DREAMTIME
(A book idea from a dream 3-18-09)
Sleep that knits up the ravelled sleave of care,

The death of each day’s life, sore labour’s bath,

Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course,

Chief nourisher in life’s feast.

William Shakespeare, Macbeth
One of the most adventurous things left is to go to bed, for no one can lay a hand on our dreams.

E.V. Lucas

Thou hast been called, O sleep! The friend of woe;

But tis the happy who have called thee so.

Robert Southey

Sleep takes off the costume of circumstance, arms us with terrible freedom, so that every will rushes to deed.  A skillful man reads his dreams for his self-knowledge; yet not the details, but the quality.  What part does he play in them – a cheerful, manly part, or a poor, drivelling part?  However monstrous and grotesque their apparitions, they have substantial truth.

Ralph Waldo Emerson
CHAPTER 1
I am a fifty-nine year old man, approaching the big six-O with some trepidation.  Why?  Because it simply sounds so damn old.   If I was asked to describe myself in one word, I would have to answer “average”.  Average as defined by my mind when comparing myself physically and intellectually against other people I have encountered throughout my life’s journey.  I suspect most people would do the same and put themselves into that category without giving the subject too much thought.
So as that “average” man, I always felt that everything I did in my life fell within what most people would describe as normal behavior and accepted parameters.   Things like body size, intellectual abilities, physical strength, social skills, general appearance, how many hours a day I was awake and how many hours I slept, and things of that sort.
Dreams, it seems to me, can even fall into this area for simple observation and to analyze whether or not we dream like normal people.  Don’t we all self-evaluate ourselves based on how people react to our describing our previous night’s dreams?  Most of us start doing this early as kids.  If you had a particularly interesting dream be it fun or disturbing, we tell our closest friends and your judge your sanity by their reactions.  Yes?

Sometimes dreams are either too disturbing or frightening that we feel we can’t share them with our very best pal or even our parents.  I remember, while growing up in the hot San Joaquin Valley, sitting on the curb under the large, cooling Elm tree with a half dozen neighborhood buddies, discussing all manner of topics.  Things of great import to us at the time, like:  Could Godzilla beat Mothra in a battle of monsters?  What was the best horror film you ever saw?  What was the coolest car you ever road in or saw?  Why were girls built differently than us?
On occasion, one of the guys would say he had a great dream the night before and with some minor coaxing, would usual recall, with some feigned embarrassment, the details of the previous night’s MGM production.  They often went this way:  I dreamt last night I was naked walking around the school and everyone was laughing at me, but I didn’t know why?  I dreamt I was flying around the block looking down on everyone’s homes and no one knew I was up there watching them.  I had a monster chasing me and I ran as fast as I could and it never caught me.  I never saw it, but I could hear and feel it snapping at my heels.  To these, you’d usually get the “cool”, or the “I wish I could really fly” response or “Oh man, that’s really creepy.”  Your shared dream often brought out other remembered dreams and in this way, we both entertained ourselves and measured our normalcy against reactions.

Dreams that never got shared were the ones that were so scary they made you stay awake the rest of the night or go crawl into your parent’s bed for security reasons.  One could never tell their buddies that last one.  Never!  Or when you got older and had your first “wet” dream or dreamt incessantly about Wendy the cute blonde girl next to you in math class.  Until you learned much later that we all had these types of dreams, we could never share the truly bizarre or mushy ones with anyone.
I’ve heard some people say they never dream.  I’m told that we all dream, it’s just that they can’t remember when they wake.  My Dad was like that.  Some say they only dream in black and white.  Me? I dream in Technicolor and full Panavision.  Always have.  Sometimes that’s a fun thing and sometimes that makes the dreams so vivid, you can’t get them out of your head for days or weeks.  Like the time I dreamt my mother had died while I was at school and they buried her in the backyard under the old Weeping Willow tree.  I would go out and visit her in the middle of the night – also in my dream – and then wake up in a cold sweat.  Never told a sole!

The most important thing about our dreams, the shrinks tell us, is that dreams are the brain’s way of sorting out the myriad small details of our everyday existence and trying to make some sense of it all.  I’ve always imagined that to be kind of like the brain connecting the dots and making a crude, mind-drawn picture, while we sleep.
The older we get, it seems our dreams become more complex and undecipherable.  On the top of my “I Wish They Would Invent Someday” list, is a brain scanner that can recall in full detail and color, your dreams from the previous night.  Then I could at least remember the entire thing and try and give a stab at analyzing.  Some I wake to and think, “that was fun.  I gotta remember that tomorrow.” And don’t.  Some we wake our partners to tell or unload on.

Dreams are strange things that many, many scientists have made lifelong careers over the entire span of civilized man, analyzing.  From the Shaman of the earliest caveman to Sigmund Freud to the many clinical laboratories of the twenty-first century, they all studied dreams with great enthusiasm.  Unlike Freud, who thought everything was explainable, most modern day scientists admit, that they are only just beginning to know how our brain’s work and what function dreams perform in our lives.

CHAPTER – 2
Outline for later:

· Here is where I start describing my adult dreams and how they become more and more complex and memorable.

· Describe in minute detail, how I had a dream about Tarboro and Woodbine, Georgia and how I had never been there, but could describe the town and many of its citizens.  Not only is this very vivid, but I start dreaming about this place every night for a week.

· I started researching books about the towns and area and found I knew the place like I had lived there half of my life.

· This was so disturbing that I decided to fly to Atlanta and rent a car to drive there.  Woodbine has some good hotels and I decided that town was suited as my destination. 

· Once I got there and stayed for a week, walking around town, driving out into the nearby towns and country, going to the library and local coffee shops and restaurants.

· I saw the same faces I saw in my repeated dreams of this place and actually had names for many of the people I encountered.  Oddly enough, some names were spoken out loud and were identical to the names in my dreams.  Like Polly, who owned the coffee shop I dined in most days.

· At first, I don’t share any of this with anyone back home or while visiting Woodbine.

· I think I am starting to come unhinged.  Am I in some kind of a comma, where some mad doctor is manipulating my mind?  Is this but another dream?  A dream within a dream?  Maybe I’m dead and this is some sort of Limbo.  Oh that’s right…Catholics no longer have a Limbo.

· I begin to get vague notions of other, sentient beings in the periphery of either my brain or vision.  I try to channel my thoughts while dreaming in this direction, feeling that I am being fought all the while from either escaping my little world or from discovering something much bigger.  I am certain it’s the latter.
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