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All in the Mind 
 

The darkness is growing. I must adapt or I too will fall under its power. I am lost 
somewhere in the trees. All around me is darkness. Who ever heard of a silent forest? There is no 
noise in this one. 
 Tonight I am waiting. I lie on the ground and stare up through the inverted carpet of 
emerald darkness. There it is! 
 Skipping across the sky like a rock on a pond, flaming bright white as it falls, is a dream. 
My heart races as I watch it fall. As soon as it hits the ground the chase will begin. 
 The dream plummets down and smashes through the dark canopy and I feel a slight thud 
through the ground as it buries itself somewhere in the depths of subconscious surrealism that 
permeates the ethereal undergrowth. 
 Now I can hear footsteps coming toward me. Something has awakened. Closer, ever 
closer, the footsteps are coming, pounding the ground with a resolute ominousness that transmits 
deep undulating waves of fear and despair through the ground, traveling like ripples in a pond 
until they contact my body and clench my heart and gut in fists like iron. 
 

My mind is a forest and in the center of that forest I have built a tower. A tower of safety 
and refuge against whatever is out there hunting me. A tower pieced together of dreams, dreams 
like bricks in a wall; bricks that shimmer and glint like mother-of-pearl. Good dreams, happy 
dreams, I leave the nightmares behind. 
 The key to survival in this jungle of my mind is my dreams. I know this. I just have to 
remember them, to find them. 
 There is a deep breath of exhaled air and the footsteps stop. The ripples of torturous 
emotion cease but their effect does not end. It intensifies. My mind screams in terror. Silence, at 
times, can be worse than the most ominous of sounds. 
 Help! Help! I hurtle my fear into the darkness. But nobody hears me. I stand up and run 
in the direction where I saw the dream fall. If I can find it I will be safe. 
 I know it isn’t true: the dream itself won’t save me. Only in the tower am I safe, but even 
the tower will not last if I do not have more dreams to sustain it. 
 

The undergrowth that carpets my mind is too thick, too deep for me to find my dream. 
Sometimes I fall into it and can’t find my way out, until, overcome with a sense of 
claustrophobia I claw at the thick vegetation that my subconscious has placed around me, and, 
gasping, haul myself again to the openness of the chaos that is my memory. Chaos! That’s my 
problem. My mind is filled with chaos. Happy memories, sad memories, anger, frustration, 
contentment, depression. 
 My emotions sometimes flicker and change like a strobe light going on and off. 
 Now I run, searching, hoping, praying that I will catch a glimpse of the dream through 
the thick ground cover that it has fallen into. 
 There. A faint glimmer only, a sliver of light glowing between two leaves catches my 



2 

eye. My dream. 
 I hear a grunt and the footsteps start again. They are coming toward me. They pound out 
a deep steady staccato rhythm. 
 My foot slips on a moss-covered log made of painful memories and I fall to the ground. It 
is made up of memories of death, a loved one dying. Heavy rain splattering the window as the 
tires squeal on the wet pavement. I see the glare of oncoming headlamps. I suck in breath as I 
remember the time-frozen feeling of the car skidding out of control. What if I’d been more 
careful? What if I’d driven slower? I don’t deserve to live when I’ve taken the life of my brother. 
I’m careless. A broken twig bites my ribs and the soft loam hides sharp sticks and small rocks 
that dig into my arm and knees. 
 

When I was much younger my mind was only a small stand of saplings. There was 
nothing scary about it. Now something hunts me. Sometimes I can climb the tall white-barked 
trees that made up my happy memories until the hunter gets tired and wanders off. Usually I flee 
to my tower. Once, I dreamed an eagle came and carried me away, high over the dark canopy of 
endless thought and memory. 
 I scrabble forward on all fours, my heart matching time with the footsteps behind me. 
Where is my dream? I know it’s here. I lost sight of it when I fell. I tear at the ground ripping up 
the small weak memories that have taken root there. I raise them to my face to see them in the 
darkness. Nothing. 
 It’s coming closer, I can feel it. Its footsteps jar the very ground on which I kneel. The 
fear that seems to pulse around them is at a crescendo of unimagined proportions. 
 

Dreams give me strength. When I look into them I am boosted, energized by their 
pulchritude. The hunter takes the bad dreams. I don’t know what he does with them. Maybe he 
has his own tower. 
 The footsteps stop once more, followed by that horrid, unbearable silence. Silence seems 
to echo all around, bouncing off the tree trunks and the jungle canopy. 
 I am frozen on the ground, one hand feeling the wet smoothness of a fistful of leaves, the 
other feeling the glassy smoothness of the dream that I have been searching for. I feel no triumph 
at my success. The pain of repressed frustration and stress is beyond that. I want to curl into a 
ball of terrified hopelessness. 
 It’s over! It found me. 
 “I think I have you now.” It is using my voice. It always uses my voice. 
 The despair is complete. My body sags the rest of the way to the ground. My forehead 
presses into the dirt.  
 “Why are you even still alive? Why do you even try? You are nothing, nobody wants you 
around. Just give up and die.” 
 My hand squeezes the rocklike form of my dream in a spasm of barely suppressed 
emotion. My other hand digs into the soft soil, burying itself in the endless sea of green plants. 
 “I can’t,” a sob comes out. 
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 “Yes you can.” My voice is so seductive, so confident, so unlike me. “It wouldn’t take 
much. Nobody would notice if you were gone. If they did it would only be to rejoice at finally 
having you out of their lives.” 
 Tiny grains of sand press into my face as I try to disappear into the soil. The dirt is wet 
with my tears. “No.” The sound is lost in a sob of a tormented soul, “it’s not true.” 
 “You know it’s true.” My voice is next to my ear now. “If you really believed it was not 
true you would stand up and walk away from here.” 
 A moment of silence, broken only by anguished sobs. 
 “It’s over, give up, you’ll be better off.” 
 “I know,” the words are torn from my throat. “I know.” My sobs now are for me. It is 
right, it always has been. Every time I’ve talked to it, it was right. Nobody would care, nobody 
would even notice. All it would take would be to lift the rock in my hand and smash it down on 
my head. It might take more than once but it would work. It would all be over. 
 I can feel the triumph, the sadness, the despair; the end is coming. 
 

Always before, whenever it comes for me, when it catches me, I have listened to it. I 
have always come through it alive, sometimes scarred and damaged but alive. It grows in 
strength every time. But so do I. Usually. This time I will not make it; I shouldn’t have fought it 
for so long. I have only been punishing those around me by being alive. 
  My hand lifts the rock that is in its grasp. I turn my head to look at it, to see the end 
coming at me. A glint of depth and mother-of-pearl shininess greets my eye: The familiar surface 
of a dream that seems to be translucent and when I look into it, it is deeper than it could possibly 
be. 
 Look into it. Follow your dreams. 
 “It is only a dream.” I am not sure if my voice now is my own or the voice of the hunter 
behind me, “a nightmare, a wish, a hope. It doesn’t matter; it will never be real.” 
 My eyes dig deeper into the depths of the dream. What if it is real? 
  

The dream draws me into it and I watch it. I remember it, the dream I had. 
 In my dream I am lost, running through the forest, hunted. I cry out for help. Does 
anyone love me? Does anyone care? Life seems overwhelming - too much to bear. 
 A voice echoes above me. the screech of an eagle hunting. I see her as only a dream 
could portray her. She is beautiful beyond the descriptions of mere sight. Her wings spread wide 
to catch the breeze. Her arms enfold me. Her beautiful voice whispers my name in my ear. 
 “I am here. I care.” A tear falls from her eye. A tear of compassion, of empathy, of love. 
“Don’t go, I love you. I’m here. I’ll love you forever.” 
 

It is only a dream. It is an intangible random firing of the synapses of my cerebral cortex 
based on the deepest most subconscious hopes, desires, and fears of my fallible and weak mind. 
It is only a dream, an amalgamation of past memories and thoughts permutated into a 
metaphorical anomaly. Nothing more. Just a dream. 
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 But what if it is true? 
 Someone would care. 
 Someone does care! 
 My sobs have stopped. My face is stiff with the salty residue of tears. She is real. My 
eagle is real. I remember her. She is not just a dream, but a memory. 
 There is absolute silence. 
 My foot makes a quiet slipping sound as it shifts while I sit back on it. I look up at the 
dark forest. The trees, the leaves, all seem to be different. 
 I hear my heart beat once, my breath come into my lungs, filling me with hope. 
 “No,” I whisper. “No.” My voice is getting stronger. “I will not do it. You are wrong.” 
 I stand up. My legs are shaky. I place my empty hand against a tree to steady myself. I 
realize that it is old memories, happy memories. 
 My parents’ smiling faces look at me. “We’re proud of you.” 
 A voice on the phone, sweet and clear, “I miss you. I’m so excited to see you again.” 
 Finally my eagle’s voice, “I love you,” I look into her deep brown eyes and know that it 
is true. 
 “I love you, too.” 
 It wouldn’t have worked, anyway. My arm would have grown feeble before I could kill 
myself. Strange how I couldn’t think of that in the moment. 
 Slowly I turn my head to look my hunter in the eye. 
 

I have been caught many times. I have conversed with the usurper of my voice. I have 
always known what it was that hunted me, but until I saw its face I didn’t realize it. 
 “You are me, I am you.” We speak together, we are the same person. The hunter doesn’t 
exist any more than my dream does. 
 Slowly and hesitantly I turn my feet away, back toward my tower. One step, then another 
and I am moving away. I don’t say anything. Nothing needs be said. I have conquered myself 
this day. It is over. I am dead, renewed, come back to life. 
 Somebody loves me. She told me so. 
 A golden beam of light punches through the leaves overhead. The sun has risen. I can’t 
remember the last time the sun rose on my forest. 
 With it comes a voice. 
 A screeching eagle. A sweet, clear voice, “I am coming. I love you forever.” 
 I lift my arms and let the voice carry me up through the canopy. A cold wet feeling as I 
pass through a cloud sends a shiver down my spine. 
 I laugh. 
 “I love you forever.” 


