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Reading is (Optional) 
after Carolyn Finney and Atmosphere’s “Yestarday”  

 
Dreads are not the point. 

Dreads are not the point.  

Dread(s) are (is) not the point.   

 

Dread 

 this time as in fear 

they dread the trees that strangled once upon a time 

      time as in now 

the past follows you 

  follows you because it was only once upon a   

  yesterday.  

  

 “was that you? looked just like you” 

 

singing about the d(r)ead 

rapping about your dread(s) 

But d(read)s are not the point.  

 

Point 

 this time as in direction 

hu(man)s are to nature like a gun pointed to your head asking  

    “do you come here often?” 

     you as in all (of you) 

you hold up your hands and they stretch out like branches waving in the breeze  

breeze shaking leaves  

  leaves falling (lighting striking / you are)  

       falling 

 

down 

 

below  

 

gathering the branches 

smelling the campfire smoke. 

The black(ening branches) burn  but 

we can’t breathe the smoke  but  it feels familiar. 

 

It’s cold outside but we are fine.  

      cold outside but we don’t mind.  
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Mind 

 this time as in brain, as in mind 

         over 

     matter 

material. (It’s cold outside but we are) wearing puffy coats 

puffy like swollen 

and bulbous and red 

    Anti(his)ta(mine) but you cannot have any 

    You don’t b(e)elong 

 

look at your Reflection 

Reflection in the mirror 

Reflection in the lake 

 

Reflection 

 as in looking back at yourself 

    your dreads 

    your dread(s) 

But that is not the poi(nt).  

 

P(erson) O(f) I(nterest):  

        telling you, “you can(nt) 

         “you won(nt) 

          “you should(nt)  

 

Someone once told me parentheses mean to say “reading is optional” 

 

 Is that based on the color of your skin? 

 Or are you afraid to look between the lines, 

      (Dread is not the point).  

     

      at something staring you in the face?  

 

: the panoramic views surrounding you, leaves piling at your feet, crisp clouds caressing your cheeks.  

 

once (twice, three times, again) upon a time (now) 

 

“own your shit”, she replied.  

 

--- 


