The Wishing Well
Another wish 
Dropped down the well. 
A deep dark hole
Without an end.
A deep dark hole 
Full of wishes 
Never granted. 
Never seen.
The wishing well
Is full of wonder.
Dreams that die
With every toss. 
Hopeful eyes become dark souls,
As wishes rust
And fade away. 
So many wishes
In a hole; 
So deep and dark 
Without a bucket. 
Lost wishes
And dreams gone dark. 
The secrets of all 
Forever gone. 
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