
	Section 1

	Section 2

	Section 3

	Section 4

	Section 5

	Section 6

	Section 7

	Section 8

	Section 9

	Section 10

	Section 11

	Section 12

	Section 13

	Section 14

	Section 15

	Section 16

	Section 17

	Section 18

	Section 19

	Section 20

	Section 21

	Section 22

	Section 23

	Section 24

	Section 25

	Section 26

	Section 27

	Section 28

	Section 29

	Section 30

	Section 31

	Section 32

	Section 33

	Section 34

	Section 35

	Section 36

	Section 37

	Section 38

	Section 39

	Section 40

	Section 41

	Section 42

	Section 43

	Section 44

	Section 45

	Section 46

	Section 47

	Section 48

	Section 49

	Section 50

	Section 51

	Section 52

	Section 53

	Section 54

	Section 55

	Section 56

	Section 57

	Section 58

	Section 59

	Section 60

	Section 61

	Section 62

	Section 63

	Section 64

	Section 65

	Section 66

	Section 67

	Section 68

	Section 69

	Section 70

	Section 71

	Section 72

	Section 73

	Section 74

	Section 75

	Section 76

	Section 77

	Section 78

	Section 79

	Section 80

	Section 81

	Section 82

	Section 83

	Section 84

	Section 85

	Section 86

	Section 87

	Section 88

	Section 89

	Section 90

	Section 91

	Section 92

	Section 93

	Section 94

	Section 95

	Section 96

	Section 97

	Section 98

	Section 99

	Section 100

	Section 101

	Section 102

	Section 103

	Section 104

	Section 105

	Section 106

	Section 107

	Section 108

	Section 109

	Section 110

	Section 111

	Section 112

	Section 113

	Section 114

	Section 115

	Section 116

	Section 117

	Section 118

	Section 119

	Section 120

	Section 121

	Section 122

	Section 123

	Section 124

	Section 125

	Section 126

	Section 127

	Section 128

	Section 129

	Section 130

	Section 131

	Section 132

	Section 133

	Section 134

	Section 135

	Section 136

	Section 137

	Section 138

	Section 139

	Section 140

	Section 141

	Section 142

	Section 143

	Section 144

	Section 145

	Section 146

	Section 147

	Section 148

	Section 149

	Section 150

	Section 151

	Section 152

	Section 153

	Section 154

	Section 155

	Section 156

	Section 157

	Section 158

	Section 159

	Section 160

	Section 161

	Section 162

	Section 163

	Section 164

	Section 165

	Section 166

	Section 167

	Section 168

	Section 169

	Section 170

	Section 171

	Section 172

	Section 173

	Section 174

	Section 175

	Section 176

	Section 177

	Section 178

	Section 179

	Section 180

	Section 181

	Section 182

	Section 183

	Section 184

	Section 185

	Section 186

	Section 187

	Section 188

	Section 189

	Section 190

	Section 191

	Section 192

	Section 193

	Section 194

	Section 195

	Section 196

	Section 197

	Section 198

	Section 199

	Section 200

	Section 201

	Section 202

	Section 203

	Section 204

	Section 205

	Section 206

	Section 207

	Section 208

	Section 209

	Section 210

	Section 211

	Section 212

	Section 213

	Section 214

	Section 215

	Section 216

	Section 217

	Section 218

	Section 219

	Section 220

	Section 221

	Section 222

	Section 223

	Section 224

	Section 225

	Section 226

	Section 227

	Section 228

	Section 229

	Section 230

	Section 231

	Section 232

	Section 233

	Section 234

	Section 235

	Section 236

	Section 237

	Section 238

	Section 239

	Section 240

	Section 241

	Section 242

	Section 243

	Section 244

	Section 245

	Section 246

	Section 247

	Section 248

	Section 249

	Section 250

	Section 251

	Section 252

	Section 253

	Section 254

	Section 255

	Section 256

	Section 257

	Section 258

	Section 259

	Section 260

	Section 261

	Section 262

	Section 263

	Section 264

	Section 265

	Section 266

	Section 267

	Section 268

	Section 269

	Section 270

	Section 271

	Section 272

	Section 273

	Section 274

	Section 275

	Section 276

	Section 277

	Section 278

	Section 279

	Section 280

	Section 281

	Section 282

	Section 283

	Section 284

	Section 285

	Section 286

	Section 287

	Section 288

	Section 289

	Section 290

	Section 291

	Section 292

	Section 293

	Section 294

	Section 295

	Section 296

	Section 297

	Section 298

	Section 299

	Section 300

	Section 301

	Section 302

	Section 303

	Section 304

	Section 305

	Section 306

	Section 307

	Section 308

	Section 309

	Section 310

	Section 311

	Section 312

	Section 313

	Section 314

	Section 315

	Section 316

	Section 317

	Section 318

	Section 319

	Section 320

	Section 321

	Section 322

	Section 323

	Section 324

	Section 325

	Section 326

	Section 327

	Section 328

	Section 329

	Section 330

	Section 331

	Section 332

	Section 333

	Section 334

	Section 335

	Section 336

	Section 337

	Section 338

	Section 339

	Section 340

	Section 341

	Section 342

	Section 343

	Section 344

	Section 345

	Section 346

	Section 347

	Section 348

	Section 349

	Section 350

	Section 351

	Section 352

	Section 353

	Section 354

	Section 355

	Section 356

	Section 357

	Section 358

	Section 359

	Section 360

	Section 361

	Section 362

	Section 363

	Section 364

	Section 365

	Section 366

	Section 367

	Section 368

	Section 369

	Section 370

	Section 371

	Section 372

	Section 373

	Section 374




Omnibus Dreams

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Patricia Harris


Copyright © 2025 Patricia Harris

Publisher Fae Corps LLC


[image: OEBPS/images/image0001.png] 


All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


Fae Corps LLC

5415 Raven Dr

Charleston WV 25306

Faecorpspublishing.com

 

 


Author Foreword

I got asked from one of my readers to make omnibus versions of my poetry volumes. Before the request I must admit it had not crossed my mind. I had been told by multiple people that my catalog of books was daunting. This volume, and all of the ones like it, have six volumes combined in one. I have tried to say something about each of the cover arts. I sincerely hope you enjoy these six. They are not combined by subject...only by the titles in the order I remembered them. 
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This cover was just as off the wall as I could make it. I wanted to add as many dream images as I could coming out of a book. For me all books contain dreams.


Staring out

Into the past that

I cannot fight....

Holding eternity

In my hands.

 

I hold the letter

Unread,

As I am afraid

That it will end me 

With reality. 

 

Dear Jane,

Didn’t you know,

He has moved on

Anyhow.

 

 


Staring at the page,

Still blank.

That clock mocks

My productivity.

 

Deadline looms,

Fighting that block.

Needing to find

The happy place

Deep within my mind.

 

Productivity a blade,

Cutting away slices

Of my precious time.

 

 


Though it took

Near thirty years,

Childhood trauma

Is but a memory.

 

The resulting adulthood

Has taught me to speak,

And for my truth I stood.

For the me that I forged

In pain and regret,

Gently with grace

Life I have faced.

 

 


Can I hide deep within?

Use the words dripping

From my pen

To hide my faults somehow?

 

Make myself seem better

By weaving the words

Into a curtain to hide behind.

 

An illusion of sanity and of

Having my shit together,

Woven together in my attempt

To people please.

 

 

 


Laying down before you,

Pain upon my face.

Quiet is my truth

Because I know my place.

 

Too often have I argued,

Too often stood my ground.

Only to again find myself

Knocked back down.

 

So, instead of facing

That pain once more,

I will lay here ready

Just to bolt from the door.

 

 


Silence,

Is not golden.

Not when you speak

Of personal pain.

 

Your voice shakes,

Your whole world quakes.

And still no one hears.

 

The song blared

By the car driving past,

That they hear

The cry women are taught is fire

Because rape is unheard.

 

Truth is misunderstood,

But still you speak.

A truth that squeaks

Past a throat tight with fear.

 

Praying to be heard

In a world

That blares loudly.

A whispered scream

Is just ignored.

 

 


Holding my life together

With pins and needles,

Stitched little pieces

Made once again.

 

Tailoring supplies

To assist in the repair

Of a heart broken

By the passing of time.

 

 


Memory

 

Sitting at your side,

Stories and Crafts,

History in your voice

as you spoke of dreams.

 

Shared passion,

Stories of love and humor.

Working to create,

What visions made.

 

What conversations came

All in family’s name.

Somehow you always knew

What could hold me like glue.

 

 


To the Poet

 

Your words resonate,

Bouncing around in my head.

The sound of the gong,

Blasting staccato.

 

Beating heart written

In meter and rhyme,

Showing me my soul

In your written line.

 

 


Artemis

To the moon,

Flying.

Hunting the night,

Dreaming.

 

Wild beauty across

The hunts night,

Shooting into the moon

Just to start dream

Again.

 

 


Soft whispers of encouraging words,

Caressing the ears of my beloved.

Offered comfort in practical ways.

 

That is how I love,

Safe and steady as earth,

Soft and flowing like water,

Light and comforting like air,

And all consuming like fire.

 

How do you love?

Is your love elemental?

An integral part of you?

Or something else,

A dream locked away in memory?

 

Love is unique,

Multiple facets and

The heart’s blocks of building.

 


Grave Visit

 

Life starts riding the surreal

Looking at a child’s grave.

A life stolen with no chance

To really begin.

 

Just a name carved into stone,

An angel of soul and wind.

No longer there,

Returned from where you came.

 

The visit to soothe the broken heart

A trip for the living to pretend.

How do you explain,

That I would give anything

Just to hold you once again?

 

 

 


My love surprised me,

For no reason

Other than just

It’s Monday.

 

Vase in hand,

Roses stand.

 

White, 

a symbol of purity.

Or is it insanity?

No gesture grand,

Just a sight to see...

 

His reason why?

To get a smile out of me.

 

 


All hail the goddess,

Caffeina of the cup.

Holding an exhausted hot mess

From flubbing everything up.

 

All pray to her lady,

Caffeina the blessed,

In hopes that today

I will be able to rest. 

 

And if all else fails, 

Lean quite heavily...

And grab a small catnap

Where no one else can see.

 

 


So many times I have spoken

Truth within me weaves,

An apparently invisible tapes

try.

Still I pass into a voiceless reality.

 

Nothing I say is ever believed,

So I have to wonder why I

Ever try to articulate.

 

Speak clearly, Speak true,

And still be told

You are lying too.

 

 

 


Jealous

 

I don’t want to see you

Standing there with another,

Jealousy doesn’t suit me,

So I choose to flee.

 

I did not want to end it,

Whatever was between you

And I for this eternity.

The one who left was

Never going to be me.

 

So I protect the heart

That you shattered in twain,

Always hoping that you

Would start loving me again.

 

 

 


Love

Awoke to you

Covering me,

Just as you always do.

 

Those three words

That you cannot say,

You show me

In a million little ways.

 

Little touches,

Enlightening the heart

Speaking words too

Hard for you to say.

 

 

 


It changes,

Day to day.

The art of survival,

Just barely making it

To see the next day.

 

Trauma, mishaps,

Struggles and more,

Sometimes far more than

It is possible to just ignore.

 

Trying to cope with a life

That hell designed,

Learning about what must

Be quickly left behind.

 

Painting the smile

The world expects,

Crafting with skill

The illusion of having

A sane mind.

 

You tried,

To be strong.

You carried it

For far too long.

 

You can rest,

For you are safe.

Though it doesn’t seem like it,

You are stronger than you know,

And it really does show.

 

So lay down to dream,

Not all the nightmares are right.

Someday soon,

You will easily reach the moon.

 

 


It’s not all in my head,

Those ghosts under my bed.

The box of memories

That I hid away,

Was never meant to see

Again the light of day.

 

Haunted by the remains

Of the ghosts under my bed,

And the remnants still in my soul

Have left my mind less than whole.

 

 


Gathering to me

That which I cannot bear

To part with obsessively. 

 

Cleansing my world

Of clutter and negativity,

Trying to decide

What I am ready 

To let go of.

 

Emotional weight,

Physical clutter,

Dreams that should have

Long since been left behind.

So much that should

Be let go,

Still I find that I do not know

If I can part with any or all,

For fear that without it

I may fall.

 

 


When we met,

I was like a puzzle

Stuck on a shelf,

Dusty and missing pieces.

 

You gathered me to you

All my brokenness,

You only saw what I

Was possibly. 

 

Over the years 

You found pieces 

Needed to heal me.

Giving easily and freely

To put me together again.

 

When I finally got to look around

I was amazed at what I found.

Those pieces that you had

To replace what I didn’t have,

Were now missing in you.

 


Silence builds a wall,

Under which the monsters crawl.

Hiding their misdeeds,

Like ants in the weeds.

 

Truth breaks down walls,

Causing the monsters to fall.

With no monsters in the way,

That is when children laugh and play.

 

 


One can not see

The age of a tree,

Like the age of a child

Who has been growing wild.

 

Since neither one do I want

To cut into two,

I have to search the age

Through collective memory.

 

Grandma watched me,

As I watched as she swings

Those old branches.

It has been in our yard

Generationally.

 

So, as she sets to start a life,

One of adult choices,

I wonder how many more

Will swing wildly through

The tree’s gnarled branches.

 


Just when I thought

The day had nothing left

To give me,

My luck showed true.

 

The pouring rain,

And driver’s so insane.

I imagined that I was through.

 

Before my eyes

Life passed on,

Making me fear

That life was done.

 

I knew that all I had

Was prayer and faith

To hold my dreams

Into place.

 

Amazingly my prayers

Showed true,

And next I knew

Everything was perfectly okay.

 

A near miss,

A scare for sure.

Life and limb,

All safe again

With much to be

Grateful for.

 

 

 


 

 

smiles

 

Such a lovely smile,

So plastic and insincere. 

Eyes of deep emotion

Don’t reflect that smile within.

 

 

Every I am fine,

Feels like a lie resounding.

For though she laughs and smiles

Just as easily,

She still sits there brokenly.

 

So many tears, 

From those eyes 

Have flowed.

Her heart has washed

All of her smiles away.

 

Elements 

Earth to ground me,

All around me.

Solid,  comforting,

Affected by all I see,

The comfort of me.

 

Air to cool me,

Lift me up,

Release the stress

Carried away,

Just to deal with

Some other day.

 

Fire,

For passion,

Love, lust, and anger,

Burns away the darkness,

Setting the imagination

Blazing with so many ideas.

 

Water,

Churning emotional tides,

Soft soothing depths

In which to hide.

Washing away all my sins,

Keeping me sure and clean within

As it all starts over again.

 

And lastly, never least,

The element of spirit

Both divine and the one within,

A connection with the universe

Blessed and perverse,

Combining all elements

To a song and verse.

 

 

 

 

 

The Shoe Lady 

 

How many children

Can you fit in a shoe?

Currently mine holds

Twenty and two.

 

My pantry is bare,

No food any where.

No space for clothing

Just kids playing

Everywhere.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sleep,

Such a random loss,

Staring out of dry eyes

Who have been open

for days too long.

 

Sleep,

Required for the brain

To function,

While I am struggling

Merely to be able

To remember my own name.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Grandmother 

 

The stories you told

Grew imagination.

Love came

Unconditionally.

 

My mind focuses on the

Moments spent

Learning to read

Learning more about

Life’s stories.

 

In the night,

I wonder if all my stories

Will come together

To be your pride

In what you left behind.

 

 

 

 

 


Anger is a color

Of the deepest red, 

Vermilion rich and deep, 

Across the heart, 

Painted in strokes 

Thick wide sweeps.

 

Each of the colors

An emotion can match, 

Anger is flexible and

A palette of shades 

It can often match.

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Steps into the real world, 

Mommy I am okay.

Venture into life,

 

As you knew that I would 

Someday.

 

You are not ready, 

Or is it me that isn’t? 

 

Please child,

Delay your venture 

Till I can get the world 

To stop it’s spin!

  

 

  

 

 

 

 


Exhaustion creeping in,

Just let me rest again.

No bed in sight,

Well, I think that is alright.

 

Any surface flat will do, 

Just please let me snooze.

Wake me not,

through wind or fall. 

Better let me sleep 

And wake me not at all.

  

 

  

 

 

  

 

 

 

 


Stalking through the tall grass 

The kittens play,

Pretending that they are hunting 

Some ancient prey.

 

Returning to roots 

Forgotten by time. 

Being the best in play

Throw back to another day.

  

 

  

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 


Awoken by light 

Streaming past the blinds, 

Thinly knocking upon 

Eyeballs previously closed.

 

Too early!

I lament as I rise

At dawn,

With that awful light

Blinding my soul.

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


I cannot travel anymore,

I cannot handle what I may see. 

I have not forgot about

What I left behind 

At mile marker 290.

 

My heart was broken, 

The pieces fell right there,

It’s the middle of nowhere...

Still my secret is buried there.

No one around, 

No one to see...

 

So I buried it all

What is left for me?

Mile marker 290

On the west bound side,

The last place that he was seen, 

The last time we were alive.

 

So don’t ask that I travel, 

I need to stay close,

For this is my secret 

That nobody else knows.

 

No blood involved,

That family,

Shared dreams and

Commonality.

 

 


Hiding from my family,

No chance of being found, 

That is at least until

I flushed it down.

 

The noise notified them 

That I was here, 

Making it harder to 

Just disappear.

 

The peace broken,

The family spoken.

No longer able to

Peacefully hide.

  

  

 

 

 

 

 


Crumbling,

Tumbling,

The asylum walls are falling. 

The patients spilled out into 

The world’s cities unnoticed.

 

Forgotten moments of insanity 

Equality only a dream, 

Freedom but a thought 

Dreamed up by the madness.

 

No longer locked up,

The patients are running free...

 

And as I peer into this world 

I wonder if the dreamer

Is not actually me.

 

  

 

 


 Three in the morning, 

My thoughts are so loud. 

Sleep impossible for 

The unending sounds. 

 

Anxiety and depression, 

Battle deep within. 

Leaving me the 

Loser in the end. 
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