My New Epiphany

I had one of the best dreams I've ever had last night. Have you ever had one of those Dreams that leaves you feeling warm and fuzzy when you wake up? It was one of those dreams that when you wake up, it causes your heart to ache because you realize that it was, in fact, just a dream? Well, That's ALMOST a valid description of this Dream, but my heart didn't ache when I woke up, this time. Why? Read on... 

Note: I'm not 100% on the details, as you can never fully remember a dream when you wake up. So some parts are filled in with my imagination, but for the most part, It's what I remember... (Katie, if you ever read this, make sure you know its just a dream I had, it doesn't mean anything, and read to the end so you'll know what I got out of it. THE STUFF AT THE END IS THE MOST IMPORTANT!!)

The Dream started off like most any other (or as normal as dreams can be). Essentially, I was just like I am now. Single, going to school, essentially, it took place a few months down the road. All in all, its the where the path I'm on will lead me if I continue down the path. Where the dream kicked in, is that I discovered that Katie didn't tell me an important piece of information. Her brother Zach messaged me and told me congratulations, and asked me why I wasn't there today. There? Where was there? What did I miss? After asking him these questions, he said "oh, nevermind, its nothing dude, I messaged the wrong person." Try as I might, I could not get any information out of him. Going on an investigation of my own, eventually I gathered enough details to discover what I had missed, and what had happened. Katie had apparently left our relationship with more than just my heart. She was pregnant! Not only pregnant, but she had given birth! Nevermind that in the real world there was no proof, a lot of plot holes (including a very big and obvious scientific one), and there was any number of possibilities that the child she carried wasn't mine. That's all beside the point, in my dream, it all fit in perfectly, with no questions asked. Anyway, after discovering this stunning news, I bolted to her house with such a velocity that if I didn't know better, I was running in the real world. Well, I did wake up with the covers kicked off, and in a tangle. Anyway, I arrive to her house, and I ring the doorbell, and there is no answer. Several times. Eventually, I was ready to give up before I tried the door, and it was unlocked. I yelled hello, and there was no answer, but I could certainly hear her parents talking. (side note: The house looked completely different than the house she lives in now. (I guess even in my dream I realized that since she's moving soon, her house wouldn't look the same as the one now) I walked into the house a little more and her dad walked into the room. It didn't look quite like him, but my mind made the association anyway. we startled each other, before we both realized what was happening. I greeted myself, and apologized for barging in unannounced. Then, I began to stammer. Is... ummm... is it... I didn't really need to finish the sentence. Her dad led me to the bedroom, and there was nothing there. I guess my mind did this for dramatic effect or something, but the baby was under the bed sheets, much like a car covered by a sheet at a car show to be revealed later for maximum dramatic effect. The sheet was pulled down, and my mind and my heart melted. It was the most beautiful sight my eyes have ever seen. I've seen my sister's kids, and I've seen landscapes that would make some people weep with the majestic scope of their beauty. There was a little human being, no bigger than my cat. This is the part I remember vividly. He (it was a he) had bushy black hair, deep brown eyes, and for whatever reason, it just looked a little bigger than most newborns. He had little hands, little feet, little lips. I could actually see certain features that he had gotten from me. He was mercifully spared from getting my nose though! I looked over at her Dad, and bent down to my knees, and put my hands on the baby, and began to cry. Not tears of sadness. There was no sadness to be found anywhere in this dream. I picked up my Child, and began to weep the only tears of joy that I have ever cried. I remember looking over and exclaiming! He's huge! He's going to be so big and strong, unlike his old man! He's going to be able to do anything he wants! I started nuzzling the baby's face, and even though that was just a dream, at that moment, absolutely everything in the world felt right. Nothing was wrong with anything in world. my heart, my mind, everything were totally at peace. My heart ached because it can only take so much joy before it begins to hurt, much like when your stomach aches when you laugh too much. It’s the same situation here. Anyway, the moment was interrupted, because I woke up...

What did I get out of this? Well, in a weird way, the fact that Katie herself didn't make an appearance in the dream I think says a lot. I think the fact that the vast majority of my dream was me and the child, means a lot more than the exposition and "plot development" that led up to it. What this dream meant to me then, was I've always had a doubt in the back of my mind about kids. I've always had a doubt or two, like would I make a good dad? Would I love my child as a parent should? Well, today, I woke up with all those doubts erased. Keep in mind, I am NOT ready to be a father now. Not by a really long shot. I can't stress this enough. But, what I took from it is that I WILL make a good father one day. Mind you, that day is several years away, but I no longer have any fears of it. For now though, of course, I am more than content to go out, get hammered, have fun with friends, and not worry about the future as much as I used to. I'm in it to have fun for now. But I now look forward to the day where this dream comes true. Sure, my first born won't be revealed like a car at a car show, but I know that my heart will melt in the same way. I've created some beautiful things in my lifetime. I've made works of writing that have brought people to tears, and I've made movies that have entertained my friends, and I've had experiences that have been so wonderful that just thinking about them brings a smile to my face. Just the preview of this experience I had during last night tops them all. Just the thought that I could create something so beautiful and pure, makes my heart soar like an eagle. 

This makes me think; my father once said to me that he never wanted to speak to me again. That was almost 10 years ago, and he has definitely followed through with that ever since. How can a father do that to their child? How can you cast aside something that you've created with your own flesh and blood like it was a moldy sandwich? I'll never understand that one. Just based on this dream, I could never even begin to contemplate to do anything like that. 

The Fact that Katie didn't appear in the dream, but was referenced, means quite a bit to me too. The fact that she didn't show up, proves to me that she isn't the be all and end all of my happiness. There are other fish in the sea, and I'm ready to move on. However, the mere fact that my brain decided to reference her in the first place, demonstrates that my brain still associates her with only the good memories we made together. My brain still connects the words "Katie Kleiman" to happiness. This is a good thing, at least to me, as I don’t like looking back on things and thinking negatively. Memories that stick out for me include the time I was pretending to sleep, and Katie held me and told me many sweet things like how great I was and all. How I could make her smile by simply exclaiming, "GUM SMILE!!". Lots and lots of good memories are my reward for a year and three months together. I barely remember any of the arguments we had, and I vaguely recall any of the bad times. Therefore, Katie, if you're reading this, I'd like to thank you for all the wonderful memories, and I dedicate this article to you and all the good times we shared, I won't ever forget it, and I don't think I could even if I wanted to. I hope you feel the same way.

So there you have it, I woke up today, looking forward to the future, ready to have fun in the present, and with my feelings about my break up sorted out. Considering its only 11:30 in the morning, I'd say that's a lot to get accomplished in one day.
