MY  DREAMS

My dreams! My Technicolor dreams !!

Oh, how I love my wild wild dreams !

I wake each morning with regret

At leaving my enchanted set,

Improbable or comic stars

And convoluted garish plots.  

My endless creativity,

Incredible imagining,

Leaves me in breathless awe each day.

Try to interpret them?  No way !!

Long years ago, with helpful pride,

Hoshang bought me a dreamer’s guide

That would interpret and spell out

What all those symbols were about.

Zwupf ! Thloop ! my dreams got sucked away

By an indignant other-me.

Nary a dream for many a day

Until months later, I forgot

What the interpretations meant

And slowly dreams re-tiptoed out

As my affronted secret Id

Forgave my prying conscious mind

For such intrusive trespassing

And let my dear dream life begin.

Each morning now I wait to share

With Hoshang my last night’s bright fare,

Pitying ever, when I wake

His meager, starved and barren fate

Of lost and unremembered dreams

Missing out half of life’s bright scenes.
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