a part of something
much bigger than herself.

In this enchanted forest, Aria discovered a sense of wonder and reverence for the natural
world. Every leaf, every bird's song, and every aroma stood a testament to the beauty and resilience
of Mother Earth. The forest was a haven, a place of solace and inspiration, reminding her of the
importance of preserving the delicate balance of our planet.

Aria was overjoyed in the entanglements of the natural forces. She was literally amazed at
the unforeseen miracles of nature. Like a magician, the surroundings captivated her innermost
senses. She was spellbound, speechless!

Aria wished to spend some more time, so she found a cozy shelter beneath one of the trees,

where she sat humming and slowly, she went into the deepest pleasure of rest.
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She found herself enclosed within the walls of her house, when she finally opened her eyes
after the dream vision. She realised, after all, it was the most beautiful dream she had ever
experienced. She wished to return back through her dream; only to face the reality that, such visions
are the rarest one can see or feel through their nerves.

Aria was not at all disappointed; rather she found renewed joy and hope, to keep herself
moving along with her busy life. She got inspired to feel connected with nature through the small

incidents and activities every day.

After all, this is every nature lover’s dream vision!
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Drowning in the Dreams

Preethy G. R

I close my eyes and fall into my dreams. There are clock-shaped buildings floating in the
air. I walk with apprehension on the pillows laid on the water. Drowning scares me. | take one step
forward only to skid into the water. My heart stops for a moment. Somebody pulls me out of it and
now | find myself at one of the ghats in Varanasi. My best friend sits next to me and offers me
cotton candy. Our uniforms are drenched. We sit and watch the boats. | could feel the wind making
its way to my bones. The sky is slowly turning red, and my hands are getting cold.

Suddenly I remember that she came first in the fancy dress competition. | push her, and she
is startled by my behaviour. Oh my God! I hurt her. The eight-year-old Sara is not able to match
my strength. This isn't me. I don’t recognise myself. What is happening to me? | see people stopping
by us and scolding me. They are trying to tame me, but I am beyond control. | leave them behind
and get into one of the boats. A vendor is selling keychains with replicas of Charminar. | am excited
to reach Hyderabad, and | find myself at the Lucknow railway station. | realise that Sara is already
there. She hugs me, and | wail, thinking how my parents were not happy with my marks in board
exams. | feel like an absolute loser. Wait! Why am | crying? It is not a big deal.

| see my friends waiting for me. We are lost in the rendition of the famous ghazal
‘Hoshwalon ko Khabar’ by Jagjit Singh. We sit on the ground and relish Chai and Bun Maska. I
tell them how much I’ve missed their company. I remember I need to catch that bus to Hyderabad.
| start running, and | see some goons after me. | run for my life. My legs feel weak and jammed.
This is the first time | am experiencing fear of this kind. Every second feels like a decade. | close
my eyes as tight as | can, and I break loose from my sleep. My eyes open, and someone is knocking
at the door.

Sara is here to pick me up for a job interview. Sara is my childhood friend, and she is a
psychologist by profession. I am still trying to come out of the nightmare. Amma comes to the
room, saying, “Sara, isko bolo ki job ko lekar thoda serious ho jayein. Humari baaton ka koi farq
hi nahi padta iss par. (Sara, please tell her to be serious about the job. Our words don’t have any
effect on her).” She continues mumbling while searching for the iron box. Sara and I look at each
other, trying hard not to smile. I start getting ready while she starts discussing the itinerary for the
Char Dham Yatra. | check my bag and documents once more. Everything is there: résumég,
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certificates, charger, phone, pepper spray, and other essentials. On the way, we stop by Sharmaji
ki Chai to have tea. If we go by Google Maps, we are forty-five minutes away from the destination.
Sara turns on the music player, and ‘Hoshwalon ko Khabar’ starts to play. I ask her to change the

song since it brings back memories that | don't want to remember anymore.

Sara changes the song, and we are off to chase our dreams.

In Sleep!

Soumi Paul
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Dreams, Reality, and Alienation in Franz Kafka’s The Metamorphosis

Arnab Chatterjee
“We are what we are because we have been what we have been...”

—Sigmund Freud

The act of dreaming has long fascinated people, as dreams can range from reflecting
mundane daily life to depicting adventures beyond possibility. Although the exact reason behind
dreaming remains debatable among scientists and psychologists, dreams continue to remain a
mystery, further captivating imagination, art, and even spiritual practices. It was Sigmund Freud
who suggested that dreams manifest human desires and unfulfilled wishes, allowing one to explore
a surreal reality. There are several literary works that have employed this concept to reveal the
hopes and ambitions of their characters. One such work is The Metamorphosis, written by Franz
Kafka, which blurs the division between reality and dream through the startling transformation of
Gregor Samsa into a gigantic insect.

Through The Metamorphosis, Franz Kafka portrays the character of Gregor Samsa to
illustrate the dehumanising and degrading aspects of life and work in modern society. The narrative
begins with Gregor waking up from “uneasy dreams” and finding himself transformed into a
gigantic insect. Kafka does not provide much information regarding what made Gregor transform
but rather continues to narrate his life as an insect within the household. However, in the original
German version, Gregor transforms into “ungeheuren ungeziefer,” which literally translates to a
filthy creature not suitable for sacrifice, which colloquially means vermin. Therefore, there is an
ambiguity attached to this transformation, which resembles a dream without any proper beginning
or ending. Furthermore, it is worth noting that Gregor wakes up from “uneasy dreams,” which
raises the question of whether his previous life was actually an uneasy state and whether his
transformation into vermin might represent his true self. Also, if this transformation is a dream,
then it questions Gregor’s psyche and leads him to manifest himself as an insect in the societal
order. This feeling of alienation gets more intense when his family gets worked up because he
misses a day from his job. Therefore, it gets notable that he turns into an insect for this capitalist
world only because he skips a workday. Furthermore, if one looks at this transformation as some

sort of disability, then the treatment that he has received from his family also justifies his alienation
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and distorted psyche. Gradually, the narrative portrays how Gregor keeps losing his human part,
where he no longer enjoys human food, and how his family normalises the extraordinary and keeps
on changing their lifestyle without questioning the plausibility of such a transformation. They
consistently treat Gregor as if he lacks intelligence, and meanwhile, without his involvement in
their lives, they improve their situation by finding better jobs. But this transformation and loss of
human self again get unsettled when Gregor enjoys the violin played by his sister, Greta. Therefore,
as an insect, if he can get captivated by music, he has not transformed completely but rather gets
trapped in a nightmarish reality where others start to perceive him as he perceives himself. By the
end, Gregor realises that he has become a burden to his family and eventually dies, which brings

joy to his family rather than grief.

Kafka’s narrative ultimately highlights the decline of human compassion while maintaining
a delicate balance between dream and reality throughout. This is further reinforced in his letter to
his publisher, where he mentions that the cover illustration of the book should not have any remote
reference to any such insect imagery. So, the transformation is removed from any such proper
labelling and remains ambiguous between the dream of becoming what he actually feels and the

reality of how society perceives him, ultimately shaping a nightmarish reality.
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A Short Review of Kurosawa’s Dreams (1990)
Srilekha Mitra

Recurring dreams often unfold our unfulfilled desires, our deepest fears and anxieties,
delving deep into our unconscious. According to Sigmund Freud the unconscious is a potent part
of the human mind. It is the source of human behaviour and acts as a reservoir of human thoughts
and memories. Our collective memory is often consolidated through our dreams and Dreams
(1990) directed by one of the pioneer auteurs Akira Kurosawa is the perfect epitome of collective
memory and dreams going hand in hand. Revolving around eight vignettes, the film is
autobiographical as well as didactic depicting the director’s views regarding mankind’s destruction
of environment, the atomic nightmare, the futility of war and death. The protagonist is named |
which signifies two things- firstly this I is the director himself and secondly it also paints the sheer
existentialism where a person’s name is reduced to a single letter similar to Kafka’s K in The Castle
(1926).

Nature:

The eight vignettes in the film ranges from myths, folklore, human intervention in the
natural world to the capitalism of post-War Japan but one thing that remains common in all these
vignettes is nature. The film feels like Kurosawa’s homage to mother nature, encapsulating his dire
urge to preserve nature thus reminding the views of Wordsworth, “Nature never did betray the heart
that loved her.” In “Blizzard” and “Mount Fuji in Red”, Kurosawa depicts the fiery side of the
forces of nature that is capable of vanquishing human beings whereas in “Sunshine Through the
Rain”, “The Peach Orchard” and “The Village of the Watermills” we see an idyllic world where
nature is in full bloom, thus acting as an important element in the narrative of the film.

War:

“Tunnel”, “Mount Fuji in Red” and “Weeping Demons” depict how wars are never
glorious. In the aftermath of war, the survivors are just living ghosts carrying guilt, nightmares and
detest for themselves till their death. Kurosawa shows in the post-apocalyptic world humans are
transformed into demons with a horn entrapped in hell atoning for their sins towards mankind. This
signifies the immediate moral wasteland Kurosawa saw when he looked around at his own country.
This viewpoint has much relevance in the current world scenario where barbarism and chaos are

unleashed, effacing humanity from the face of earth.
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When Kurosawa met Van Gogh:

The most surreal of all the vignettes is “Crows” where the protagonist I has an encounter
with Van Gogh. Kurosawa’s outlook towards the world was changed by Paula Cezanne and Van
Gogh'’s paintings which is reflected in this episode. The shift from real world to the world of Gogh’s
paintings where we see I loitering through the pristine landscapes produced by the artist is seamless.
I’s conversation with Van Gogh when Van Gogh tells him, “A scene that looks like a painting
doesn’t make a painting. If you look closely, all of Nature has its beauty... I lose myself in it,...But
it’s so difficult to hold it inside.” in a way reinforces Kurosawa’s belief in the artistic process where
the possession of madness can be justified as an essential element for creation of art because unless
one loses oneself in the pursuit of their art, they can never feel and present its sublimity within the
artwork.

Western Classical Music is juxtaposed with Traditional Japanese music and silence is
recurrently used to capture our vision in the film. Haze and smoke are employed by Kurosawa to
blur the lines between dreams and reality. The film begins with a wedding and ends with a funeral,
leaving I’s positionality in this world ambiguous. Kurosawa’s Dreams explores a passage by
Fyodor Dostoevsky in which the author claims, “Dreams revealed men’s deepest thoughts,
liberated in sleep”, prompting us (the residents of this degenerate world) to contemplate on how to

embrace nature and save our world, erasing all the inhumanity.
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The Divine, Divination and Dreaming in the Classical World

Pousali Bhar

The view that dreams are a divine connection, a tool for communication between the mortal
and immortal plane, was cross-cultural and universal. The Ancient Greeks, like the Mesopotamians
and Egyptians, believed that dreams originate from divine sources. In The Odyssey, Homer asserts
that they are admitted into the world from the underworld through two gates— the horn-made one
admits truthful dreams and the ivory-made one admits deceitful dreams. Dream oracles, such as in
the cult of Asclepius, even engaged in the process of incubating dreams hoping to receive prophetic
ones, resulting in the formulation of dream interpretation manuals such as the Oneirocritica of

Artemidorus.

Plato in his Charmides makes a reference to the Gates of Horn and Ivory and in Crito he
shows Socrates “divining” the time of his own death trough the interpreting his own dream. In this
case, he appears to support the theory of divine powers of dreaming. However, in Timaeus he offers
a more naturalistic theory of sleep and dream based on his vision theory. Again, in his magnum
opus The Republic, he discusses the idea that ““...in all of us, even the most highly respectable, there
is a lawless wild beast nature, which peers out in sleep.” In dreams, he theorizes, one expresses the
bestial desires that are normally repressed in wakefulness. One can even say, Plato anticipates
Freud’s wish-fulfillment theory of dreaming in this passage.

Aristotle rejects the divine origin of dreams and speculates in his On Dreams that they
originate from perception in its imaginative capacity, i.e. from phantastikon. Joseph Barbara
summarises, “Aristotle’s general meaning is that the appearances (phantasamata) that characterise
dreams are the result of the perceptual mechanism being activated, but in the absence of external
stimulation.” He also rejects the traditional idea of the power of divination afforded to dreams in
his On Divination through Sleep and credits dream-come-true events to mere coincidence. He
offers exception to dreams that foretell medical illnesses of the dreamer reasoning that physical
changes in the body of the dreamer inspire these dreams. This idea that dreams have prognostic
abilities was later supported by Hippocrates and Galen.

The Roman world inherited the Greek view of dreams as divine. Yet, Cicero in his De
Divinationae examines dreams along with other popular forms of divination including astrology,

haruspicy, and augury. Cicero’s brother Quintus is cast in the role of arguing for divination in
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general. He fails to offer any solid evidence and relies heavily on the universal acceptance of its
validity. In the case of dreams, Quintus offers multiple examples from Greek and Roman
mythology in which dreams have proven to be prophetic. Cicero offers logical counterarguments
against divination, and like Aristotle, attributes the veridical power of dreams to coincidence,
excluding prognostic abilities. He ascribes the dream’s origin to “reminiscences” and daytime
preoccupations that apparated when the mind was in a “weak and relaxed state.”

Macrobius, considered the leading authority on dreams in the Middle Ages, in his
Commentary on the Dream of Scipio classifies dreams into five categories: the ordinary dream, the
visionary dream, the prophetic dream, the nightmare, and the apparition. According to him, the
latter two have “no prophetic significance” while the first three clearly do. Thus, in the Middle
Ages the veridical power of dreams was still upheld.

Despite Aristotle’s and Cicero’s unusually modern views, the notion that dreams have
supernatural attributes was again seriously challenged only in the nineteenth century by L. F. Alfred
Maury’s Le sommeil et les réves (1865), that studied thousands of recollections of dreams and
predated Freud’s seminal works that popularised the topic. In the Modern Age, if we study popular
culture, we see the remnants of the link between dreams and divination, especially in fantasy
fiction. Brandon Stark and Jojen Reed, for example, in the uber popular series Game of Thrones,
see past, present and future events through what Stark, at first, mistakes as dreams. This is testament

to the inextricable nature of the divine, divination and dreams in human consciousness.

Life Is Only a Dream: A Vedantic Understanding of Dreaming

Abhik Ganguly
“Eyes I dare not meet in dreams
In death's dream kingdom
These do not appear.”
- TS Eliot, “The Hollow Men”.
Dreams have always occupied a strange, if not surreal, vantage point of human history.
Different religions and civilisations located in various strands of spatio-temporalities have tried to
interpret it. The old dream narratives focus particularly on visits, in which a dream figure, perhaps

a deity or an immediate ancestor, directs the dreamer to perform particular tasks and sometimes
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even makes predictions about the future. The way that dreams are narrativised has changed over
time and cultures.

Countless rsis (sages) in the Indian subcontinent tried to formulate an understanding of the
various stages of cognition. Advaita Vedanta, one such school of Indian philosophy, characterises
dreams (svapna) mostly as mental constructs and simulations of waking experiences (pratibimba).
Two monumental philosophers from this school are Gaudapadacarya and Sankaracarya. Advaita
Vedanta asserts that the apparent dualism of the world is an illusion (Maya) and that the genuine
self (atman) is the same as the eternal reality (Brahman). A person who has realised the non-duality
is freed (attaining moksha) from the cycle of reincarnation.

Turiya (the fourth state) is the true self (atman) beyond the three common states of
consciousness: waking (jagrat), dreaming (svapna), and dreamless profound sleep (susupti),
according to Hindu philosophy. But how do we get to access this stage of turiya? In the context of
yoga, turiya finds a mention in Maitri Upanishad composed in the 1% millennium B.C.E. The
philosophical essence of this concept was further fleshed out by Gaudapadacarya in his seminal
work, Mandukya Karika.

Hajime Nakamura states that Gaudapada dealt mostly with concepts like “perception,
idealism, causality, truth, and reality.” He describes asparsha yoga, which is used to achieve a state
of tranquility. The mind is regulated and brought to rest in this practice of 'non-contact' (a-sparsha),
and it does not generate appearances after what it grasps, besides being liberated from the restraints
of subject-object duality and becoming completely non-dual. The Ascending Reticular Arousal
System (ARAS) model suggests a unique form of non-conceptual representational content to
address a state like turiya, with recently developed neurological research aimed at accounting for
such states of sparse subjective perception.

Spiritual gurus like Raja Choudhury have drawn a parallel between the states of awareness
in Indian philosophy and the states of brainwaves. Where Delta brainwave (0.50 to 4 Hz) has a
parallel with deep sleep, Theta (4 to 8 Hz) parallels deep meditation, Alpha (8 to 13 Hz) parallels
waking, Beta (13 to 32 Hz) parallels wakefulness, and finally, Gamma (32 to 100 Hz) parallels
turiya itself. According to Vedantic conceptualisation, a dream is an erroneous impression (a-
yathartha-darsanam), and any experience that is processed by the mind and senses is a dream.
Although the experience could indicate a reality, it is not the reality itself. The dream experience

indicates the dreamer's existence. The dreamer is real, even though the dream itself is not.
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The dream we are currently experiencing is life as we understand it. What is truly real is
only that which is constant and eternal. This eternality cannot be applied to anything, not even our
own bodies and thoughts. Only when we find that which is genuinely eternal will we be able to
truly be free. The dreams have to end for that to take place.

As John Lennon had sung in his song, "God,"

“The dream is over
What can I say?
The Dream is over
Yesterday
I was the Dreamweaver

But now I'm reborn.”

Dreaming as/in Literature: A Psychological Luxury or a Social Need?

Saptak Bhattacharya
“This dream is all amiss interpreted. /It was a vision fair and fortunate.”
- William Shakespeare, Julius Caesar
“What happens to a dream deferred?”
- Langston Hughes, ‘Harlem’
“Now Kitty, let’s consider who it was that dreamed it all.”
- Lewis Carroll, Through the Looking Glass
Had Samuel Taylor Coleridge not made known the keen affinity between, or rather,
dependency of the artistic expression upon a dream, our perception of literature as a bridge between
the subjective mind and the objective reality might have been a little more complex than it is. The
unsolicited visitor, thus, comes as an intruder into the reality charted by the mind under the
influence of opium, a need for the physically ailing poet.! But like the pain-relieving drug, was the
“Vision in a Dream” too, a need for Coleridge as “Dream Children” might have been for Charles
Lamb?? Can all literary endeavours be regarded as manifesting that special singular dream, a need
of the artist as “dreamer”? A simple affirmative can be problematised by pluralising the dream,

making it an inexhaustible container of the culture and the community the realities of which this
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author is an inseparable part of, as well as of the past, present and future engendering the dreaming
individual who has to negotiate with these to channelise, if not materialise, that dream.

Dreaming in literature often falls prey to the prejudice of its being a psychological luxury.
However, parallel to the structures of psychoanalysis, also run equally provokingly, complex and
dynamic social narratives. The distress that finds the artist in the urgent need of a dream, therefore,
can have nuances other than those conferred by the ‘Id’. Juxtaposing the hope that /ies at the origin
of the dream, with a staleness deferring its culmination, both Langston Hughes and Arthur Miller
engage in the process of dreaming only to make their community aware of its failing.> Hughes’
poems, “Let America Be America Again” (1935) and “Harlem” (1951) refrain from participating
in a dream; they instead look at one from a distance, for the materials of luxury which had promised
an infallible spirit have proven to be below than what was the need. While the former reminds the
members of the community and the oppressive machinery the unfamiliar properties of the stinking
and festering “dream” that could make it “explode” any moment, the latter unwaveringly asserts,
“Let America be the dream the dreamers dreamed.” The self of the dreamer, thus, acquires a social
relevance; the act of dreaming remains no longer confined to the repressed self but comes to voice
angst against a larger repression.

Miller’s theatre leads us to that precise juncture in the history of the apparently glorious yet
inwardly hollow America where dreaming and denial go hand-in-hand. The protagonists of his
plays All My Sons (1946) and Death of a Salesman (1949), Joe Keller and Willy Loman
respectively, dream vital dreams of luxurious success like many individuals of the time only to fade
away in the vacuum of intense capitalism. Whereas Joe and Willy are blatantly exploited by the
dream, their author, Miller, exploits the dream to realise the need of his critique.

Dreams and dreaming have guided literature both in form and content across time and
culture. Serving as leitmotifs, they have conveyed not just subjective desires but also signified
larger, collective social implications. There are indeed greater, conscious realities enmeshed in such
“unacknowledged” legislations than can be dreamt of by a singular Horatio in his unconscious. The
conception of dreams in literary texts and beyond can consequently be looked at as a socially

meaningful need, a call for change.
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Notes

1. Like Thomas De Quincey, Coleridge’s opium addiction is a well-known fact.
Contemporaries, both the essayist and the poet suffered from strains of neuralgia for which
the drug proved to be an instant pain-reliever.

2. While ‘Kubla Khan’ had been written sometime between 1797 and 1800, it was published
only in 1816 when the subtitle ‘A Vision in a Dream: A Fragment’ and a prefatory note
highlighting the unusual conception of the poem were added. An admirer of Coleridge,
Lamb, too suffered, from fits of insanity for a short period; his autobiographical essays
often reflect upon his own tragic experiences.

3. Contemporaries, the works of Hughes and Miller albeit different in genre, frequently delve

into the irony involved in the “ethos” of the American dream of success.
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Diving into Dreams: From REM to Lucid Dreaming

Ayush Srivastava

‘What are dreams?’ Dreams are a series of thoughts, feelings, noises, or images that cross
our minds as we sleep, offering a unique conscious experience. Dreaming is a heightened state of
awareness in which images and fantasies, as well as memories and present worries, are used to
develop imaginative theories. The way the narrative is presented in the dream has significance on
its own. Dreams are alluring because they offer an experience that transcends mere objective
presence. Individuals who are blind typically experience more elements of sound, taste, and smell
in their dreams, while some people dream in colour and others in black and white. It is an authentic,

one-of-a-kind form of human existence that also reveals the untapped potential of dreamers waking
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lives. The information which dreams provide might not make sense or even be coherent, but it
arouses intense feelings which may include the content elements of the waking world. Dreams are
the imaginative capacity of the mind, which helps us experience the inner world in the way we
want. Evan Thompson defines dreams as “A dream isn’t a random false perception; it’s a
spontaneous mental simulation, a way of imagining ourselves in the world”. One more apt
description of dreaming is given by Jerome A. Shaffer (1984), in his article “Dreaming”, where he
conceptualizes dreams in terms of mental and conscious phenomena. Dreams are first and foremost
intentional; they describe a condition of circumstances. Second, dreams have experiential,
perceptual, and subjective content and are conscious occurrences. Dreams can primarily be
categorized into four types- rapid eye movement (REM) dreams, non-rapid eye movement
(NREM) dreams, lucid dreams, and non-lucid (ordinary) dreams. Firstly, REM dreams can be
distinguished from NREM dreams as during REM sleep, our eyes dart around behind our closed
lids, whereas during NREM sleep our eyes are comparatively still under the lids. We dream in both
REM and NREM sleep phases, but compared to REM dreams, NREM dreams are less imagistic
and more contemplative. More precisely, NREM dreams usually have dull visuals and, if they do
have a theme, it is usually unclear and unexplicit images. Conversely, REM dreams are vivid and
frequently have strange, surreal, or fragmented narratives. So, dreams are more proactive and
intense during REM, when brain activity increases. Secondly, lucid dreaming can be distinguished
from non-lucid dreaming as the dreamer’s degree of awareness and control during lucid dreaming
is different from that of ordinary dreaming. People usually have less ability to think and reason
about the dream state and no deliberate control over the content of the dream in non-lucid dreams.
Subconsciously, things happen, and memory recall is poor and very limited. On the other hand,
lucid dreaming entails having a heightened level of consciousness while dreaming, which enables
people to identify that they are dreaming and, in certain situations, exercise deliberate control over
the dreamscape. Those who have lucid dreams can actively mold the dream, make thoughtful
decisions, and think clearly, which improves dream memory when they wake up. The difference
between regular dreaming and lucid dreaming is that the former is characterized by conscious
control and cognitive engagement, while the latter is more subconscious and passive. A lucid dream

is a state of consciousness which have the features of both waking and non-lucid dreaming.
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Dreams: An Escape from Essence?

Ayush Burnwal

As the sun descends below the horizon, casting a golden glow upon the world, I find myself
reflecting on the enigmatic tapestry of dreams. These nocturnal sojourns, akin to elusive fireflies,
flit through our minds, weaving narratives of wonder and intrigue. As an adult recently emerged
from the chrysalis of adolescence, I am both captivated and confounded by the mysteries of dreams.

In ancient Greek mythology, Morpheus—the deity of dreams—held dominion over our
slumbering minds. His touch conjured visions, transporting us to realms beyond the mundane.
Perhaps, in those ephemeral moments, we transcend the confines of our earthly existence.
Morpheus whispers secrets in our ears, revealing hidden desires and fears. As I lie in bed, I ponder:
Is this ethereal dance an escape from essence—the very core of our being?

Sigmund Freud, the father of psychoanalysis, ventured into the depths of the human psyche.
He posited that dreams were the royal road to the unconscious. In this shadowy realm, repressed
memories, desires, and conflicts emerge, cloaked in symbolism. Dreams, Freud asserted, are the
mind’s mechanism for processing emotions and wishes that remain concealed during waking hours.
Could it be that our dreams offer solace—a refuge from the cacophony of reality?

Carl Jung, Freud’s contemporary, expanded the landscape of dream exploration. He
introduced the concept of the collective unconscious—a repository of shared symbols and
archetypes. Jung believed that our dreams tapped into this universal wellspring. When I dream of
flying or encountering mythical creatures, am I connecting with the collective dreamscape?
Perhaps our individual essences merge with the cosmic stream during slumber.

Alchemy, that mystical pursuit of transformation, also wove dreams into its intricate fabric.
Alchemists sought the Philosopher’s Stone—a substance capable of transmuting base metals into
gold. Yet their quest was not solely material; it symbolized spiritual enlightenment. Dreams, they
believed, held the key. In the alchemical vessel of sleep, leaden thoughts could transmute into
golden insights. Is this not an escape—an ascent from the mundane to the sublime?

As I straddle the threshold between wakefulness and slumber, I glimpse the hypnagogic
landscape—the borderland where dreams tiptoe. Here, time bends, logic unravels, and I become
an intrepid explorer. Dreams beckon me to navigate uncharted seas, converse with shadows, and
dance with forgotten memories. Are they mere escapades, or do they unveil profound truths about

our essence?
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