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People believe in many things. They believe in God or Gods, carry superstitions, or pray. These are all good and helpful because having a belief system or a religion helps us in a big way. We make many choices based upon belief. If you believe that soda and pop-rocks will explode your stomach then you probably won’t be mixing the two any time soon. If you believe in God your choices are going to lean toward doing what the Holy Bible says. You may pray and ask for guidance so that you may have the courage to do what you do daily. Or you may not pray. Or you might pray in a ceremonial way. It’s all good. We are flesh and blood. The world is a tough place to be. I think that we all need a little help from somebody.

But what do we, as flesh and blood, as philosophers and scientists, as poets and historians, really believe in? Do we all believe in the same thing as everybody else? Do we pray to our watchers constantly or do we tend to forget? Only the people you ask can tell you the answer to that question. Here is another question. What if you don’t believe in anything? There is an answer to this question. The answer is simple, yet…complicated. If you don’t catch my drift then read on.

I remember this dream that I had. I remember all the little details of the dream. I remember the linear events that happened, the diner, the road, and then back atop my bed when I awoke with a funny feeling in my forehead. I remember the people that occurred in my dream. My mother was so frightened and quick to leave me. My older brother seemed so strong and valiant yet had a lost look in his eyes. What I didn’t notice until later was the dream had changed me. I was rearranged completely. From my point of view to my opinions, almost everything in me shifted subtly. It forced me to believe in things that I had not believed in before. I fed myself fiction on a daily basis. I read through 7 of the Vampire Chronicles, 4 of The Dark Tower books, re-read Ender’s Game, and so on.

Let me tell you about the dream…

The red light coming from my digital alarm clock spread across my white washed wall. To me it looked like blood hitting the wall at high speeds. Then the lights blink and the blood recedes. Once again the blood is splashed on the wall as the alarm clock flashes. I lay on my side looking into my dim room. My eyes are tired and I strain to keep them open. “The trick to falling asleep is trying to stay awake” is what that soldier on Saving Private Ryan had said. It seemed to be working. I fell asleep with a clear head.

The dream crept up on me. I opened my eyes to see that I was sitting in the very back seat of a large SUV. My mom was driving and next to her in the passenger side was one of my aunties. I don’t remember who. A baby seat was right behind her. My two youngest brothers sat next to the baby seat. Tynan was nearest to the window and Patrick was leaning forward with his hands holding his chin up. My oldest brother Steve sat next to me. Ida, My only sister, sat to the left of Steve.

We were going someplace. I tried to remember where to but in the dream I just kind of tagged along. Everybody was laughing and no real words came out of their mouths. Steve would mumble to Tynan and he would laugh. So would Ida and Patrick. I had not the slightest idea of what was going on. 

We stopped at a diner with a gas pump outside. It reminded me of a store in White Clay. Everybody started to unbuckle and get out of the SUV. I knew I was going to be the last one getting out so I stayed seated and waited for everyone to get out. As I was getting out I felt something staring at me. A weird feeling developed in my forehead. A buzzing feeling like the kind you get when an electric clippers tickles the back of your head. Only this feeling didn’t tickle. It felt more like a message being done from underneath my skin. I looked back into the SUV.

I saw him looking straight at me. A tiny baby looked at me from the car seat. He didn’t just stare in that unintelligible way that infants look at the world. This baby had very intelligent eyes, much like that of a cheetah or a lioness. These were the eyes of a hunter and I was the pray it spotted.

I moved around the car with my eyes locked to the baby. He sat straight up and followed me with his gaze. His eyes didn’t move at all. I walked into the diner. I sat next to my mom and picked up a menu. I read the selection of foods. Every now and then I would peak out the giant window to see the baby staring at me. I pulled my mind away for a minute, long enough to tell the waitress my order. 

I looked around the diner and noticed how bright it was. The ceiling was covered in fluorescent lights and cheap tiles. It had no ceiling fan. I probably expected that because you see so many diners in movies that all look the same. This one was different. It looked like a fast food restaurant but at the same time I knew the food was actually being cooked. The floor had black and white tiles instead of a carpet and the seats were uncomfortable. All this I remember thinking but I don’t remember the actual feeling of it.

The weird thing happened when this big hefty guy walked out from a corner of the diner. He had on this red hat and an apron. He kept saying that we should try the new ice cream here at the diner. It was guaranteed to make us faster, handsomer, and smarter. The ingredients were, he told us, salt and regular vanilla ice cream. My mom asked for some and this guy served them in clear plastic cups. I remember the taste. The ice cream was salty I hardly tasted the vanilla.

The guy then left or rather he disappeared. I looked to the corner he had come from and it wasn’t there. The whole corner of the room was black. No light touched the floor. There was nothing there but just pure blackness. Nobody else seemed to notice this little glitch.

After I noticed this I started to hear whispers. Maybe ten different voices started to chant something. I don’t know what language it was. The voices were soft and reminded me of a lullaby. I started to feel frieghtened. I didn’t know where these voices were coming from. I thought that maybe they were ghosts or evil spirits.

Now everybody else heard them.

My mom had this look on her face. Her eyes went wide as she looked around trying to find where the voices were coming from. She got up slowly and dashed for the door. I ran after her.

A station wagon pulled up and stopped in front of her. She got in and waved goodbye to me. I shouted for her to come back. She ignored my shouts. The station wagon pulled out and sped down the road. I went back in the diner.

Inside Steve was ushering my younger brothers to door. Things were being thrown everywhere. Some force was lifting salt shakers and napkin dispensers into the air and flinging them at the walls. A window shattered. I covered my face to avoid any fragments. Finally my brother and I ran out to the SUV. I think somebody inside was saying we forgot to pay.

I got in the passenger side. Steve put the vehicle into gear and stepped on it. We went the opposite direction of my mom.

Steve was swerving from side to side. He couldn’t steady his arms. Cars honked at us and nearly missed us as we swerved back into the right lane. On the side of the road I could see a pasture. The cows looked like cardboard cutouts. I laughed at this. I looked back to tell Tynan but I stopped laughing when I seen those eyes again.

That baby was in the back seat fast asleep. His head was leaning sideways. It looked peaceful but I sensed what was inside of it. Looking at it now with no fear I knew who and what it was.

“This baby is evil” I said.

“What?” Steve said.

“This is not a baby. I don’t know what it is, but it’s just wrong.”

“Don’t make up bullshit like that Phil. You’re scaring Patrick.”

Patrick was scared. He pushed himself away from the baby seat and up against the door. He never took his eyes off the thing sleeping. I knew I had to do something. This thing would not go away anytime soon.

I unbuckled myself and got out of my seat. Closer I went to the baby’s face.

“Skhaaggghhrrrrrr.” I said. It had this guttural sound to it, like I was clearing my throat.

The baby opened its eyes. It stared at the floor for a bit then its head began to convulse. That’s the only way I can describe it. The baby’s head moved back and forth unnaturally fast.

It stopped and looked at me. It’s eyed were red, not tinted but red from the blood that came out of them. The thing smiled at me, a genuine smile. With a lowered brow and teeth showing it seemed to say “die” or “now what are you going to do?”

I put my right hand forward and placed it on the baby’s forehead. 

This is the point when the dream came back to reality.

My hand twisted up. My fingers all bent inward and my wrist did too. It felt like my muscles just bent inward and I had no control over them. I gripped tight and soon the baby started to fade from my sight. That funny feeling came to me. I was weightless and everything was dark. I had a realization of who this skhaargh was. I felt him leave.

I awoke in my room at around 5:30. 

I don’t why I had this dream. I don’t know how it came to me because I wouldn’t have imagined anything close to this were I to try it. I do know that it changed me from the little atheist to a more open minded person. I can look at the world from all perspectives. I think I do this now to try and understand what had happened to me. The event was so real I can still feel the way my whole body clenched.

This dream ultimately led me to Zen. I can look upon events and cope easily because I believe that whatever happens just happens. There is no going back to correct what has been done. I also know that there is no true evil in this world unless we can call ourselves true evil. Who destroys and who feels for what they destroy? Only us I would imagine.

If this sounds like fiction I remind you that these unexplainable things happen to everybody. I do not fear that people will disbelieve what I have written only that they will close their minds to what has happened to me as a whole.
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