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Writer: Ouch!

Paul: Great! You aren’t dreaming anymore either!

Writer: That was my toe!

Paul: That it was.

Writer: What time is it?

Paul: Around ten o’clock, if you believe that thing on the wall.

Writer: Ten?

Paul: Ten. Between nine and eleven.

Writer: Wonderful!

Paul: What feelings in the middle of day stirs in you!

Writer: I haven’t slept that long in a long time. (Pause) You’re still here.

Paul: Yes, three days probably means you slept very well.

Writer: Three days?

Paul: Three days. Between two and four days.

Writer: Wonderful!

Paul: What was this “you’re still here” supposed to mean?

Writer: It meant, that wow, you’re still here.

Paul: Oh, right. You still think that I’m a hallucination, right? There’s a big difference 

between a hallucination and me. I AM NOT a hallucination. And hallucinations don’t go to 

cafés to drink coffee and they are not given rolls from yesterday nor are they patted on the 

head.

Writer: Are you sure that you aren’t a hallucination? After all, it is logical that you would 

argue against it.

Paul: I am totally sure of it.

Writer: But what are you then?

Paul: We’ve already talked about that. I am Pegasus the Elephant, Paul to my friends. 

Simple!

Writer: Where are you from? You’re not from here.



Paul: You have particularly long wires. I already said that I am Pegasus, a mythical horse of 

the Muses. Well, ok, elephant. But some Pegasus’ are also horses. Some are lizards. There’s 

one guy that’s a punk rocker with a pink mohawk and a rabbit on his shoulder. But those are 

exceptions.

Writer: Elephants are the rule?

Paul: And an exception proves the rule. Simple.

Writer: So, let’s say that you are a mythical flying horse…

Paul: I am!

Writer: ... then where did you come from?

Paul: I came from between the 16th and 18th sheep in your dream. I don’t come from 

anywhere else.

Writer: Why did you come to me?

Paul: You asked for a Pegasus. We’ve talked about this a number of times already! You 

read a book and said that you could have something like that and something like that came.

It linked itself together with the sheep in one line and just jumped over the fence and then 

jumped out of your dream when you didn’t notice it.

Writer: Just like that?

Paul: Just like that. It’s hard to jump just like that. The magic is in the simplicity.

Writer: Oh my. Then you do exist.

Writer pulls the covers over his head. After a little while he gets up

the courage to peek out.

Paul: I’m not going to disappear so easily.

Writer pulls the covers over his head again. He begins to hear

creaking. Writer gets up – oils the door hinge, and looks over the

doors of the cupboard, but nothing helps. He even shines his shoes.

Paul: There’s no point.

Writer: There’s a very deep point. When you oil the hinges of the door, then it should stop 

creaking.

Paul: The door doesn’t creak. The soul of the door is well oiled.

Writer: Then what is creaking?

Paul: It’s your soul that is creaking.



Writer: A soul can’t creak.

Paul: Yes it can. The hinges of the door creak. The soul of the man is the same as the hinge 

of the door. All hinges want to be oiled every once in a while.

Writer: Maybe my soul really is creaking. Paul, how does one oil a human hinge?

Paul: I don’t know exactly but… Have you tried making pancakes?

Writer: Pancakes? How do pancakes oil it? Pancakes are just simply good.

Paul: Oil is also simply good for hinges. It’s logical. Listen to the small animal.
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