Hypnagogi ¢ Art

Film A bare room a couple of windows on the right,
door above in the center; perhaps a glinpse of a porch outside.
It is a cold, bare, fall day; silvery yellow light. The camera
noves slowy left past the wi ndows, past the door. Now we see
a guy rummagi ng through an ol d wooden desk on the left: he is
eager to find sonething which he seens sure is there. He is
tal king to soneone behind the camera or on the right-hand side
of the room whom we never see. The canera now noves slowy
back toward the door, stops, and then the cluster of blue
thistles slowy begins to appear as a superinposed i mage. As
the canera continues to point at the door, we hear the voice
of the guy at the desk, who has clearly found what he was
| ooking for, saying, "...Here's 7, here's 6..~!"



