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 who believes in me, even when I can’t believe in myself.
 For Jess,
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 Forward: Dissolution of a Dream
 This collection of work came to be as a thematic choice from my pre-existing
 pieces. Largely this theme was driven by two poems: A Prick of the Quill to Wake Me, and
 Discontented Winter; both of which were written in the bitterly cold months early in 2013,
 when the weight of existence seemed to weigh especially heavily on me.
 The great weariness I felt seemed to spring from two separate, yet inseparable
 sources. First: my growing realization that all that was promised to me by my parents,
 teachers, and every after-school special ever aired, might in fact not be true. Most likely it
 never was, or indeed if it had once been, that era has long since passed. The great
 American Dream had dissolved in my mind, leaving a puddle of component parts; and
 though I felt as though my eyes now saw more clearly for this dissolution, I am not above
 wishing I were still blind.
 The second portion of my weariness I think sprung from a deep existential
 loneliness. A feeling that despite my lovely wife; my close friends and caring family; my
 many pets; I existed, intrinsically, in singularity. That I may touch and see other people’s
 reality, but I can never truly join them (at least until neural uplinks are invented). It’s a
 feeling I believe Jean-Paul Sartre expressed nearly perfectly: “… from the instant of my
 upsurge into being, I carry the weight of the world by myself alone without help, engaged
 in a world for which I bear the whole responsibility without being able, whatever I do, to
 tear myself away from this responsibility for an instant.”
 And then spring came, and summer after; new life warmed my heart a bit, and my
 own life carried on, as life does. And in time I found that though I had been disillusioned
 of the Great Dream, my own personal dreams still strove, tempered perhaps, but not
 broken; that though I may be alone in an existential sense, it is not an absolute aloneness,
 and that there is a freedom in self determination. So it was that when the time came that I
 resolved to experiment with self-publishing and digital distribution, I decided to begin the
 endeavor with the puddle of parts that still lurked in my mind. Choosing from some few
 other writings that bespoke that sense of loneliness and dissatisfaction with the world in
 which we live, of the impermanence of the dreams we have been offered, I have compiled
 them into this booklet. They are few but I feel that they are potent, and hope that through
 shared experience we can, all of us, alleviate somewhat the weight under which we
 struggle, the dead dream we cannot let go, cumbersome though its corpse may be.
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 A Prick of the Quill to Wake Me "Write." Like a storm in my heart, at each new dawn. Waking to a dead world, that thinks it yet lives. Not zombies these, though they hunger for brains. Moving mindless through a graying haze, sucking souls and dreams from each misting breath. Joining a fog of the spirit. Wanting to be movie stars and rock gods. We won't, and yet: We are not getting very pissed off. Where is my Tyler Durden? And were he to come would I welcome him? I doubt it. For I have given myself to this unlife. I move as it commands: working a job I hate to buy shit I don't need; while my dreams are deferred to the back burner, to be singed, or explode. Where is my Jesus? And were he to come would I welcome him? I doubt it. For I would hate to let him die for me, though I might have been the one to kill him. Am I Longinus? Was mine the spear that pierced the side of Christ? The hand that nailed him to the weeping wood? Did I spear Odin as well? And did he really hang himself? Who can know? And yet, I would not be except for the asking. Asking of myself and everyone around me: Why will you not wake up? Is this the truth of the Covenant? To sleep, perchance to dream? Or as like, to dream no more. Just as well, for my dreams are suffocating me. Or am I drowning? I cannot say. I feel they are different; that I could get my head above water. Is it my fault? I hope for rebirth. That may be the anchor around my feet, dragging me to the depths, to drown in my own dreams. At least I dream, as so few do. Moving listless through the fog of this reality, sapped of strength, hope, and longing only for that which they do not need. Such is my doom and my salvation. To dream, and know I dream. Lucid enough to fly, sleeping enough to fall, and foolish enough not to care. Twixt and tween I strive to be, peaking between the veil of worlds, trying to find that which will set me free. Yet freedom is illusion; we are all bound by our pasts, presents, and futures, uncertain as each may be.
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 Revelation James Thompson and Randolph Elliot are dead. This is obvious to even the most
 casual observer, and will later be confirmed by the medical examiner. The bodies are, at
 this moment, lying just inside an alley. One is in plain sight, the crumpled papers and
 assorted scraps of refuse scattered away from him like shrapnel from a bomb. People have
 gathered outside the alleyway, staring with a morbid curiosity.
 “Did you know him?”
 “Did you?”
 “Has anyone called the police yet?”
 “Do you think we should?”
 “No, I’m sure someone-”
 “What do you think-”
 About now is when the police arrive, barely ahead of the news vans; it’s been
 sixteen minutes since someone first noticed the twisted remains of the twenty-five year
 old, fourteen since they called the media, and ten since anyone thought to alert the
 authorities. Three cars pull up, sirens blaring and lights flashing through the gloom of a
 cloudy autumn evening. The senior officer stands before the crowd while his subordinates
 tape off and inspect the alley. The crowd stares at him blankly, and begins to disperse,
 slightly. A few of the men dressed in business suits hurry off, checking their watches and
 muttering about the time. One woman, after an unsuccessful attempt to see past the
 bustle of the police officers, sighs and enters the apartment complex to the right of the
 alley.
 Trudging up the stairs with her bag of groceries, Janine wonders who it could have
 been out there. She is certain, in the way of the young, that it could not be someone she
 knows. So she wonders about their family, their friends; about whom out there cares for
 this person, if there is anyone at all. How long till they learn of their loss? With these
 thoughts, and others equally curious and unworried, she climbs to the seventh floor where
 she lives with her husband.
 It is a long climb to the seventh floor, but she is in the prime of her life and after
 three years she is used to it, no longer winded at the end.
 As she opens the hallway door and steps in from the stairwell she sees her neighbor,
 Mr. Chedwick, leaning out the door to retrieve today’s newspaper. As usual he is dressed
 in his bathrobe, just awakened, late though it is. She smiles and waves, but does not stop
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 to talk, nor even speak a word of hello; she is comfortable, ensconced in the silent
 anonymity of neighbors but not friends. She has created an identity for him from these
 brief encounters -a middle-aged man who works nights and lives alone, who reads the
 sports section when he wakes, once married and now divorced but not bitter- and she does
 not care to shatter that image at this time.
 She walks to her apartment at the end of the hall, 759, struggles to fetch her keys
 from her pocket while holding the groceries, and moves to unlock the door. As her key
 touches the lock the door swings open, squeaking slightly on hinges she has asked her
 husband to fix at least a hundred times. She frowns, but is not overly worried; he can be
 awfully oblivious sometimes. She shuffles inside, closing the door behind her with a push
 of her foot, and moves to the kitchen to put away the groceries.
 She knows that she has at least an hour to herself, depending on traffic and taxis, so
 she takes her time. Flicking on the light, she sets the groceries on the counter and goes
 about putting everything in its place, the eggs and creamer in the fridge, the noodles in
 the cupboard, the aspirin above the sink. As she does this a few things strike her as odd:
 the coffee cup half full beside the sink, the scarf she knitted last winter still hanging on its
 peg in the entryway, the coffee table in the living room is slightly askew. But such things
 have happened before and will no doubt happen again, so she puts them out of her mind.
 Once everything is put away she grabs the book she’s currently reading, To the Sea
 She Ran, and takes a seat on the couch. She reads for forty-two minutes. After finishing
 chapter twelve she decides to take a shower; if she hurries she will be just getting out
 when he gets home.
 The shower takes longer than she had planned; the luxurious feel of the hot water
 soothing away her aches holds her there for twenty-one minutes. Stepping out of the
 bathroom, rubbing her hair dry on her favorite green towel, she notices the time. He
 should be home by now, but she does not worry, not yet.
 One hand holding up her towel, the other still at work on her hair, she walks to the
 bedroom, nudging the door open with her hip as she steps in. The draft in the room chills
 her immediately, and she hurries to close the door to the balcony, already composing the
 lecture about closing doors she plans to deliver later tonight.
 She sits on the bed and clicks on the TV, not really paying attention, just trying to
 pass the time. The evening news is on, and after the human interest piece ends, she
 recognizes her apartment building behind the reporter. She turns the volume up.
 “Early this evening, residents on Parkside Avenue came home to a gristly scene.
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 Two young men, both estimated to be in their mid-twenties, were found dead in an
 alleyway. Police say that they fell from one of the nearby buildings, but would not
 comment on whether they suspected foul play. No other details are being released at this
 time, until the family can be notified. For Channel 27 news this is-”
 Janine stops listening as she notices something in the replayed footage of the police
 taping off the alleyway. It isn’t much, just a patch of color: white with narrow blue
 stripes, a shirt maybe. She recognizes it on a visceral level, not just a shirt, his shirt. It’s
 not possible, she knows it’s not, but her heart races and she scrambles from the bed.
 Frantically she searches the apartment, looking for a note, a clue, anything to
 annihilate the thoughts filling her head. Finally she checks her cell-phone, listens to the
 voicemail she missed from earlier in the day.
 “Honey, my meeting was canceled, so I’ll be here when you get home. I was
 thinking that tonight I’d make that linguini dish you love so much. Anyway, that’s all.
 Have a good day, I love you!”
 As the voicemail finishes, hope dying in her heart, she hears a knock at the door.
 She dashes to the door, not thinking to cover herself, not thinking of anything except his
 face.
 She pulls the door open with shaking hands, to see a police officer standing with his
 hat in his hand.
 “Mrs. Thompson?”
 Sobbing, she collapses, wailing and clutching at his feet as he removes his jacket to
 cover her nakedness.
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 Arthritic limbs shake and sway
 in the winter wind.
 Withered leaves
 swirl and gyrate
 to the ground.
 Wilted pedals, gray
 lonely
 beside the street.
 Empty soil,
 leached by the scorn of winter,
 barren,
 crumbling.
 Worms
 wriggle and writhe,
 finding nothing but sand
 and sorrow.
 Birds search
 for seeds or
 sorrowful worms,
 pecking,
 hungry.
 Clouds, heavy and dark,
 precipitate
 the return of life,
 the coming of death.
 Rain falls,
 cold and sharp,
 beckoned
 by the wind.
 The ocean, its swells and shores,
 its depths
 dark, cold, and teeming.
 Rocks
 thrust
 up
 from the fevered splash,
 raging white foam,
 and there:
 a fisher boat,
 waiting
 for a branch
 held by a dove.
 Tranquil Tempest
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 Averly
 Marylin stood beneath the great willow with her eyes closed, listening to the soft
 whisper of the wind through the branches. The night’s chill fingers caressed her wrinkled
 face, and in the quieter moments it almost felt as it had when she was young.
 Beyond the lot the city bustled: cars honking, people talking, planes roaring in the
 distant skies above. The willow no longer stood at the heart of a rural nothingness, and in
 fact would not stand at all for much longer. If the billboard standing at the side of the
 road was to be believed, soon this space would be filled by upscale townhouses,
 completing the suburban dominion over the farmlands of her youth.
 Opening her eyes, Marylin surveyed the swaying grass and stands of thistle which
 populated her childhood playground, trying her best to ignore the crumpled beer cans and
 empty oil drums, the stray papers and cigarette butts. The city lights cast a pall on the
 field, one the pale moon -just rising- only enhanced as it limed the world in silver-gray. In
 the gentle twilight she could almost hear the giggles as her brothers and sister played an
 earnest game of tag, while she and Averly watched from up in the willow. And there was
 the boulder where she had her first kiss, ignoring her best friend’s stifled giggles from her
 hiding spot nearby -though the boy didn’t seem to notice. And it was here beneath the
 willow that she had tearfully promised Averly that she would return, that awful day
 when her parents shipped the family across the country, away from her whole world.
 Since that day she had missed this place, the fields and flowers, the memories. And
 now that she’d come home -having loved and lost and lived long enough to begin to fade-
 she was dismayed to see how much it all had changed. Gone was the barn where she’d
 broken her leg, missing the hay pile when she’d jumped from the loft, at the insistence of
 her constant companion. The stream where her brothers had once caught frogs, meant to
 terrorize all the girls but Averly, was now little more than a stinking muddy rivulet,
 meandering back and forth behind the houses of strangers. Everything was louder, and
 even the air smelled strange: metallic and harsh where once all had been fresh as spring
 grass. But more than all that, she couldn’t find Averly. Maybe her parents and the doctors
 they had sent her to were right.
 She remembered the night before they left, hearing her father’s voice as she hid at
 the top of the stairs, “It’s not normal. It should have stopped when she blossomed.
 Hopefully a change of scenery will put an end to it. No more nonsense about this Averly.
 Even her sister is taken with her mad fancy now. ” It was a foolish old woman who
 moved across the country in the last years of her life to search for a flight of childhood
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 fancy. A very foolish old woman. Still, Marylin wished she could see her again.
 With that she clutched her jacket tighter to ward off the chill in the air and turned
 to walk back to her car. She would go to her cousin’s, tell her she had changed her mind,
 go back to stay with her son, and forget this sad little field and its heartbreaking
 memories.
 She had taken three steps when something made her look over her shoulder, back at
 the willow. As she glanced she caught a glimpse of a pale face pulling back behind the
 tree.
 “Averly?” she called out.
 There was a pause, and then: Mary? You came back!
 Marylin spun around and hurried back to the tree, nearly tripping on the uneven
 ground in her haste.
 “Averly! You’re still here!”
 Where did you go Mary? It’s been so long, no-one will play with me anymore.
 Marylin fell to her knees, ignoring the sting of the dirt and gravel digging into her
 bare skin beneath her skirt. She wept as she spoke, “I didn’t want to go Averly. I wanted
 to stay, but I couldn’t.”
 Through her blurry eyes she saw Averly’s small, strange face peer down at her from
 behind the tree. Her liquid violet eyes were as vibrant as ever, but her pale skin and
 downy hair seemed faded, almost translucent.
 What took you so long? I’ve been so lonely, with no one to play with me.
 “I know. I’m sorry. I grew up. I had a family, and a life, a career and children. I
 couldn’t just leave them.”
 So you can’t stay?
 Marylin paused now, drying the tears from her eyes. “No… One way or another
 that’s all behind me.”
 At last Averly moved from behind the tree, extending one thin, childlike limb to
 Marylin.
 Come play with me Mary, like we used to.
 Taking hold of the small, soft hand, Marylin stood up into a world of light; leaving
 behind the vacant lot and the shell of her life, forever.
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 Discontented Winter
 Cold sears the lungs, proving
 we yet live. Would not know it
 otherwise, lingering on the edge of zero.
 Winter has well and truly come.
 Have all the hearts of men iced over?
 Free to burn only after shattering
 blows of trauma, or when stoked eternal
 in flames of impotent rage.
 What of our generation? Drowning
 in indolence, suffocating
 on ignorance. We sit
 in a pit we have dug ourselves,
 tying our hands and feet with the rope
 we are thrown, lamenting the lack
 of good help these days.
 Even as the rain begins to pool
 we refuse to swim.
 Our last, best hope:
 that the pit will freeze over in the night;
 preserving us for future generations.
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 Twilight City
 Green on gray and deepest blue,
 near akin to black;
 storm clouds flash and stars they shine,
 to hold the darkness back.
 Man's soft glow illuminates,
 the wonders of our Age;
 but wind whispers impermanence,
 like a dying Sage.
 Beneath our roar crickets chirp,
 and leaves lie deadly still;
 a fair forest, when we are dust,
 will hold our secrets well.

Page 14
                        

14
 And this too shall pass...
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