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  For the insomniacs, the restless, the night-thinkers.

For those who know the ceiling better than they should,

who’ve counted hours instead of sheep,

who’ve made friends with the dark.

This is for you.

May you find rest when you need it,

and beauty in the hours you can’t.
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  Foreword



Welcome to The Dreaming Hour.




I wrote these pieces over months of sleepless nights, during the hours when insomnia kept me awake, and the world felt suspended between dreaming and waking. In that liminal space, I found these words…explorations of surrender, desire, fear, and hope.




Thank you for being here. Thank you for dreaming with me.






I

The Descent







  
  
  The Edge Of Sleep

  
  




The day dissolves like sugar on my tongue,

sweet residue of hours spent and sung.

My body settles into softer ground,

where gravity grows gentle, nearly drowned

in pillows deep as oceans, white as bone

I’m letting go of everything I’ve known.




The world is tilting, blurring at the seams, reality unraveling her threads.




Come to the edge where darkness softly gleams, where waking ends and wonder fills your head. Surrender to the threshold, to the call— the night will catch you, darling, if you fall.




Between the beats of heartbeats, there’s a door, a silver hinge that opens without sound. My thoughts like moths go drifting from the shore of consciousness—I’m neither lost nor found. The ceiling breathes, the shadows start to dance, and I am slipping sideways out of sense, suspended in that strange and sacred trance where time forgets its ruthless permanence.




Come to the edge where darkness softly gleams, where waking ends and wonder fills your head. Surrender to the threshold, to the call— the night will catch you, darling, if you fall. Into the dreaming hour, into stars, where you remember who you really are.








  
  
  One More Thing

  
  




I promised I would let the evening rest,

would close my eyes and finally be done—

but wait, did I respond to that one text?

And should I set two alarms, not just one?

The pillow’s wrong. No, wait, it’s fine. It’s not.

My foot is cold. My other foot is hot.

I’ll just adjust— there, perfect. Almost. Wait.

Did I lock the front door? (Yes.) But I should check the gate.




The lists are multiplying in my head, my body’s trying hard to disappear.




One more thing, just one more thing, it says—before you go, before you leave me here. One more worry, one more small regret, one more thing you probably should not forget.




I’m telling my thoughts to kindly shut their mouths,

I’m breathing deep like all the apps suggest.

My shoulders drop, I’m pointed loosely south

toward slumber, toward that most elusive rest

but suddenly I’m solving every fight

I’ve ever had, rewriting every line,

composing speeches, planning my whole life,

designing kitchens that will never be mine.




One more thing, just one more thing, it begs— one email, one idea, one tiny task. The world won’t end if you just rest your head, but will it? Maybe we should check. Just ask.




One more thing (I swear, the last), one worry I refuse to leave in the past, one thought I’ll pin to the ceiling like a star— so I remember who and where and what we are. But darling, even you must know it’s true: the dreams are waiting. They’ve got work to do.








  
  
  What If I Don’t Come Back

  
  




I’m standing at the edge again, the precipice of consciousness— my heartbeat asking where? And when? And will I recognize myself when morning pulls me up for air? What if I slip beneath too deep, what if the current takes me to places I’m not meant to be?




There’s something waiting in the folds of all this dark I’m wading through.




What if I don’t come back from this, what if I lose the thread of who I was before I closed my eyes— what if surrender means goodbye?




They say to let go, to release, to trust the fall, to stop the fight— but what if letting go means peace I’m not prepared to hold? What if tonight I slip into a different skin, forget the shape of my own name, become the dream and can’t get in to where I was? It won’t be the same. I want to trust this ancient pull, this nightly death and resurrection, but God, my fists are tight, full of fear and fraying at connection.




What if I don’t come back from this,

what if I lose the thread of who

I was before I closed my eyes

what if surrender means goodbye?

What if the door locks from inside,

what if I’m changed beyond return

what if I wake up something new,

with everything I had to learn

erased, rewritten, rearranged?

What if I’m never quite the same?




But maybe that’s the point. Maybe I’m supposed to change.








  
  
  The Softening

  
  




My shoulders drop like stones into a lake, each vertebra unclenching one by one— the architecture of my spine can finally break its perfect posture, all the day’s work done. My jaw releases teeth I didn’t know I held, my fists unfurl like flowers in reverse, and all the tightness that my body held dissolves, unwinds, disperses.


The weight of hours settles in my bones, gravity reclaiming what it’s owed.


This is the softening, the great undoing, when muscle memory forgets its hold— the body knows before the mind knows it’s time to let the daylight go.


I carried so much more than I could name: the held breath in the meeting, shoulders braced, the clenched stomach through the subway, the same small tensions worn into my body’s face. But here, horizontal, horizontal, finally flat, my ribs expand, my hip bones sink and spread— I’m not a soldier anymore, not taut, just soft and heavy, animal in bed.


This is the softening, the great undoing, when muscle memory forgets its hold— the body knows before the mind knows it’s time to let the daylight go.


Every cell is whispering release, every fiber loosening its grip. My heartbeat slows into a gentler peace, my breathing deepens, lengthens, starts to slip into that rhythm older than my name— the pulse of tides, of seasons, earth’s slow turn. My body’s not a temple or a frame: it’s just an animal that’s learned

















