Dreams Come True

September 18, 2002

I dreamt last night

that my teeth cam loose

and I swallowed chunks of my gums.

Mary died a slow death,

but soon it was forgotten.

I traveled for days on end

with only one change of clothes.

My neighbor took pictures 

and what was developed came true:

my house grew on a cliff,

doubled over, then became two.

My driveway was filled with trash

and cars that were not mine,

so I crawled into my swimming pool

and in my blood, I drowned.

I just hope

that dreams do not always

come true.

