Preface:

My intention for thig poetry anthology wag to create a new way of viewing dreams.
Obuiougly, dreame are a very relatable tapic for every single pergon because everyone
experiences them They are somewhat of a mystery to all of ue and that's why it was fun to
write about them. Deople love dreams; we get excited for them and dread waking up from them.
| feel ke my poeme give ingight o how [ interpret and understand dream, and ultimately, what
they mean to me.

My initial reagon for choosing the topic of “dreame” wag because [ thought of uging a
dream catcher on which to compile all of my poeme, becauge honeetly, how cool ie that? Later,
though, | realized that thie is a great topic because it’e probably uncommon and ie more difficult
for me to write about than other topice might have been. {+ wag a challenge, but one that {
enjoyed.

Orly a few of the titles | choge for my poeme actually made sense. The rest of my
fitles were pretty much the first thingg that popped into my head. Stil, [ think that'e what
makes them work and so perfect for my topic. Dreamg are random, totally spur-of-the-
moment, and of courge, don’t make gence. Ae for my etructures and etyles, [ tried to make
each poer unique, while atill being able to have them flow well together, and [ think |
accornplished that. ‘

If [ could go back and change anything about my anthology, it would be to simply add v
more gpontaneity o it. 'm eatiefied with all of my poeme, but my favorite ic definitely The =
Qteadfaet Dreamer because it wag the one poem | had no idea how it would turn out. [t ended & , .'
up having a lesgon, which the audience could take from it, and i¢ different from the rest of my &
poemg in that it hag a character and encompagges some humor. Overall, | feel my poetry
anthology wag a success.




The Dreamare: [ made this poem a diamante with the intention of showing a difference
between dreame and nightmareg, ag that wag the trangition [ incorporated in it. It ie meant to
be gimple and solely give description of a dream and a nightmare.

To Sleep or Not to Sleep: A narrative poem, thig piece ie meant to entertain the audience,
hopefully giving them some suspenge, gimilar to what they might experience in a nightmare: I ie
amade up story and | like that it hag no et structure becauge nightmares, which are simply
bad dreamg, are unpredictable.

The Insomniac’s Acrostie: The title kind of gayg it all for thig one. If someone were to be
having trouble falling agleep, | would think this would help him or her do g0 by gerving ag a kind
of incentive. Sleeping opens a door to fantasy, to a new world, which everyone should look
forward to. | guess it could aleo gerve ag a lullaby of some gort, in that it rhymes.

Get Bugy Dreaming: [n this poem, [ basically go into further detail of dream; what they are
and what makes them go great. When [ read it to mygelf, [ find it kind of ingpiring. [t makes me
want to dream and [ hope it doeg the same for thoge who read it, even if only slightly.

To Sleep and Beyond: Thic poem shows how dreamg can be an eecape from reality. Any
fears, stregges, or worrieg, one may be having can be eliminated, even if only for a ghort time.
Pm not trying to gay that dreame are better than reality; 'm only saying that sometimeg, it's
nice to get away from the struggles of each day.

The Steadfast Dreamer: My final and favorite poem, thie one pretty much eume up my
feelinge towards dreama. [t felle of a man who ig eggentially obsessed with dreaming; going to
bed and sleeping are all he liveg for. Thig poem ig realistic though, because it eayg that even
though dreame are wonderful, they aren’t real, and we shouldn’t compare them to reality. if we
do start comparing our dreamg to reality, we would become discouraged by something that
would never make ug truly happy. In short, my goal with thig is to show that it’'s more important
to make the best of your life spent awake than your life gpent agleep.



The Dreamare

Dream
Tranquil, blurred,
Inspires, uplifts, enchants

A glimpse of beauty in hope, a taste of suffering in fear
FHaunts, frightens, disheartens
Chilling, Vivid,
Nightmare




To Sleep or Not to Sleep

Flipping my pillow upside down,
Glancing over my shoulder,
My clock shines a red, “3:48”.
i lie down my head and close my eyes.
Deep breaths, a sigh,
And then...

Running, running
In no apparent direction.
with every glance over my shoulder,
Mighty winds rush past my face
where my hair has left streaks of red.

The rain, it pelts, prying its way
Into my tightly squinted eyes.
The droplets bead on my eyelashes, then fall to the ground
Liquefying the thick, leafy brush below.

| continue to run, heart pounding, head whirling.
with every breath,
My chest falls victim to sand papered lungs,
So | exhale in attempt
To release the intensifying pain.

Again | look behind me, despite the horror | know will come,
And 1 watch the distance between us lessen,
Though 1 know not what it is.




It is a dark, ghastly figure,
Limbless, and inexorable.
If it didn’t haunt me so,
1d even venture to say demonic.

A shrilling shriek pierces.
it rings through the trees with resonating sound
Forcing my hands to my ears.

Before my head makes its way back around, I stumble,
Then plummet to the unforgivable ground.
I open my mouth in desperate hopes
That someone around might hear.

Yet, nothing.
No sound comes out.
I cease to hear my voice.

All I can do is watch,
watch it glide closer
And closer
Until it is hovering me.

My heart seems to lose rhythm, then stop all together,
And my chest refuses to expand.
Suddenly, everything around me disappears...

My body jolts me out of sleep.
I feel a tear trickle down the side of my nose.
A cold sweat causes me to sit up. A beam of red catches my eye,
Once more | glance over my shoulder:
“3:51”.
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dive Richt IN, Yes, Do YOUR Best, i
ReLivauisn the WORLD, NOW, foRGET the RESt:

‘eLiMiNﬂTC EVERYTHING; fEARS AND dLL. C)-LOSC YOUR
eYes, Be SURPRISED, DON't WORRY, DON't StdLL.
QWJKCN YOUR MIND, fOR YOUR Wishts MAY COME TRUE.
JYYVI/CC this YOUR €SCAPE: YOU DON't have 10 BE YOU.



Get Busy Dreaming

An escape fmm reality

Into your wildest fantasy.

> A life apart

To ease the mind. _
Two to three seconds
That seem like forever.

A world anew

Which the soul so seeks.

A sensational trance

In which to get [ost,

kﬂ‘“ﬂ‘.



We onby hope will come trie.

A Time is of the essence

So get busy dreaming.




TO sleep and Bedond
T ie awake and I0nd
TOP A dreaim t0 come My wad

AN QWaited end I Ireatly Seek.
TO the $tress aid thOughts Of daY

SO MY eYes I CIose and Stil T am

DECIdING ON WhEher t0 COUMt thE SheeP
BULif T dO. Whaat OftEr that-
A dream, a Nightmare, st SIeGP?

ANdinPoNderngit A
T bedin to drift awad
[REDktY fOdES 1O blaCk aNd NOW
Right here iS Where T Wait t0 $tad




The Steadfast Preamer

In his dreams, he camg alive, the steadfast dreamer.
every night, he awoke like a hagwirg lemar.

Angious to slgep, his body always was,
whilg his head longed for night, it was always abuzz.

Two minates to the dreamer sgemed muach like two daygs
In two thousand gight hundred segventy gight ways.

Ong night, his bed, it called out, “oh drgamerrr”
and hurrigdly he sprinted nearly breaking his femuar.

iz hopped into bed and elosed his gyes tight
without removing his cap or turning off the light.

Into his dream hg went, therg was no stopping this stgamer, §
for now he was a captain, no longer a dregamer.

Hg was apart from the world, catehing waves, sailing s¢as,
€nd proud, hg was, of his new gxrpertisg.

After that though, was different; likg never before.
What the dreamer gxperigneed is something 1o gxplorg.

Abruptly, he awoke and became quite distraught.
His dream had just stopped like an overturnegd gacht.

The dreamer felt sad, for what had he now?
To gnjoy the daglight, well he didn’t Rnow how.




€vegntually the dreamer became dissatisfied with life.
He was constantly facgd with dgprgssion and strife.

To make the best of reality, whilg fantasg he’d divest,
Or livg solgly for his drgams, forgetting the rest.

Because hg was a dregamer, so stubborn and steadfast,
He chosg the latter, and legd a lifg far from unsarpassed.

It is here that the story of the dreamer must gnd,
For his heart soon gave out, there was nothing to mend.

Fantasy can gmit hope and light, likg a steamer,
Bat by it, don’t be blinded, as was the steadfast dreamer.




