Reality
Reality is a funny thing.

We can’t see it,

Touch it or measure it…

But there it is,

All around us anyway.

What is it?

And who’s to say that it’s alone?

Dreams, books, movies

Could all be real

In other, separate realities.

Or, think of it!

We could be fiction,

Some brilliant novelist,

Or playwright could be

At their desk.

Even now, they could be

Thinking of things,

Events in our lives,

And people for us to meet.

Then, at some later time,

A vast audience could watch,

And read about our lives…

Just as we do theirs.

Or, another vast idea,

We could BOTH be real!

Living in symbiosis,

Creating each other

For our own amusement.

Maybe we’ll never know

If we and our “fiction”

Are real, or not…

But maybe, someday,

We will!

Perhaps, one day,

The shroud between fact and fiction

Will rot and shred,

Away into nothing.

Then we’ll stand toe-to-toe

With our creations.

Will we like what we see?

For we will see what

“fiction” and “reality” really are.

I’m not sure 

If I’d like to be there

To confront all man’s dreams

As real, and true…

Would you?

