Nightmare

by J. Weintraub

Someone’s trying to break in from outside

my window, pounding against, rattling the pane

of glass so loud I can no longer remain

inside dreams that still leave me paralyzed

from that fear at whatever will arrive

uninvited to watch over me

as I strive to unravel blankets and sheets,

throw aside the last lingering traces of sleep

to awaken into night, darkness, free

of these hallucinatory

ghosts, knowing I’m twenty stories

up with no balcony attached,

yet still afraid of falling back

into the helpless void, into this hollow dread,

ravaged by these shadows without substance, form,

that tumble through the glass, the window by my bed,

rattled by the winds of a late summer storm.
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