Terry Elliott

“What else do you observe?

I see those dreams.

They are all the books on my

shelves,

on my desk,

always front and center
in front of me,
sidetracks from my own
dreams...”

“it needs me
to live...

“find an eddy somewhere
and a sandbank

to drag my undreaming self
upon...

but new ones this time.
And mine”

Dreams in Two Voices

Terry’s Poem:

Sheri Edwards

A bouquet of beliefs,
some held, others
discarded: a choice
for my own dreams
to bloom.

Lest they fade

In ever-yellowing
pages,

lost

as dust

whisked away
with the wind

To swirl the
spirits and let sprout
seeds

and mine.



