
Shattered Dreams 

 

Dreams dry up  

And collapses in lifeless stones  

So hold fast to your dreams 

 

For when dreams go  

Life is a heavy load of dead imaginations  

That becomes blanch and buried  

 

But does it turn to dust?  

Will it bleed?  

Do my dreams dry up like cracked autumn leaves? 

Can I keep hold of a poisoned dream forever? 

 

By Tivon 

 

 

 


