collector dreamin’

i had a dream last

night about the neighborhood

collector.

she's a small squatty woman with

many hats and a well hid face.

she crawls through the neighborhood

with bags just collecting sticks or 

any other fancy that comes across 

her periphery.

i hear that her house is so jammed

with shit that it's hardly livable.

last night i had a dream about her.

she was like a mother teresa figure

holding the face of a crying child.

and i didn't remember this until

i passed her on the road to work

with her big yellow bag and 

down turned face looking for the next

treasure.

i'm starting to feel like my brain

is bleeding into the subconscious

in ways that make me believe further

that i'm not writing this as much

as your not reading this.

perhaps this will be an errant

flop of paper the collector woman

will retain and hold with a regard

we can all muse about.
