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Dream of
this forgot wonder,

where light is dark in dreams of
summer,

clutter with beauty of slumber.

Far away in endless idea,

where the hunter hunts your prey,

and dream of me in this away,

for the sound has came and will be
gone,

where stillness lays and dreams are
carried,

over the bay where we got
married,

when we were both carried in a
ferry.

Come with eyes that listen to me,

where I sit by a tree,

with the air seep me off my feet,

where I can dream about we.

 








If any name
fit so well then one of delight. I remember a name of tomorrow,
dreaming of midnight yellow. She came to me once a dream, then she
lived on my heart. Only of her, painted my sky. She lift my eyes, I
saw again. Her name was sweet, it came to me one forgotten summer,
that dreams were made in starry wonder. Which came a voice not a
hollow, but a girl dressed with dreams, and full of wonder. She
turned and stared at me. She said not a word, not even a sound, but
I knew at last her name was of delight. Her namewas as starry as
the night.








I'm truly
upset with the feelings inside me,

they come once in decent hour,

that burns with candles of a
sour.

That wishes my hand of lonely
power,

from that forgot arm of scour,

come and there in an army,

lost with truth and pains the
hour,

deep falling mass that rains on
faces,

with the light of heaven and deep
falling glass,

with arms that guides me through.

If only I didn't lose you.








In Darkness Of
Shadows

 


Within my
heart,

there is a shadow that reaches
forever.

In deepest of shadows,

there is a light beyond a simple
beauty.

For as long as Spring lasts,

I will always love the times that
seem forever.

In darkness of hate,

I see a rose of ever life,

but with that rose brings death,

the fires they buried my skin,

my fingers will never play,

and my heart will be lost.

In all that comes with ever
beauty,

as a soul of body of image,

the one who moves the last of
moves,

will pay the price of million
hearts.

But in the darkest there no
light,

no sound, idea or thought.

But the world at the least of its
stand.








The World That I
See

 


Hopeless as
forever,

dream of a painted scene,

with trees once bare in that
light.

But the world that I see with
delight,

painted world of colors to see,

with light of madness drawing the
scenes.

The world that I dream,

is close from me,

living by a wire that is bare to
me,

where the day is moving by into the
night.

A summer's dream of painted
heart,

that bare a children of cold
untainted leave,

with one step the law is told,

the trees bare its leafs for a
year,

to hear a tale that never starts,

speak my words,

my children,

my dream.









Dream Me
Little Or Dream Me Not

 

Dream of me little,

or dream me not at all.

I wish to save a dream for you,

but maybe that wouldn't happen.

I could dream of that scent,

the colors fading at my sight,

of long forgotten nights.

Dream me not,

or dream me little of.

I wish to give a dream up for
you,

but maybe that won't happen,

for I am seer or not a believer,

for the stars are mighty,

and dreams are small,

my night of wonder,

may sleep your sight,

dreaming of your midnight wonder.








In My Dreams

 


The trees were once bare in my
dreams,

they once danced at me, starring at
my ease.

A heart of dreams once stared at
me,

watching my every move,

as the dream went apart,

dreaming of that midnight yellow,

she stared at me,

her eyes began darker to me,

then she called to me,

only in a dream,

“Midnight rain,

midnight wonder,

gave me your sham,

for the night has saw your face,

kept starring at your eyes.

And the night could see your
eyes,

starring back at her.”
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what works or not. Anthony is known as at making people think, that
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	Goodbye &
Hello (2010)
If you listen from the trees. If you love or care about me, then
take me to Wonderland. You won't care to leave. Take me to
Wonderland, where my dreams are real. Where the grass and trees are
my home.



	


You
Make Me Smile (2010)
Birds fly, trees sway. Everything is peaceful once again.



	


When
The World Listens (2010)
Emma becomes different when she finds out that her brother is
dead.

Email me at harp37@gmail.com if you like this book.



	


The
Show Must Go On (2010)
It's short story that will make you die for more. The stage is
set for the show of a lifetime. Get ready, its about to begin.









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/cover.png
From the author of "When The World Listens™

Anthony T Huben's

The €nd of the Sea

Poems





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





