Dreams 

(written after reading Maya Angelou’s “I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings”)

Sometimes I dream, deep and long

Find myself falling into blue clouds

Surrounded by things touched by the supernatural

Cushioned from the outside sights and sounds

When you dream everything seems so real

Even the angel’s dust sprinkled on my face

Waiting like dew drops for the warmth of morning

Weaving their spider’s webs through the space

Creatures unknown and unique

Slosh in harmony down twilight trails

Sleek galleons and pirate’s treasure ships

Take in the cool breeze to puff out their sails

Angels in a marble white heaven

Crepe paper dresses and butterflies wings

Pretty kites that fly just above my head

Petals of silk and golden rings 

 When I dream it is the best of times

Among many other things

For my imagination pulls the plug from behind its jaws 

Lifts its voice, and sings.

Ashley Shufelt
