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Dreaming

In dreams you seem to be living in another world; you see, smell, taste, hear, and feel different things. You can be another being, an animal or a monster or some sort of creature. You can do things that you can never do in real life. Dreaming can be your worst nightmare, experiencing the thing you fear most or experiencing something very frightening. You can have experiences that can be so bizarre you couldn’t even explain them. Sometimes these dreams reflect on how you were feeling. If you are stressed out, you might have a bad dream. If you had a good day, your dreams are likely to be peaceful. Dreaming is living in your imagination; you will experience wonderful, strange or frightening things until you jerk back into reality.

Sometimes my dreams turn from peaceful to frightening. I was in front of a small lake, its surface as smooth as glass and as clear as the sky above. Across from the lake was a forest and nothing seemed to be moving and nothing made a sound. It was so quiet I could hear my own breathing. There wasn’t a single cloud in the sky; the twinkling stars winked at me, quite visible against the black sky. Reflected upon the clear lake, there seemed to be stars in the water as well. I felt a warm breeze, whispering gently in my ear. Without warning, the breeze became stronger until it was shouting, and the calm of the lake and the silence was broken. A storm was fast approaching; the glittering stars vanished behind dark clouds as the thunder roared in fury and the lightning flashed. A lightning bolt struck one of the trees in the forest; it ignited and the fire spread as quickly as the speed of light. The blazing flames swallowed me.

Another dream showed my love for various types of animals, so strong that I sometimes think I am one. I sit, quiet and still, smelling that sharp scent of grass under my nose. Even now, completely still, my heart pounds, as if it was furious, as a breeze ruffle my fur. As I lower my head to nibble on some clover, my finely tuned ears pick up a sound. My heart sped up as I sensed a predator nearby. I leap and land in the sinuous body of a snake. Twisting around obstacles, weaving through foliage, I sense an animal up in a tree a few feet away. I wrap my limbless self around and start to climb. When I reach the branch, my body contracts into something small; I am a frog, a limber coil of tension, reading to spring. I sight myself on a higher branch and extend my legs in a wild leap. In midair, my back legs shrink and my arms reach out to further catch the breeze in my feathers. I soar above the treetop and let out a screech; this is joy. The ground rushes beneath me, stopping abruptly at a great expanse of water: the ocean. My keen eyes sight a splash and I dive to satisfy my hunger. I slow under the surface and my feathers become scales. I control my direction with quite side-to-side motions, propelling myself in a school of millions of silver jewels. We change directions unanimously and weave through each other in a silent dance. I break away from the rest of the school and feel myself growing larger. My side-to-side motion becomes up and down. I am the biggest fish in the sea and I swim faster, angling upwards to the surface. I break through the waves and fly above, then land on the beach as a wild horse. I leap again over some driftwood racing with my fellow herd along packed, ocean-washed sand and then I become closer to the ground, muscles bunching and releasing like elaborate machinery. Faster than any animal and, still accelerating, I close in on my quarry. I pounce but it bucks to the side and I land as a startled deer. I veer off into the forest, leaping over fallen trees on a path invisible to all other creatures. I zigzag and leap again then slow when I hear water. I follow the sound to a stream, more silent than the rustling forest around me. I lower my head and drink; it is cool and clear. There is another noise; in a flash I am darting around trees and again slowing into a clearing. I am still yet again and my pounding heart slows. I lower my head to taste some clover once more.
Sometimes I have dreams where I would do things that I would never consider doing in reality. That is, me jumping from a plane will never happen. I could not hear the sound of the plane’s engine over my pounding heart. I was so scared I didn’t know why I was doing this, why I decided to do it at all. However, I knew I had to overcome my fear of heights and falling endlessly through the sky. My instructor assured me that as long as I followed all his instructions, I would be fine. I stared down, which a mixture of fear, wonder, and excitement, at the swirling white clouds. I wondered what was below those clouds. My instructor gave one short nod; I took a deep, deep breath and then jumped. I was falling through a blur and whirl of blue and white. I kept my eyes shut and prepared to open my parachute.  My mind was enjoying the rush of air around me, while my heart was screaming in protest and fear. Seconds went by; I tried to find the small plastic circle. At first I grasp only air; then my hand found something hard and smooth. I tugged as hard as I could, hoping it would work. Suddenly, it seemed as though a giant hand had lifted me; I was slowing down. I opened my eyes and looked down. I saw a red x and several people. Breathing a sigh of relief, I closed my eyes again and waited for my body to land.
When you are young, you have a lot of imagination. Sometimes this imagination can carry to your dreams; and while you are safe in your bed, your mind is elsewhere, in a strange or wonderful dream or a nightmare. You could be walking towards a treasure box, excitement pounding in your ears, but when you reach it, you wake up from your dream. In the end, it’s hard to go back to your dream.
 

