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Dreaming in Oprah

by NAT CHARLES

Back when I was in college at Yale, where we had to fulfill a foreign language requirement in order to graduate, one of the important rites of passage for intensive language studiers was one’s first dream in a foreign language. For Yalies, dreaming in a foreign language was a sign that one had turned the corner of language proficiency: all the class room hours, flash card drills, and after-dinner trips to the language lab had finally paid off. At that point, the foreign language was, in fact, no longer foreign; it had become a part of your life. I am sorry to say that I never achieved anything resembling a dreamlike state in Italian, my chosen language of study. But just last week, I had my first dream about Oprah. 

I think the roots of my dream go back to last Christmas, when a friend gave me a subscription to O, the Oprah Magazine as a holiday gift. Even though O is ostensibly a magazine targeting women, I have read it from cover to cover with great interest throughout the year. It is a stroke of genius:  all of the variety of the popular TV show, complete with Oprah Winfrey’s self-made sophisticate wisdom, distilled and broken down into bite-sized articles on a monthly basis.

With her domination of daytime TV, a trailblazing book club (now legendary because of its revolutionary impact on the publishing industry), her successful forays into acting, film and TV production, her proven entrepreneurial acumen, and her renowned teaching and public speaking abilities, Oprah has emerged as the quintessential renaissance woman–no, renaissance person– of post-modern popular culture. And what’s more, Oprah’s world has a lexicon of its own, replete with “Aha! moments,” an “Angel Network,” “ATS (After The Show),” and Oprah’s memorable moniker which, as far as I know, is indisputably unique. Far from college’s coveted foreign language benchmark, I have instead dreamed in the language of Oprah.

In my dream, we are at Oprah’s stately lakeside condominium on Chicago’s ritzy “Gold Coast,” lounging at the edge of her heated, indoor pool. Inexplicably, black British TV chef Ainsley Harriott is also present and won’t shut up, but I avoid him and focus all of my attention on Oprah and the heated pool. And then the dream is over.

I woke from this dream with a start, dazzled by the enticing implications therein. When one dreams in a foreign language, the magical mysteries of that language that were once inaccessible become opened, and one is well on the road to fluency.  Now that I have dreamed in Oprah, will my life become a series of illuminating Aha! moments, an unending concatenation of tearful revelations, bedside bestsellers, and things I know for sure? Will I hire a personal chef? Will it be Ainsley Harriott? And most important, will I someday preside over a multi-media empire worth over $700 million? And if I do, will I remember my spirit? 

Although I cannot help but imagine what $700 million would do for my CD collection, I must admit that I do not really believe that my dream is a harbinger of my future life. Bombarded with the monthly magazine and the occasional opportunities to see the Oprah Winfrey show, plus her perennial popularity in the press, I guess it was inevitable that I would one day dream about Oprah. Rather than being a supernatural occurrence with life-changing implications, the dream’s true interpretation is probably a lot more basic:  maybe I just need to watch less television. Aha!

