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EXTRACT TWO
From Chapter 16: ‘Mixing the Dream’

In about half an hour the BFG had found all the dreams he wanted and had tipped them
into the one huge jar. He put the jar on the table. Sophie sat watching him but said
nothing. Inside the big jar, lying on the bottom of it, she could clearly see about fifty of
those oval sea-green jellyish shapes, all pulsing gently in and out, some lying on top of
others, but each one still a quite separate individual dream.

‘Now we is mixing them,” the BFG announced. He went to the cupboard where he kept
his bottles of frobscottle, and from it he took a gigantic egg-beater. It was one of those that
has a handle which you turn, and down below there are a lot of overlapping blades that go
whizzing around. He inserted the bottom end of this contraption into the big jar where the
dreams were lying. ‘Watch,’ he said. He started turning the handle very fast.

Flashes of green and blue exploded inside the jar. The dreams were being whisked into
a sea-green froth.

“The poor things!” Sophie cried.

‘They is not feeling it,” the BFG said as he turned the handle. ‘Dreams is not like
human beans or animals. They has no brains. They is made of zozimus.’

After about a minute, the BFG stopped whisking. The whole bottle was now full to
the brim with large bubbles. They were almost exactly like the bubbles we ourselves
blow from soapy water, except that these had even brighter and more beautiful colours
swimming on their surfaces.
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