Home Dream

Dreams are like the sound of whistling—there and then gone. 

In sleep I dreamed of standing beside a mountain lake

While a canoe contracts into the size of a toy
And fades into the shimmering light

Of the sun ball sinking into water.

My dream transitions to a cabin

Large enough to raise two

But still enough cabin-like,
Pine trunk brown

With man-tall windows, board and baton wood siding, and creek stone fireplace.

No cabins are allowed on Corps owned lake shores in east Kentucky,

So we choose this one beside a stream

That drops one and one half feet in elevation for every ten feet in length

And comes lined with enough irregular, fern fossiled rocks

For creating the sound

Found on nature CDs sold in bookstores
Where they may be purchased
By dreamers of mountain cabins

By streams with views

Like ours of trees that change leaf color with three seasons

Until by early December they stand

With spaces between that let the light

Of a southern-horizon sun

Penetrate my dream

That seems real in sunlight
But remains as lonely as if forgotten
Because the cabin is at the head of the hollow

Not the mouth,

And here no souls

Stir except the spirits of Natives

That cluster beneath the rock ledge

To escape the rain

And as the rain softens to ceasing, Natives watch as the rain fog

Begins on mountain side surface
Then ascends to become cloudlike
Not like those clouds formed by refineries

Near cities like Ashland 
Or by coal-fired power plants near Cincinnati

From where we, you and I, once drove in a ghost car

Home south on I 75.
Asleep as in the last hour before the alarm when our dreams come on us strong

And timed so as to be remembered,

I continued part two of my dream; in this part we are on board our boat,

Alone we two, as before in the ghost car, and shrinking into the size of a toy 
As we drift toward the sun ball’s shimmering light that makes us unseeable.
