
A Sleepless Night can be a Nightmare 
 
     At three o’clock in the morning I have tried everything to fall 
back asleep. The more I think about loosing precious hours of rest, 
the more my anxiety level inches up a notch on the night watch 
meter.   
     You tell me if forcing your mind to go completely blank and 
saying over and over, “nothing, nothing,” sends you to sleepyland.  
     Counting fat sheep – 10, 11,12 ‒ turns into wondering how I am 
going to micro-manage two tricky situations the next day, and 
finding a better sentence for opening my column.  
     You would think that I would be making myself tired from all 
the effort exerted tossing and turning while beating up on my 
pillow for good measure.  
     Then there is what appetizer I am going to bring – it would have 
to able to be transported over a few bumpy roads ‒ to a party over 
the weekend, what I should wear if I could trust the weather report 
and who to call – I start the list in my head ‒ before I leave on 
vacation in two weeks time.  
     Where is the thin black sweater? I haven’t seen it in my closet 
in days. 
     I think about changing the date of the vet’s appointment, which 
reminds me to tell my hairdresser a bit of news about a mutual 
friend, and how to help a colleague with a project over which she 
is struggling to no avail. 
     The last time I had worn the thin black sweater was while I was 
away overnight at a family gathering, and I do remember putting it 
back in my suitcase before I left the hotel.  
     My eyes open to a stack of books on my bedside nightstand, 
which makes me feel guilty about how many I buy that pile up in 
the wait list. I should make time for a major dusting operation, but 
when?  
     I click on the light and my husband groans slightly before 
turning over. Maybe re-reading the last chapter will put me back to 



sleep. The story is a complicated one about a notoriously famous 
British king who had too many wives, and I have to keep going to 
the back of the book to check out the lineage charts for the 
legitimate heirs. 
     I see the thin black sweater on the page blocking the print. 
Could I have folded it and put it on the shelf?  
      The exact word – ah, thank goodness - comes for improving 
my beginning sentence,  and I consider if I should search around 
my dresser for a paper and pen, or trust my memory?  
     I do know of people that habitually can’t sleep and do all their 
vacuuming in those odd hours. You’d think just the thought of 
cleaning would put me to sleep.  
     One last thing to do is to get up and go to the bathroom just in 
case, get the drink of water and oh, check the closet for the thin 
black sweater. I do all this in order of importance, and first of all, 
the sweater is folded on the top pile.  
     Back in bed I go, up with the covers and out the light. Sleep 
will come. Please.  
     Here is where I can brag that 98 percent of the time I am an 
excellent sleeper and it doesn’t take much for me to fall sound 
asleep. I hate to mention this for I know way too many people with 
sleep issues, and possibly a few of you are reading this column in 
the wee hours not feeling too sorry for me. 
       
      
      
 
      
  
      
 
      
 
      



 
 


