
By Rick Spooner

Have you ever dreamt at night

Of times so long ago?

When you were in your childhood days

Or just a moment ago?

I sit here watching quietly

And sadly wonder why.

Must these times go by so fast

And suddenly realize.

They don’t you know,

They can’t I feel.

For they are part of us

And they will never leave.

They’re in our hearts

And are our thoughts of reality.


