Notes of the A.M.

At night we tuck our bodies away.

As the moon sets itself higher 

Against the black canvas

We slip into our subconscience .

Rebelling against reality

We emerse our minds and thoughts

Into a relm of whatever we make of it

Or of what our “Maker” makes of it.

What are these images we “see?”

Omens, clues or hints?

Foreshadows of what is to come?

Were they put there by God? The Devil?

By our own subconcience reactions to our past?

Sometimes unwelcome, these dreams come

To invade our sleep and leave us uneasy.

Classification: Nightmare.

Black dogs with fire-eyes and bloody teeth come running.

After reaching the top of the stairs

You thrust the door shut to save yourself

Come to find, half of the door has been cut off

But it still has a knob?

By then it is too late.

Nightmare number two.

As you walk alone through the tunnel

The surrounding blank-faced people 

Fade away and disappear.

You are alone to listen

To the alarming moans and eerie cries.

They come closer from all points about you

And turn into a tangible cloud of ash.

Closer it comes, its arms reaching closer

Many hands with sharp nails 

Try to rip out your soul

 As you fight to wake yourself.

There you are tucked away in bed

As you stare off into the infinite darkness

With a tear-stained face

Scared to sleep.

There you pray to God

May you dream happy dreams.

The dreams you would choose to have

If given a choice.

Rainbows and lollipops? Not really.

But the kinds of dreams 

That make us hate our real lives.

Wishing we could stay there.

In the warm light

Possibly the embrace of God.

That safe place.

To others, that far away place full of gold and gemstones

Oh the material possessions they desire.

Others dream lustful fantasies 

Of forbidden passion.

Which kind of dream is the real Nightmare?

Why can good dreams be just as scary

As those devil-eyed dogs?

We lose touch with what is real

With all of the thoughts we have

All of the wishes and desires we have.

We trade our tangible, actual beings

For an immortal complex.

We choose to forget.

We choose to forget about others.

We become selfish or estranged

And cheat on our wives and husbands

We murder our own children

Leave them to raise themselves

We hate whole nations of people

We spread disease through fornication

We kill our bodies with drugs to escape

And leave people in the streets to starve

As we drive by and try not to see them

“Those damn drug addicts,” we say.

Our justification for doing nothing

While we dream on 

About degrees, houses, and cars.

Don’t forget about the real life you live.

The real people around you.

Today, the only reality

Because tomorrow has not yet happened.

