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  Goals, dreams, and hopes are always worth reaching for. 


  This is a collection of Dreams. May it help you to find Yours.


  Rose J. Fairchild


  


  For my family and their support of me chasing my dreams.
  


  Deedra Nichole


  to my loving family and wonderful friends


  


  Patricia Harris


  For those who doubt themselves, This is your push to keep going!
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  Your Wings


   


  I’m a little mad at you


  for thinking I could do this,


  but really only a little,


  ‘cause you know me better


  than I know myself.


   


  Good guides,


  cherish the thought,


  the pumpkin smell


  of your heart,


  the warm cinnamon


  smell of your goodness,


  the light touch of


  your wings.


   


   


   


  Dust Bunnies


   


  Enclosed by space on


  all sides


  Carpet stinging the torn


  flesh on my legs


  Butter (not margarine)


  oozing from between


  the cracks where cuticle


  meets nail


  Hunger sated, I write


  poetry while staring at


  dust bunnies


  on the floor


  of my room.


   


  Canvas


   


  Such a large canvas and no thought


  what to do with it


  How to fill it


  How to make it bleed


  running, running


  ideas and widgets of the mind


  cycling, swimming


  performing any kind of action but


  writing


  denying and fleeing


  leaving the emptiness behind


  the unempty emptiness


  emptiness of a heart


  no longer full


  of


  love


   


   


  Decisions


   


  Decisions, decisions


  which ones to make


  which ones to break


   


  free from


  shirking responsibility


  fleeing from gullibility


   


  never hoping for too much


  perhaps expecting too little


  freedom only ever a few paces away


   


  I stay put


  waiting


  debating


  accepting defeat before the feat


  but always that one little hope


  burns bright 


   


  I follow the dim light.
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  The Train Whistle


   


  Hear the whistle blow loud and clear


  Followed with that clickety-clack


  As clouds billow from a smokestack


  Such a sight for both eye and ear


  That draws children from far and near


  Gathered together by the track


  Hear the whistle blow


   


  When late and it is still not here


  Despair and depart with the pack


  Else remain and be repaid back


  With patience the train comes here


  Hear the whistle blow


   


   


   


  Dreaming


   


  All my life I’ve felt utterly alone.


  But as I dream whenever the night falls,


  What’s void is filled as this angel has flown.


  For the warmth in her heart to my own calls;


  Like a goddess arisen from the sea,


  The sight dispels all misery and woe.


  While in my dreams my heart and soul are free,


  Away from which I never wish to go


  Can one’s own heartfelt dreams ever come true?


  Long I’ve waited for that moment to come.


  But with each approach of the morning dew,


  I return to reality so glum.


  I must continue to dream ever deep.


  Still my love lives only while I sleep.


   


   


  Crossing the Estuary


   


  It was next to a narrow estuary by the sea that the young mouse lived. Often, he would come out of his little, sandy hole to look across the flowing water. He had never been to the other side and often wished he could.


  He had only ventured once or twice down to the water’s edge for the fear of hawks and other predators swooping down and capturing him for food. It was on one particular sunset, a time when the hawks retired and the owls began to hunt, that the mouse traveled down to the edge of the estuary to search for food himself.


  “How often I wish I could see the other side,” he said aloud to himself. “Even if I could only see it one time, I would take it.”


  That’s when he heard a small noise. In fear of an owl, he turned around slowly. He soon realized the noise had been a croak; a frog was near the water’s edge.


  “Good evening.” The frog croaked. “Forgive me for startling you like that.”


  “It’s all right.” The mouse squeaked. “Please tell me, have you ever been to the other side of this estuary?”


  “Indeed I have.” The frog croaked. “Do you wish to see it yourself?”


  The mouse squeaked excitedly. “Oh yes! Can you take me there?”


  The frog croaked. “Alas, you would be too heavy for me to carry.”


  The mouse’s heart sank.


  Again the frog croaked


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Tower to Heaven


  
 


  I remember the day


  Like it was yesterday


  A cold morning in the paddock


  I, a shadow in the flock


  Standing beside a giant pylon


  I looked up to heaven


  Straight up the tower


  The tower of power


  Crosses of galvanized iron


  Shiny under the winter sun


  Wind whistling through its huge steel web


  Howling sounds Hades walking dead


  And demons screaming in my head


  My spirit begun climbing the spire


  Clambering higher and higher


  Up the pyramid of life’s wires


  Desperate, I grasp at my ultimate desire


  A visionary mission before I die


  To embrace a piece of my angels' sky


  
 


   


   


   


  The Ma’am in the Moon


   


  When I walk through that final door,


  I long to step onto the surface


  of a blood red moon,


  where all the Earth’s new days’ promises,


  and passing days’ done deeds


  can only be observed


  by those who still breathe. 


  This declaration of humanity’s best intents,


  even unto the last sliver of light.


   


  May I romp on for all time,


  floating joyfully from peak to peak,


  exploring the nethermost depths of each crater,


  polishing rocks as I go,


  my smile paramount to the light given off


  by this celestial orb of night,


  to be seen by the children of all places,


  for these are the souls that must be inspired.


   


  And someday young stargazers


  might look upon this spectacular rock,


  their hearts swelling with brighter promises,


  prompting a genesis of future, earnest purpose 


  for healing the world,


  and call to mom, call to dad,


  come and look, come and see,


  the beautiful lady 


  on the beautiful blood red moon tonight.
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  Patricia Harris is a dreamer, crafter, gamer and digital artist who loves creativity in life. A half mad poet, her writing is found allover social media and various other websites, including coffee house writers. She is a devoted mom who can be found doing a variety of art when she isn’t penning poetry and writing words. She is half of the indie publishing company Fae Corps publishing. Her collection of writings include a memoir, children's books, and poetry. For more from Patricia, check out www.Facebook.com/mouseypoet or pattimouse.wordpress.com
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  Rissa is a working artist. She loves hot green tea in antique teacups, huge salads picked fresh from the garden and getting lost in libraries. She studied writing at New York University/Tisch School of the Arts and photojournalism at Western Kentucky University.


   


   


  Her many storytelling mediums include writing, photography, dance, food, and tasseography.


   


  When she's not writing, Rissa finds her way to local theater performances, loves baking vegan cupcakes, is the Senior Editor of Vegetarian Journal magazine, and gives haunted history tours in spooky, ghostly places for Maryland History Tours.
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