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Summer 2015 - Dreams 

Dreams - the wisps, the images, the fragments, the terrors of the subconscious mind or the 
projections of ourselves into the unknown future - all fertile material for poetry.  This is 
the theme for our Summer 2015 Muses' Gallery. Join us as these poets spelunk and mine the 
mind.  The responses are rich and varied.  Enjoy! 

 

Kathy Lorhum Cotton, Artist 

   

Snooze Alarm 
 
By 
 
Kathy Lohrum Cotton 
 
Anna, Illinois 
 

Imagination, weary from a frenzied night, 
unable to envision one colorful reason 
  
to begin an early day, pins me 
beneath warm blankets. I’m blank, 
  
he whines, and begs me to forestall 
prospects of a monochrome morning 
  
by fifteen minutes of quiet comfort. 
Believing his sad lies, I turn heavy eyes 
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into the pillow while he throws revived 
energy into one last dramatic dream: 
  
I star—naked, panicked, searching for 
a doorway out of darkness. 
  
Imagine that. 
 
 

   

Dreaming Dove 
 
By  
 
Candace Kubinec 
Greensburg, Pennsylvania 
 
dreaming dove does not 
mourn the hiding stars or 
cry for the shy moon 
 
 
 
 
 

Candace Kubinec, Photographer 
  

   

The Tonight Show 
 
By 
 
William Marr 
 
Downers Grove, Illinois 
 

tentative and hesitant 
antennae are poking out 
one after another 
from every dark corner 
of the house 
 
time to watch 
the soap opera 
of your sweet dreams 
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William Marr, Artist 

   

3 haiku 
 
By 
 
Christopher Patchel 
 
Winnetka, Illinois 
 

start of autumn… 
I dream I'm a latecomer 
and only half dressed   
 
 
mid-fall… 
having dreams that my car 
doesn't brake   
 
 
a recurring escape from my father's dream 
 
 
 

   

Cinquain Description of My Dreams 
  
By Jack Kroepfl 
4th grade, Braeside School 

  
dreams 

good, bad 
repeat, build, grow 

annoying,  confusing, calming, fantasizing 
incredible 

My Dream In My Magic Planet 
 
By David Daniels  
4th Grade, Braeside School 
 
Porkchop the giant swan-pig fusion 
flies into the rainbow with me 
to go on a quest for pie 
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Wishes 
 
By 
 
Luke Salazar 
 
for Mia 
 
 
 
Tinley Park, Illinois 
 

I wish I'd met you before.  I wish we'd met in the sandbox during 
recess, that I shared my Astro Pop.  You gave me the extra candy 
stick in your Lik-M-Aid and let me hold Harvey, your pet stuffed 
bunny, whose moniker you would not choose until many years later 

when we share our teenage couch and I profess my admiration of 
Jimmy Stewart, regale you with my impression of him, and upon 
discovering you'd never seen "Harvey" insist we immediately find a 
copy on VHS to bring back home 

to our first house, because child # 2 is on its way, not to mention all 
the dogs, and the apartment is beautiful and all… but it's high time 
we 

drive the RV coast to coast, and hold each other's withered hands -- 
first on one shore, as the sun erupts into being -- then the other, the 
Pacific, home, where it all started, where it all ends 

as the sun slips into the sea, and we hear the forever cry of the 
seabirds. 

   

James Paradiso, Photographer 
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Dreams Alive 
By 
 
Lorraine Brown 
 
 
Chicago, Illinois 
 

My heart ached for a dream
Once kept from me... 
Fear said dreams are wasted time 
They’re not reality! 
Yet...I dreamed 
And I began to see 
Just what might be 
If I ventured through the door of 
Opportunity... 
Use the key of 
Expectation - not hesitation... 
Let the dream grow 
As though 
Unstoppable streams of 
Living water flow 
Through my veins out to the earth 
Giving birth 
To this seed... 
Watch it sprout - fed by hope - no place for doubt! 
No boundaries here to hold me back 
There is not a thing I lack... 
I’m FREE 
To cross the threshold into light 
A future open wide and bright... 
My dream was NOT a waste of time...and now it IS 
Reality... 
Fear lied! 
 

   

Sleep 
 

By 

 
Judith Bernstein 
 
Highland Park, Illinois 
 

I stand at the edge
of the black river 
Supporting myself 
on the crutch 
of medication, 
waiting for the night ferry 
to take me 
to the place of solace. 
I listen to the lapping water 
but do not hear the 
grinding of the engine. 
It is so dark, 
I want to go 
to the other side 
for a limited escape, 
just to refresh 
and regroup 
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my resources.
Then I will gladly 
reboard the ferry 
and return again 
to this side 
of reality. 
But the ferry 
does not come, 
reality presses in. 
Will I sit another night 
on the shore 
until the sun breaks 
across the river? 
 

Ann Lamas, Photographer 

   

A Parade in the Night 
 
By 
 
Serafina Pisciotto 

 
 
Triton College Student 
Elmwood Park, Illinois 
 
 
 

So why don't we go somewhere only we know 
With lights, 
And dreams, 
And where everything seems 
Strange. 
And there are streams 
Of light flooding from the sky 
Hitting off the lake, 
Like a parade in the night, 
Flooding our souls 
With joy and entertainment. 
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Dream 
 
By Basil Lullo 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 

 
Visions in slumber 

Windows into our minds 
It is called dreaming 

 

Beach 
 
By  Isabel Carney 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 

A day at the beach, 
The sand burning my hot toes, 

And play in the water. 
 

 
   

one haiku & one tanka 
 
By 
 
Charlotte Digregorio 
 
 
Winnetka, Illinois 
 

tucked in bed 
on a school night 
he studies the stars 
 
 
on my birthday 
watching the flight 
of the hummingbird, 
wishing i could float 
through each day 

 

  

Lorraine Brown, Photographer 
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New Day Dream 
 
By Josh Jacobson 
 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 

Darkness in the sky 
dreaming for a new day please 

A new day is here 
 

Dreams 
 
By Lily Grossman 
 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 
I have many dreams 
About myself growing up; 
They are amazing. 
 

   

The Big Engine That 
Could 
 
By 
  
Earl Valentine Fischer 
 
Joliet, Illinois 

  
  
 

“I think I can, I think I can,”
the big aerojet whooshed 
  
as it steered straight up 
and almost did a backflip 
  
to get over the spread-out 
skyscraper cliff ahead 
  
just past the foggy mist. 
  
Pulse racing 
in sync with the jet engine, 
the old man awoke, convinced 
he was on the right course 
to get over his coronary  
quandaries. 
 

   

   

One Dream Child 
 
By  
 
Khalid Mukhtar 
 
Northbrook, Illinois 
 

My son, he thinks he sees a dream
Each night, always the same, 
It does not change, not ever; so 
Is his sincere claim. 

It starts out with a slowly growing 
Darkness, vast and dense, 
That swallows up his sight as well 
As every other sense; 

There is no place where he is at, 
There is  no time he's in, 
There is no company without, 
There is no soul within. 
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Then as it comes, does it recede,
This darkness, vast and dense, 
And wakes him up to wonder 
Where it goes, or came it whence. 

He talks about this dream he has 
At breakfast every day, 
Describing every detail in 
A most fantastic way. 

He'll know someday his nightly dream 
Is not a matter deep, 
We just don't have the heart to tell him 
All it is, is sleep. 

 

   

James Paradiso, Photographer 
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Plaid Skies and Purple 
Dogs 
 
By  
 
William Vollrath 
 
Charlottesville, Virginia 
 

Just beyond the opaque doors
phantoms lurk 
for weary souls  
 
Familiar strangers back to play 
restless past lives 
now have their say  
 
Flying monkeys, large talking fish 
wise astral cousins 
with something to teach  
 
Images form, as grapes on the vine 
consciousness opens 
each night at dream time 
 

   

Dream by Charlie Bernat 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 
When you wake up when you go to the serene repose.
You get the idea of life, you get the elusive dream. 
The dream haunts you, it pushes you. 
It makes you be determined,  
it makes you get what you want to get of life. 
You may never meet your dream,  
but it will push you to be as close as possible. 
We hope so our dreams may come true,  
or we might go into melancholy because we may not. 
Hope brings us to the peaks of our lives  
and dreams help us at the low. 
We try to meet our dreams, 
our dreams make life worth living. 
 

Dreams by Taylor Keno 
4th Grade Student. Braeside School 

 
 

Once I had a dream. 
A big dream and a scary dream! 

killer doll was there!  
 

She tries to kill us! 
She gets my whole family! 
The only one left was me!  

 
What’s going on here! 

I can’t tell what's happening! 
What's going on here! 

 

Dream Deep 
 
By 
 
Julie Isaacson 
 
Highland Park, Illinois 
 

Each summer, they’d bring the cake.
“Blow out the candles, make a good wish!  
Don’t tell anyone, or it won’t come true.”  
 
Silent, private wishes remained hush hush. 
Some came true. Some came false.  
 
But premium wishes ignited dreams. 
Bursting like peonies in a garden that need tending.  
 
Dreams worth waiting for, worth working for 
Dreams worth polishing, or accepting burnished  
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Nourished dreams grew big and strong 
Dream big, dream deep,  
 
Passion and dreams breathe life into each other 
The chance taken today opens to the bridge of tomorrow  
 
I dreamed of writing 
I write 
I dream 
Dream more candles to wish upon 
Lead more dreams to follow 

   

Deborah Ann Lucas, Artist 

   

Hooves Strike Three 
 
By 
 
Deborah Ann Lucas 
 
Leaf River, Illinois 
 

Hooves strike three, tuck, reach, take flight 
Ears front, eyes wide, nostrils flared 
Big stride canter, tuck butt, slide back, 
Knees press, heels down, two as one  
 
Braided reins laced through fingers 
Feel the snaffle bit in teeth 
Soft hands moving, stretching forward 
Talk like resting on his tongue  
 
Long neck meets broad angled shoulders 
Power fine-boned legs that soar 
Zigzag round trees’ prickly leaves 
Climb switchbacks, cross high desert floor  
 
With pain and age, my feet stay grounded 
Idle stirrups run up their straps 
At peace, he lies deep in the orchard 
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In dreams we ride through starry skies
 

Dream of the Horse 
 
 
By 
 
 
Caroline Johnson 
 
 
Willow Springs, Illinois 
 
 
 

I had a dream I was swimming in a lake
in a roped off area with my best friend, 
who smokes a lot, and I see a red spiky 
thing emerge from the water, and I think, 
“It’s a fish.”  I shout, “Hey, you should catch it!”   
 
The giant pale red fish bobs in and out 
of the surface, fanning itself like an 
accordion.  But then I see the fish 
is actually not a fish at all, but a dead 
horse.  Yes, a pale dead red horse.   
 
The horse is heavy and floating.  
It may not actually be dead, but it’s 
dying.  It flips over, and it wheezes 
like a smoker from too many cigarettes.  
 
Sherman Alexie wrote about a dead horse 
floating in a lake.  “Stupid Horse” the Indians 
called him.  The haunted lake became 
full of ghosts, all because of a horse 
that couldn’t swim and drowned there.  
 
A few days later, the lake caught fire, 
but the horse didn’t burn.  It floated 
to shore, its skin decomposed.  Coyotes, 
bears dug in, maggots feasted so it 
became all bones blending with nature  
 
dehydrating into water and air.  From 
that day on, everyone was afraid of the lake. 
No one ever went in again. I would never 
swim there, even with my best friend.   
 

Deborah Ann Lucas, Photographer 
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Le Rêve du Poète 
 
By Mary Ann Eiler 
 
Oak Park, Illinois 
From the French Collection, Mes Passions 
 

le silence de pierre, 
un ermitage près de la mer, 

un verre de vin ou d'absinthe, 
un amant fait de mots, 
son cœur, un poème, 

sa lettre d'amour, 
la chanson du vent  

 
mes livres pour amis, 

mes invités, Keats et Baudelaire, 
pendant les nuits d'hiver, 
les rondeaux de Venise -- 

un bal de fantômes sur la neige  
 

ma jeunesse sans fin, 
au piano, Liszt et Chopin, 

à mon côté, 
ma poupée de jadis, 
à minuit, un baiser 

doux comme une fleur  
 

La vie est trop triste. 
Meilleur est le rêve. 

 
 

The Poet's Dream 
 
By Mary Ann Eiler 
 
Translation of Le Rêve du Poète 
 
 

the silence of stone 
a sea-side retreat 
wine or absinthe 

lover made of words 
his heart, a poem 

his letters 
sung in the wind  

 
books for friends 

Keats, Baudelaire as guests 
a winter night's ball 

Venetian rondos 
phantoms dancing on snow  

 
endless youth 

Liszt and Chopin at the piano 
my old doll at my side 

a midnight kiss 
soft as a flower  

 
the dream preferred to 

life's sorrows 
 

   

Winter Dreams  
 
By 
  
Herb Berman 
 
 
 
Deerfield, Illinois 
 

The silence of snow,
the granite wind,  
a hint of light, 
fatigue at the sunless horizon. 
Living off the fat of summer poems, 
I’m growing lean, 
running out of dreams to munch on.  
 
It’s tough on a diet of frozen prose. 
Even my poems are frostbit.  
Where are those hurdy-gurdy, soft weather poems?  
 
I pull the blankets up, 
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breathe in,
breathe out. 
Let the poems feed themselves— 
snack on hope and pleasant dreams, 
feast on agony and nightmare. 
 

Day Dreams 
 
By 
 
Candace Kubinec 
 
 
Greensburg, Pennsylvania 

  

 
 

The sun woke slowly rubbing 
Her eyes, yawning, still smiling 
Remembering the dreams 
She dreamed all night 
Dreams of dancing with 
Orion on the Milky Way 
And partying with 
Seven Sisters on 
The red planet 
Dreams of love songs 
Played by Lyra that she 
Hears in her heart as she 
Journeys across the sky 
 

   

Joe Glaser, Photographer 
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Let go of dreams 
 
By 
 
Pamela Larson 
 
 
Arlington Heights, Illinois 
 
 
 

forgotten just at the edge
let them slide red 
down the razor 
stain your fingers 
with a quiet night 
of distorted lyrics 
sung through a microphone 
with a graceful tongue 
that lingers in corners 
bringing out the colors 
in the rainbow 
pushing them 
into a shredder 
ending in a garbage can 
behind the bar 
where I dream 
about fame 
and the winning 
Powerball ticket 
bought by the guy 
in front of me 
at the BP 
where my senator 
pumps gas 
at self service 
just to get my vote 
filling my car 
with the power 
of bruised aggravation 
and teenage terrorist angst 
that hides peace 
under the dirty underwear 
in the hamper 
that squats in my bathroom 
where the razor blades 
sleep next to yesterday 
 

   

9-11 Dream from  
a Steel Beam 
 
By 
 
Ann Wachter 
 
Long Grove, Illinois 

Tumbling skyscrapers falling
at my feet, scattering the busy  
executives amongst the confetti 
stuffings bursting from xerox rooms 
like fourth of July fireworks of white 
ticker-tape floatings peppering  
the clear blue sky.  
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I gaze at my home from the opposite
side of my backyard and see myself 
trapped on the other side of a large 
window where I’m surrounded by water, 
looking like a puppet whose puppeteer 
expertly manipulates my arms and legs 
with some invisible string,   
 
like a soldier crawling on his belly 
across a battle field, I won’t linger  
to examine my image or make sense of it 
because I look absurd.  I just want to take 
the mangled steel beams from the fallen 
skyscrapers, sprinkle them with mounds of white, 
downy confetti, lay my body carefully upon them 
and shut out the chaos 
gluing my feet. 
 

   

 

James Paradiso, Photographer 

   

Arriving Dreams By Katie Suk 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 

  
Sights above me 
Shivering with fear 
My dreams are here 

Happy Dreams by Aiden Risko-Juarez 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 
Sleeping with visions 
Me becoming President 
The awesomest dream 



Summer	2015	Muses’	Gallery	–	www.highlandparkpoetry.org	 Page	17	
 

Bluebird 
 
By  
Paul Kim 
 
 
Raleigh, North Carolina 
 
 

I and my brother were upstairs,
(in the living room) walking and talking 
when a bird flew in through the open 
   door to the terrace; 
it circled around me twice before 
I caught it. It had a long, smooth 
tail and a long beak, and it was 
blue. I stroked its fur like a cat and a 
smile came on my face. I wished I could 
keep the bird but realizing that I couldn’t, 
released it. The experience and the memory will 
never diminish in my heart and I am happy. 
 

   

Dreams 
By Eli Samson Rothschild 
4th Grade Student, Braeside 
 
 

Visions of the night 
Endless possibilities 
Dreams are amazing 

 

The dream about the majestic beach 
By Ivy Diaz 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 
 

Sand in my feet, 
feel so calm and free but 
I realized it was a dream 

 

James Paradiso, Photographer 
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Answer 
 
By  
 
Candace Armstrong 
 
Murphysboro, Illinois 
 

Past the doorway flits a shadow.
It returns, more slowly, peering in as it goes. 
From the window, I glimpse it turn the corner. 
There is something familiar in its stride. 
Someone from long ago is calling from my dreams. 
Both curious and afraid, I wonder, 
Why here? Why now?  
 
The answer I don’t want to know. 
But the question I cannot let go. 
Do I send dreams too? Call back?  
 
Not to a relationship built on air or fear 
or both between people we no longer are. 
I breathe out inattention, 
pass it by, let go, move on. 
 

   

Dream Cycles 
 
(an excerpt) 
 
By  
 
Marjorie Rissman 
 
 
 
Highland Park, Illinois 
 

I can feel the smile
forming on my face 
as I retrace my steps 
heading backwards 
and oh so young again 
with babies of my own 
in highchair and booster 
watching Mr. Rogers while 
drinking morning coffee 
before we leave in station 
wagon for pre-school 
then shopping   to see 
my youngest once again 
drop one dozen eggs 
faster than Mr. R can tie 
his right shoelace. 
. . . 
I can feel the smile 
forming on my face 
as I pick up the phone 
and hear your voice again 
giving me advice 
not asked for 
directing me to wake 
from the night of dreams 
to spend another Mother’s Day 
without you   to look forward 
to grandchildren eating 
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brunch in highchair and booster
with cards and flowers and photos 
neatly tied with rainbow ribbon.  
 
I can feel the smile on my face. 
 
 

   

 

William Marr, Artist 
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Dream About 
Being Robbed 
 
 
By 
 
Mark Hudson 

  

Evanston, Illinois 
 

         I had a dream that I was getting on the train 
and a young boy said, “Excuse me sir, could you 
help me out with some change?”        
         So I pulled out my wallet, at which point 
he snatched it from my hands from the other end 
of the turnstile, and took off running.         
        “Hey!” I said to the train attendant who was 
sitting in a chair. “Catch him!”        
         “Okay,” he said lazily, and went staggering 
off after the kid.        
         In the next scene, he caught the kid, and he 
gave me my wallet back. So we let the kid go. 
But then I looked through my wallet, and my debit 
card was missing.         
        In the next scene I was somewhere, and I 
said, “I need to cancel my account, someone has 
my debit card.”          
       Out of nowhere, a woman appeared, with 
a box around her neck of debit cards, like in the 
old days of playboy bunnies who sold cigarettes 
in boxes around their necks. She was a bank teller, 
and she said, “Here, I have a free debit card.”        
         Suddenly, a police car pulled up out of 
nowhere saying they  had my debit card and they were 
returning it to me. But they were going to charge me 
a holder’s fee for holding on to it. 
 

   

Daylight Savings Time 
 
By 
  
Patty Dickson Pieczka 
 
 
Carbondale, Illinois 
 
 

What has become of the missing hour?
A wrinkle in the surface of night, 
 
creak of floorboards burdened 
with the weight of minutes  
 
falling in upon minutes, bursting 
their edges. A luminous glow seeps  
 
through their cracks. Silhouettes 
of dead friends and relatives appear 
 
in the light, their voices casual 
amid music and clinking snifters.  
 
Within a moment, darkness closes 
its silent fingers, and they vanish.  
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Again. Shadow branches sway
their hypnotic dance against the wall;  
 
a silver-sparked dream and deep blue 
nightmare float in through the window,  
 
searching for sleepers. Outside, a crocus 
bends its newborn head toward the moon. 

   

Pamela Larson, Artist 

   

By Lindsay Adess 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 
I see the lightning 
I hear the thunder roaring 
I can hear rain drops 

Dreams By Ariadna Coll Bech 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 
Water splash in my face 
It feels so good and fresh 
Noooooo it was just a dream 
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The Silken Dream 
 
By  
 
Gary Davis  
 
 
Evanston, Illinois 
 

As in a dream, as in some silken dream
with time unspooling,  you and I float side 
by side above infinities of night, 
and though I know things are not what they seem 
and I might wake at any time to find 
your form no longer close but slipped from sight, 
my dream, my silken dream, would linger on 
and I would know you were not really gone, 
and somehow, rapt with you, my dream would stay, 
though bound so loosely you might drift away, 
and in this dream I’d mourn the loss of what 
might slowly disappear into the air, 
just one more liquid dream of summer, where 
a sleep can loosen ties of love and thought. 
 

   

   

Dreams By Alec Peters 
 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 

Some dreams make you think 
some make you sick and stink 
but they are just dreams. 
 

The Unicorn Dream  
By Danielle Sheahen 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 

Unicorns, rainbows; 
I feel more and more happy 

Happiness to all. 
 

   

James Paradiso, Photographer 
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Wanting to Wake (an 
excerpt) 
 
By 
 
John E. Brooks 
  
  
Louisville, Kentucky 
 

My body is heavy, inanimate but also charged,  
like a magnet whose directing pole is repelled  
by the earth’s consistency.  The gulls' wings flap to stay aloft — 
my arms, extended perpendicular to my torso, are motionless,  
still I keep rising.  The lake becomes shoreline, sand and stone 
give way to cathedrals of trees.  I take in  
the clean scent of fir and birch as heady  
as if the dense forest beneath me was a planted mass 
of potent June jasmine and honeysuckle.   
I hover in the cooling air between  
needled crowns as green as Pakistan's flag 
and the infinity, which is not infinity, of the nearest stars,  
trapped like a once-buzzing bee in knot of amber,  
only I am not fossilized — 
                           
I can move but cannot land, cannot touch, cannot speak,  
cannot cry out, cannot call to the boys playing midnight 
basketball 
in the well-lit driveways of the boundless cul-de-sac 
which radiate like gilded nooses from the forest's northern glen; 
one boy passes, another catches and palms the rubber ball,  
shoots, misses, shoots again.  A weakness in me deepens.   
  
I float further away from the earth  
into thinner and thinner air, beyond the reach of any manmade 
net,  
toward the remote raven clutch of the cosmos,  
wanting to wake like a whale wanting to walk  
straight out of the water. 
 

   

Imagining 
 
By  
 
Gail Denham 
 
 
 
Sunriver, Oregon 
 

Night terrors. Tall pink iguanas march
forward to meet me as I creep on hands 
and knees across a slippery gray log over 
raging black water. The log wobbles.  
 
Draw closer, odd-colored massive lizards. 
I dare your ilk to cause a mishap on this 
ill-begotten bridge. Wait till I reach for 
your slimy throats.  
 
Myths are somewhere past reality. Could 
it be true that portents have power, 
that big foot ate the cat food yesterday?  
 
Is there truth to the tale that big foot eats 
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whatever’s left outside. Myths are based 
in fact. Sasquatch has been spotted, nose in dish.  
 
Thoughts in the night appear lumpy, like 
black raspberry jam spread on top 
a layer of crunchy peanut butter.  
 
The quirky thoughts jump like Mexican 
beans. They play kick ball on my pillow, 
defy attempts to pin them down on paper.  
 
Suddenly a swan, beautiful white vision, 
slides past our canoe; water moccasins close 
behind; Jimmy hides underneath the cooler. 
 

   

 

Joe Glaser, Photographer 
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How Dreams Work 
 
By  
 
Michael Escoubas 
 
 
 
Bloomington, Illinois 
 

In 
ancient 
Palestine 
Joseph dared dream 
dreams from God’s holy 
voice. His jealous brothers 
soaked his rainbow coat in blood, 
sold him out to suffering in 
Pharaoh’s land. The evil dreams of men 
God turns for good when in tears of joyous  
love the dreamer chose forgiveness instead 
of death. We anticipate a time  
when another Joseph would use 
grace instead of hate though soaked 
in blood by jealous men. 
This Dreamer gave up 
His rights as God 
to show God’s 
face in 
His. 
 

Dreams 
By Max Gans 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 

Dreams 
Sleeping happily 

imagine, active, think 
pounding, smiling, walking, dashing 

Imaginative 
 

Dream By Julia Kerpel 
 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 

Dream 
Beautiful sleep 
Think, love, hug 

Dreaming, frolicking, hopping, beaming 
Sleep 
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Joe Glaser, Photographer 

   

The Boy With Brain 
Cancer 
 
By  
 
Jill Angel Langlois 
 
 
 
Yorkville, Illinois 
 

I dreamed I met a boy dying of brain cancer.  
He was riding his bike, waiting for me, it seemed 
when I passed him by in a taxi. 
I asked the driver to back up. 
I rolled down the window, and looking at him said, 
“You have brain cancer and you’re dying.” 
He put on his brakes and looked at me, astonished, 
for we had never met before that moment. 
“Yes,” he said. 
I left the taxi, paid the driver, and walked with him. 
We talked of this realization. 
Then suddenly he said: 
“I only have one question – 
Why me?” 
“Why not you?” I frowned. 
“What?” 
“Do you think you can be exempt from what life dishes out?” 
He looked confused, so I added: 
“Your life is a gift, an opportunity. 
Your job is to live it to the fullest no matter what.” 
He thought about this for a moment, 
then tears came to his eyes. 
He cried his first tears of relief. 
He thanked me and peddled away 
knowing how he would live the rest of his short life.  
Upon waking I wondered – 
did the boy with brain cancer have a dream he met me? 
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Fountain of Youth 
 
By  
 
Joe Glaser 
 
 
 
Chicago, Illinois 
 

Beset by body creaks and age-aches
yet hoping for scientific salvation 
I dreamt the Fountain of Youth 
was discovered lounging in the telomeres 
deep inside the DNA of our own bodies.  
 
In the dream I stood and applauded the molecular biologists 
for having found these guardians of cell reproduction 
and for finally figuring out the stuff of dreams 
...how to tickle them into regrowing forever.  
 
And from my pillowy perch      like Zeus above the clouds 
I watched expectantly as the discoverers got a patent 
and sold it to a giant drug company 
who made it for pennies      altruistically for the greater good 
and it was declared an entitlement for all Americans.  
 
Then my dream darkened as I saw society dominated 
by hordes of virtual 18-year-olds 
eternally in love with themselves      eternally obsessed with 
sex 
floundering in an emptiness of adults 
...nobody there to guide     to fix     or even just to be blamed
and I pleaded with the scientists to find ways to re-age the 
world 
but everyone was too busy copulating 
...and no one wanted to get old anyway.  
 
I awoke thirsty. 
 

 

James Paradiso, Photographer 
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Niki 
 
By 
 
Marc Carver 
 
United Kingdom 
 

I fell in love with a girl
I met in a dream last night. 
Even though she does not exist 
she is the realist love I have ever had. 
A symbol maybe that life changes  
like the stages of a butterfly. 
One part ends and another begins.  
 
The last time I saw her 
she did not speak to me 
but she looked back 
as she walked away.  
 
All I need to do now 
is go and find her. 
As she wants to be found 
even if she does not exist in this world 
I will look and even ask too. 
And just maybe 
I will find her 
 

   

Dreams by Asher Mendelson 
4th Grade Student. Braeside School 
 
imagination awake 
nightmares and daydreams 
sleeping wonder 
 

Dream Poem by Sophia Gammel 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 
Dreams can dream at night 
while you can sleep, dream and fly 
on a perfect night 
 

   

poem excerpt 
 
By Spencer Sabath 
 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 

Oh once upon a midnight
Just once or maybe twice 
I have a placid dream about 
The cicada summer night 

But most of the time I have nightmares 
That I get stolen in a dream 
I wake up scared, in another dream but yet I’m bare 
Bare in a flowing stream 

I walk into a hickory room and 
My clothes are on my back 
I trip and fall on a yoga ball 
And get hurt by an acute group of tacks 
... 
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Another dream, a chance a gleam 
Of hope and other chances 
I walk up to a horse, not a bore 
And away to a better place it prances 

I follow it, a little bit 
And feel a valley of flowers 
Grapes growing from vines, the hills and mountains 
sublime 
I explore more unlike a coward 
 
I try to scream, but I can’t in a dream 
That’s obvious, also can’t feel pain 
But if I fall off a cliff and slowly drift 
My stomach is out of its place 
... 
 
But I feel the same way that I did before wake 
In the same exact point in my bed 
And I suddenly kneel, the smallest little feel 
That my dream wasn’t just in my head 
 

   

 

David Dotson, Photographer 
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Futurist Swish 
 
By 
 
Georgiann Foley 
 
Wheaton, Illinois 
 

It’s all there, the fall of bangs, brush of soft brown hair,
torso bending into a long lean. His face, his stare, it’s all there 
as he talks words, slow words, they drift on the pale, pale blue 
comforter 
and sift towards me as we sit in a pool of hot sun.  
 
It’s all hot sun we sit in as we stare and stare and talk 
and we drift as the words bang and fall 
like the brush of soft brown hair. I feel the hot sun dig into skin 
and feel a rush of wind that roars and roars like the black train.  
 
It’s all a sudden sight of black train, a black speeding train 
that whooshes and speeds and speeds into one thin line 
as whoosh I’m aboard, aboard and whoosh the steam puffs 
and puffs rounded white clouds rounded as white 
blurs black obscures the sun in a deft shift and shudder, shudder. 
In one eclipse, snip we float, float at third    hush 
                                                         stop     hush 
from eternity               hush                                     motionless we 
 
It’s all there in the hushed and motionless moment 
as the lampposts stand like charred matchsticks 
like lower case l’s and I, mingled me, melt 
like the black lampposts, melt like the black lampposts 
back into the gray choked night. 
 

   

On the Anniversary of 
Montell's Marriage 
and the First of an 
Enforced Celibacy (an 
excerpt) 
 
By  
 
Robert Klein Engler 
 
 
Only the very young people 
want to be happy.  What we 
all want it 
to be quite sure that there is 
something which makes  
it worthwhile to go on 
living... 
 
- Arthur Symons 

II
 
There is a prairie song that 
haunts the plains of Illinois, 
that lifts the hawk to circle 
pinnacle above the fields; 
there is a whistling in  
the feathered corn that  
follows migrants from  
across the sea and planters  
from the south, it settles  
on the rifts beside the road 
or wild flowers and waves  
of grass, it settles on the empty  
ghetto lots, on rusted cans  
and broken, emerald glass. 
... 
Who can deny this call 
of nocturnes in the blood, 
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of flesh embedded with desire? 
The wheel of karma makes it so. 
In clinging of the flesh to flesh, 
in clots of fire and fate, 
this is how we come to be.  
If you would give it up, 
listen with the deer to saffron  
monks. If you would have it  
otherwise, then suffer with the saints. 
 
There is a given up called waiting 
the broken seem to know. Come  
see them in the autumn light 
gone gold and rose across the park, 
come see them bent on faded books, 
reading in the closing dark. 
They whisper words from lip  
to lip like wind in trembling trees. 
"We know no more than this," they scold, 
"The smooth is gone to wrinkle soon, 
and smoke is gathered in the sky. 
We know no more by growing old 
than what we whispered by the moon. 
Our longing is for what it seems-- 
the cure for dreams is deeper dreams.  

 

James Paradiso, Photographer 
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Dream as a Child (an 
excerpt) 
 
By 
 
Norman Nanstiel 
 
Des Plaines, Illinois 
 

If I dream as I did
when I was a child 
when dreams were unshackled 
and free to run wild  
... 
 
I would run through the fields 
with wonder and pluck 
and my troubles would roll 
like rain off a duck  
 
With nothing forbidden 
and nothing untrue 
before I was told of 
the things I can’t do  
... 
 
They would grow like a flower 
or fields of gold grain 
and I would dance through them 
in sunshine or rain  
 
I would nourish the dreams 
that others would do 
and help them to grow so 
that they would come true  
... 
 
Oh... how my heart aches for 
the freedom to dream 
like those children at play 
with minds fresh and clean  
 
As free as the sunshine 
that flows from above 
and filled with the wonder 
that they know as love 
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Dreams by Olivia 
 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 
 

Sleep 
is a wonder 

of many things 
but a wonder much greater 

is what things 
you dream; 

You dream of wants 
of needs 
of pleads 

sometimes greed 
 

You never know 
and you can never show 

people the meaning 
of the dreams 

because they’re your beams 
of light that show 

your wants 
your needs 
your pleads 

sometimes greed 
 

Only a Dream By Lauren Raposo 
 
4th Grade Student, Braeside School 

 
I dream to see my mom up high 
I miss her when she is in the sky 
She always sends me signs 
I love her and miss her so why  
does she have to be up  
high in the sky  

  

 
 

   

Actor's Nightmare 
 
By  
 
Jennifer Dotson 
 
 
 
Highland Park, Illinois 
 
This poem first appeared in 
Chicago Poetry's CRAM 6 and is 
included in Clever Gretel which 
was published by Chicago Poetry 
Press in April 2013 
 

In the dream I wait to enter on the stage 
except that I don’t recognize the play. 
I fear the other actors I’ll enrage 
if from their storyline I chance to stray. 
Why isn’t there a copy of the script 
for me to hold in hand and muddle through? 
My terror is I feel most ill equipped 
to improvise some speech without a clue. 
Now my costume’s gone and I am undressed 
as I make my entrance upon the set. 
The house guffaws as I cover my breast. 
From this double exposure I wake in a sweat. 
Our subconscious sends us meaning by design 
but this message I don’t wish to divine. 
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