Dream On Dream

Fighting figures swinging mighty swords in battle

To what end is unclear as I awake.

The day before an angry driver did rattle

Me in traffic his reluctance to the right of way I take.

Desert scenes with endless mounds of dry,

No water to quench my relentless thirst.

Was I waiting untold hours for that call? You lied

When you said you’d get right back to me first.

In sleep my mind is freed from mundane thoughts

To express emotions yet repressed.

My silent sense recalls fainted lives in knots,

Twisted dreams of spent emotions that impressed.
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