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About the Author


I was born on 18 April 1959 in Saigon, South Vietnam, now


Ho-Chi-Minh. Raised on Saint Thomas, U.S. Virgin Island. Joined the military in


1977 and landed in Germany where I have been living since. Got married


on 6 June 1980 (D-Day, how can I forget) and our son was born on 17


December 1986.




Intro


What do Dreams Mean? Well, that depends on what you read and whom


you talk to. Everyone has their interpretation of dreams.” Don´t let


Dreams affect your life, let Life affect your dreams.” I am no expert on


dreams and never claimed to be.


Have you ever woken up in the mourning and thought, dam, that was a


weird-ass dream? I used to do that all the time. And of course, I would


have to tell my wife about my dream the next morning whether she


wanted to hear about it or not. Even as a kid I could remember my dream


the next day. And let me tell you, I have had some weird-ass dreams.


Dealing with sex, violence, friends, drugs, death, fun times…have had


them all. Short dreams, long dreams. Most of my dreams are short ones. I


usually would only remember a part of my dream. Some of my dreams are


dull ones. I do not always remember my dreams and I would most often


have various short dreams. I always use to joke around with my wife that


I need to write down some of my dreams. Well at the age of sixty-two I


decided it was now or never…





CHAPTER ONE


Winter Dreams


“We were hugging and greeting each other when I thought, should I be doing this?”


A good friend and mentor “Bill” passed away. I was at his house talking to his wife showing my condolences.


All of a sudden, I was standing next to a window trying to urinate on the floor. I stopped myself thinking I cannot do this.


I think I was naked, not sure. I then went to their bathroom, but I had a problem closing the door to the bathroom. It was an extra-large door and hard to close. I finally got it close.


I lifted the lid of the toilet and was shocked that the toilet was filled with leftover food, mostly cooked noodles. But I had to go so I urinated in the toilet.


I had to flush a couple of times before I could get the toilet empty.


Shortly after that other people started showing up also to express their sorry for “Bill” passing away.


Some people I recognized, others I did not.


We were hugging and greeting each other when I thought, should I be doing this?


I don´t know some of these people, what about Covid 19?
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“He said he was feeling a lot better, then we gave each other a long hug, a man hug”


Wow, this was a roller-coaster ride.


Where do I start…I was involved with a racist white group that was looking for recruits, but of all races, I was confused.


We were there for a day to get information about the organization so we could decide whether to join or not.


I did not like what I saw and did not plan to join, but I had to play along because these were some shady people and feared for my life.


While at their clubhouse a vehicle showed up, and out came about four-five men.


One of them was my friend Bill…again.


So, I saw him, went up to him, and asked what he was doing there, he was supposed to be in the hospital bedridden.


He said he was feeling a lot better, then we gave each other a long hug, a man hug!


[image: ]


“She was wearing a sexy nightgown and a little embarrassed.”


I was in bed with my wife.


She was wearing a sexy nightgown and a little embarrassed.


I asked her what was the problem. She said she had been to the doctor to write her sick for the day to be with me in bed and was feeling guilty about that.


Before I knew it, she was stroking me, then…then I woke up! Dammit!
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“I was wearing these thin see-through beige jogging pants”


I was at my old workplace, or I should say a building next to my workplace.


I worked at a hospital, in logistics. It was “bring your spouse, friend” to the work day. I brought my wife.


It looked like we were staying in my old military barracks.


We were sharing a room together with other people, civilians, and military personnel.


I was getting bored and was waiting to get a call from work that they had something for me to do.


I told my wife I had to go for a walk, I was bored stiff.


So, I leave the room and go into the hallway, it was a huge hallway. At least twenty feet wide went on forever.


I started walking toward the end of the hallway.


I guess it was the janitor, he was moving giant furniture around from one room to the next, almost bumping into me a couple of times.


I finally get to the end of the hallway. I am standing in a room with a large mirror. I am looking at myself thinking, what the hell do I have on?


I was wearing these thin see-through beige jogging pants. I said I cannot have people seeing me dressed like this, I have to get back to my room.


I finally get back to my room where a former work colleague is laying on one of the beds. She had just gotten out of surgery.


Her head was totally shaved, and she was telling everyone the surgery went well, she was going to be just fine.


The next moment I am driving my car on the freeway.


Everyone is driving like crazy people.


Cars almost smashing into each other, cars driving in the wrong direction causing near misses.


I guess I survived.


[image: ]


“I found myself walking down a narrow dirt path”


I was attending one of my veteran organization conventions.


I was in my hotel room, which actually looked like a room from my old military barracks. About five guys to a room with bunk beds, loud and noisy.


I did not recognize anyone in the room. I had to get out of there.


I found myself walking down a narrow dirt path towards where I figured was the convention center.


It must have been in or by an airport because I could hear a woman yelling out, if you are on the flight so and so, you need to hurry because the flight is about to leave!


There was an elderly couple walking in front of me pretty slowly struggling with their luggage, I finally was able to pass them up. I was thinking, should I help them or not?


I thought not. I was in a hurry to find where everyone was.


All of a sudden, I was sitting in a stadium. It was like a ballpark stadium.


Sitting in front of me were three young guys. They were a little rowdy.


Behind me were some young girls giggling and making jokes.


I was feeling really tired, so I decided to sleep for a while.


I woke up and decided I had to find out where the convention hall was, so I started walking away.


I was checking my pockets to make sure I still had my wallet and keys. All there.


Then I realized I had left my baseball cap at my seat.


I turned around and saw that one of the three guys that were sitting in front of me had found my cap and was trying to hide it from me.


I walked up to him, grabbed it from him, and said, I think that belongs to me.


I walked away, looking back a couple of times making sure they were not following me.


I now found myself sitting in a bar having a drink by myself.


I never did find out where the convention was being held.


I then notice two people I knew, Mike and Ed sitting at a table with another guy.


I heard Ed say that he needed some trophies for the children performing at the convention and that he could perform a magic show for them.


Mike said he only lived a couple of hours away; he could drive home quick and pick up some trophies for him.


I got up and walked toward their table.


I said to them, If Ed said he can do a magic show, I know he can.


Ed and Mike got very serious really quick and were looking at me pretty weirdly.


Ed said to me, I think we were having a private conversation here. I got the message and walked away.
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“My wife did not show any remorse for me passing away”


In this dream one moment I was alive and well, then without warning I passed away.


Like real life. I realized I was dead because I was walking around and doing things without anyone noticing me.


I would talk to people with no reaction. I would touch and try to grab people with no reaction.


I could feel myself getting frustrated.


Finally, I decided that was the way it is and would just have to live with it…or die with it?


I started getting comfortable with the new me. I tried messing around with people, trying to do pranks on people, to no avail.


They could not see me, feel me. I was dead!


My wife did not show any remorse for me passing away, had found someone else, and was moving along with her life.


Which I found was pretty dam quick after my passing away.


I saw her one day rearranging my old military uniform, taking off my medals, and putting on the medals of her new husband.


Apparently, he was retired military and was financially very well off.


I saw her bragging to someone about how wealthy he was and enjoying her new life.


Made me feel like crap.
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