Dreams


Some nights I believe I’m flying.  There are those who claim that those types of dreams imply that one is uncertain or unable to process the events taking place in his or her life.  I think I fly simply because I am trapped.


When I am awake, I stare out the window.  I don’t know time anymore.  I wake when I wake and I sleep when I sleep.


Years ago, or maybe only yesterday, I existed somewhere else entirely.  That place was sunny and colorful.  Even now, when I think of it I hear the nasal orchestral music that belongs in old films.  Sometimes I dream of this place so intensely that I am fooled into thinking it is real.


I recall the day they came to get me.  When I think of it, the old film music grows fast and furious like a chase scene.  They never told me what I did.  Why didn’t I ask?  They threw me in here where I’ve been alone ever since.


And so I live in three worlds.  The first is light and lively, the second is a black and white prison, and the last is dark and exciting; it is the night sky through which I sail.


Right now I am in the most nightmarish of my worlds—the one where I am kidnapped by the men wearing the white coats. I have acted in this scene a thousand times, but today I see faces for the first time.  
One of the men shushes me and tells me now to worry.  He promises over and over that he won’t hurt me.  He’s holding a needle, and when I spot it I scream so loudly I hear my own ears ring.  The men back away quickly.  I think for a moment that I have won, but when I squirm I find that my body doesn’t respond to my mind.

  The man with the needle begins to murmur again.  It will be easier if I cooperate, he insists.  I have seen the movies.  I know I will not win.  Maybe if I am good now I can convince these people that I am okay. I am neither sick nor crazy like they think.  In fact, I am smart.  How could I be nuts?  I’ve always been healthy.  How can I be ill enough to need needles?

  The man reaches toward me anyway.  I know it is probably wise to surrender at this point and I stop trying to avoid him.  I am suddenly conscious of the pain the haunts me from head to toe, and I know that this dream is closing.  The dreams always end in pain.  When I wake in my next world I won’t hurt anymore.  
The needle touches me, and I am grateful that this dream is ending.  I’ve never liked needles.  I close my eyes, hoping to change the channel before the scary part comes.  I need to go to the world where I fly through the skies.  

I open my eyes expectantly.  The room is white and no music serenades my ears. Instead I hear voices- some of these belong in my other, separate worlds, but here they are blended and confused.  Some of the owners of these voices turn their faces toward me.  Their voices grow excited and they summon one another.  They are familiar.  Perhaps I am not crazy after all.
