dream changer

i have gone through 

so much change over

the last year of my life

that consistency jilts me

in a way that i cannot 

recount to strangers or

friends.

my knife waits in the morning

to carve more change off of

all the fresh meaty bones that

collect around me.

i'm restless,

yet content.

i don't really need change,

but i need the change.

and as i watch another mid-30's

person pay eternal homage to bad 

rock and roll with stories of their

best friends from high school 

doing a big bong,

i decide that change is the best.

i don't even keep in touch with

those that i was friends with in college.

all of them are off in successful broadcasting

careers.

i see their faces on the TV all the time.

that was supposed to be me.

i worked and trained with all of them.

they weren't really all that good.

one guy was the director of sports information

and i never really took him seriously.

another was a guy that i offered a writer position

to as a sports editor.

now, they are both on the tv all the time.

clad in pressed suits and hundred dollar grins

as i flick over to the comedy show with my 

beautiful wife and family in separate corners

of the house.

and i dream that change will be my dream 

and that i will always dream and that has always

been my dream.

i'm a dream changer

just changing from one dream to the next.

