
I dreamt that I was driving. I was searching. The road came to an end. I came across a 

fenced off area with a giant tear, a gaping breaking point. I watched as someone without a face 

entered this gated place before me, only to bear the wrath of a crumbling, aging individual who 

held within themself the fire of an entire nation. As this individual shook their fist with fury at the 

faceless man and said “You aren’t wanted here,” The faceless man felt nothing, he continued 

past the crumbling, angry, desperate protector. This person’s anger then landed upon me, mere 

yards away from the broken entrance to this sacred space. They chased me, fist still raised, “Go 

away, go away, go away!” 

I couldn’t face this person. I became faceless as I fled and repeated “I’m going, I’m 

going, I’m going.” My eyes tightened, my vision black, I could feel their fist, bunched against the 

back of my neck as every hair on my body stood up, ready for impact. The images fade as I toss 

and turn into consciousness. 
I’m not sure if there is a lesson to be learned from this dream, if the images and the 

experiences serve me. I’ve pondered the question relentlessly. I feel stuck, torn between my 

innate desire to philosophize, to theorize, to contemplate, and my deep, unending desire to 

move. I feel stuck. I feel trapped. I feel as if I am floating, frozen mid air, between timelines and 

planes of existence. 

I could feel their fist against my neck.  

I am not sure how I could feel their fist against my neck.  

I don’t dream often. This dream was an aberration. A facsimile of dreams and 

experiences prior. I am less focused on the faceless man, as there are so many faceless men in 

my life. I am left to consider the broken fence. I isolate this fence in the black netherspace of my 

current experience. I shift it upwards, into the clouds, the fence now a map. Or is it still a fence, 

holding me down to this Earth? “Who is the dreamer?” 

I remember the first time that I was able to look up at the stars, to really see the sky with 

some sense of clarity. I was in high school. We were in the woods. Specifically, I was in a field. 

Growing up in the suburbs outside of Detroit, I only knew the North star, and recognized that 

other stars existed, but I had never experienced the overwhelming breadth of the eternal 

everything that surrounds us. I was alone. I remember reaching for my phone, I recall having no 

service, I remember that I was alone. 

The stars were not a constant in my life. I was deeply terrified of two things growing up: 

Tornados and Bees, anxieties there were a complication from seeing certain films at an 

impressionable age. I was vigilant. My anxiety manifested as interest in climate, in weather 



patterns, in cardinal directions, in coming to the realization that the Sun rose in our backyard 

and the Sun set out front, just on the other side of Lana lane. Storm patterns formed in the front 

yard, and I could see the clouds vividly through our living room window. Whenever the clouds 

ate up the whole sky I would scurry to the basement and I would wait for the clouds to pass.The 

backyard became a signifier for safety, for resolution, for confirmation that things are better. 

When the storms passed, the stairs to the basement were lit by sunlight that sparkled through a 

clouded window at the top of the landing. When it felt safe, I would always head out into the 

backyard. 

The moon rose in our backyard. The view was strangely ideal, as it peaked from behind 

the pine trees that acted like a physical barrier between us and the strangers that were our 

neighbors. I always found myself looking up at the moon, lit by burning pine. The nights that the 

moon’s bright glow cast a shadow on our planet were my favorite, as if we were puppets in a 

play for the universe. The memories feel like a dream.  

I return to the moon often. On some nights, I walk the streets searching for it, desperate 

to bask in its beautiful glow. It pulls me close, like Lake Michigan, it has a magnetism I cannot 

resist. It is constant. I have always thought, privately, that the moon connects us. It is telepathic, 

this warmth we exchange when we all look at the moon together. We are always doing this 

together. 

But, what truly is the nature of our relationship to the moon? I have fallen in love over 

and over again, and I have thought of the moon, that perhaps it was drawing closer to me each 

time. I can look at the date that I last fell in love over and over again, and I can tell you with near 

certainty that the moon was roughly 252,000 miles away from us, almost the furthest it can be. 

Apogean tides were low. My feeling was an illusion. 

I’ve taken a strange interest in the push and pull between the earth and the moon. Are 

you familiar with the saying “I love you to the moon and back?” Why do we say that? The 

distance between here and the moon is not constant, it has never been constant. Why did we 

ever begin to tell those we are close to “My love is inconsistent. Today I am far away.” 

“I love you to the moon and back” is meant to comfort, but it reveals a harsh truth. We 

are inconsistent, but we have patterns, and while the tide is now low, we know it will rise again. 

There is a magnetism that exists between us, between the stars, and we only control so much 

of it. We lack control, but we know this pattern will persist. It is unavoidable. This is not a 

metaphor. This is not a dream. 



In 2012 I moved to a place where I see even fewer stars in the sky. I used to confuse the 

blinking lights of airplanes for stars, but now I recognize that most things I see must be an 

illusion, clouded over by pollution. Clarity now exists outside of my mind, just outside of a tent. 

There is a place that looks like nature, a partially manicured woodland. The few times I’ve been 

in the woods, I reconfigure myself so that I may find peace.  

 

I saw an eclipse in an empty state park.  

We looked up and we were alone, together. In the morning there was a white horse. 

There is no symbolism, there is only stillness. 

 

Still, I keep thinking about this dream, about that fence, about the person with their fistfull 

of rage. I keep thinking about the moon, about its vivid scars. Unlike Earth, it doesn’t have a 

pattern, a system, a cycle that allows for it to cover up its physical blemishes. We do. It’s 

tectonic. It’s predictable. We don’t think about it, the natural repairing itself over and over. 

So great, is our capacity to ignore, to cover, to suture our experiences on this earth, that 

we miss the multiplicity of fires that burn all around us. There is a term: Earth Overshoot Day. 

Do you know it? It marks the moment in a year that we use more resources than the Earth can 

replenish in a year. We’ve moved faster than the Earth for decades. This year, Earth Overshoot 

Day landed on August 1st.  We are burning at a rate almost twice as fast as Earth can keep up 

with. We demand that that the Earth heal faster, so that we may continue to kill it. We will wake 

from this dream empty handed, the fires surrounding us. It’s in our house now. 

If the stars are a map, I don’t want to survey it alone, but I always do, time and time 

again. I search it’s corners looking for purpose. I sense others are, too. I force a connection. The 

same goes for my dream. I was in pursuit, and I came at a crossroads. An endless gate with a 

gaping hole. A fearful stranger and a faceless fear. Was that gate protection from others, or 

protection from me? 

I will never know the answer. To be blunt, I think that dream is about how my anxious 

vigilance manifests as a near constant search for resistance. If I can find a reason that I am not 

wanted, I am gone. I built a fence, I cut a hole in it, and I’ll never walk through it. Instead, I’ll look 

up. I’ll find the moon, and every time I find it, I feel as if I’m finding you. But we are inconsistent, 

and you are far away. The moon will never bring us together and it will not save us. We can only 

do that on Earth, and that is only if we can break the pattern. 


