A Pillow Of Wishful Dreams
Awakened by a sunbeam!
The flaming orb of warmth

Penetrates my face

As gentle September breezes

Waft through my room

Casting black and light shadows

That flicker across the sheets

Emulating a colony of ants

Scurrying about in confusion

The pages of my book

Flip over one by one

Some that I read thoroughly,

Others that were skipped over

Now being yanked from the binder

By the late summer wind

Ripped to shreds

Scattered on the floor

You say we can be ‘just friends’

The chapter never ends…

Turning over, I drift back

Into my slumber land, my sanctuary

A recurring dream transpires

A reminder of my desire for you
