
Lucid
Is this a dream? Is that the question?

At one point, it was a game—we told stories, and those stories 
became real. The more we told them, the more real they became. 
And now, I’m not certain where one story ends and another begins.

But I get ahead of myself. I should tell you how the game is 
played. Players tell the stories. They take turns, in clock-wise fash-
ion, saying what happens next. And then, when the story reaches a 
crux, they turn to the player on their left and ask a question.

You told a story of a person telling you how to play this game. I 
am on your left, so when you tell the next piece of the story, you’ll 
ask me the question: Is this a dream? Am I alone? Do I understand? 
The question, the crux, it’s all of a piece. And I will decide if the 
answer is yes or no. Red wire or blue wire. Yes, this is a dream.

But the whys and hows are not in my control. They belong to 
the player on your right. That player alone interprets my inscru-
table answers. From binary decree, they create how and why and 
what for. Yes, this is a dream, and you can’t wake up. You’ve been 
dreaming from your hospital bed.

It’s upon me to find out what we learned and write it down 
where it goes. Everything that’s defined is real, unequivocal, de-
cided. You have a list of facts about you, and I’ve decided that “I’ve 
been dreaming from my hospital bed” is a fact about you.

You start with one fact already. What was yours? Mine was “I 
wasn’t always a frost giant.”

Everything that is has a list of facts. And everything that is has 
a name. Not a player, you understand. Players never have names. 
Only places, people, or things. When someone decides to name 
something, the player to their left and the player to their right dis-
cover a fact about that thing. Or it might be a place. Or it might 
be a person. Be careful about naming things! You give them power 
when you do.

Oh, and we all start in one place, together. We decided to name 
it The Cliff. You may tell me a fact about the cliff. We’ll write it 
down and that thing will be real. Decided. The Cliff is at the edge 
of the world, says the player to my left. The Cliff is your home, 
say you. When you’re ready, say so and I’ll pick up the story where 
you’ve left off.

One last thing. About last things. A few players have realized 
that they have stories that end. That culminate in one final glori-
ous decision. Who have become so real they no longer need to ask 
questions. Those players decide when their time has come. They 
can answer their own question, and then they leave us, no longer 
telling the story, but instead becoming part of it. And when they 
do, they choose their own name.

I feel my time is soon. Is it now?

Is that the question?



Lucid
1. Start with a place. Someone names it. Everyone decides a fact 

about that place. Everyone starts there.

2. Each player decides a fact about themselves.

3. One player starts by continuing the story from there. Play-
ers may converse, and dialog can happen, but the teller says what 
events happen, until it’s clear what the crux or question is. 

At any time, someone may name a person, place, or thing in the 
story. When someone names something, the players to the namer’s 
left and right name facts about that something.

4. The player on the teller’s left answers the question.

5. The player on the teller’s right explains the answer.

6. The player on the teller’s left can add a fact to any player, 
place, person, or thing discovered from the story, based on the ex-
planation.

7. The player to the teller’s left becomes the new teller.
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