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I had too much to dream last night, 

And when I woke from slumbering 

The world was getting worse, 

And I went back to sleep, to dream and dream again. 

In my dream I was on a paper boat going out to sea, 

The captain whispered to me, we’re going down, 

But the radio was scrambled, 

And when I called for help nobody came. 

In my dream my friend and I were eating oranges 

And throwing the peels into the sky, 

Where they began to float up 

Into the clouds, searching for freedom. 

In my dream it was me and Abraham Lincoln 

And he said, hold onto my hat, I don’t want it bloodied, 

Then I was behind him, watching him get shot. 

In my dream I was young again, 

In the wrong bathroom with no shirt on, 

Trying to stay hidden between the stalls. 

In my dream I lived in a country where our rights 

Were enshrined in the book of law, 

And they were safe inside the big book, 

All huddled up to sleep undisturbed 

Until the soft light of morning 

Shone through the drafty windows. 

In my dream everyone on earth got along real well 

And we all sat in a big circle, harmonizing, 

Singing about Coca-Cola. 
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In my dream we were watching MLK’s funeral on tv, 

A long life, dead at 97. 

In my dream my cat turned into a ladybug 

And came flying right at my face. 

In my dream, my friend, the daughter of immigrants, 

She said to me, I do not fear, I do not worry. 

I am happy all the time. I hugged her tight, 

Because I didn’t want her to see the monster 

That was standing behind her. 

In my dream, my friend, the dreamer, 

Was throwing me his frisbee across puddles of hot lava 

That had covered up all of the land in Marin, 

Yet we were still playing, and I asked him 

What are we doing here? And he said to me 

Don’t let the frisbee fly, I won’t know how to bring it 

back. 

In my dream the sky was fully lit with orange 

Even though it was well past one in the morning, 

And I was with my friends and we were driving 

As fast as we could, going south out of the city 

And trying to escape before the next bomb dropped. 

But dreams are just dreams. 

Maybe I woke up too quick. 
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On April 10th, 2025, a few of us 

got together and laid out a large 

piece of butcher paper on the 

floor. The group of us brought 

small trinkets, toys, dice, key 

chains, cards, patches, aliens, 

and rainbows and laid them out 

explosively. Please take a look 

and see what you can find! 
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