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Shattered Dreams in Light by Brandon Flesher is one man's journey through the darkest territories of the human heart. His poems confront the brutal truths we hide from ourselves, the self-deceptions we cling to, the toxic patterns we repeat, and the weight of grief that threatens to consume us.
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Flesher’s poems speak of profound loss—aching tributes to a loved one taken too soon, where memory becomes both sanctuary and an unbearable wound. He writes with surgical precision about the cycles that trap us: relationships built on objectification rather than love, the distractions we use to avoid painful truths, and the choices that haunt us in retrospect.
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These are poems about falling, failing, and the fierce determination to keep standing.
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Like a fire

The brighter it burns

The faster it diminishes

How does one stoke the flames

Does one really want to

Like a pond 

Reflecting the night

Is it imagined

Do we really want to know

Or are we scared

Hurrying to the end

Only to say

“Just a little farther”

Dancing as the flames
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What will man has

To paint a sky

To bend the earth to her knees

Answering a call far greater than he

Only to forget his own backyard
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What love

So easily cloaked

Within the drapery of sensibility

Can be either a beginning to an end

Or an end to a beginning

And once planted

It is unsure how it will grow

In fear one lets go

So torn

One will never know
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For it was not yet love

Yet the wound was no less deep

How fragile an ego

Strong enough to mimic the heart

For its simple escape

One does take

For it was not yet love
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The dance of the flames

Mesmerizes

As I am lost in you

The touch of your skin

Burns

But the thought of brandishing

That which cannot be held

Is folly

And I was but a fool

Indulging in a shallow pool

For I was but a fool



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Twenty Three


[image: ]




With the fickleness of a child

You scramble for a new toy

Only to grow tired of it

And toss it aside

Then in heavy consternation

You survey your collection

Looking for a spark of recognition

Only to find none

In impetuosity

You exclaim indignity

And ridicule

And with the fickleness of a child

You scramble for a new toy
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A funny game

Everyone plays

Thinking the victor

But whose board are we on

The victor becomes the loser

There are rules

But many variations

A funny game

Everyone plays
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Sixty Three
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That which cannot be measured

Except by an idea perceived

But not proven

As plucked from the air

Like a stray thought

Is time

Though it is weightless

It can be either a heavy burden

Or as a feather floating without notice

Though it cannot be measured

It can be either seen as not enough

Or as too much

Without quality

It cannot be seen

How is it 

A single idea controls so many

In time

One can be freed

Or one can be crushed

By an idea undeemed to life

Dreamed up to control something

Which cannot be controlled
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Is the pain so deep 
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