
Fight or Flight
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I’m not sure why my oddest dreams have been 
happening on Sunday mornings…

I was standing on a rooftop downtown filming shots 
for my school’s TV show–I was developing a new 
intro. The memory in my phone was filling up, but as 
I was about to leave, the shadowy figure of a Boeing 
727 caught my attention to the right. The plane was 
landing as gracefully as possible, but immediately 
after it passed over a nearby fence, the wind began to 

pick up. That’s when I noticed another plane coming 
from the same direction.

This plane was well lit. By how loud it was, I thought 
it was the Delta Airlines A319 that I’ve been waiting 
to see in real life (one lands here daily from Atlanta). 
As the jet got closer, the wind took control. It ended 
up being a delta-winged fighter jet, flipping in the 
headwind like a paper airplane. It was headed straight 
for me, with the landing lights getting brighter and 
brighter as the fighter barreled in. I ducked for cover 
in some sort of empty parking garage. The plane 
missed me by *that* much, barely clearing this 
random field goal in the middle of my view.



By this point in the dream, I am on a football field, 
rather than a rooftop like before. After crossing over 
the same fence as the 727 earlier, the fighter jet began 
to spin in place. The two pilots were in clear sight, 
with their helmeted heads looking at their gauges 
in panic. That’s when the plane dropped behind the 
fence like Tower of Terror. Up came parts, followed by 
a giant, fiery mushroom cloud, all accompanied by a 
silent BOOSH…

Think: Wile E. Coyote falling from the sky in the 
cartoons, leading to the pop you can barely hear.

As expected, it began raining fiery debris, causing 
my hideout to ignite. Armed with nothing more than 
my favorite black hoodie, I ran across the football 
field like the track athlete I could have been, dodging 
the debris and ending up among a crowd of people 
evacuating the small stadium. A baby was crawling 
in front of me as well. Rather than feeling panicked, 
I felt oddly secure in that I was surrounded by a wall 
of people doing the same thing, evacuating, and the 
fact that the little baby made me think of Tiki, my 
youngest goddaughter.

As I finally got out of the stadium, I saw WAFB Channel 
9 sports anchor Jacques Doucet interviewing Ross 
Lynch of Austin & Ally fame. Things had calmed down 
for the most part, by this point. Lynch’s mother 
was nothing short of afraid for her son’s life when 
it came to his upcoming flight to New Orleans. But 
he assured her that for as unsafe as any flight could 
be, it’s part of a goal that he needs to reach. This was 
when I woke up.

Let’s discuss.

The biggest project of my life is the one I’m working 
on now. I’m deep into the BRCC Today show as it’s 
been the premier outlet for me to flex my muscle as 
a designer, composer and producer (graphis-music-
video). But with doing this show, I am working with 
the big dogs, dogs the size of Great Danes. You see, 
the show is hosted by  Tammy Brown, the community 
relations director and a part of the entire PR staff for 
my school. It’s a very big deal, and the fact that my 
work so far has the approval of the school—it’s very 
intimidating.

BRCC Today airs on Metro21, and in doing the show, 

I had the possibility of connecting with Cox 4; the 
show runner, Frank Hillyard, was impressed with 
my work (Cox 4 produces for Metro21). These are 
all things I should be bragging about, but it makes 
me afraid as hell about screwing up. These are major 
opportunities, and I feel that my entire livelihood 
depends on it. This is where the two planes come in.

In real life, the footage for the current intro was shot 
with my phone. In addition, I am also developing a 
new intro and theme song to debut for the Fall 2014/
Spring 2015 year. I’ve had very good success with 
getting my name in the Baton Rouge media market. 
But not only does the nagging uncertainty bother 
me, the fact that certain others seem to be getting 
what they want—less-deserving, in my opinion—it 
pisses me off day in and day out. I feel as if I’m working 
twice as hard to get a quarter as far. I’m essentially 
comparing myself to others; they’re the 727, and I’m 
the fighter jet.

The focus of the dream is the actual crash. According 
to Dream Alchemy: The Ultimate Guide to Interpreting 
Your Dreams, given the context, the headwind and 
crash represent an epic fear of failure. The pilots (my 
thought process personified) were fumbling to solve 
a problem that was out of their control, ultimately 
doing themselves in. This is scarier recalling it than 
it was dreaming it… Anyway, Dream Alchemy gives 
several outcomes. In short, everyone including me 
survived—other than the pilots, of course—I did 
express grief for them, but in the end, especially after 
hearing Ross Lynch’s interview with Channel 9 at the 
scene, I felt relief because his words were the same 
ones I tell myself day in and day out.

“…it’s a risk that needs to be taken…”



This is supposed to symbolize that positive changes 
are on the way.

Wait, but why the hell is Ross Lynch in my dream? 
My girls watch Austin & Ally. To me, he seems to be a 
young, striking and talented guy with a lot of charm, 
personality and humility. Those are qualities I know 
that I have, but others rarely get to see…

Anyway, these are my answers from what’s essentially 
a checklist in the book.

•	 In your life, this could be about: An adventure 
you’ve been planning for so long that it’s time to 
face the fact that your fear is stopping you from 
making your plans a reality.

As I said in my interview on BRCC Today, my ultimate 
goal is to be a motion graphics designer on someone’s 
production staff. I’m a man of many trades, evident 
by my work for the show as well as my entire website, 
and I want to be one of the names in Baton Rouge 
because of it. But despite my constant efforts and 
opportunities, I still have anxiety about when and 
how it could happen.

•	 Your unique dream contains personal clues only 
you may recognise [sic]: How the plane crashes 
gives you a clue about why your idea is not shaping 
up. For example, fire may suggest recent anger, 
burning enthusiasm or burnout.

I was enthusiastically filming for the show, doing 
something I would NEVER do in real life: standing on 
the top of a building at night. I’m a stargazer, but the 
sky that night was partly cloudy. Either way, the large 
open sky—day or night—turns my agoraphobia up 
to eleven. In addition, WAFB Channel 9 was in the 
dream. I am currently freelancing for WAFB’s MyScene 
TV, with my virtual set design being highly liked by 
the station. This led me to apply for a job earlier this 
year that I clearly didn’t get. I’ll also add that I’ve seen 
Jacques Doucet, the sports anchor in the dream, in 
person.

The plane was fumbling into a headwind, with the 
pilots essentially fighting a losing battle. It’s as if I’m 
trying too hard to reach what should be a simple 
goal: landing the damn plane…er…landing that 
dream career, even if it means being self-employed (I 

would rather work for someone, even contract work, 
because it gives me a sense of security). I do, however, 
remember the fighter plane actually running out of 
gas; once it cleared the field goal and the fence, it…
well…dropped like Tower of Terror.

Yes, I have anger that manifests itself violently. Yes, 
I have burning enthusiasm with it. Yes, I have been 
feeling a s***load of burnout lately.

•	 Why has the dream come up for you now?:

What feelings and emotions did you experience in your 
dream?:

Enthusiasm with hints of fear and stress -> awe and 
relief -> anxiety -> the fear of God -> inexplicable 
relief.

What situation in your life now do these feelings remind 
you of?:

My career hunt.

Has there been a change of priorities in your life 
recently?:

I straddle the fence on being furious about my social 
life, and being anxious about the career I’ve been 
chasing for years. I’ve also become impatient with 
family members, et al. in the process, which made 
me feel bad after they called me on it.

Has anyone recently challenged you about your plans 
or ideas in a way that has caused you to doubt?:

Am I too inexperienced for WAFB or any other 
production? Was I less than what Mr. Hillyard at 
Metro21 hoped for? How long will I stay in Ms. 
Tammy’s good graces?

If your most cherished plan or idea were to come to 
successful fruition, what new challenges do you feel this 
would bring for you?:

I feel that simply reaching the goal of graphic design 
and media production would solve the biggest 
of my day-to-day problems. Still, there are many 
expectations that I have to live up to for each and 
every client.



Ultimately, will the Javan H. name thrive, or will it go 
down in burning flames?

This is when the book reads, “Your answer to the 
last question may reveal the reason your dream has 
come up for you now. Your plans will succeed when 
you overcome your fear of what the success may 
bring.” I guess it’s my fear of the goal’s after effects 
that’s getting the best of me, no pun intended.

Recalling all of this, the principle is simple: my goal is 
beyond basic and attainable. It is, but it’s my fear (the 
headwind), in addition to other people’s success (the 
calm 727) are causing me (the volatile fighter jet) to 
give out. I’m an aviation buff as my mom works for 
a major airline. With that said, the real-life physics of 
this situation are simple: when there’s a headwind, 
especially at landing, you throttle up, but not to a 
point where you miss the mark and overshoot the 
runway. In this case, I’m clearly letting fear hold me 
back, causing me to lose control rather than upping 
the throttle, cutting through and landing safely. Like 
with everything, I’m getting in my own way.

The pilots died, which represents the fact that I need 
to get rid of this old way of thinking. However, I left 
the scene without a scar or burn the first, leading me 
to believe that I’m on the cusp of actually succeeding 
in the way I want to. I just need to keep going, doubts 
be damned.

Get Out of Dodge
4-6-14

I’m late as hell in writing this since the dream 
happened, like, days ago. Either way, it was still worth 
sharing. The dream happened Sunday morning, and 
it was the second of my two most recent ‘driving’ 
dreams. I understood both, but this current one 
packed the most punch—literally.

It was late at night, and I believe I was doing one 
of my routine strolls around Baton Rouge. I was 
on Monterrey Dr. passing my old Spectrum gym 
when three sprinters the size of football players (an 
oxymoron in and of itself ) began racing me in the 
other lane. I was driving a black 2005 Nissan Sentra, 
and it belonged to Darren, my mom’s fiancée. For 
some reason, I felt compelled to race the sprinters, 

but at the same time, I didn’t want to wreck Darren’s 
car. Nonetheless, I fled down Monterrey, beating the 
runners to the light on Greenwell Springs.

The light seemed to take forever, and I grew angrier 
and angrier, inching past the stopping line on the 
ground before the green arrows finally came up. By 
this point, I stomped on the gas, causing the Sentra to 
nearly tip over on its side as I turned that sharp corner. 
Scared for my life, I slowed down, almost coming to a 
complete stop by the Family Dollar a block away (It’s 
a Family Dollar in real life, but was some sort of mini 
Cabela’s in the dream). All three runners fled past, 
and in seeing that, the most indescribable feeling 
came over me.

Defeated, I turned onto Joor as to head home. That’s 
when I saw the last and largest runner throw his 
middle finger up at me as they continued down 
Greenwell Springs. From there, my anger turned into 
some sort of violent rage. I began screaming and 
cursing out my window, and just as I tried to drive 
off, there he was in my rear-view mirror. The runner 
charged at me, yanking me out of the car, and before 
he was able to land the first punch, I woke up.

Okay, let’s dig in…

I’ve become a lot more aware of the nuances of my 
dreams lately. To me, this one was a clear reference to 
things that I still haven’t gotten over. Driving usually 
represents the direction in life. I was driving at night, 
however, which can symbolize a lack of certainty; all 
of this rings true in my waking life. In addition, I was 
in a car, which could also refer to a sense of safety. 
The racing represents my competitivity, both literally 



and spiritually. However, the car turning over could 
represent a loss of control over the situation. In 
essence, I was fighting a losing battle—a fight that 
didn’t need to be had.

I could have taken the easy way out and continued 
to race them, letting my ego get the best of me. But I 
knew I had lost, so angrily I retreated and lashed out 
in the process. The big guy was about to punch me 
in a way that would make Ben Henderson look like a 
weakling. Being punched in a dream almost always 
represents powerlessness; I was fighting a losing 
battle—a fight that didn’t need to be had. It’s been 
two years, and I still haven’t gotten past the so-called 
“series of situations” that have ****ed up my entire 
social life, my entire sense of being. However, it’s not 
so simple as ‘moving on.’ The last thing I want to do 
is put myself in the same situations again. Maybe it’s 
some sort of emotional trauma, but at this stage of 
the game, it’s something that I’m stuck with.

Actually, let’s keep it real: the three runners in my 
dream were likely the three people that kick-started 
these feelings. In the dream, the runners were a team 
that I remember egging me on. The largest guy was 
at the end, likely a connection to the person who 
affected me the most. In reality, it was a friend of 
five years, along with two people I met through him. 
I ended those friendships after I lost my black 2005 
Ford Focus.

During the span of 2007 to 2012, I was torn between 
staying true to my reserved ways, and acting out as 
to compete with people I neither liked nor trusted. 
But as I matured and became more aware, I grew fed 
up with doing things that went against my character. 
Either way, this was an environment I had become 
accustomed to; I knew of nothing else, and as the 
dream reminds me, I didn’t want to lose the race.

As I said, I lost my beloved car in the midst of it all. 
The accident took place the night of August 24th, 
2012 while on the way to have a discussion with one 
of the people. I verbally ended the “friendships” with 
two of them after that, but to the original friend, the 
one of five years, I said nothing. I didn’t approach 
him because we’ve had our conversations over and 
over again. No matter how prepared I was, he always 
managed to do the rope-a-dope, something that he 
does to everyone. I refused to let that happen, so I let 

the anger stew inside me for two years.

Since then, I have expressed myself to this person. 
They did just as I wanted them to, coming to me and 
acknowledging that there was a problem. But that 
doesn’t mean the anger magically disappeared. In 
addition, I still harbor ill will towards the other two 
people, and though I barely knew them, one was a 
total gamer and the other could have put me in some 
very dangerous situations.

This dream was yet another extension of that painful 
era, but what sucks is that this is something I will 
never truly get over. Rather, I’m unsure of how to let 
it go. I should also add that Darren doesn’t even own 
a Sentra…

**UPDATE: Just before posting this, my mom got 
some counseling from a family friend. Her dreams 
are similar, and our friend emphasized how these 
dreams tend to serve as reminders of the past, 
ensuring that one continues on a path away from 
it.

The First Dream Log
6-3-12

I’m already a bad sleeper, but last night was very…
awkward. I am also a heavy dreamer. Too bad I’m 
no-longer friends with the Psych major I met while 
living in Atlanta in 2011, because he’d help analyze 
my dreams, most of which dealt with anxiety. I can’t 
remember the order from last night, but here it goes:

Steffy’s Pet Octopus–Octopi, squid and cuttlefish 
are all my biggest fears. I also have dreams of them 
frequently, likely because of this. Well, in this one, I 
was dreaming of random shots of octopi swimming. 
Then, it cuts to Jacqueline MacIness Wood and her 
pet octopus. Wood is an awesome actress who plays 
Steffy Forrester on The Bold and the Beautiful, and 
was also the lady whose eye was sliced open in Final 
Destination 5.

She was about to clean out the octopus’ fish tank, 
so she had him in a plastic bag before letting him 
swim swim freely in her sink for the time being. That 
was the end of the dream, the part where I woke up. 
I chose the recite the Press Your Luck theme song in 



my head to get the horrific images of octopi, their 
suction cups and their cat eyes out of my head.

Keith Haring, Curiously on Film–I’m in bed watching 
TV, my bed situated almost beneath it. The version of 
the song “Girls on Film” used in last year’s H&M ads 
begins to play. The music video was a fly-through 
of Keith Haring-esque animations. I was enjoying it 
as the graphics and setup were amazing! But I felt 
something coming on.

From this point in the dream, I blocked much of my 
view with my comforter, only allowing me to see the 
top edge of the video. Surely enough, up popped a 
jack-o-lantern with fire eyes, some other fire objects 
and some figures nearly identical to the Keith Haring 
piece featured above. The video ends with a different 
80s rock song--I forgot which--before cutting to a 
man walking into a pet store run by a staff that all 
looked like Curious George anthropomorphs (Arthur 
or Ms. Piggy are examples of anthropomorphs). The 
end.

What…the…****??

True Life: I Have Social Anxiety
5-2-13

This was not a dream log, but this entry relates to the 
others selected.

I’m over a month shy of twenty-four, and I can list of 
whole host of things that could be going on inside 
of me: IBS, inevitable heart problems (these two run 
in the family), Lordosis, Seborrheic Dermatitis, plus 
Body Dysmorphia, OCD, ADD, Depression and Social 
Anxiety, with all the mental issues stemming from 
either Asperger’s Syndrome or Borderline Personality 
Disorder. These are all undiagnosed, and I’m not 
going to literally say that they are, for a fact, what’s 
going on inside of me. But these are realizations 
that I’ve made based on learning and noticing my 
own patterns, especially from people around me 
who study psychology and brought all of this to my 
attention.

I’ve waited for this episode of True Life as soon as I 
learned about it during last week’s Real World, a show 
on a network that I haven’t watched in quite a long 
time. The episode did not disappoint as the guests 
were exposing things that I deal with on a daily 
basis, just on a less extreme level. Like many shows 
that catch my attention, I follow the Twitter feed and 
live-tweet, and the tweets made me feel more open 
about my own probable mental health issues.

It’s great to see so many people that go through 
similar social misfortunes. I don’t mean it’s great 
that it happens, because anyone with social anxiety 
knows otherwise. But it’s great to see so many people 
express how this form of anxiety affects them. It 
was also pretty humorous to see the response to 
my tweet about how trips to Walmart and other 
crowded places send my anxiety into overdrive. 
However, it was a bit unnerving to see how many 
people interpret “social anxiety” as “total isolation 
from anyone and everyone.”

Upon every refresh, there were at least three people 
tweeting something in the tune of, “#TrueLife: I have 
social anxiety…but I’ll let a camera crew follow me.” 
It’s nothing pejorative, but extremely ignorant. See, 
people who suffer from social anxiety shy away from 
certain environmental triggers. That is, the anxiety is 
on blast when in public places, at social events and 
gatherings, in school, at work—any other public 
square. That’s far different from being in a controlled 
area, typically your own space, with a camera crew 
of, say, five to ten people. The latter is a controlled 
environment while the prior are not. HUGE difference.



Nonie and Scott were two twenty-somethings who 
have their own dealings with social anxiety. Nonie’s 
story seemed to be more focused on her response to 
the public in general while Scott’s seemed to hone 
in more on his fear of approaching people. I can 
connect to both of these. See, Walmart is one of my 
necessities. I also like to buy clothes and clothes are, 
of course, found in the mall. Unluckily for me, I also 
fear these places to the point of almost running. My 
back and body get stiff, I walk weird, I may or may not 
have a scowl and I’ll either have “tunnel vision” or I’ll 
constantly yet subtly look around me.  The bass in my 
voice vanishes, I have to force myself to look people 
straight in the eye and I begin to stutter like crazy. It’s 
an awful feeling.

Beyond that, I’ll have a constant urge to fix my face 
and clothes as I’m moving because I have so many 
imaginary voices from the public filling my head. Any 
passing glance, laughter or stray whispering causes 
me to think that someone is staring at or talking 
about me, thereby turning the anxiety up to eleven. 
All of these were things described and shown in 
the True Life episode. No one can fully understand 

it unless they’re living it, and even still, everyone’s 
scenario is different. I can consider myself blessed 
that my issues aren’t borderline debilitating like 
theirs. But I chalk that up to me having dealt with it 
for the past seven years. I feel that I’ve become used 
to it. That still doesn’t mean that I’m comfortable.

From what I remember, Scott had a job while 
Nonie didn’t. Having jobs that relate to the public 
is like torture for someone with social anxiety. But 
when you’re an under-qualified teen or twenty-
something still in college, very few jobs are on the 
list of possibilities other than that good ‘ol retail job. 
I’ve held four jobs, and the two in the middle were at 
retail stores. Since the bulk of the job requires you to 
walk up to rude and unsuspecting people in a crowd, 
make eye contact and talk to them, you begin to feel 
like you’re in your own little prison. Let’s just say that 
I left neither job feeling good about myself, that is, 
until I learned about what just might be my problem: 
social anxiety.

It also leads to a distorted self-image as you feel 
the need to compensate—you try to drown out the 



feeling that everyone is watching and judging you. 
In the social media during True Life, I also recalled an 
instance in which I had a meltdown in my Speech 101 
two years ago. My angle was to make an unforgettable 
project because I felt the need to make a name for 
myself amidst these strangers who I’ve never seen 
since. Due in part to a sugar rush, I stumbled on one 
word at the beginning of my performance which was 
synchronized to music, and it turned into an angry, 
bumbling disaster from them on. Things like this 
stick to you!

That may have been the straw that broke the camel’s 
back as I took time to examine it all. What triggers 
me? What am I afraid of? All of this is recurring. What 
can I do differently? Knowing what I know now, these 
situations are easier to stomach, but I still avoid them 
as much as possible. I’ve long contemplated seeking 
an evaluation and I’ve even had an appointment set 
up at a local clinic, but I haven’t gotten around to 
it because I want to be sure that I have the proper 
funds, even though I’m insured... For the most part, 
I refuse to go to public places and outings alone, 
and because music tends to keep me sane, a good 
song always pops up in mind as a way to distract me. 
However, I’m still left with one nagging thing: my job.

My day job definitely benefits me financially, but it 
still triggers a rather strong anxiety. I’m a library aide, 
which means that people come up to me for help on 
their computers, devices and other library equipment. 
But things become more complicated because I 

don’t work at 
an actual desk, 
rather at a patron 
station smack 
in the middle 
of the library 
floor, completely 
surrounded by 
foot traffic. I’ve 
been there for 
a year, and the 
discomfort hasn’t 
ceased, nor do 
I expect it to. 
So with that, 
I harken back 
to the concept 
above; I bring 
my MacBook 

to work. I do all of my graphics and things on this 
beautiful machine, but I make sure to stay occupied 
on it because it helps deflect my paranoia of my 
surroundings.

One of the worst aspects of social anxiety, however, 
is your approach. Already nervous, you’re only 
cognizant…okay, SOMEWHAT cognizant of what 
you’re saying, but you’re not so much cognizant of 
your delivery. With this, people mistake you for being 
rude, aggressive or both. It takes little knowledge of 
basic interpersonal skills to know that one’s boorish 
approach will almost always trigger an equal or 
worse one from the recipient. This has put me into 
a few near-altercations with some patrons, as well as 
acquaintances past and present. Combine that with 
my already bad nerves and temper, it never leaves me 
feeling calm afterward. That’s why I turn to writing.

All of these mental concepts, specifically ones that 
I can relate to, have caused an increased interest 
in psychology. My mom studied it while attending 
the University of New Orleans (UNO) when I was a 
kid, and I never thought that I’d consider studying 
psychology after I got my certificate in Graphic 
Design. My Sociology class in 2012 piqued  my 
interest as well. I’m a feeler. Despite the fact that I hate 
being around a lot of people, I love to be one on one 
as I not only feel that I’m a good judge of character, 
but I’m a damn good listener too. After all, there’s a 
reason why people tend to come to me for advice. 


