Tim Miller

White Paper Dreams
I see them flying past my window every day and every night.  They usually come alone, but sometimes there are pairs or even big groups, clusters, herds, packs, and flocks.  Sometimes they go by quickly and sometimes they wait around, spiraling lazily towards their destination (destinations?).
I see them come; I see them go.

Sometimes I wish I could I could reach out and touch them, make them my own.  I want them.  I need them.  But there are things in the way.  I can’t touch, I can’t reach.  I cannot possess.

They fly.

Sometimes they come in fancy vehicles.  Cars, planes, helicopters, space shuttles, flying saucers.  They come.  Some of them travel on foot, but they still fly.  Others have wings.  Such wings they have!

And here I play with words, when they have wings.  Wings!  They fly!

Others dance.

One, one in particular danced.  She was beautiful.  The way she moved, the way she moved.

Sometimes it’s just an odor that drifts by, a scent of a something.

A scent, a hint, a shadow of what is not and what cannot be.  Sometimes they remain as shadows, sometimes the shadows fade, or sometimes the shadows explode.

They explode into thousands of tiny ebony fragments scattered all throughout the air, the here and there.  A few hit the window.  The make either a dull thud or a piercing scream.  The shadows scream and writhe in agony.  Then they pass and silence reigns.  Strange lights flit and flicker in the silent darkness, the dark silence.

