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Dreamland By Wim Rietkerk
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In a town called Party City
There aren’t any people older than fifty.

On Sundays you watch TV and game all day
But on Monday and Tuesday you do more than play.

You go to stores to buy new clothing,
But that isn’t the only thing,

On Wednesday night you go to the disco
With food and drinks and things that glow.

People think Thursday is a day to walk on the shore
But I think it’s a day to party more.

Friday | usually take a rest
When everyone is quiet, that’s the best.
On Saturday we make some big campfires,

And we burn some stuff like very old tyres.

That’s the usual week in a town called Party City
Where there aren’t any people older than fifty.



My dream.

The moment we first met

You were on a slice of bread

A taste explosion in my mouth
Was to come, but I didn’t know yet

It is no cliché

When you’re melting away
So soft, so sweet

You’'re the perfect soufflé

Is it true you can mend a broken heart
Sooth me when I’m teared apart

You probably will

Though it is not too smart

Why I love you I'm still not sure
But when I taste you
I need you more

In a warm brownie

On a crisp cookie

How I wish I was Charlie
In that chocolate factory

Dreamland poem
Kelly Winters
Vwob6

Revius Lyceum



The robol nightmare!

When I was dreaming,
A /and is what ] saw
It was full of robots,
And “be happy” was the only law!

soon ] became a robot too,
My arms made of steel
My whole bodly of iron,

Happy was how ] did feel!

I did go to the DS jungle,
The trees were made of DSes and stee/
I wanted to play with another roboe,
But the pDSes were his meal!

Then T went to see some Sport,
Robot soccer is fantastic
Then I played some Lames,
In a computer castle made of plastic!

AfFterwards J wanted some food,
So J went to the mall
I thought: this isn’t a dream but a nightmare
Because they didn’t sefl food at all!
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De gepensioneerde dromer...

Frans

Le réveur retraité révait d’un réverbe réversible dans son pays de réves qui le reveillait
de sa réverie.

Nederlands

De gepensioneerde dromer droomde over een lantaarnpaal in zijn gedroomde land die
hem ontwaakte van zijn dromerij.



