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I must control this savagery,

This wild ambition, this ferocity

Of mine in case I dream again.

For surely I’ll dream again

When this world seems so strange a place

That all our life is but a dream,

And what I’ve seen so far tells me

That any man who lives dreams what

He is until at last he wakes.

The King dreams he is king and so

Believing rules, administers,

Rejoices in the exercise of power:

He does not seem to know his fame

Is written on the wind and death

Will turn to ashes all his splendour.

O who would want to be a kind

And have his power, when the dream

Of death must soon awaken him?

The rich man dreams in all his wealth, 

Though riches cause him endless care.

The pauper dreams his suffering,

Complaining that the world’s not fair.

The man who has success dreams too,

And so does he who strives for more.

He dreams whose heart is full of spite,

Who, hurting others, claims he’s right.

The world, in short, is where men dream

The different parts that they are playing,

And no one stops to know their meaning.

I dream that I am here, a prisoner,

I dream that I am bound by chains,

When once I dreamt of palaces

Where I was king, where once I reigned.

What is this life?  A fantasy?

A prize we seek so eagerly

That proves to be illusory?

I think that life is but a dream

And even dreams not what they seem.
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