Dreams

Dreams never die

Like anything else,

They must adapt to survive

Most dreams outlive their makers

If you look carefully you can see them

Sulking in the shadows

Dancing on the walls at night

Haunting the place where they once belonged

Or wanted to be

If you listen carefully you can hear them

Singing softly while you sleep

Whispering in the leaves of a lonely tree

Rattling as they are blown down an empty street

If you stand really still you can feel them

Brushing against your fingertips

A shiver on a hot day

A warm breeze in the rain

If you try you can pick one up

Take it home

Make it yours

Give it what all dreams want

What all dreams need

The chance to become someone's reality

