
Flashes of film 
flit through my head.
 
Snippets of dream 
spin my brain from 
 
one bizarre image 
to another. My thoughts 
 
race about; bounce off 
each other; careen 
 
through the miasma of 
my mind 'til I wake.
 
I lie in bed, exhausted 
from the night's exertions.
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F.I. Goldhaber lives in the Pacific Northwest
and shares their bed and their dreams with
three mostly black cats, pinned under the
blankets in service to feline comfort. Their
sleep is regularly interrupted by howls of a
crinkle-ball hunting kitten, the frequent
sudden and immediate need for scritches, and
freight-train level purring.
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