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I’m writing this at school, so I probably forgot a whole shitload of things. All I remember is going to school after waking up, and they had hired these three new administrators. They were what can only be described as ‘camp counselers’, the happiest white people on the Earth. I have no idea why they hired them, because they weren’t fit for working in a majority black school. There was also a new policy where if you commited any act against the school rules, it was an automatic two day suspension. I was in the engineering wing at one of my classes, which was about where Minnick’s room is. The only problem is that, as usual in my dreams, the school was massive again. The engineering wing was also pretty huge, and the hallway for it stretched as far as the length of the school, as opposed to about 100 feet. D House, the area outside the engineering wing, was much taller, and it was nearly dark outside from a cloud cover. The fluorescent lights really made the place look high-tech. I remember specifically looking up at a light on the platform of the second story, above the stairs. It just looked awesome. We were learning about something really stupid, like weaving cloth or something, which had nothing to do with engineering. When we left for the next hour I somehow managed to leave my bag in the room. So when I was in the hallway I ran into one of the stupid counselers, and they all act like they have to follow stupid rules that don’t make sense, so I tried to go back and get my bag but he wouldn’t let me go because I would be late, and that would break a rule. The guy had really thick red hair for a beard, and I think he was balding on the top of his head. Just really what a camp counseler looks like in my head. There was a girl counseler too, who was also trying to get me to go back to class. They apparently thought that I didn’t need my bag to do school work. I said something to them about needing my bag or else I wouldn’t be able to do anything in class as I was running back to get it, and the guy yelled, “ALRIGHT, TWO DAY SUSPENSION.” I turned around in disbelief, because I have never been suspended from school, and immediately started yelling at him in defense for my actions. He wouldn’t listen, so I grabbed my shit and left the school as fast as I could and as pissed off as I could be. 
Apparently they thought I ran away or something, because by the time I got to some nonexistent park they were searching for me. I was standing on this wooden bridge over a pond or a small stream or something, and the counselers and a bunch of administrators and teachers approached me, along with some of my friends. The guy counseler walked up and tried to convince me to go back to the office and take my suspension, but I started to yell at him about how pissed off I was at his stupidity. The other counselers came up to try and drag me back, but my friends came to help in defense. A fight broke out, and the guy counseler with the red hair and the thick beard tried to grab me by the throat and yell something at me really close to my face. I looked down his throat and the entire inside of his mouth, even down the throat, was covered with the thick red hair that was all over his neck and beard. That freaked the hell out of me. I squirmed backwards and swung at his head, pushing him backwards. I think I swung something heavy, that looked like a lunch bag full of bricks, and I hit a different male counseler who just kind of appeared as a new counseler in the dream. He fell backwards and closed his eyes for a split second, as if he had suddenly been knocked out and revived as he was falling to the ground. My friend caught him before he landed, and he started saying something about “Whoa, where am I? Did I just get knocked out? That was awesome.” It sounded like something I would have said if it happened to me, basically.
I don’t think anything happened after that, or if this is even a new dream, but I was at home sitting at my computer in the den. Brian was on the other computer, and there were windows where the entertainment center wall where you could see outside into the street, as if we didn’t have a living room. I was talking to Brian, and outside I could see the sun before it set, and there was a large black object in front of it, almost 1/4th the size of the sun. I told Brian that there was an eclipse, and I was excited because I had never seen one before, so I grabbed the Nikon D50 off the entertainment center in front of the window and ran outside with him. There was more than one giant orb, and not all were in front of the sun. Several of them were really blurry, like motion blur, but staying still. The sky was a bright yellow, and all the objects against it were black, except the bright sun with the orb in front of it. Looking to the top left of the sun, I could see a spaceship of sorts flying in, and it was of classical saucer design. Green with white spheres that lit up all around the edges. I pointed the camera and took a picture, and when I saw the viewfinder it was really blurry inside. That confused me. I looked down at my watch, which was on my right hand, and saw a series of dials sticking out of it with a few digital number panels that had numbers with a random sequence going on it. It wasn’t my watch, and it wasn’t counting time correctly, so I realized it was a dream. I began controlling it, but very weakly. I’m not sure if I even had control at all. I don’t remember anything about what I did.
Some time after that I ended up in the basement, but it was a regular dream again. Somehow I knew it was a dream, perhaps because the basement was too accurately like my own, and the lighting was different. This may be attributed to the fact that in all of my dreams, the basement is horribly changed to fit my fears. In this dream it was too normal. I immediately began exploring, only to realize that the basement was so accurate that there was nothing new to explore. Even the crawlspace was the same as it was in real life. There wasn’t much I could do to change it, in fact I couldn’t figure out how to change the dream without waking up.
